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An American

Tm be an American is a great honor. One may become a
citizen of America by birth or naturalization and yet not
be a true American in spirit. To be a real American on¢ must
believe in and be loyal to those ideals which have made
America what she is.

He must believe in the spirit of freedom as did the pioneers
of colonial days, who not only demanded freedom for them-
selves, but were willing to grant it to others.

He must believe in the common good of the common peo-
ple and be willing to give up, if necessary, certain things for
himself if they injure other people.

He must believe in education as the privilege and duty of
all. He must know the history and hero stories of America,
and the sacrifices that have been made so that he may enjoy
the blessings of freedom.

To be a real American, he must love America above any
other country in the world and be willing to vote whenever
opportunity offers, to accept public office as a public trust,
and to serve the common cause in every way possible. He
must honor the American flag as the symbol of his country
and protect it from harm or discredit.

To be a real American, he must live in the spirit of America,
for the honor of America, and in helpful cooperation with all
other Americans.



To the Teacher

he purpose of OF AMERICA is to provide for students the

inspiring stories and character-building classics which are
a valued part of our national heritage, but which have been
excluded from textbooks in recent years.

Youth is the period in life when the character of the in-
dividual is being formed. Students are cagerly searching for a
workable sense of values. They need to see in the lives of
great men and common men and in the lives of young peo-
ple, such as they are, the unchanging values of the ages lived
out. We need to give them through books, as well as through
our lives and words, ideals to reach for and examples to
follow .

If our country is to remain a land of liberty, we must con-
tinue to teach each individual to read and think on his own.
Every school must not only teach students the basic skills of
reading but also provide them with classroom practice in
developing these reading skills throughout the upper grades.
We cannot afford to allow any students to develop the at-
titude that others can do their reading for them, and thus
their thinking also.

The OF AMERICA books will help students to become ex-
cellent readers, and at the same time will instill within them
in a natural, non-preachy way the enduring values upon
which our nation was built.



The Great
Were Once As You

The great were once as you,

They whom men magnify today

Once groped! and blundered on life's way.
Were fearful of themselves, and thought
By magic was men’s greatness wrought.
They feared to try what they could do;
Yet Fame hath crowned with her success
The selfsame gifts that you possess.

The great were young as you,

Dreaming the very dreams vou hold,
Longing, vet fearing, to be bold,
Doubting that they themselves possessed
The strength and skill for every test,
Uncertain of the truths they knew,

Not sure that they could stand to fate
With all the courage of the great.

groped - [ch about uncertainly




Then came a day when they

Their first bold venture made,

Scorning to cry for aid.

They dared to stand to fight alone,
Took up the gauntlet? life had thrown,
Charged full-front to the fray,

Mastered their fear of self, and then
Learned that our great men are but men.

Oh, Youth, go forth and do!

You, oo, to fame may rise;

You can be strong and wise,

Stand up to life and play the man—
You can if you'll but think you can;
THE GREAT WERE ONCE AS YOU.
You envy them their proud success?
"Twas won with gifts that you possess.

—Edgar A. Guest

‘gauntlet—a challenge
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Lives of great men all remind us
We can maoke our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time.
—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Lincoln and Lee
*******

A \ . Author Unknown




Young Abe Lincoln

On the twelfth of February, 1809, a
boy was born in a cabin in Kentucky.
He was named Abraham Lincoln.

His father, Thomas Lincoln, was an
idle fellow who could neither read nor
write. Sometimes he worked as a
farmer, sometimes as a carpenter, but
he did little as either.

When Abe was a few years old,
Thomas Lincoln made up his mind to
go west, He hoped to find rich land
and better times,

S0 he loaded all his worldly goods
in a wagon and made his way
westward through the forest. In In-
diana he stopped and built a house—
if house it could be called. It was a
room open on one side to the weather,
It had no floor, no doors, no windows,

Here they lived a year and then
Thomas Lincoln built a cabin. This had
a loft in which Abe slept. But there was
neither stairway nor ladder by which
to mount. Abe climbed up pegs driven
in the wall, and slept on the floor on
a pile of leaves.

Downstairs there was one bedstead.
It was made of poles fastened on one

side in a crack of the log wall. On the
other side the poles rested on forked
sticks driven in the earthen floor.
Across the poles were laid boards
covered with skins, leaves, and old
clothes.

Instead of chairs, in this house there
were three-legged stools. There was a
rough table, a few dishes, an oven, and
a skillet. These were all of the
household goods.

When Abe was nine years old, his
mother became ill. He and his little
sister Sarah nursed her and did the
housework. They hoped every day
that she would grow better, but in-
stead, she grew worse. No doctor
came to see her. There was none
within thirty-five miles.

One day Mrs. Lincoln called the
children to the bedside. She told them
she had not long to live. Laying her
feeble hand on little Abe’s head, she
told him to be kind to his father and
sister,

“Be good to each other, my
children,” she said. “‘Love your kin
and your God.”

A few hours later the children were
motherless.




There followed a hard, sad winter.
But the next year their father married
again—a good, kind woman who took
a mother’s place. She was gentle and
loving; she worked hard and made the
best of things. Little Abe and 5Sarah
were treated like her own children.
Her love and care made the cabin a
home,

Abe was now ten vyears old and
could neither read nor write.

“"He must go to school,” said his
new mother.

S0 he was sent to a teacher in a log
cabin nearby. He studied hard and
soon stood at the head of his class. He
had few books, but these he read over
and over. He did not own an
arithmetic book nor a slate. With a
piece of charcoal he ciphered! on a
broad wooden shovel, When it was
covered with figures, he shaved them
off and used it again.

His father thought it was a waste of
time to study so much. He wished Abe
to be at work helping him. And so the
bhoy went to school “by littles.”

Most of the time he worked barefoot
in the field, grubbing,? plowing, and
mowing. No one his age could carry
4 heavier load nor strike a harder blow .
When he came home he took a piece
of cornbread in his hand and sat down
Lo study,

S50 he grew to manhood, tall and
strong, awkward and ugly. He was a
strange figure with his homespun
clothes and his squirrelskin cap.

Thomas Lincoln now left the In-
diana farm, for which he had never
paid, Carrying his household goods in
an ox wagon, he went west to Illinois.

A little dog trotted near the wagon.
One day it fell behind and came up
after they had broken the ice and
crossed a stream. It was afraid to enter

6
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the water covered with floating ice, A Virginia Boy

There it stood, whining and howling
on the bank,

“T'll drive back for no dog," said
Thomas Lincoln. “"Come on! Leave it
there.”

But kindhearted Abe could not bear
to leave the dog in distress. He pulled
off his shoes and waded through the
icy water. In his arms, he carried the
dog across the stream. How it wagged
its tail and velped for joy!

In Illinois a new log cabin was built.
Abe helped cut trees, hew? timber, and
clear away underbrush. He plowed
with a team of oxen; he split rails to
make a fence.

50 passed the days. And now he was
twenty-one, 4 man grown, From the
school of the backwoods, he started
out in the world for himself.

i

Let me tell you about a Virginia
home, very different from the Lincoln
cabin in Kentucky. This was a hand-
some, old countrv house called Strat-
tord. It was built in the shape of the
letter H. On the roof were summer
houses where bands played on sum-
mer evenings. Around it were broad
grounds, sloping down to a beautiful
river.

It was a grand old house, and when
my story begins it was a happy home.
Here lived General Henry Lee, called
“Light Horse Harry.”

His forefathers had held place and
rank in England. They had come to
Virginia in its early days, and in war
and in peace they had been leaders.

“Light Horse Harry” had been a

‘hew —io cut,



brave officer in the Revolution. He
married a beautiful, gentle lady, and
the home at Stratford was made glad
by children. There were four sons and
two daughters.

The youngest son was Robert Ed-
ward Lee, born January 19, 1807,

When Robert was four years old, his
father moved from Stratford. He was
sorry to leave his home, but he wished
his children to be near gooed schoaols.
As soon as they were old enough, his
sons were sent to the best teachers.

All did well at school, Robert best of
all. He studied hard and was faithful to
every task. If he had to draw on his
slate a figure to be rubbed out the next
minute, he did it with care.

“Whatever is worth doing at all,”" he
thought, “‘is worth doing well.”

His teachers praised him; his com-
rades loved him. In the schoolroom
and on the playground he was the
leader,

The first cloud on his happy
childhood was the illness of his father,
General Lee left home, hoping to gain
health and strength. His older sons,
too, were away from home, one at col-
lege, one in the navy. One of his
daughters was in ill health and the
other was a child.

Thus to Robert came the care of his
sick mother. He nursed her, he kept
house, he obeyed her every wish.

In the afternoons his friends called
in vain, “Come, Robert! Let us play
ball. Robert, Robert! Come and go
skating."

He shook his head and answered, ']
must hurry home to take mother driv-
ing. She is lonely and not well. Now
that my father and brothers are away,
I am the man of the house.”

“How could 1 do without him?"" said
his mother. “He is both son and

daughter to me."”

“Robert was always good,” wrote
his father. He asked if his sons rode
and shot well. He wished them to ride
and shoot well and always to speak the
truth.

These three Robert did. Gentle and
good as he was, he was no milksop.4
He was brave and active, first in man-
ly sports.

The hope that the father would
grow strong was all in vain. He grew
worse and died far away from home.
More than ever, Robert became his
mother’s mainstay, her right hand.

It was a sad parting when he left
home. But it came time to prepare for
his life work, and he wished to be a
soldier like his father.

So he went to West Point, a school
for soldiers. There he remained four
years. In all that time he never got a
mark or a reproof for bad conduct. His
gun was always bright, his clothes
were always neat, his lessons were
always learned. He did not think that
mischief was “‘fun.” He obeyed the
rules and studied hard. He stood next
to head in a class of nearly fifty.

At last his schooldays were over.
The handsome young cadet went
home with honors to his mother.

That loving mother was not to be
with him long. For years she had not
been strong, and now day by day she
grew more feeble. Day and night
Robert sat at her bedside. His hand
gave all her food and medicine and
smoothed her pillow. She died bless-
ing God for the love and care of such
a son,

Now Robert Lee stood at the
threshold of life. Behind him lay a long
line of honored forefathers. He had
gentle home training and the best
schooling.

‘milksop—a boy or man lacking in courage or manliness.






Abraham Lincoln grew up in the midst of want
and ignorance. After a few months in a log
schoolhouse, he went forth to the school of
backwoods life.

Do their lots seem unequal? You must know
that @ man, rich or poor, high or low, has to
make his own way in the world. Forefathers and
friends cannot do it for him. He rises or falls for
himself,

Unlike as they were in birth and training, Lee
and Lincoln were alike in this: to both, God had
given great powers and the firm resolve to moke
the most of them, For both Lee and Lincoln, duty
was to be the keynote of life.

Honest Abe

As a boy Abraham Lincoln plowed
and grubbed, planted corn, and split
rails for his father. At twenty-one he
began life on his own account,

For a long time he kept on with the
same homely labors. He plowed and
grubbed for the neighboring farmers.
He bought his homespun clothes by
splitting rails.
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He loved to hear and tell jokes, but
he did not idle away his leisure time.
He read all the books he could get and
made speeches to rocks and trees.

One spring he went down to New
Orleans with a boatload of meat, corn,
and hogs. For the first time he saw
slaves bought and sold.

The Negroes in this country were
not free then. They were slaves. They
had been brought to America by the
Dutch and sold as slaves in both the
northern and the southern states. The
North was too cold for them to live
and work there, however, so they
were sold and sent to the cotton and
tobacco [fields of the South.

In Lincoln's day there were few
slaves in the North. Neither he nor his
friends owned any. It did not seem
right to him that men and women
should be bought and sold like cattle.

He said, "If ever I get a chance to hit
that thing, I'll hit it hard.”

From New Orleans he went back
home. For a while he kept a country
store. In his spare time he studied hard
to make up for his lack of schooling.
One day he walked six miles to bor-
row a grammar book. When he had
five minutes to spare, he gave it to his
book which he kept always at hand.

But he did not neglect his work. If
he made a mistake, he did not rest un-
til it was set right. One day a woman
came in and bought some goods. He
made an error of a few cents in her
change. That night when he shut the
store he went to return her money
before he slept.

He was honest in word and deed.
People liked him and called him
“"Honest Abe.”’

After a time Lincoln and a friend
opened a store of their own. But Lin-
coln spent his time reading and study-




ing law, and the partner spent his time
drinking. No wonder they failed.

His partner died soon after and Lin-
coln took on himself all their debts. No
one could have made him pay them,
but he thought it was right to do so.
The debt of a few hundred dollars was
a great deal to this poor man. It took
him fifteen years to pay it, but pay it
he did, down to the last cent.

By cutting wood, splitting rails, and
other work, Lincoln managed to get
bread and meat. He kept on with his
study of law,

One noon a man for whom he
worked found him sitting barefoot on
a woodpile, a book in his hand.

“What are you reading?’’ asked the
madn.

“I'm not reading,”” was the answer,
“I'm studying.”

UStudying what?”

“Law, sir,”” was the reply.

The man laughed, but Lincoln kept
on studying,

He worked for a while with a
surveyor and learned to measure land.
He was postmaster as well as survevor.
The mail came only once a week. He
carried the letters in his hat and gave
them out as he went about to measure
land. What do vou think of having a
hat for a post office?

The man Lincoln had not outgrown
the kindheartedness of his boyhood.

One day as he was going along
dressed in his best clothes, he saw a pig
squirming and squealing with distress
stuck in a mudhole.

Lincoln did not wish to soil his
clothes getting it out, so he passed on.
But it seemed to him that the poor
thing grunted, “'Ugh! There, now! My
last hope is gone!” So he turned back
and helped it out of the mud.

Mr. Lincoln worked hard at the

study of law. He thought much and
talked well about public questions,
too. He made people laugh at his fun-
ny stories and clever sayings. Men
thought so highly of him that they sent
him to help make laws for the state.

After he came home, he moved to
springfield and began to practice law.
He carried with him in a saddle bag his
worldly goods—a few garments and
two or three law books,

Would vou like to know how he
looked? He was very tall, lean, and
awkward. He had a sallow, wrinkled
face; coarse dark hair; a large, crook-
¢d nose: and beautiful eves. His clothes
were coarse and ill-fitting, In one hand
he carried a carpetbag containing
papers. In the other was a faded green
cotton umbrella with a piece of cord
tied round the middle.

But as people listened to his words,
full of wit, wisdom, and common
sense, no one thought of how he
looked or dressed—only of what he
said.

In Springfield he married Miss Mary
Todd, a pretty and clever young lady.
But people who knew her shook their
heads and said, “"Her temper is not
good. She will not make a happy
home.”

11




Her husband drifted more and more
Into public life. Whenever a great ques-
tion came up, people wished to know
what he thought about it. When he
was younger, they had sent him to
help make laws for the state. Now they
sent him to Washington to help make
the nation’s laws.

This pleased his wife very much. She
began to be proud of her husband,
ugly and awkward, but clever and
wise,

The time was at hand when he was
to become a leader among men. In
1856, he aided in forming a new
political party, called the Republican
Party. Its main object was to prevent
the spread of slavery.

Lincoln said that the United States
could not remain as it was, half free
and half slave. He wished all to be free.

In May 1860, the Republicans held
a meeting to decide whom they
wished for President.

“Let it be 'Honest old Abe, the
railsplitter,” "’ they said.

