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      The OLD FASHIONED SCHOOL BOOK SERIES is projected to consist of a special edition Advanced Reader and five standard readers, First through Fifth, comprised of selections from nineteenth and early twentieth century American public school readers, and a few other sources. The immediate object of the series is to offer American students books that are interesting and uplifting, and that will provide them exercise in reading and comprehension. Of even more importance, is to offer books that are windows through which today’s students can discover the Christian moral traditions of American education, the proud history of the United States of America, and the “blood, sweat, tears,” and prayers, of the generations that built, loved, and left us this great nation.

      A few words about this Fourth Reader:

      There is so much great material in the old readers that I am unable to include it all, so it was my responsibility to select what I consider the best. This reader includes a wide range of subject material and levels of reading proficiency, though, as best I can judge, between intermediate and advanced levels. The selections are grouped, roughly, with the most advanced later in the book. They are also grouped as: (1) short stories; (2) American history; (3) Christian history and reverence; (4) an introduction to a variety of literary forms; (5) nineteenth century English romance authors; (6) direct moral teaching; (7) more advanced stories.

      You will notice that the punctuation of some of these selections is not according to today’s grammatical system. The “standard teaching method” of that day was for the lessons to be read aloud or recited from memory. They included “rhetorical punctuation,” such as ? or ! within a sentence as vocalization instructions for the reader. I have kept some of those punctuation marks where it would have entailed significant changes to “correct” them. I have also retained some of the archaic spelling—plough (plow), phantasie (fantasy), to-night (tonight) and a few others where the meaning is clear.
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      These are stories of a variety of types, and from various places and times. They are stories that your grandparents’ grandparents, or even their grandparents, might have read. Many things have changed since these stories were first printed, but the really important things have not.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            OLD SILVER

          

          Sewell Ford

        

      

    

    
      
        
        There was a time, and not so long ago, when horses ruled the streets, and men and the horses they drove were a team who know and depended upon each other. In fact, when students first read this story, they were used to seeing horses doing such things as pulling fire engines.

      

      

      Down in the heart of the skyscraper district you will find a hook and ladder company known as the Gray Horse Truck.

      Much like a big family is a fire company. It has seasons of good fortune when there is neither sick leaves nor hospital cases to report; and it has periods of misfortune, when trouble and disaster stalk abruptly through the ranks. Gray Horse Truck is no exception. Yet its longest mourning and most sincere was when