50 Lincoln was elected President of
the United States.

Before he started to Washington, he
slipped away from the crowds who
came to ask places and favors. He went
to see his father’s grave and to visit his
stepmother, his second mother. With

tears streaming down her cheeks, the
good old woman gave him her
blessing.

The friends of his bovhood clasped
his hand. They were proud of “Hon-
est Abe,”” who had risen from a bare-
foot boy to President of our great
country.

Then Lincoln went to Washington.
With him went his wife and three
sons, Robert, William, and Thomas,
Thomas, or “'Tad,” as the baby was
called, was just seven.

Mr. Lincoln was a kind and loving
father. He was never too busy to let the
boys play in his office. They dragged
books from the shelves, pulled out
papers, and upset the ink. Other peo-
ple frowned, but their father only
laughed. They were a wellspring of
joy, his one comfort in the sad, hard
days that were at hand.

The Young Captain

While Abraham Lincoln was making
his way in the West, in the South
Robert Lee rose in his chosen calling.

When he left West Point, he was
made engineer. This is the work which
is given the men who stand highest in
their class. Engineers, a great soldier
says, are as needful to an army as sails
to a ship. In peace they plan forts and
direct the course of rivers and do other
useful work. In war they build roads
and bridges, they study the ground to
be traveled over, they guide the
movements of armies.

Two years after he left West Point,
he married a young lady he had known
and loved from boyhood. This was the
gentle and beautiful Miss Mary Custis,
the only child of Washington's
adopted son. Her beautiful old home,
Arlington, is just across the river from
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Washington, D.C. Here Lee and his
wife made their home,

Their slaves were well-fed and well-
clothed, contented and happy. But
neither Lieutenant Lee nor his father-
in-law believed in owning Negroes, so
both set their slaves free.

Lieutenant Lee had a happv home
those first years of his married life, He
had many friends, and he was never
known to speak ill of any one.

Dear as were home and friends, duty
came first with him. And now his duty
as a soldier called him far from home.
He was ordered to the West to make
stronger and higher the banks of the
Mississippi River.

Out West he kept busy with his
work and with his studies. He learned
a great deal about war from books.
Soon he was to learn still more from
life.

Our country quarreled with Mexico
and the two countries went to war,
Captain Lee was sent with other
soldiers to Mexico. About the time he
went there to fight, Mr. Lincoln went
as a lawmaker to Washington,

Many stories could be told of Lee's
brave deeds in Mexico.

Once he was sent to find out where
the enemy was. Mile after mile he rode
in their country. At last he came to
what seemed an army.

“See, there are the tents white in the
moonlight,” said his guide. “Let us go
back."”

But Captain Lee said, “No,” he
would ride on to get fuller news, Lo!
what seemed to be tents was a flock
of sheep. The drovers said that the
army had not vet crossed the moun-
tains. S0 back twenty miles galloped
Captain Lee with the news. He rested
only three hours and then marched off
at the head of some soldiers.

Before one battle, seven officers
were sent across rough, rocky country
with orders to men on the other side.
SixX came back saying they could not
cross. Only one went on. That one was
Robert Lee.

He set to work with some men mak-
ing a road across which to guide the
soldiers. Alone, in darkness, in driving
rain, he rode back to tell the general
what he had done and what he
planned to do. The general said that
this midnight journey was the greatest
deed of the war.

There were many brave soldiers in
this war. Of them all none was more
loved in the camp nor more admired
on the battlefield than Captain Robert
Lee.

In camp and on the battlefield his
thoughts were often with his wife and
children at home. He wrote them long,
loving letters. He told them how the
bullets whistled round him in the fight.
He wondered where he would put his
little son, if he were there, to keep him
safe.




He told them about his horses,
which he loved. He had to ride them
verv hard, sometimes fiftv or sixty
miles a dav. While his familv was eating
their Christmas dinner, he lav on the
ground beside his horse, watching for
the enemy.

At last the war was over. Captain Lee
went home with honor. How glad his
wife and children were to see him!

But he did not stay in Virginia long.
He was sent to take charge of the
soldiers’ school at West Point. Here he
had the pleasure of seeing his son,
Custis, stand at the head of his class.

Now Captain Lee was made colonel.
He was sent to Texas to fight against
the Indians. Far as he was from home,
he kept close to his wife and children
by loving letters. He kept close to God,
too, and led a pure, noble life.

He wrote home how he spent the
Fourth of Julv in Texas. He had just
had a march of thirty miles. He made
a sunshade of his blanket. raised on
four sticks driven into the ground. The
sun was fiery hot, the air was like a
blast from a furnace, the water was
salty,

But he said his love for his country
and his faith in her were as strong as
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they could have been under better
CIrCUMmstances.

In his letters to his youngest
daughter, he asked about Tom Tita, a
large vellow cat, the pet of Arlington,
He told about a Texas cat which he
saw dressed for company. It was snow
white, with tail and feet tipped with
black. Around its neck was a chain of
gold. It had holes bored in each ear
and in these holes were bows of pink
and blue ribbon. *'Its round face set in
pink and blue looked like a big owl in
a full blooming ivy bush,”” said he.

In February, 1861, Colonel Lee was
called home from Texas. Great events
were at hand. For the last time he was
with his family at beloved Arlington.




President and General

Now came the spring of 1861, With
it came war, war between the states,

The states of the North and the
South had been quarreling for many
yvears. They differed as to the taxes
they should pay and the way the coun-
try should be ruled. They differed as
to whether people should have slaves
or not. Hot-headed people on both
sides said bitter things. The more they
quarrcled, the angrier they became.

The Southern pe- ple were sorry to
see Lincoln made President. They did
not know much about him, but they
knew that he was leader of a party
which wished to put an end to slavery.

Some of them said, “We are only
partners in this Union, Since we can-
not stay together in peace, let us part.
We will have a government of our own
here in the South.”

But Lincoln and the North behind
him said, “No, the United States all
make up one great country. No one
can draw out when it pleases.”

Lincoln said the Southern states
should be made to stay in the Union.

50 he called for seventy-five thousand
soldiers to send against them. He
needed a good general to put at the
head of this army. Who should it be?
General Scott, who had led the army
In Mexico, was too old.

Scott said, “Robert Lee is the best
soldier 1 ever saw in the field. He will
show himself the foremost captain of
his time. Make him chief of the army.
He will be worth fifty thousand men
to you.,"

50 President Lincoln sent and asked
Lee to take charge of his army.

Lee said no. He loved the army and
he loved the Union. “If the four
million slaves in the South were
mine, " he said, I would give them all
up to keep the Union.” Virginia was his
mother state, though, and he could not
fight against her.

"I must go with Virginia,”' he said.

He gave up his place in the United
States Army and took command of the
Virginia troops.

For four years there was war in our
land. Friend fought against friend,
brother against brother. There was
much hate and bitterness, But high
above this, as mountains above clouds,
rose two men, the greatest of all.

Lincoln said, “"We are not enemies,
but friends. We must be friends.”” He
looked at both sides of the question.
He said that the Southern people were
just what the Northern ones would be
in their places. If people in the North
owned slaves, they would not wish to
give them up.

He hoped some plan would be
agreed on to free the slaves in time by
paying for them. Now he said the fight
was not to free the slaves but to keep
the Union. He loved his country and
wanted it to be one great country
forever.
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Lee, too, never used the word
“enemies  in talking about the people
of the North. He spoke of them as
“those people.” "I never saw the day
when I did not pray for them,” he said.

[ have told you how Lincoln looked.
Would you like to have a picture of
Lee? He was called the handsomest
man in the army. He was tall, straight,
broad-shouldered. His eyes were dark
and his hair was beginning to grow
white. He was neat in dress and per-
son and sat gracefully on his handsome
horse,

During the first of the war, Lee was
sent to fight in western Virginia. Then
he went south to strengthen the coast
against attack. There were few troops
and poor guns, but he put them where
they would do most good.

Then he came back to Virginia. For
a little while he was with his wife and
children. But they were not now, nor
ever again, at beautiful Arlington. It
was in the hands of the Northern
soldiers. General Lee tried to comfort
his wife for their loss. He told her that
wherever they went they could carry
in their hearts the memory of their
beautiful, happy old home.

Lee took charge of the army near
Richmond.

Up in the Valley of Virginia were
some brave soldiers under a great
general. This was Stonewall Jackson.,
He thought that fighting and praying
were the whole duty of man. His
enemies never knew when and where
he was going to strike and strike hard.
Later in the war they said they could
tell by a simple rule where he would
be. Where he was least wanted and
least expected, he was sure to turn up.

After the first battle, the North saw
that the war would not be over in a
few days or weeks. Lincoln called for
soldiers for three years, instead of for
three months as at first, The army was
put in order and well supplied. Then
it marched against Richmond.

The great trouble which Lincoln had
from the first was in the choice of
generals. He had brave soldiers, as
many as were needed. But who was
the general able and wise enough to
lead them? Some said this man, some
said that.

Lincoln tried one general. Battles
were lost and time was wasted. Then
he tried another and another. His one
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wish was to put the right man in the
right place. Do you think the war
would have lasted so long if Lee had
taken charge of the United States Ar-
my in 18617

But there were good officers in the
North as well as in the South. You shall
hear how in the end Lincoln found and
supported a great general.

Meanwhile, as I told you, the army
of the North was in sight of Richmond.
Some of the Southern officers thought
Lee ought to retreat. But he led the
soldiers forward to the masterly Seven
Days’ fight about Richmond. The
Northern army fell back, fighting as it
went. It was full of brave soldiers. Here
was American against American,

Lee marched North at the head of his
army. But he lost ten thousand men
and fought a battle in which neither
side could claim the victory.

A voung English soldier, who after-
wards became a great general, visited
the Southern camp about this time.
General Lee was staying in a tent
because he did not wish anyone to
give up a house for him. Three stars on
his coat collar were the only signs of
his rank. His food was plain, and his
table was set with tinware. When
dainty dishes were sent him, he gave
them to wounded soldiers or sick
prisoners.

He had no small vices, such as smok-
ing, drinking, and chewing. No one
ever accused him of great ones. In
small things and great, he was loving
and unselfish, He would take the least
comfortable chair for himself. He
would take, too, the blame for mis-
takes made by other generals and allow
them the credit which belonged to
him.

The war had been started to keep
the Union. But many people of the

North wished to put an end to slavery.
President Lincoln felt that it would
help the cause of the Union to free the
slaves. S0 he declared them free,

About this time Lincoln tried an-
other general. He was called “Fighting
Joe,” but General Lee soon made him
run. Yet the victory was worse than a
defeat for the South. Stonewall Jackson
was killed, shot through mistake by his
own men,

“l1 have lost my right arm,” said
General Lee.

The South now lacked men and
money, food and clothing. The
soldiers were overworked and under-
fed. They marched, they fought, they
marched and fought again. But they
laughed and their guns were clean and
their swords were bright. General Lee
said there was one time when he was
never ashamed of the looks of his
soldiers. That was when they were
fighting.

Again Lee marched North. He met
the Union army at Gettysburg. This
time there was against them an able
general, as well as brave soldiers. And
neither the time nor the place was
what General Lee would have chosen.

He made his plans well and gave his
orders: "'Get the troops ready. Form
line of battle. Attack.”

But one officer failed in his duty. He
did not go forward when he was told.
The men whom he ought to have
helped fell and died before the North-
ern guns. They did not fail “*‘Marse
Robert.”” How he missed his ‘“‘right
arm’’ Jackson!

Lee did not speak one word of
useless blame to the man whose fault
lost the battle, Back he marched with
his brave men to Virginia. On the way
sad news met him. He learned that his
son “‘Rooney’’ was a prisoner.

17



A few months later President Lin-
coln went to Gettysburg. He did not
go to fight. He went to set the place
apart as a burial ground for soldiers. He
made a brief beautiful speech. He said
that the brave soldiers who died there
had hallowed the ground. They had
done their part and that well. It was for
the living to do theirs—to keep “"gov-
ernment of the people, by the people,
for the people.”

The war had now been going on
about three years, and President Lin-
coln at last found a general such as he
wished. This was Grant the hammer.
You shall hear how he hammered at
the army of Lee till he pounded it to
picces. He fought at first, and that well,
in the West. Some people found fault
with him, but the President said, ‘'l
can’t spare this man: he fights.”

50 he told Grant to come east and
take charge of the army.

With many brave boys in blue, well
fed and well supplied, Grant started
out. He made up his mind to take Rich-
mond, if fighting and time could do it,

Against Grant, Lee led his soldiers in

ragged gray. Day after day came bat-
tles. Men of the same blood fought like
wild beasts in the woods. But
whenever a man fell in Grant’s army,
another filled the gap. A man killed in
Lee’s army left an empty place. The
South had sent even her bovs and old
men to fight. She had no more to give
and no money to hire troops.

In 1864 the President of the United
States had to be chosen. Some people
wanted Lincoln again. Some did not.
About this time he saw that the army
necded more men.

“Do not call for them now,"’ said his
friecnds. ““It will make trouble and peo-
ple will think all is not going well.
They will not vote for you. Wairt a few
weeks until you are made President.”

“What is the Presidency worth to
me if I have no country?’” asked Lin-
coln. And he sent out the call for five
hundred thousand soldiers. He loved
his country more than place and
power for himself.

But the people were learning to love
and trust him. A second time he was
chosen President. They had the right
man in the right place and they wished
to keep him there.

In 1860 the President's specch
showed his great desire to keep off
war. But war came,

Now in 1864 the end of the war was
in sight. His speech this time showed
his great desire to keep off bitterness
and hate. He wished himself and all
men to go on “with malice’ toward
none, with charity® for all, with firm-
ness in the right as God gives us to see
the right.”

About the time that Lincoln was
made President of the United States,
Lee was given command of the army
of the Confederacy.

An Irishman who came to the army
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was asked what he thought of the
Southern soldiers.

“Oh, I never saw men fight better,”
he answered, “‘but they don’t eat
enough.™

Poor fellows! They had little to eat,
little to wear. Flour was two hundred
tifty dollars a barrel, coffee twelve
dollars a pound, and tea thirty-five
dollars.

One day General Lee went tired and
sad to Richmond. ““A cup of tea would
do him good,” thought a lady. She had
cnough tea to make one cup, only one.
The polite, unselfish gentleman would
not drink it if he knew this. So she
filled her cup with muddy water and
his with tea. As he drank the tea, she
sipped the water.

Day after day, week atter week, Lee
worked to make small means equal
great. It cost Grant thirty days and
sixty thousand men to march seventy-
five miles. But the time came when Lee
could hold out no longer. The boys in
gray fell back and the boys in blue
marched into Richmond. President
Lincoln and General Grant walked up
and down the streets of the smoking,
ruined city,

General Lee hoped to get away with
his little army and marched away to
the southwest. But by mistake food
was carried past them and the soldiers
were left without a crust. They could
not fight; they could not march.

1l would rather die a thousand
deaths than surrender,” said General
Lee. Yet he saw that it must be done,
and delay would cause useless waste
of brave lives. S0 he surrendered to
General Grant.,

Grant, too, was a hero, brave and
noblehearted, He had asked the Presi-
dent what he must do with the men
who gave up.

“If 1 were in your place,” said Lin-
coln, “I'd let "em up easy, I'd let "em
up easy.’

And so General Grant did. He left
the soldiers their horses to work their
farms. When he learned that they had
only parched corn to eat, he hastened
to send them food.

When General Lee spoke for the last
time to his soldiers, they sobbed aloud.
Tears were in his eves, too.
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“Men, we have fought the war
together,” he said. I have done my
best for you. My heart is too full to say
more.”

Then he mounted Traveler, his good
gray horse, and rode away.

General Grant sent President Lin-
coln word that General Lee had sur-
rendered. The war was over.,

Lincoln was full of joy. How he had
longed for peace and good-will, a
reunited country! He said the Southern
states had no right to leave the Union
and so they were still in it and had their
rights as states. Gentle and great-
hearted as he was, he wished to forgive
and forget the past.

Had President Lincoln lived, much
might have been well done that was ill
done. But alas! his death was near.

On the evening of April 14, 1865, he
went with his wife to the theater. An
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True Greatness

Whmnﬂ-cr will be great among

you, let him be your minister;

And whosoever will be chief among you,
let him be your servant:

Even as the Son of man came not to be
ministered unto, but to minister, and to
give his life a ransom for many.
—Matthew 20:26-28

Bf.; strong and of a good courage: for
unto this people shalt thou divide for an
inheritance the land, which I sware unto
their fathers to give them.

Only be thou strong and very
courageous, that thou mayest observe to
do according to all the law, which Moses
my servant commanded thee: turn not
from it to the right hand or to the left,
that thou mayest prosper whithersoever
thou goest,

This book of the law shall not depart out
of thy mouth; but thou shalt meditate
therein day and night, that thou mayest
observe to do according to all that is
written therein: for then thou shalt make
thy way prosperous, and then thou shalt
have good success.

H ave not 1 commanded thee? Be
strong and of a good courage; be not
afraid, neither be thou dismayed: for the
Lord thy God is with thee whithersoever

thou goest.
—Joshua 1:6-9
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-~ Somebody Said
It Couldn’t Be Done

Somebody said it couldn’t be done,
But he, with a chuckle, replied

That maybe it couldn’t, but he would be one
Who wouldn’t say so till he'd tried.

He waded right in with a trace of a grin
On his face—if he worried he hid it,

He started to sing as he tackled the thing
That couldn’t be done—and he did it.

.....
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Somebody said, “'Oh, you'll never do that,
At least no one ever has done it.”
But he rook off his coat and he took off his hat
And the first thing we knew, he'd begun it.
With a lift of the chin and a bit of a grin
Without any doubting or “quit it,”
He started to sing as he tackled the thing
That couldn’t be done—and he did it.

There are thousands to tell you it cannot be done,
There are thousands to prophesy failure,

There are thousands to point out to you, one by one,
The dangers that wait to assail you.

But just buckle in with a lift of the chin,
Take off your coat and go to it,

Starting to sing as you tackle the thing
That cannot be done—and you’ll do it.

—Edgar A. Guest 81



Washington

He played by the river when he
was young.
He raced with rabbits along the hills,
He fished for minnows, and climbed
and swung,
And hooted back at the whippoorwills.
Strong and slender and tall he grew,
And then, one morning, the bugles

blew.



Over the hills, the summons came,

Over the river's shining rim.

He said that the bugles called his name,

He knew that his country needed him.

And he answered, “Coming!"’ and marched away

For many a night and many a day.

Perhaps when the marches were hot and long,
He'd think of the river flowing by,

Or, camping under the winter sky,

Would hear the whippoorwill's far-off song,
Boy and soldier, in peace or strife,

He loved America all his life.

—Nancy Byrd Turner
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Noah Webster

Father of the

American Dictionary

Now it could not be put off any
longer. Noah Webster must write 2
good American dictionary.

A man nearly fifty vears old, ruddy’
and strong, with a growing family
around him, sat down early one morn-
ing to begin his great task. The year
was 1807, The place: New Haven,® one
of the most beautiful cities in the
United States.

Breakfast that morning was much
like every other breakfast. Coffee and
toast and “‘relish’’—the Webster family
ate simple, nourishing meals. Then the
brisk walk to the post office, after
which the door of his room closed be-
hind him. From that moment until a
January morning nearly twenty years
later Noah Webster worked on the
greatest book he ever wrote, An
American Dictionary of the English
Language.

84

Isabel Proudfit

His working habits were by now
fixed and unalterable.? The machinery
of his home moved on oiled wheels.
Gone the days when Rebecca Webster,
as 4 young girl, had bought mirrors but
no parlor sofa with her wedding
money. Gone the days, too, when she
“hbawled’” over a cake that would not
rise or baked more apple pies than her
husband could eat in a week.

With five little girls and a son around
her, she spent her days cheerily going
from one task to another. The new
baby who came the following yecar
completed her family.

True, money was not plentiful in the
Webster household. It had never been
plentiful. Book after book had been
published with the cost paid out of
Noah Webster's own pocket. Valuable
time had been spent writing news-
paper articles which said a great deal,
but did not bring in much money. If
Webster had written often, and
strongly, about the need for national
banks and stable money, it was partly
because he had himself suffered so
often from seeing his dollars melt away
with nothing.

While he was writing the dictionary
the family must live on the royalties
that came in from the faithful Spelling
Book* and Reader.® These books had
sold enormously. They were still sell-
ing at a good rate. But at half a cent a
copy, which was his average royalty,
a great many copies must be sold to

‘ruddy—having a healthy, rosy color,
INew Haven—a town in Connecticut,
Yale 'niversity is there

i { T .

e T & e e —— — - =

‘Spelling Book—the famous 'blue-backed
spel'er” which sold over 100,000, (4040
copies. It was America's first
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bring in even a few dollars. Sometimes
he got as much as a penny a copy for
the books. Other times he got less than
half a cent. The Spelling Book sold 2
great deal better than the Reader.
When the sales reached 200,000 copies
4 year, which they often did, Webster
received $1,000. On this sum he in-
tended living while he completed his
dictionary.

A sailor loves the sea. A carpenter
loves his tools. A writing man loves his
paper and pens and the words that sing
in his head during the day. Sometimes
the words are rambunctious® and
refuse to fit into their proper places. A
definition may be as elusive as a fish
avoiding the hook. But Noah Webster
was prepared to wrestle with them all
indefatigably,” until he had defined
every word in the American language.

Help, of course, he would receive
from dictionaries which had been
published earlier. Every dictionary is

bound to build on the dictionaries that
come before it. Already Webster knew
by heart the early English books of
“hard words,” which were the first
dictionaries ever published. The first
of these books, The Table Alphabeti-
call of Hard Words, published in
1600, contained only 3,000 words,
words like bubuicitate meaning to
~cry like a cowboy,”" as well as others
no longer used anywhere. There was a
dictionary by John Walker, published
in 1791, which said that it was polite
(o pronounce the word, garden as
g-yvarden, and guard as g-yard.

This kind of elegance made Webster
very impatient. He even quoted from
famous authors to show that it was
proper to say f come bome yesterday,
instead of / came bome yesterday. But
on the whole, he decided it was bet-
ter to have came in the language!

There would be scientific words in
his dictionary, too, scores of them

frambunctious—disorderly
indefatigably —tirelessly
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never heard in Dr. Johnson s time.
When people stopped to consider,
they realized that Noah Webster was
very well qualified to write a dic-
tionary, He knew nearly two dozen
languages. He had read all the promi-
nent Latin and Greek and Hebrew
authors in college. He had studied and
practiced law. He had an intimate
knowledge of medical terms from his
study of infectious diseases. He had
written about politics and business for
years at a time. He had written (ext-
books about history, geography, and
biology. He had traveled over all the
thirteen United States, hearing the New
England drawl in Connecticut, the ac-
cent of Pennsylvania Dutch farmers,
the Southern planters in Virgina,
shrewd businessmen in New York.
Hardly 2 man in America at that time
had more exact knowledge on more
subjects than he did.

When it came to American affairs, of
course, he was in his own well-loved
field. He was only too happy to add
words like land-office, plantation,
senate, congress, and assembly to his
lists.

“No person in this countrv,” he
wrote in his preface to the dictionary,
“will be satisfied with the English
definitions of those words.”” He also
wrote in the preface that the stirring

rds of Franklin, Washington,
ms, Jay, etc., “‘should be placed as
worities on the same page with
1le, Hooker, Milton, Dryden, and
vper. '8

/ith what pride, too, did he write
'n he came to the Ds:

“Declaration: a public annun-

ciation, as the Declaration of In-

dependence, July 4, 1776."
Midday dinner interrupted his work

but shortly. The vegetables, which

they ate, grew in his own garden. For
dessert, truit sutticed. Then back to his
semi-circular table, until Mrs. Webster
came 1n at four o'clock.

After years of training, of course, the
children knew that Papa must not be
disturbed in his book-filled room. The
papers and notebooks, which lay on
all the chairs and tables, were sacred,
too. A dreadful thing it was, if a
careless child upset one of these piles
of papers, or hurried past the table in
such a way as to blow a paper trom 1ts
place. Even the cat seemed 1o know
that she must creep around this room
discreetly.

But a clever child knew, too, that at
tour o'clock Papa would have his fill
of writing. Peeping cautiously in at the
open door, they saw him lay down his
pen with a sigh of satisfaction, and
remove his glasses. While Papa ate his
fruit and cake the little girls and their
brother, William, sucked peppermints
trom a dish on the mantel. After that
they might sit on his knee, admiring his
wonderful hair and ruddy complexion.

Rising presently, he would say
briskly, “Come now, a little fresh air
is good for man and beast. Becca, Bec-
ca, where 1s my hat and stick?"

“Yes, dear, do vou wiant some-
thing/ ' she would answer, coming
quickly to the door.

“My hat and stick! Never in the same
place! 1 find it very exasperating.”

“I'm afraid William has been playing
with them again. He does love to dress
up in your things and strut up and
down.

“When | was a boy I wouldn't have
dreamed of touching my father’s
things. Children nowadays have no
proper respect for their elders.”

But there was a twinkle in his eves
when he said this.
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“Hurry, dear,” said Mama, tying a
small bonnet under Mary's or Eliza’s
chin. “If you are going walking with
Papa you must not keep him waiting, ™’

The bigger girls, Emily and Julia and
Harriet, stood smiling in the doorway,

They were a happy family to-
gether—the Websters, the mother so
gay and energetic and practical, the
father lost in his dreams of words, but
devoted and gentle and gallant.

The real test of the family affection
came in the year 1812, when Noah
Webster came out of his room one
afternoon and announced to his hor-
rified family that they could no longer
remain in the comfortable white house
in New Haven,

“We must move to the country—to
Amherst in Massachusetts,”” he said
calmly. “We can no longer afford to
live here. 1 shall farm as well as write
there.”’

“Amberst! Why, that is only a small
village!” cried Julia, who knew a boy
in New Haven whom she liked very
much.

“Yes, quite a small village,”’ said her
father, “'but I trust we can be happy
there.”

Emily and Julia burs: into tears. Even
Mrs. Webster looked anxious.

“Must we really sell our home here,
Noah?"" she asked. ““Can you not bor-
row the money we need until vour
Dictionary is completed?”’

"'l have borrowed too much
already,”” said Noah. “Further loans are
out of the question.”

“Yes, of course, dear. I was only
thinking of the girls and their young
men.

"I am sorry about that,” said the
father. “But there is no help for it, We
must live very modestly during the
next ycars.”

"Of course, dear,” answered Mrs.
Webster dutifully,

With great reluctance the trunks
were brought down and packed, the
dishes put in boxes, everything lifted
into the cart that was to carry their
goods to Amherst,

And where and what was Amherst,
thought the girls a little rebelliously? A
tiny village in a valley, with the Green
Mountains around it. A farming village
with perhaps two hundred and fifry
houses in it. Few beaux for the girls.
Few ncighbors with whom Mama
could enjoy a good afternoon chat.
Few men with whom Papa could
spend an evening in sober talk,

The new house, however, was nice,
Large and plain with ten acres of
meadow around it. While the girls and
Mrs. Webster unpacked and settled the
furniture, Noah himself got in the hay
for winter, bought cows, made plans
tor fruit and vegetable gardens. In his
heart he was glad to be back in this
rural community. It reminded him of
his boyhood on the quiet farm in West
Hartford. He had not wanted 1o stay
on the farm, but he never hated farm
life. There was something about look-
ing out over broad fields in the morn-
ing that put a man in the mood to
work,

The room in which he wrote was
now also his bedroom. How clear his
mind was when he woke at daybreak
in the frosty fall weather. He remem-
bered a story about Benjamin Franklin,
how he used to wake at four or five in
the morning and, rising immediately,
write letters in his cold room for an
hour before breakfast. Long before the
family was stirring, Noah Webster was
up and about his room, laving out the
day’s work,

Altogether, nine years flew by in
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Amherst before Webster reached the
letter H in his Dictionary. He himself
was hardly conscious of their passing,
although many changes came to his
family during that time. The three
oldest girls, Emily and Julia and Har-
riet, married—Emily and Julia to the
very voung men they had left behind
in New Haven! Grandchildren came to
prattle at Grandpa’s knee, and to learn
that his closed door was sacred.

Then Mary, the liveliest of them all,
the one who had walked and driven
with him oftenest, married, and died
a year later, leaving a little daughter,
Mary, behind her. Mr. and Mrs.
Webster brought the baby girl home
to live with them.

William, the son, got himself into
and out of trouble a number of times.
Louisa, the youngest daughter, was
seriously ill, and never quite well again.

A college was needed in Amherst,
where young men might study for the
ministry. Webster helped to found it.
The music at the First Church was lag-
ging. The Webster family took charge
of it. There was no Sunday School for
the grandchildren. Webster got one
started. Somehow the old life in New
Haven slipped into the background,
with everyone busy and happy in
Amherst or gone to new homes of
their own.

By the summer of 1822 Webster had
been working fifteen years on his Dic-
tionary. Another three vyears, he
thought, would see him through.
Moreover, he had done all the work
that he could in a spot remote from
libraries. Without hesitation that sum-
mer he moved his family back to New
Haven to a small house at the corner
of College and Wall Streets. There he
worked for another year, beforc

building a new house in a better
location.

In the summer of the year 1824,
Noah Webster found that he had de-
fined all the words that he could
without consulting books which were
not in the United States. Obviously,
then, he must go where the books
were, even though they were far away
in France and England. A four weeks’
voyage was required to reach them, He
had no money for his expenses. Never-
theless, in June he borrowed a thou-
sand dollars from one of his daughters
and set sail, at the ripe age of sixty-five,
for France.

Crossing the ocean in those days was
no matter of a few days on a luxury
liner. The ship, the Fdward Quesnel,
on which Webster and his son,
William, embarked, was a small sailing-
vessel, bound for Havre, France. Nine-
teen other passengers sailed with
them. Four of the nineteen were ladics,
but William complained that three of
them were “‘old and ugly as witches.”
With the one pretty lady he must en-
joy himself as best he could.

The ship skimmed along through
rough seas and smooth for many days.
The cabins were small and stuffy.
Three times a day platters of wretched
food were put on a long table in the
saloon. Benjamin Franklin, who had
crossed the ocean many times, had
warned Webster of the discomforts of
travel. How uncomfortable it would
be, however, he had not imagined. Yet
forty years ago he had ridden a horse
for days at a time in all sorts of weather
on his journeys around the country,
Surely now he could put up with a few
weeks of heaving ocean and un-
palatable food. But he was very glad
to reach Havre at last, and begin the
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journey by stagecoach to Paris,

The stagecoach itself was a heavy
vchicle drawn by six horses, Webster
looked at them critically.

“Why, they are not fit even for
plowing!"™ he said to William, thinking
of his own trim mare at home. “'As for
the harness, it is downright disgrace-
ful!™

I have always heard that everything
in France was very elegant,”’ mur-
mured William.

“Certainly the means of travel are
not,” answered his father. *“We will see
what the inns are like.”

The hotels, however, were equally
disappointing. Rudec porters, damp
beds, dingy linen. How he longed for
the comfort of his own home in New
Haven, with clever Rebecca looking
after his every need.

Nevertheless, in time the two
travelers reached Paris, and found
tolerable lodgings. After that they
began to enjoy themselves. On July 24
Webster entered the royal library, the
Bibliotheque de Roi? as it was called,
and saw there 800,000 books gathered
together. The sight fairly stunned him.

“In America,” he said to William, “‘in
all the college libraries, there are
scarcely 80,000 books.”

“Even that number seems enough, ™’
answered William, who was no scholar
like his father. “You told me once that
when you first went to Yale, and saw
twenty-five hundred books in the
library there, you were overcome with
emotion."

“That was fifty years ago, when 1
was not yet sixteen,”' answered his
father with dignity. ““America still

*Bibliotheque de Roi—(bib-le-d’tek da rwa)
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needs many more books.”

“1 suppose so,” answered William.,
“Tell me what are you planning to do
here? Even you cannot read 800,000
books, Papa.”

“1 came to look up scientific terms,
answered Noah. “Some of them have
no American equivalents. In time, of
course, there will be an American
word for everything.”

“Waon't the French words do, if
Frenchmen invented them?”

“Perhaps in certain cases. In general,
there should be an American transla-
tion for every French phrase.

After eight weeks in Paris the two
Websters left France for England,
where Noah had arranged to spend the
winter working in the library ot Cam-
bridge University.

Almost immediately on arriving, he
immersed'® himself in this work. The
cold stone buildings of the University
depressed him, but in the library or
beside a warm fire in his room, he
could forget this depression. Outside
the dark and damp of an English
winter failed to spoil his pleasure. The
birds did not sing, there was no spar-
kling sun on winter snow as therc
would have been at home, Still he was
happy.

“1 was sitting at my table in Cam-
bridge, England, in January, 1825,” he
wrote later. ““When I had come to the
last word | was seized with a trembling
which made it difficult to proceed.
However, I summoned up strength to
finish the last word, and then, walking
about the room a few minutes, |
recovered.”

The American Dictionary of the
English Language was finished at last.

On the ecighth of May the travelers
embarked gratefully on the good ship
Hudson for home. Five weeks at sea
90

mimmersed— bocame totally involved

brought them to New York. The
following day they rcached New
Haven.

All the family had gathered in New
Haven to greet them. Emily and Julia
and Harriet from their own homes,
Eliza and Louisa and little Mary still
under Mrs, Webster’'s wing. The
husbands of the older girls were there,
too, and a young man named Henry
Jones, who intended to marry Eliza in
September. Other grandchildren,
besides hittle Mary, swelled the number
still further. A tull sixteen sat down (o
supper in honor ot “Papa” and
William.

Sitting at the head of his own table
again, Noah Webster smiled down the
long rows of happy faces. How good
it was to be at home, to have around
him his beloved family. He had been
happyv in England, but not in this
warm, sweet way. If he had been a
lonely scholar in a foreign country
much longer he would have turned
CTusty.

Rebecca from her end of the table
was watching him eagerly. To her
Noah was never the stern scholar with
a pen like a sword, which some peo-
ple thought him. Even in his most dis-
tant moments, when his work ab-
sorbed him, she saw him as her own
dear husband, who needed her.

A few days later Noah Webster sct
out on the gigantic task of getting his
Dictionary published.

The tirst step was to find a publisher
willing to undertake the work. This
was not easy. The mass of martcrial
would cost a great deal to print. After
six months of effort, Webster found a
man in New York, Samuel Conversc,
who was willing to risk the money.

The next step was to check and
recheck the manuscript for mistakes.



lThis work took over a year. At last,
however, the printing began—on May
83, 1827—when Webster was almost
siXtyv-nine years old.

Proofreading required the help of
three assistants. For nearly a year and
a half these men toiled with Webster
over the page after page of fine print
that made up the American Dic-
tionary. Seventy thousand words,
defined in two huge volumes, were in-
cluded in that first edition.

On the afternoon of October 16,
1828, Webster finished the last proof
sheet. Carefully he wiped his pen, put
the cork back in the ink-bottle. Then
he turned to his wife, who was beside
him, and suggested that they offer up
a little prayer to God for having sus-
tained him through the long task.

A few moments later his wife
opened the door briskly.

“Come, dear,” she said. “You know
this is your birthday. Your family and
friends have been waiting all day to
congratulate you.”

SOt s, So it s, answcered her hus-
band. "'Seventy years old—threescore
years and ten, as the Bible says. 1 had
torgotten all about it.”

“Well, the children and | haven't
lorgotten, nor the neighbors either. |
told them all posiuvely that | would
have you out ot yvour room by tour
O 'clock.

“Rebecca, you are wonderful,”
answered Noah. 1o work with me
like this all day, and then bring on a
birthday celebranion without a mo-
ment s hesitation.”

“Everything has been ready all day,”
said Rebecca. "It would be a pity, after
forty years of marriage, if 1 couldn't
provide a little celebration tor you
without too much bustle.

"'Ihis i1s the most wondertul birth-
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day of my life,” answered her hus-
band. “And do you know, I'm quite
hungry. Apparently getting the Dic-
tionary off my hands has improved my
appetite. I'm going to have two plates
or everything from now on!”

Twenty-five hundred copies of the
American Dictionary came off the
presses in November—two heavy
volumes to sell for twenty dollars a set.
The first two sets were put into Noah
Webster's hands.

The next morning he was out early
in a raw wind, harnessing his horse to
the buggy.

“Where on earth are you going,
dear?”” asked Rebecca, when he came
back into the house, blowing on his
hands.

“To Westchester, New York, to
present those first sets to Chief Justice
John Jay."

“In this weather? Noah, you can't
It's forty miles to Justice Jay's home."”

“But 1 must, Rebecca. Mr. Jay has
stood by me in my work for twenty
years. You know that he sent us
money several times so that 1 could
keep on with my writing. He believes
in the American Dictionary.”

"1 know, dear, but surely you can
send him the books. He knows that
you are past seventy.”

“Justice Jay is himself past eighty.
This may be my last chance to do
something for him. Besides, I enjoy a
good drive,”

“"Noah, you are incorrigible, I can’t
do anything with you.”

"You wouldn't have me an old, fret-
ful man, would you, Becca?”’

His wife looked at his fine vigorous
figure and hair only slightly gray. His
coloring was rosy as a boy'’s.

Ot course not, dear. But do wrap
up warmly before you start.”
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The next few months brought Noah
Webster the rewards for which he had
been working twenty years. Praise for
his great work rolled in from cvery
side.

Teachers, who taught science or
American history, wrate to say that the
Dictionary was a Godsend in the
classroom. Scholars, struggling to trace
a word from ancient to modern times,
declared that Webster's information
was exactly what they needed. State
legislatures voted to place a copy of
the Dictionary in every school. Con-
gress and the Supreme Court made it
their official authority,

The letters which came in day after
day filled Webster's heart with
gratification. To a man of seventy, fac-
ing the sunset years, they offered sweet
words. Noah Webster, however, did
not alter his way of living on account
of them. Every morning as usual he sat
down early to a day’s work. Before a
dozen copies of the Dictionary had
gone out to the subscribers he was
already busy with plans for new
writing,.

Although he could not know it, fif-
teen more years of life were left him
after that trivmphant winter of 1828,
During the first five vears he made a
complete new translation of the Bible
and published seven new school-
books. One of these, a History of the
[nited States was adopted imme-
diately in many schools. Another
called Biography, which sketched the
lives of thirty-seven famous men,
became instantly popular.

His own grandchildren, who at-
tended schools well-stocked with
books, could hardly believe his tales of
school life in West Hartford when he
was a boy.

“What! Only three books in the

whole school, Grandpa? How did you
find out about American history and
geography?”

“The teacher hitting the boys and
girls with a stick whenever they
stumbled? Oh, Grandpa!™

Now that the Dictionary was
launched successfully, the old warrior,
Noah Webster, might have expected
peace and plenty, This was not to be.

Less than a vyear after the great
book was published distressing news
reached New Haven. Converse, the
publisher, was in financial difficulties.
Owing to other business venturcs
which failed, he could publish no
more American Dictionaries. The
twenty-five hundred copies already
printed must satisfy every need, and
would bring Webster only a little more
than what he had spent on editorial
assistance with the manuscript.

To his family and friends this was ap-
palling necws.

“Think of it, Noah! Twenty vears of
hard work, and vou make scarcely a
penny out of it!"”" cried Rebecca. "My
poor darling!”

“Poor perhaps, Rebecca, but not an
object of pity,” answered Noah with
dignity. 'l have done very well all my
life on very little money. Indeed, there
has scarcely been a day since 1 was six-
teen years old when [ was not in debt
to someone. Anyone not knowing the
facts would think that I was a spend-
thrift."”’

“Let anyone dare call vou that!”
answered Rebecca with spirit. "No
man ever spent less on his own com-
fort. Of course,” she added with a
twinkle, “‘there have been times when
we seemed to need a good many new
books in spite of everything.”

Her husband looked sober. 1 sup-
pose 1 have been selfish in that,” he
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said. "My poor Rebecca, needing so
many things for her babies, and not
always knowing where the money was
coming from."

My babies had everything they
needed,” cried Rebecca warmly, ““A
good home, and a loving, devoted
father.”

“Not to mention a very sweet
mother,” added Noah gallantly, The af-
fection between him and Rebecca had
not dimmed with the years.

They were sitting during this con-
versation in the south front parlor of
their home in New Haven, a room
familiar to all their friends. Here, on
either side of the fireplace, they sat
during the evening, talking and rock-
ing contentedly. Their own children
and grandchildren, as well as a host of
visitors, were sure to find them thus on
a cold night in January or a balmy
spring evening.

It was only during the summer that
Noah left his domestic hearth. Every
year until he was over eighty he set off
gaily in July with Mary, or another of
his grandchildren, on a leisurely round
of wvisits to his marricd daughters.
These trips he always made by horse
and buggy. Long ago he had given up
using the crowded stagecoaches.

Having visited one daughter, he was
likely to insist that she join the party
and go for a few days’ visit to her
nearest sister. This was pleasant
enough, excepting that their father
stopped so often on the way that it
sometimes took days to get there.
When he was riding through the coun-
try, he called on everyone he knew in
the neighborhood, as well as many
people he had never met before,
Always he stopped at the humblest
schoolhouse to see what they were
teaching the children. If there was a

newspaper in any town through which
he was passing, he stopped to chat
with the editor and read a copy of his
paper.

The spelling and grammar in those
country papers was sometimes far
from perfect. Country editors in those
days were not very particular how
they spelled their words. And even
though they wrote them correctly, the
printer might make serious mistakes in
setting the type. Often the ““printer”
was no more than a small boy in a
smudgy apron standing on a box
before a case of type. To any such boy
whom he happened to meet Webster
spoke long and earnestly.

“Look, my lad, you have spelled
‘parlour’ with a ‘u.” The better way is
‘parlor.” And here is a word wrong en-
tirely."

"1 guess our readers ain’t so par-
ticular how we spell, mister, so long
as they git to read the noos.”

“Oh, but my dear Sir.”” The small
boy almast fell off his box at the “*Sir.”
A newspaper sets the standard for the
whole county. As you spell in your
paper, people will spell in their letters
and public documents. You can't af-
ford to make mistakes.”

“Maybe not, mister. Maybe not, |
never thought on it much before.”

“Well, think now, my lad, think
now. And now tell me, why did you
leave school so young, when you in-
tended to take up printing?”’

“lain’t young, mister. I was fourteen
last January!”

“The time will come in this country
when boys of fourteen will not give up
their schooling to enter a trade. A
smart lad like you could easily go
through high school, and be all the bet-
ter for it

“Maybe so, mister, but my pa didn't
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figger it that way. He said it was high
time I was earning my board and
keep.”

“Learning comes before earning,
young man. From now on, you read
everything you can lay your hands on.
Everything.

“*Say, mister, you set a lot of store
by book-learning, don’t you?”

“I surely do. All great men have
been great readers and learners after
they left school. You must have heard
of Benjamin Franklin. He started as a
printer, you know, learning his trade
just as you are.’

The boy's eyes lighted.

“I've heered tell of him, mister. Our
editor has a book about him. It's called
Elements of Useful Knowledge. 1t tells
about newspapers and such.”

“You don't say s0."

“A feller named Noah Webster
wrote the book about Benjamin
Franklin. He's wrote a dictionary, too.
Our editor’s ordered a copy.”

“Indeed.”

“Yes, sir. Our editor says this Noah
Webster is quite a feller down New
Haven way. He helped write the Dec-
laration of Independence and every-
thing."
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“Not the Declaration of Independ-
ence, son, the Constitution of the
United States. Noah Webster was a boy
of seventeen when the Declaration of
Independence was written.”’

“A feller of seventeen ain’t a boy,
mister, he’s a man.”

“Maybe s0, my lad, maybe so. But
to a man of seventy he seems more like
a boy."”

The boy looked at him question-
ingly. “Be you seventy years old,
mister? You don't look that old.”

“Thank you, my lad, thank you.”

The boy glanced at the door a trifle
unecasily.,

“T'd better git back to work now,”
he said. “‘Our editor’ll skin me alive it
I don’t have this piece set time he gets
back. He don't hold with chattering
during working hours.”

“A very good rule, I'm sure. Good-
by, Sir, good-by."”

Gravely Webster shook hands, and
started down the stairs to the strect,
where his fellow-travelers were
waiting impatiently for him in the
buggy.

“Mercy, Papa, 1 thought you werce
never coming,” complained Harriet.

““Who on earth were you [alking tos
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A fine lad of fourteen, who uses
¢xecrable!'' grammar. But he will im-
prove, he will improve. His editor has
ordered a copy of the American Dic-
tionary.”

A boy of fourteen!” exclaimed Har-
rict. “"Sometimes I think you are a boy
at heart yourself, Father.”

"'l hope so,” answered Noah,
“When I cease feeling that way my
usefulness will be over,”

"Oh, now Papa,” protested Harriet.
A man your age doesn’t have to feel
like a shaver.”

“"He does to write and think for
young people. And in a young coun-
try, too. Remember what your Grand-
mother Webster always said. America
will have a great future. You and I and
Mary here are part of that great future.
It is unfolding all around us.”

1 know, Papa. But if we don't go
a little Ffaster, we won't get o
Bridgeport by nightfall.”

" "Tis no matter, no matter, dear,”
said her father good-humoredly. “If
we don't arrive today, we will tomor-
row. This driving all day in the fresh
air makes me feel like a boy again. |
only wish your mother had come with
us.”

“She finds it hard sitting in the
buggy so much. If T didn't love the
open air, I'd say the same myself.”

“Of course, dear. I'm a selfish old
man to make you.”

And slapping the reins vigorously on
the mare’s back, Noah put her into a
brisk trot,

The vears passed rapidly enough,
with Webster having only one
gricvance. The first edition of his Dic-
fionary was exhausted: no more
copies were available. Like 2 worm in
an apple, this fact gnawed at his
happiness.

In the year 1838 he celebrated his
cightieth birthday. Family and friends
gathering to congratulate him were
astonished to find him shut up in his
room.

“But this is his birthday,” they pro-
tested to Rebecca. “Surely we may sce
him.”

“Yes indeed, at four o clock,"”
answered Rebecca. ““Some proofs
came yesterday. He is correcting them
now."’

When he came out of his study,
Noah was buoyant with pleasure.

“A very happy day this,” he said.
“Thank you all for coming.”

"l don't see how you do it, Mr.
Webster,” said one of his visitors,
marveling at his thick hair and ruddy
complexion. “Tell us the secret of
yvour long, healthy life.”

“Certainly,”” answered Noah
heartily. 1 have always retired early
and risen with the lark . . . I have com-
bined bodily exercise with mental
labor.”

To this he might well have added
that, in spite of many hardships, he had
always done work which he heartily
enjoyed. Words and their meanings
were meat and drink to him; he would
never stop working with them until he
died. If only he could find someone to
bring out a second edition of his Dic-
tionary, now that the first one was ex-
hausted and the original publisher in
bankruptcy,

Today, however, on his cightieth
birthday a happy solution had come to
him. He would mortgage his home in
New Haven to pay for a new edition.
The proofreading he could do himself.
Although he had worn glasses for a
number of years, his keen eyes were
equal to any emergency. No wonder
he was happy that October afternoon

"execrable —very bad
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with his family around him.

The family, of course, threw up their
hands in horror, when he revealed his
bold plan to them.

“Father, you can 't at your age,’’ they
wailed. “*You are risking the roof over
your head.”

“I shan’t need a roof over my head
much longer,"” answered Noah calmly.
“And this country does need more dic-
tionaries. Surely the merest child can
see that.”

The more they tried to argue with
him, the more stubbornly he insisted
that his plan was sensible in every par-
ticular. Rebecca, who had learned long
ago that she was married to a stubborn
Connecticut Yankee, did not argue
with him at all. And so it was that
before his next birthday a new printing
of the American Dictionary was
underway. A vear later the famous edi-
tion of 1840 was rcady for distribution.

Noah Webster did not live to sce big-
ger and better editions of his dic-
tionary published, but these have ap-
peared regularly at intervals during the
last hundred vears. A popular, one-
volume edition, sclling for six dollars,
came in 1847. The famous Unabridged

edition was published in 1864, with
175,000 words to the original 70,000,
The New International edition of
1909, revised in 1934, containcd
600,000 words.

Meanwhile, what of Noah Webster
himsclf after the great edition of 1840
was published? He did not lose his
home by his venture. Every evening,
when his day’'s work was finished, he
and Rebecca sat rocking and reading
in their friendly parlor. Friends came
and went. Some of the children were
always visiting.

Until Sunday, the twenty-first of
May, 1843, there was no change in this
comfortable routine. On that day,
however, he remarked to a friend that
his “literary labors were almost fin-
ished. From now on,”” he continued
quietly, “'l intend to spend more time
in my garden.”

The garden never saw him again.
The following day he caughrt cold, and
by Friday he was very ill with a fever.
Two days later he died peacetully dur-
ing the evening. If he had lived another
five months, he would have reached
his eighty-fifth birthday.




OUR FATHERS

Our fathers were high-minded men,
who firmly kept the faith,

To freedom and to conscience true
in danger and in death.

Nor should their deeds be e'er forgot,
for noble! men were they,

Who struggled hard for sacred rights,
and bravely won the day.

And such as our forefathers were, may we,
their children, be,
And in our hearts their spirit live,
that baffled? tyranny.?
Then we’ll uphold the cause of right,
the cause of mercy 100;
To toil or suffer for the truth
is the noblest thing to do.

—Author Unknown
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The Map Maker

In Genoa long years ago

An old map maker wrought with art
The way tall ships and seamen go

On many 4 labored chart.

And looking for a prentice lad

He found one Christopher, who seemed
Exact and careful, though he had

The eyes of one who dreamed.

His master would have frowned, perhaps,
To know his lad would chart so true

That half the world and all the maps
Must soon be drawn anew!

—Dorothy Brown Thompson




THE FLAG GOES BY

Hats off!
Along the streets there comes
A blare of bugles, a ruffle of drums.
A flash of color beneath the sky:
Hats off!
The flag is passing by!

Blue and crimson and white it shines

Over the steel-tipped, ordered lines.
Hats off!

The colors before us fly;

But more than the flag is passing by,

Sea fights and land fights, grim and great,
Fought to make and to save the State:
Weary marches and sinking ships;
Lneers or victory on aying lips:

Lays or pienty and years of peace;
March of a strong land’s swift increase:
Equal justice, right and law,

stately nonor and reverend awe:

S1gN Ol a nation, great and strong

To ward her people from foreign wrong:
Pride and giory and honor—all

Live in the colors to stand or fall,

L b WAL
Along the street there comes
A blare of bugles, a ruffle of drums:
And loyal hearts are beating high:
Hats off!
The flag is passing by!

—Henry Holcomb Bennett
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“Please, sir, is this Plumfield?” asked
4 ragged boy of the man who opened
the great gate at which the bus left him.

“Yes; who sent yvou?”

“Mr. Laurence. I have got a letter for
the lady.”

“All right; go up to the house, and
give it to her; she'll see to you, little
chap.”

The man spoke pleasantly, and the
boy went on, feeling much cheered by
the words. Through the soft spring
rain that fell on sprouting grass and
budding trees, Nat saw a large square
house before him—a hospitable-
looking house, with an old-fashioned
porch, wide steps, and lights shining
in many windows. Neither curtains nor
shutters hid the cheerful glimmer; and,
pausing a moment before he rang, Nat
saw many little shadows dancing on
the walls, heard the pleasant hum of
voung voices, and felt that it was
hardly possible that the light and
warmth and comfort within could be
for a homeless “little chap” like him,

"1 hope the lady will see to me,” he
thought; and gave a timid rap with the
great bronze knocker, which was a
jovial griffin's' head,

A rosy-faced servant-maid opened
the door, and smiled as she took the
letter which he silently offered. She
scemed used to receiving strange boys,
for she pointed to a seat in the hall, and
said, with a nod;

Sit there and drip on the mat a bit,
while 1 rake this in to missis.”

Nat found plenty to amuse him
while he waited, and stared about him
curiously, enjoying the view, yet glad
1o do so unobserved in the dusky
recess by the door,

The house seemed swarming with
boys, who were beguiling the rainy
twilight with all sorts of amusements.

There were boys everywhere, “‘up-
stairs and downstairs and in the lady’s
chamber,” apparently, for various
open doors showed pleasant groups of
big boys, little boys, and middle-sized
boys in all stages of evening relaxation,
not to say effervescence.? Two large
rooms on the right were evidently
schoolrooms, for desks, maps,
blackboards, and books were scattered
about. An open fire burned on the
hearth, and several indolent? lads lay
on their backs before it, discussing a
new cricket-ground with such anima-
tion that their boots waved in the air.
A tall youth was practicing on the flute
In one corner, quite undisturbed by
the racket all about him. Two or three
others were jumping over the desks.
pausing, now and then, to get their
breath, and laugh at the droll sketches
of a little wag who was caricaturing?
the whole houschold on a blackboard.

In the room on the left a long supper
table was seen, set forth with great
pitchers of new milk, piles of brown
and white bread, and perfect stacks of
the shiny gingerbread so dear to
bovish souls. A flavor of toast was in
the air, also suggestions of baked
apples, very tantalizing to one hungry
little nose and stomach.

The hall, however, presented the
most inviting prospect of all, for a brisk
game of tag was going on in the upper
entry. One landing was devoted to
marbles, the other to checkers, while
the stairs were occupied by a boy
reading, a girl singing a lullaby to her
doll, two puppies, a kitten, and a con-
stant succession of small boys sliding
down the banisters, to the great detri-
ment of their clothes and danger to
their limbs.

50 absorbed did Nat become in this
exciting race, that he ventured farther
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and farther out of his corner. When
one very lively boy came down so
swiftly that he could not stop himself,
but fell off the banisters, with a crash
that would have broken any head but
one rendered nearly as hard as a can-
non ball by eleven years of constant
bumping, Nat forgot himself, and ran
up to the fallen rider, expecting to find
him half dead. The boy, however, only
winked rapidly for a second, then lay
calmly looking up at the new face with
a surprised, “"Hullo!”

“Hullo!"" returned Nat, not knowing
what else to say, and thinking that
form of reply both brief and casy.

“Are you a new boy?"’ asked the re-
cumbent’ youth, without stirring.

“Don’t know yet.”

“What's your name?’’

““Nat Blake.”

“Mine’s Tommy Bangs, come up
and have a go, will you?"" and Tommy
stood up on his legs like one suddenly
remembering the duties of hospitality.

“Guess | won't until I see whether
I'm going to stay or not,”’ returned Nat,
feeling the desire to stay increase every
moment.

“1 say, Demi, here's a new one.
Come and see to him,” and the lively
Thomas returned to his sport with
unabated relish.®

At his call, the boy reading on the
stairs looked up with a pair of big
brown eyes, After an instant’s pause,
as if a little shy, he put the book under
his arm, and came soberly down to
greet the newcomer, who found
something very attractive in the pleas-
ant face of this slender, mild-eved bov.

“Have you seen Aunt Jo?"" he asked,
as if that was some sort of important
ceremony.

“I haven't seen anybody yet but you
boys; I'm waiting,”” answered Nat.

“Did Uncle Laurie send you?’ pro-
ceeded Demi, politely but gravely.

“Mr. Laurence did.”

“He is Uncle Laurie; and he always
sends nice boys.”

Nat looked gratified at the remark,
and smiled in a way that made his thin
face very pleasant. He did not know
what to say next, so the two stood star-
ing at one another in friendly silence,
until the little girl came up with her
doll in her arms. She was very like
Demi, only not so tall, and had a
rounder, rosier face, and blue eyes.

“This is my sister Daisy,”’ an-
nounced Demi, as if presenting a rare
and precious creature.

The children nodded to one an-
other; and the little girl's face dimpled
with pleasure, as she said, pleasantly:

“I hope you'll stay. We have such
good times here; don’t we, Demi?”

“Of course, we do; that’s what Aunt

Jo has Plumfield for."”

“It seems a very nice place indeed,
observed Nat, feeling that he must re-
spond to these amiable’ young
PETSoOns.

“It’s the nicest place in the world;
isn't it, Demi?”’" said Daisy, who
evidently regarded her brother as an
authority on all subjects.

“No; I think Greenland, where the
icebergs and seals are, is more in-
teresting. But I'm fond of Plumfield,
and it s a very nice place to be in,”
returned Demi, who was interested
just now in a book on Greenland. He
was about to offer to show Nat the pic-
tures and explain them, when the ser-
vant returned, saying, with a nod
toward the parlor door:

“All right; you are to stop.”

“I'm glad; now come (o Aunt Jo.”
And Daisv took him by the hand with
4 pretty protecting air, which made Nat
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feel at home at once,

Demi returned to his beloved book,
while his sister led the newcomer into
a back room, where a stout gentleman
was frolicking with two little boys on
the sofa, and a thin lady was just
finishing the letter which she seemed
to have been re-reading.

“Here he is, aunty!”” cried Daisy.

50 this is my new boy? | am glad
to see you, my dear, and hope you'll
be happy here,” said the lady, draw-
ing him to her, and stroking back the
hair trom his forehead with a kind
hand and a motherly look, which
made Nat's lonely little heart yearn
toward her,

She was not at all handsome, but she
had a merry sort of face, that never
seemed to have forgotten certain
childish ways and looks, any more
than her voice and manner had. These
things, hard to describe but very plain
to see and feel, made her a genial,®
comfortable kind of person, easy to get
on with, and generally “jolly,” as boys
would say. She saw the little tremble
of Nat's lips as she smoothed his hair,
and her keen eyes grew softer, but she
only drew the shabby figure necarer,
and said, laughing:

"I am Mother Bhaer, that gentleman
is Father Bhaer, and these are the two
little Bhaers. Come here, boys, and see
Nat.”

The three wrestlers obeyed at once;
and the stout man, with a chubby child
on each shoulder, came up to
welcome the new boy. Rob and Ted
dy merely grinned at him, but Mr.
Bhaer shook hands, and pointing to a
low chair near the fire, said, in a
cordial® voice:

“There is a place all ready for thee,
my son; sit down and dry thy wet fect
at once.”

“Wet? so they are! My dear, off with
vour shoes this minute, and I'll have
some dry things ready for you in a
jiffy,” cried Mrs. Bhaer, bustling about
so energetically that Nat found himself
in the cosy little chair, with dry socks
and warm slippers on his feet, before
he could have had time to say Jack
Robinson, if he had wanted to try. He
said, “Thank you, ma'am,” instead:
and said it so gratefully that Mrs.
Bhaer’s eyes grew soft again, and she
said something merry, because she felt
so tender, which was a way she had.

“These are Tommy Bangs’ slippers;
but he never will remember to put
them on in the house; so he shall not
have them. They are too big; but that's
all the better; you can’t run away from
us so fast as if they fitted.”

“Tdon’t want to run away, ma’am."
And Nat spread his grimy little hands
before the comfortable blaze, with a
long sigh of satisfaction.

“That's good! Now | am going to
toast you well, and try to get rid of that
ugly cough. How long have you had
it, dear?”” asked Mrs. Bhaer as she rum-
maged in her big basket for a strip of
flannel.

“All winter. 1 got cold, and it
wouldn’t get better, somehow.”’

"No wonder, living in that damp
cellar with hardly a rag to his poor dear
back!” said Mrs. Bhaer, in a low tone
to her husband, who was looking at
the boy with a skillful pair of eyes, that
marked the thin temples and feverish
lips, as well as the hoarse voice and fre-
quent fits of coughing that shook the
bent shoulders under the patched
jacket,

“"Robin, my man, trot up to Nursey,
and tell her to give thee the cough bot-
tle and the liniment,’’ said Mr. Bhaer,
after his eves had exchanged telegrams

“gendal —Iricndlv. kind
*eordial —warm, smcere.
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Almost from the time thot Stephen Foster was born on the
Fourth of July in 1826, he had o special love and talent for
music. During his lifetime, he composed almost two hundred
songs; at least twenty-five of them have become American
folk songs. His songs are full of the spirit of pioneers. “"Oh,
Susanno” pecome the song of the "forty-niners” on their way
to Califernia, ond today it is considered the theme song of
the gold rush ond the slogan of the pioneers. You probably
recognize the titles of some of his other songs: "Camptown
Races,” "Old Folks ot Home," "My Old Kentucky Home,"
“Beautiful Dreamer.”

0, SUSANNA!

Stephen Foster

[ come from Alabama with my banjo on my knee,
I'm going to Louisiana,

My true love for to sce.

It rained all night the day 1 left

The weather was so dry,

The sun so hot I froze to death,

Susanna don't you cry.

Chorus
Oh, Susanna! Oh, don’t you cry for me,
For I come from Alabama with my banjo on my knee.

I had a dream the other night,

When everything was still.

I thought I saw Susanna

A-coming down the hill.

The buckwheat cake was in her mouth,
The tear was in her eye,

Says I, “I'm coming from the South.”
Susanna, don't you cry.

Chorus:

I soon will be in New Orleans,
And then I'll look all 'round,
And when I find Susanna,

I'll fall upon the ground.

But if I do not find her,

[ think I'll surely die,

And when I'm dead and buried,
Susanna don’t you cry.

Chorus:



Lend a Hand

Lend a hand to one another

In the daily toil of life;

When we meet a weaker brother,
Let us help him in the strife,
There is none so rich but may,
In his turn, be forced to borrow;
And the poor man’s lot today
Mav become our own tomorrow,

Anonymous




This song was popular with the early Texas
cowboys. It has been said that the Mexican word
“gringo,” meaning cowboy, come from this song.
Mexicans referred to the cowboys by the first two
words of the song, "Green Grow" pronouncing
them “Gringo."”

Quite simply
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3. I passed my love’s window, both early and late,
The look that she gave me, it made my heart ache.
Oh, the look that she gave me was painful to see,
For she loves another one better than me.

I wrote my love letters in rosy red lines,

She sent me an answer all twisted in twines,
saying, “Keep your love letters and 1 will keep mine,
Just you write to vour love and I'll write to mine.”

5. Green grow the lilacs, all sparkling with dew,
I'm lonely, my darling, since parting with you,
But by our next meeting 1'll hope 1o prove true,
And change the green lilacs to Red, White and Blue.
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It often takes more courage to face ridicule than a cannon.

Ross Carson’s

Courage

Author Unknown

Shouting, laughing, pushing against
each other, the boys rushed out of the
schoolhouse pell-mell.

"“"Look out, Ross Carson,’’ shouted
Tom Lane, in a tone of pretended
alarm, “there’s a spider on the foun-
tain handle. Run, quick, it may bite
vou.'

There was a roar of laughter at this
would-be witty remark, and the eyes
of a score or more of thoughtless boys
were bent upon the figure of a slender,
delicate-looking lad who had been one
of the first to get out, and who had ap-
proached the fountain for the purpose
of getting a drink.

His face flushed painfully as Tom's
jest fell on his ear, and the hand that
held the handle trembled perceptibly,!
and his lips scarcely touched the water.

“Oh, he'll stand anything rather than
double up his little fist,”" cried Tom,
and, crowding close to Ross, he
deliberately knocked the books from
under his arm. The slender lad’s face
flushed at the insult, but he said
nothing. He stooped, picked the books
up, and then walked on again,

He was quite aware of Tom Lane’s
great anxiety to pick a quarrel with
him, but was determined to give him
no excuse for doing so. For Ross knew
that he could not with safety enter into
any trial of strength with a boy so
much older than himself. His lungs

'perceptibly—noticeably; easily seen.
‘resentment—bad feehings.
‘contempt—disgrace, scorm

were weak, and the doctor had said
they could bear no strain whatever.
But it was hard to be called a coward,
to bear insults of every description
without open resentment,? to feel that
he was looked upon with contempt?
by his companions, because no taunts
or sneers could induce* him to fight.
And he was too sensitive and shy to ex-
plain to them his reasons for not doing
s0, knowing well that his explanation
would be greeted with ridicule and
laughter. So he bore his various trials
in silence, and not even his mother
knew what he endured.

He did not know that this forbear-
ance showed that he possessed true
heroism, for, like most boys, he had a
strong admiration for deeds of daring
and saw little merit in silent endurance.

Tom Lane was the most daring boy
among them all. He boasted that he
had the coolest head, the strongest
arm, and the greatest amount of
courage of any fellow of his age in
Hillsboro; and none disputed> his
claim. He was always ready for a fight,
and generally came off victor in any
contest. He had no pity for weakness,
no charity for timidity, and thought all
those who feared him fair game for his
powers of teasing. Ross might have
been fairly treated by the other stu-
dents but for Tom, who was never
weary of exciting enmity against him,
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and, understanding how to magnify
the smallest trifles, was always show-
ing him up as “‘the biggest coward in
Hillsboro Academy.”

But retribution® was near at hand.

A new town hall was being built in
Hillsboro; and a very high, imposing
building it was to be, with a steeple
second to none. Tom Lane heard his
father, who was the contractor for the
building, say that a magnificent view
could be obtained from this half-
completed steeple, and the next day,
at the noon recess, Tom proposed to
half a dozen of his young friends to go
up and take a look for themselves.

“I have a pass from father,”” he said,
“and the carpenters won’t make any
fuss.”

The ascent to the steeple was easily
made, for narrow, winding stairs led
up to it; and the boys soon attained a
height that made their heads swim as
they looked down, breathless, and saw
how small appeared the people on the
pavement below,

“A good place for a suicide,’
Tom as he leaned out.

“Do be careful,” said a low voice,
in a tone of entreaty,” and, looking
around, the boys saw Ross Carson
standing near. He had come up the
stairs unnoticed.

“How came you here, you little
coward?"" asked Tom.

“The carpenter gave me leave to
come up,’’ answered Ross, quietly. 'l
did not know any one was up here,
and [ was anxious to see the view. But
it is a dangerous place.”

“It’s likely you think so,” sneered
Tom. ““You'd find the head of a barrel
a dangerous place. As for me, I'd like
to see the place where I wouldn't go!
Boys, do you see that?

He pointed to a scaffolding which
224
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said
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had been erected about the steeple for
the use of the workmen. It projected
several feet, and overhung the wvast
chasm below.

“"We see it; but what of it?”” asked
Louis Raymond.

“"You'll see what of it,” answered
Tom. “lIt's a jolly place to dance a
hornpipe.” And before his compan-
ions could realize his intention, he had
climbed out upon the scaffolding and
was walking fearlessly abour it.

The boys stared in sheer amazement
at such recklessness, and begged him
to be careful. Their fears for his safety
only made Tom more anxious to show
his boasted courage, and he began
rather a feeble imitation of a sailor’s
hornpipe.

“Wouldn't it be a long jump to the
pavement?’’ he said.

As he spoke, he looked down, a fatal
thing; for his head, which had until
now been so cool and steady, began
to whirl strangely. He could not
remove his eyes from the awful chasm
below him. It seemed to fascinate him.

The boys looked at cach other in
horror. They saw the terrible danger
which threatened him. He stood in a
kind of stupor, looking down into the
fascinating gulf, his eyes wild and star-
ing, his face white with terror. He, too,
knew the awful danger in which he
stood, but he was powerless to help
himself. The slightest change of posi-
tion, even the raising of his eyes, and
he would fall. The gulf seemed to be
drawing him on; his brain grew more
numb with every instant, and his eves
seemed started from their sockets.
Back of him shuddered his horror-
stricken comrades waiting in an agony
of suspense for the fatal end of this
terrible drama. Before and below him
yawned the great chasm, at the bottom



of which the people moving along
looked like dwarfs.

Suddenly there was a movement
among the bovs, and Ross Carson,
with white face and set teeth, climbed
quickly and noiselessly out of the
steeple onto the scaffolding, and with
steady step approached the boy who
stood on the brink of such a fearful
death.

“If he touches him Tom will fall,”
whispered Louis Raymond.

Low as the whisper was, Ross heard
it, and half turned his head toward
Louis, pausing an instant, as if to think.
Then he made a quick, firm step for-
ward, and throwing both arms around
Tom's waist, dragged him backward.

It was all over in an instant. In the
face of a fearful and imminent® danger,
Ross saved his enemy, and slowly,
carefully, for every step was peril,®
drew him back to the steeple, and with
the help of the other boys got him in-
side once more, white as a corpse, it
is true, and utterly unnerved, but safe.

There was little said by anyone. In
silence Ross helped Tom descend the
winding stair, and then walked home
as quickly as possible.

“1 don’t feel well enough to go to
school again this afternoon,’’ he said
to his mother, “so I'll weed out your
flower beds for yvou.”

Eimminent—immediale.
peril —danger

“You are pale,” said Mrs. Carson.
“I'm afraid you study too hard.”

Ross did not answer, but threw off
his coat and began to weed the beds,
hoping by hard work to overcome the
nervousness which had possessed him
ever since leaving the new town hall.
He was still weeding a couple of hours
later, when he heard the tramp of
many feet, and, looking up, he saw
about a dozen of his schoolmates,
coming in at the little wooden gate,
Tom Lane first of all.

“I've come to ask vour forgiveness,
Ross Carson,’” said Tom, holding out
his hand. ""You've taught me this day
what true courage is, and made me see
what a cowardly sneak I've been.”

Tom’s lips quivered as he made this
humiliating confession, and his eyes
were moist with the tears which he
could restrain with only the greatest ef-
fort. Ross took the proffered hand in
a warm and hearty grasp as he said:
“I'd have done as much for anyone
Tom, Don’t make so much of it. But
I'm out and out glad to be friends with
you."

And friends, fast and true, they were
from that time forth; and no one ever
again even whispered that Ross Carson
lacked courage.
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Give me a man
who will do o day's work for a day’s pay,
who will refuse bribes,
who will not make up his facts,

and who has learned his job.

C. 5. Lewis

A Nation’s Strength

Not gold, but only man can make

A people great and strong;
Men who, for truth and honor's sake,
Stan d fast and suffer long.

i-_._.h_

Brave men who work while others sleep,
4 Who dare while others fly—
i hey build a nation’s pillars deep

amx And lift them to the sky.
-:-'.-.*-‘ .: ;



Iry, Try Again

'Tis a reason you should heed,
Try, try again;
If at first you don’t succeed
Try, try again;
Then your courage should appear,
For, if you will persevere,
Try, try again.

—T. H. Palmer
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Anne Malcolmson
Dell McCormick

Captain Snard looked up at the Blue
Peter, the flag which proclaimed to the
whole of Boston Harbor that his ship,
the Silver Maid, was ready to leave for
China, Her hold was filled with hides,
beaver skins, and good English coal.
But everything was going wrong! The
cabin boy was at home, sick with the
measles. The shrouds and rigging lines!
were hopelessly tangled. The anchor
was stuck. Captain Snard paced the
afterdeck, fidgeting and looking at his
watch.

His men tiptoed about their duties
and whispered among themselves.
They knew enough not to cross the
Old Man, as they called him affec-
tionately, when he was in a temper.
But they, too, knew that it was time to
leave. The tide was running out. Still,
the Mate had not returned from town
with a new cabin boy. The lads in the
rigging were gétting nowhere. And,
strain as they might, the hands at the
capstan? could not budge the anchor
chain,

Suddenly from the dock the Mate's
voice was heard, as he ran to the ship.
“Captain! Captain Snard!”

The Old Man leaned over the rail.
“"Have you got a cabin boy?" he
shouted.

“No!"" hollered the Mate. “"There's
not an experienced cabin boy to be
had in Boston, sir.”

“Then come aboard,”’ roared the
Captain. “'From here to Canton? you Il
be my cabin boy!"

Neither the Mate nor the Captain had
noticed a group of schoolboys sitting
on the piles of the wharf beside the
ship. Every Sunday the lads gathered
on the docks to watch the ships sail
and to dream of the time when they,
too, would be sailing. Among them
was a voungster who had heard the
Mate's call and the Captain’s answer.
This was his chance! He had always
wanted to go to sea. The Silver Maid
needed a cabin boy! With a light leap
he cleared the wharf and landed on the
starboard deck,* right under the Cap-
tain’s nose.

The vessel gave a lurch. It's topmast
crosstrees® brushed the roof of the
warehouse on the pier. The Silver
Maid listed dangerously to starboard.

“What is the meaning of this?”
bellowed the Captain, who had had
enough to irritate him already.

“Excuse me, sir,”’ said the school-
boy, "I hear you need a cabin boy."

The Captain clung to the wheel to
keep from slipping into the arms of the
youngster who had jumped aboard.
The latter was large for his age. He
stood five fathoms, or about thirty feet
tall; to judge from his appearance, he
weighed several tons. No wonder the
Silver Maid was listing!

“If you don’t shift your weight more
to the port side,® I'll need a salvage
crew more than a cabin boy!" roared
Captain Snard.

Stormy, the little fellow who was
causing the trouble, blushed with em-
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barrassment. *‘I'm sorry, sir,”” he stam-
mered, and carefully placed one foot
beside the port rail. The ship creaked
and righted herself,

“Well!" said the Captain, wiping his
brow and looking up at the lad. "“What
makes you think you can be a cabin
boy?"”

Tears came to the young boy's eyes,
“The sea is in my blood, sir,”” he said
simply. “All my life I've wanted Lo join
the China trade.”

“And how long is that?”’ The Cap-
tain meant to snap out his question,
but the words came weakly.

“Thirteen years, sir,”” answered the
little fellow politely.

“"You're large for thirteen vears,”
conceded the Captain, relaxing a bit.
“Have you had any previous ex-
perience?’’

“Oh, some, sir,”" Stormy replied,
and proceeded to tell his story. The
words tumbled out of his mouth as he
spoke. His recital was full of gushes
and pauses and ‘“‘I-mean-sirs’” and
“You-see-sirs,” which were perfectly
natural in a boy of his age at an exciting
moment,

Alfred Bulltop Stormalong, aged
thirteen, was born in Kennebunkport,
Maine, of a long line of seafarers. His
mother’s great-great-great-great-great-
great-great-great-great-great-
grandfather was the naval architect
who designed Noah's Ark. His father’s
grand-grand-grand-grand-grand-
granduncle sailed with Odysseus’ from
Troy to the lands beyond the Cim-
merian Seas.® One of his ancestors, Leif
Ericsson the Viking, was credited with
the discovery of America long before
Columbus, who, incidentally, was
related to the family through a cousin
on his mother’s side. Stormy’s own
father had been the first Yankee skip-

per, whom Captain Snard himself had
known, more by reputation than
personally.

Stormy really did have the sea in his
blood. His veins and arteries were
filled with salt water, which shone out
in the bright sea blue of his eves. He
had cut his teeth on whalcbone, and,
in the days when he was too young to
walk, he had been cradled in a dory.
On one occasion he gave his mother
fits when he tied his diaper to his
teething rattle, used it for a trysail, and
headed out to sea while she was
preparing a formula of clam chowder
for his evening bottle. At the age of five
he could handle any sailing vessel in
the Kennebunk estuary.?

It was not until he started school,
however, that he truly learned to love
the sea. Because of a shortage of
primers, his teacher taught him to read
from Bowditch's Practical Navigator,
That set the course for his whole future
life. Kennebunkport was a small town,
and there were very few boys of his
own age to play with. Stormy soon fell
into the habit of swimming down to
Gloucester or Provincetown or some-
times Nantucket!? after school to play.
His mother knew he was perfectly safe
and could handle himself in any sort
of a squall. Her only objection was that
the long swim increased his normally
large appetite,

She did become angry, however, the
fourth time he tried to stow away on
a whaler at the age of eleven. For-
tunately, from her point of view,
Stormy was so large for his age (he had
already reached a height of three and
a half fathoms) that he was unable to
hide himself successfully in a lifeboat.
He was discovered before the whaler
put to sea. As she told her friends later,
she was cross because she worried that
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her son might be mistaken for a whale
and cut up for oil and ambergris.'!

When the family moved to Boston,
his mother knew that Stormy's days at
home were numbered. She gave him
her blessing, along with a note which
he dutifully showed to Captain Snard,
explaining that her son, Alfred Bulltop
Stormalong, had her permission to join
the crew of any vessel which would
give him a berth.'?

The Captain was the father of seven
daughters. Before Stormy had finished
his tale, he had taken the boy to his
heart. The Old Man, however, had to
maintain discipline aboard his ship. He
could not take on a new hand for
whimsical'* reasons. The crew had
gathered in a circle to hear the amaz-
ing tale of the voung stranger.
Therefore, Captain Snard felt forced to
put the boy through a series of tests.

“Your background is fitting for a life
on the sea, my lad,” he said. “"But I'll
have to ask vou a few questions to test
your seamanship. What are the Horse
Latitudes?”

Stormy’s eves shone at the chance
to prove himself. A belt of calms, sir,
to be found thirty degrees north
latitude, and another, thirty degrees
south.”

“What is the difference between a
barque'4 and a brigantine?"'!5

“That is quite simple, sir,”" replied
Stormy. A barque is a three-masted
vessel, with foremast and mainmast
square-rigged, and mizzenmast fore-
and-aft-rigged. A brigantine is a two-
masted, square-rigged wvessel which
does not carry a square mainsail."”’

“Good boy,” sighed the Captain,
relieved that Stormy had passed the
test. The Old Man stroked his chin for
a moment. Then he held up a length
of line for the little giant. "'Show me

what you can do with a piece of rope.”’

Stormy took the line between his
fingertips, like a lady knotting a silken
thread for her tapestry. He rubbed his
thumb and ring finger together.
Without further ado he held out his
handiwork for the Captain to see. In
the ten-foot length of cordage, Stormy
had tied three perfect knots—a
Bowline with a Bight, a Studding-sail
Halvard Bend, and an Englishman's
Tie!

“This is all very fine,” agreed the
Captain, trying not to show his en-
thusiasm for the boy. ""However,
theoretical knowledge is not enough at
sea. You look to me as though you
might be pretty clumsy. Do you think
you can climb the rigging?"’

“Aye, aye, sir!” Stormy was out of
his jacket and halfway up the mainmast
before the Captain could close his
mouth. Up, up, up he went, hand over
hand, until he was perched danger-
ously on the topmast crosstrees. His
curly black hair, blown by the wind,
fluttered out from the skysail yard like
a shiny dark pennant. “'Captain, oh,
Captain, sir,"" he called down from his
perch aloft, It looks to me as though
the lines are tangled. With your per-
mission, sir, I'll straighten them out.”

Captain Snard picked up his
megaphone and shouted. ""Be smart
about it, son! And see that you don't
make things worse!"’

“Aye, aye, sir!"”" came the reply.
From the deck the Old Man and his
crew could see the little fellow
reaching out to right and left, deftly
unwinding the snarl of ropes which
formed a spiderweb around him. One
by one the lines fell into their proper
places. Flushed with excitement,
Stormy forgot himself. One last tangle
remained at the port reach of the main
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royal vard. Without thinking, he
hitched himself along the yard in order
to get a better purchase on the line.
OQooooops! Slowly, as his weight
shifted, the Silver Maid heeled over to
port. The gaping members of the crew
skidded down the deck to the port rail.
The Captain grabbed the binnacle'® to
keep himself upright.

“Ahoy there! None of your tricks!
Come down from that rigging before
you ruin the ship,” shouted the Old
Man.

Stormy caught himself just in time.
He scrambled back to the main mast.
The ship righted herself. “"Phew!” said
Stormy to himself, “That was a close
one!’”’ Then, since he was an obedient
boy, he grabbed a mainstay and zipped
to the deck like a fireman down a brass
pole.

Unfortunately, just as he started
down, Porky the Cook emerged from
the galley carrying a kettle of hot shark
soup to cool on deck. As luck would
have it, Porky and his chowder
reached the exact spot at which
Stormy landed at exactly the same mo-
ment. Cook, kettle, and Stormy disap-
peared behind a great splash of soup.
The scalding, greasy liquid splattered
the ship in all directions, ran over the
decks and down the companionways
and hatches. The crew, who had spent
the morning polishing the deck and
the brasses, roared in dismay. Porky
was speechless with surprise and
anger. Only Captain Snard, who was
protected from the splash by the large
wooden circle of the wheel, thought
it was funny.

““That was a hot one!"’ he exclaimed
to no one in particular. Then, struck
by the wittiness of his own pun, he
slapped his knee and felt very pleased
with himself.
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Stormy, of course, expected to be
ordered off the ship. The Captain,
however, looked at him with indulgent
affection as the lad apologized. ""Boys
will be boys!”" was all he said. For no
particular reason, the Old Man sudden-
ly pictured his seven little daughters at
home, properly working their sam-
plers and learning their manners. What
we need aboard this ship, he thought
to himself, is a little liveliness.

The Captain would have hired
Stormy then and there. The crew,
however, were still angry about the
soup. One further test was necessary
to make them accept a new hand. A
sailor needs knowledge and agility, but
he also needs physical strength. It was
obvious, looking at the boy, that he
had strength, but it was difficult to
know what kind of test would appease
the disgruntled!” crew. The only thing
the Old Man could think of was the
stuck anchor, He had no hope that
Stormalong could raise it, but the lad
might be able to budge the chain. That
at least was worth trying.

““Man the winches,'® lad,” the Cap-
tain cried to Stormy.

“Aye, aye, sir!”” Stormy answered to
the Captain's order. The Captain
watched solicitously as the boy pushed
and strained against the capstan bar.
Slowly, slowly, the heavy iron chain
moved a little. There was a rumble as
the anchor budged in its bed. Inch by
inch, the chain clanked up around the
capstan. Little by little, the stone which
held the anchor gave way. Without
warning, the resistance disappeared.
Stormy, with one hand, turned the
capstan. The anchor chain coiled up as
though it had been woven of daisies.

A cheer went up from the crew. The
men ran to the foredeck to watch the

little giant wind the capstan. Without
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thinking, they burst into an old
chantey:

"4 Yankee ship comes down
the river,
Blow, boys, blow!
A Yankee ship and a Yankee
skipper,
Blow, my bully boys, blow!
“And how do you know she's
a Yankee clipper?
Blow, boys, blow!
Because ber mast and yards
shine like silver,
Blow, my bully boys, blow!"”

The Silver Maid strained and
snapped her painters'® as the anchor
lifted. Suddenly she was drifting out to
sea with the tide.

“Unfurl the main course!”’ shouted
the Bosun.

“*“Haul down the Blue Peter,”
shouted the Captain. ““We're off to
Canton!”” The men cheered as they

raced to their posts. The Silver Maid
put out to sea.

It was too late now for the Captain
to dismiss the new cabin boy. He
ordered the Mate to bring out the
ship’s ledger, and told Stormy to write
down his name. Stormy, boy that he
was, felt very grown-up. He had got
the job he wanted and was finally a
member of a ship's crew. Therefore he
wrote himself down in the most
grown-up way he could think of.
Stormalong, A. B!

Captain Snard took one look at the
signature. ‘‘Stormalong, A. B.,”" he
mused. ‘‘There's an able-bodied
seaman for you,”’ he commented to
the Mate.

That is how Stormy got his first
berth in the China trade. Ever since
that day sailors in the merchant marine
have written themselves down as Able-

Bodied Seamen, with the initials, ““A.
B.”
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Not long after the Silver Maid put
out to sea, the Old Man knew that the
new boy was a rare find, Stormy’s
talents, indeed, were wasted in a mere
cabin boy. He made himself very
useful on deck in his off hours. Fur-
thermore, his size was a menace below
deck. His head bumped the beams
wherever he walked, In his clumsy
boyish way, he was forever knocking
about, breaking the glass in the port-
holes, splintering the walls of the com-
panionways. He caused Olaf the Big
Norwegian, the ship's carpenter, an
unnecessary lot of repairs. Therefore,
Captain Snard promoted the boy to ap-
prentice seaman,

At Bridgetown in Barbados, a more
suitable cabin boy was signed on.
Toby, the twelve-year-old orphan son
of a nephew of John Paul Jones, was
a bright, winsome?® youngster. He was
as small for his age as Stormy was large.
What Toby lacked in size, he had in
cleverness and friendliness. In no time
at all, he and Stormalong had become
the best of friends. The Captain was
delighted to watch them playing Hide-
and-Seek together. More often than
not, Toby hid in Stormy’s jacket
pocket,

Their real friendship began when
the crew tried to play tricks on Toby.
The lad had had no previous ex-
perience at sea. Smart as he was, he
could not be expected to know all the
ins-and-outs of a ship. Hammerhead
=Henderson the Sailmaker was not
really 2 mean man, but he had been
brought up the hard way. He came
upon Toby sitting on a coil of line
under the mizzenmast one late
afternoon.

“Up with you, voung feller!” he
ordered. ““The running lights need oil.
It's your job to fill them. Get off your
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haunches and come back here with red
oil for the port light and green oil for
the starboard.” Poor Toby! Nobody
had told him this was part of his job.
However, he was a willing worker. He
searched the ship from stem to stern
looking for oil for the running lights.
There was plenty of oil on board, but
none was red or green. In despair,
Toby ran to Stormy to ask where the
red and green oil was kept.

“Red and green oil?”’ asked Storma-
long. “'I never heard of such a thing.”

Toby told him about Hammerhead'’s
order. Stormy was angry. He knew
that this was an old trick which the
shellbacks liked to play on landlub-
bers, He explained to his younger
friend that the running lights used
perfectly plain oil. The red glass of the
port lamp made it shine red, just as the
green glass of the starboard light made
it shine green. As he spoke he choked
with indignation?' at the sailmaker
who had played a dirty trick on a little
kid. “I'll teach him a thing or two,"” he
explained. “'I'll make him tell you he's
sorry. Red and green oil, indeed!”
Stormy moved off to give the sail-
maker a lesson.

“Wait a minute,”’ called Toby, who
was beginning to enjoy the joke on
himself. “Let’s play a joke on him!"" He
whispered in Stormalong’s ear. The
two boys slapped their knees and
doubled over with laughter. Stormy
ran to the hold and brought back two
barrels of plain, colorless oil. Toby ran
to the medicine chest in the Captain’s
cabin and brought back a bottle of
Mercurochrome and a bottle of oil of
wintergreen. The medicines did their
work.

“Well, I'll be a land-locked mud-
turtle,” laughed Hammerhead, when
Toby presented him with two barrels




of oil. One was a ruby red, the other
an emerald green.

Another time, Bullfinch the Bosun
was battening down the forward hatch
when Toby asked him what he was do-
ing. The Silver Maid was running
about two degrees north latitude at the
moment and would cross the Equator
shortly.

“We're about to cross the Equator,
sonny,’’ said Bullfinch seriously. “That
always gives the ship a bir of a bump.
It pays to have things battened down
tight, because that ridge is hard to get
over. If 1 were vou, 1'd lash myself to
the mast until we've got beyond it
You never can tell what will happen.”
Bullfinch winked at Olaf, who was
working nearby. ““You might give the
boy a hand,” he said. *'You know how
it is when we cross the Line.”

Olaf, an old-timer, was in on the
joke. He showed a great deal of con-
cern for Toby's welfare, and obligingly
lashed him to the mainmast. Then the
two shellbacks retired to the foc’s'le??
to laugh at their joke.

Stormy came by soon afterward,
saw his friend tied to the mast, and
asked what was the matter, Toby
urged him to look out for himself. The
ship was about to cross the bump of
the Equator.

‘“What bump?”’ asked Stormy. “The
Equator's an imaginary line.” He
quoted Nathaniel Bowditch to prove
his point,

“Oho!”’ laughed Toby. “Theyre
playing tricks on me again. Now,
listen!” Stormy leaned over to hear
what Toby whispered into his ear.

Bullfinch and Olaf, who had finished
their duties, settled down in their ham-
mocks in the foc's’le to laugh over
their joke. Every now and then they

would look up the companionway to

see little Toby tied to the mast, his
hand over his eyes, apparently search-
ing for the ridge of the Equator far out
to sea. The two older men could hard-
ly contain themselves. The compass
which Bullfinch kept under his pillow
showed that they must be right on the
Line. The two of them hid their faces
in their pillows to muffle their
laughter,

Suddenly the Silver Maid trembled.
Her beams shook and the two old
sailors were hurled to the floor of the
cabin. Bullfinch and Olaf looked at
each other in horror! The ship must be
passing over a volcanic sea. Perhaps a
tidal wave had hit it. They rushed to
the deck. to find Toby smiling in-
nocently to himself—and just in time
to see Stormalong's dark and dripping
head emerge from the sea off the port
bow. The Bosun knew immediately
what had happened. Stormy, egged on
by the little cabin boy, had jumped
overboard, swum under the ship, and
bumped the keel just as it crossed the
Equator!

Captain Snard, who had watched the
whole performance from the after-
deck, laughed until his blood pressure
became dangerously high. He was still
laughing when Olaf and Bullfinch car-
ried him down to his bunk. The only
satisfaction the two old sailors could
get from him was the statement, “Oho!
Oho! Oho! Boys will be boys!” And
then he turned his face to the wall and
laughed some more.

After several incidents of the sort,
the older men grew to have respect for
Toby and Stormy, and the teasing was
stopped. Olaf and Bullfinch especially
became fond of the lovable young-
sters. Olaf even built a special bunk for
Stormalong on top of the foc's’le, large
enough for the boy to sleep in. It was
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a pretty sight on a starlit night to see
him curled up like a kitten. From a
special little pocket in his pillow,
Toby's blond head could be seen
resting against Stormy s black hair.

During a hot night in the Equatorial
waters, well out of the Belt of Calms,
Captain Snard noticed that the Silver
Maid was running at half speed. She
had a brisk wind behind her, her can-
vas was properly set, and he could not
account for the heavy plodding of the
ship. He sent the Mate forward to
check the anchor,

The Mate had no need to look at the
anchor. When he reached the forward
deck, he could see what was wrong.
Stormy was lying on his back in his
bunk, with one foot over either side
of the bow dragging in the water. No
wonder the ship had lost speed. The
Mate, who did not share the Old Man's
tolerance of bovish carelessness, shook
Stormalong and scolded him for his
stupiditv. Poor Stormy! He simply
couldn’'t help causing trouble of one
sort or another.,

The only member of the crew who
was not easily won over to an affection
for Stormalong was Porky the Cook.
Adolphus Don Sebastian Whittier
Green, the tyrant of the galley, was a
temperamental man who had little pa-
tience. So far as he was concerned,
teen-age bovs were a nuisance, He
resented the extra work that was
forced on him by adolescent appetites.
Also he could not forget the day when
Stormy had landed in his soup kettle.

Porky was an important person
aboard the ship. He was charged with
the personal welfare of the crew. He
looked after their aches and pains as
well as their hunger, As ship’s doctor,
he kept a shelf of medicine bottles in
his galley. These were labeled to show
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what ailments they were meant to
cure. EYE. EAR. NOSE. THROAT.
STOMACHACHE. Each of the bottles
contained a dark brown bitter fluid.
Without the labels, it was impossible
to tell them apart. As a matter of fact,
they were all the same prescription.
Porky had shopped around Boston
before the ship sailed. Being a frugal??
Yankee, he bought his supply from a
provisioner who offered him a barrel
of medicine at half price. He divided
it up among the big jars. He was quite
pleased with himself, because now
none of his boys could claim any bet-
ter treatment than any other. They all
got the same.

Porkvy thought of himself as Dr,
Green, ship’s surgeon. He had, how-
ever, a4 greater mission to fulfill as
ship's cook. His greatest achievement
wads his Barnacle Pie. Like any other
chef, he refused to give away the
recipe for his masterpiece. The general
consensus?* was that the pie was based
on a cornmeal crust with a variable®
filling. Toward the outward end of a
vovage, the crust became tougher and
harder to chew, while Olaf's sawdust
pile grew smaller. The men figured
that the ratio of sawdust to corn-
meal in Porky’'s pie crust could be
determined by the distance from the
home port.

As for the stuffing, in good days it
was made of beef from the harness
casks on the afterdeck. In the fishing
grounds it might contain such
delicacies as codfish tongues, shark
livers, and dolphin fillets. In hard
times, anything could happen. Even
boots, Nor'westers,?® rusty harpoons,
and Sundav clothes might make their
appearance from under the crust. If a
seaman lost his earring or his pet par-
rot, he didn’t bother to look for it.

“yariable—changing.
“Nor'westers—raincodats,
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Sooner or later, it would turn up in the
pie.

Stormy tried his best to make friends
with Porky. At last he found the prop-
er way. He had captured a baby sea
lion, a cuddly little thing with spotted
silky fur. Except for its shape and its
whiskers, it might have been mistaken
for a dappled faun.?” Knowing that
Porky loved animals, Stormy gave the
pet to the cook. Porky was delighted.
He named the baby sea lion Algernon
and called him Algie for short.
Everywhere the cook went, Algie
would follow. The boys, Stormy and
Toby, made a little white cook’s hat
just like Porky’s for the new pet. This

touched Porky to the heart.

You know how sea lions are,
friendly and intelligent, but essential-
ly lazy. Petted as he was by his new
master, Algic grew fatter and fatter and
lazier and lazier. He loved to cuddle
beside the stove in the galley where it
was warm. Porky gave him tidbits and
let him lick the pots and pans. One of
his best tricks was to stir the stuffing
for the Barnacle Pie with his flipper. It
amused everyone on board to watch
the sea lion, a cook’s hat on his head,
holding a big pan in one flipper and
stirring the batter with the other. Even
Captain Snard stopped in the galley oc-
casionally to watch. Algie, who loved
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attention, could hardly be persuaded
to stop stirring when it was time to put
the pie in the oven.

As time went on, Algie grew so fat
that he took up most of the room in
the galley. He couldn’t squeeze
through the galley door to go up on
deck. Porky had to move out the pan-
try shelves and the chopping block to
make room for him. At last the time
came when Porky had to have the
stove turned around to face the galley
porthole, so that he could stand out-
side to cook. There wasn't enough
room inside even for him.

There is no telling what might have
happened if the Mate hadn't lost his
temper. At the end of a cold watch on
a foggy night, he went to the galley for
a cup of coffee. It was black dark. All
he could make out in the gloom was
a white cook’s hat in the galley door.
He thought, of course, that it was
Porky and ordered a cup of coffee.

“Qick! Oick!" cried Algie, who was
glad to have company.

“No conversation, please,”” snapped
the Mate, who was tired and in a bad
humor. “Just coffee, and be quick
about it.”

Algie couldn’t understand English.
Porky had always talked to him in
baby talk. Consequently, he thought
the Mate wanted to play.

“Oick! Oick! Oick! Oick!" Algie
gurgled and reached out to give the
Mate an affectionate kiss. A cold wet
snout and a bristling set of whiskers
nuzzled the Mate's cheek.

““Get that blubbering sea-going
tramp out of here!” the Mate bellowed
in fury. The crew came running just in
time to see him reach for the big meat
cleaver on the wall above Algie's head.
“T'll teach you to do tricks to me,”” he
was shouting, ‘‘I'll cut you up into lit-

tle pieces and stuff you into the next
Barnacle Pie that softheaded animal
trainer of a cook mixes up for us.”

Porky had reached the scene by this
time. White with fear and anger, he
threw his arms around his darling pet,
who, by this time, was shrieking with
terror. Bullfinch grabbed the Mate’s
arm and tried to take away the cleaver.
Captain Snard heard the uproar from
the afterdeck and came to investigate,
He felt sorry for Porky, but he agreed
with the Mate that Algie must go. He
was too much for the ship and things
could only get worse! The only solu-
tion seemed to be to kill the creature,
so that he could be cut up and re-
moved from the galley in sections.
Poor Porky fainted when he heard the
sentence! He loved Algie more than he
had loved anything in all his life. But
the Captain’s word was law on the
ship.

Stormalong felt almost as bad as
Porky when he heard the Captain’s
order. He had a great affection for the
sea lion who, like himself, was too
large for his age. Tears came to his
eves. Suddenly he thought of a plan
that might save the situation. He
begged the Captain to let him try,

1 think I can do it, sir,” Stormy
pleaded. “'T'll try not to cause too
much damage.”” The Captain thought
for a moment, then he nodded.

“Go ahead, son,” he agreed.
won't hurt to try."

Stormy reached into the galley and
placed his hands under Algie’s flippers.
He braced his feet against the foremast
and the mainmast. He pulled as gently
and powerfully as he could. There was
a straining and a creaking as Algie’s fat
stomach stuck in the galley doorframe.
Poor Algie screamed with pain! This
was what Stormy had counted on, As

s
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Algie screamed, his stomach muscles
contracted. Stormy gave an extra tug.
Algie was yanked free. He flew up over
evervone's head and shot out to sea,
like a cork popping out of a bottle.
Stormy himself almost fell overboard
from the force of the tug.

Not much damage was done. The
doorframe was buckled, but Olaf was
able to fix it. The Mate was pacified,?®
once the sea lion had been got rid of.
Porky, of course, was terribly sad-
dened by the loss of his pet. However,
he was grateful to Stormy for having
saved Algie’s life. For some days the
sea lion followed the ship, his white
cook’s hat still on his head. Porky
spent his off hours at the stern rail,

tossing bits of Algie’s favorite dishes
overboard.

The time came, of course, when
Algie left them. The Silver Maid passed
a small island on whose shores were
basking a herd of sea lions. The sight
of one of their own kind in a strange
white headpiece caught the fancy of
the youngsters in the herd. They
waved their flippers and “oicked”
loudly to catch his attention. They suc-
ceeded. Algie, fickle?® as he was,
turned off to join them. With the aid
of the Captain's binoculars, Porky
caught his last glimpse of his pet, hap-
pily playing tag with his new playmates
in the waters off a rocky Pacific island.

#gacified—subdued, calmed. .
*:Flnlr.l:---changcah\e, especially in affections.
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GLOSSARY

This glossary contains words from the stories in this book. The meaning given here
fits the word the first time it is used. Use your regular dictionary to find meanings of
other words yvou find difficult or to find other meanings for the words here.

The following key will help you pronounce each word.

a ate, they

:a at

a father

a air, where, their
[ eat, people

¢ ten, says, any

i ice, height, buy

i it, women, busy
0 open, sew, soul
0 hot

4 order, all, bought
a0 brood, rule, move
00 hook, put, wolf

A
affectation/(af-ek-1d "shan)/n. pretense

alders/(4l " darz)/n. trees of the birch family
algae/(al’jé)/n. seaweed or pond scum

ambergris/(am "bar-gris)/n. a substance
used in making perfume

amiable/(a’' mé-3-bal)/adj. pleasant, good-
natured

apprentice/(3-pren’tis)/n. someone who
works in exchange for being taught a
trade or business

appropriated/(2-prd’ pré-at“ad)/v. set
aside for a particular use

aquatic/(>-kwot 'ik)/adj. taking place in
water
Arapahoe/(d-rap 'd-hd)/adj. an Indian tribe
awkward/(6k 'ward)/adj. lacking ease or
Zrace
B
baffled/(haf’ald)/adj. defeated
barque/(bark)/n. ship
battery/(bat’a-ré)/n. a beating or pounding
belfry/(bel’ fré)/n. a bell tower
berth/(biirth)/n. a job on a ship

ol oil

ou out

i usc, few

u up, oven

3 ago, moment, sanity, comply,
circus

ur urge, earth, first

ar liar, mother, honor

ch child

sh she

th thin

th then

wh azure, leisure, pleasure

besiegers/(bi-séj 'arz)/n. attackers

Bibliotheque de Roi/(bib-li-0"tck da rwa)

binnacle/(bin‘a-kal)/n. the nonmagnetic
stand on which the ship's compass
case is supported

botanists/(bot’ n-ists)/n. scientists who
study plants

bovine/(hd ' vin)/adj. cowlike or oxlike

brigantine/(brig 'an-tén)/n. a two-masted
sailing ship

buttes/(bitz)/n. towerlike hills

caricaturing/(kar ’(j:-k:n -chdor-ing)/v.
drawing amusing likenesses

capstan/(kap ‘stan)/n. a cylinder used for
hoisting the anchor by winding in the
cable

cayuse/(ki-us")/n. a horse

charity/(char’'2-t8)/n. good will

ciphered/(si' fard)/v. computed arithmetic

circumscribed/(sir " kam-skribd " )/v.
circled

clamorous/(klam’ar-as)/adj. noisy
commenced/(ka-mensd”’)/v. began
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commiserated/(ka-miz’3-rat’ ad)/n.
sympathized

compelled/(kam-peld’)/v. forced
contempt/(kan-tempt’)/n. disgrace, scorn
cordial/(kdr’jal)/adj. warm, sincere

D
dallying/(dal‘lé-ing)/v. plaving
decorous/(dek "ar-as)/adj. proper
despotic/(di-spot“ik)/adj. extremely harsh
detachment/(dé-tach 'mant)/n. a unit of

Lroops
dilapidated/(di-lap’a-dat ' ed)/adj. broken
down

disgruntled/(dis-grunt "1d)/adj.
disagreeable

disputed/(dis-pydot‘ed)/v. argued
E

eccentric/(ck-sen’-trik)/adj. strange

effervescence/(ef-ar-ves'ans)/n.
Spirits

emitted/(i-mit"ed)/v. uttered

entreaty/f(en-trét’€)/n. pleading

epochal/(ep’a-kal)/adj. remarkable

estuary/(es’chdo-er-é)/n. where the river
meets the sea

Cross,

high

F
fickle/(fik "al)/adj. changeable, especially
in affections

frugal/(froo’gal)/adj. very careful about
spending money

G
gauntlet/(gdnt ‘lit)/n. a challenge
general consensus/(jen’ar-al kan-sen’
sas)/n. opinion of the group
genial/(jén’vyal)/adj. friendly, kind
geologists/(jé-ol'a-jists)/n. scientists whao
study rocks

goad/{gdd)/n. a pointed rod used for
urging on a beast

Great Divide/(grat di-vid’)/n. the Rocky
Mountains, which divide rivers flowing
east from those flowing west

grenadiers/(gren'a-dérz)/n.
soldiers

British
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griffin/(grif‘'an)/n. a fabulous beast with
the head and wings of an eagle and
the body of a lion

groped/(gropt)/v. felt about uncertainly
grubbing/(grub’ing)/v. digging

H
harrowing/(har’6-ing)/adj.
distressing
hazard/(haz ard)/n. a danger

hempen/{hem "pan)/adj. made from the
plant hemp

hew/(hyod)/v. to cut

cxtremely

immersed/(i-mirsd’)/v. became totally
involved

imminent/(im ‘a-nant)/adj. immediate

impetuous/(im-pech ' 60-as)/adj. impulsive

incandescent lamp/(in-kan-des "ant)/n. an
electric lamp in which a filament is
heated by electricity until it glows and
gives off light

incorporate/(in-kér ' pa-rat’)/v. to com-
hine with

inculcate/(in-kul ' kat)/v. to teach or instill
indefatigable/(in-di-fat "a-ga-bal)/adj.
untiring
indignation/(in-dig-nd'shan)/n. anger
aroused by something mean or unfair
indolent/(in " da-lant)/adj. lazy
induce/(in-ddds")/v. to persuade
insinuated/(in-sin"y00-at"ed)/v. intro-
duced gradually
intimate/(in " ta-mit)/adj. closely acquainted
ironical/(i-ron’i-kal)/adj. sarcastic
irony/(i'ré-né)/n. 4 humorous or some-
what sarcastic expression

J

jowvial/(jo’ vé-al)/adj. fun

K

kiln/(kiln)/n. an oven for hardening or dry-
ing substances like bricks or ceramics

L

languor/(lang ' gar)/n. stillness
litigation/(lit-i-ga"shan)/n. legal action



M

malice/(mal "is)/n. ill will

mavericks/(mav ér-iks)/n. unbranded
cattle, a term often applied to motherless
calves

mesa/(ma’sa)/n. a small,
tableland with steep sides

mesquitef/(mes-két”)/n. a small, thorny
shrub or tree that grows in the south-
western United States and in Mexico

milksop/(milk ‘sop)/n. a2 boy or man
lacking courage or manliness

moorings/(moor “ingz)/n. the equipment
such as anchors and chains that holds a
ship fast

mortals/(mdrt‘Iz)/n. people

muster/(mus "tar)/n, gathering in assembly

high, flat

N
noble/(nd ' bl)fadj. righteous; superior in
character
O
obligations/(ob-la-ga "shanz)/n. duties
P

pacified/(pas " 2-fid)/adj. subdued, calmed

patronizingly/(pd’-tra-niz’ing-l&€)/adv. as
if talking to a young child

perceptibly/{par-sep “ta-blgj/adv. notice-
ably, easily seen

peril/(per’al)/n. danger

Pharisee/(far"a-s€)/n. a hyvpocrite, one
who pretends to be what he is not

portal/(p6rt’l)/n. door

port side/(port sid)/n. the side of the ship
closest to the port

prig/(prig)/n. an irritating person who does
right in an obnoxious way

prone/(pron)/adj. lying on the stomach
protége/(prot“a-zha " )/n. someone who is
cared for and protected

Provincetown/(prov ' ins-toun)/n. a city in
Massachusetts

Q

quartermaster/(kwor " tar-mas "tar)/n. an
officer responsible for the food, clothing,
and equipment of troops

R
raked/(rakt)/v. having been under heavy
gunfire

rambunctious/(ram-bungk "shas)/adj.
disorderly

rawboned/(r6’'bdnd)/adj. having a lean,
gaunt frame

recumbent/(ri-kum "bant)/adj. resting

repressed/(ri-presd’)/v. held back, re-
strained

resentment/(ri-zent “mant)/n. bad feeling

retribution/(ret-ra-by6d “shan)/n. a return
for something suffered

rife/(rif)/adj. crowded
ruddy/(rudé)/adj. having a healthy, rosy
color

S

silhouette/(sil-60-ct " )/adj. an outline of
something, usually filled in with black

skittish/(skit "ish)/adj. uneasy
solemnity/(sa-lem "na-té)/n. seriousness
solicit/(sa-lis"it)/v. to ask for
somber/(som’bar)/adj. gloomy
spectral/(spek "tral)/adj. ghostly
staunch/(stonch)/adj. firm and steadfast
stimulated/(stim ' v2-1at"ed)/v. roused

stump/(stump)/v. to travel around making
political speeches

T

tranquil/(tran "kwal)/adj. quiet, calm

travail/(tra-val")/n. anguish,
hardship

tumult/(t60 'malt)/n. commaotion

tyranny/(tir ‘2-né)/n. abusive exercise of
power

extreme

U
unabated relish/(un-a-ba "tid rel”ish)/n. as
hard as he had been before

unalterable/(un-61"tar-a-bal)/adj. un-
changeable

unverifiable/(un-ver'a-fi’a-bl)/adj.
able to be proven

A\
variable/(vir’é-a-bal)/adj. changing

W
whimsical/(hwim ' zi-kal)/adj. playful
winsome/(win’sam)/adj. charming

Z
zephyrs/(zef arz)/n. soft, gentle winds

not
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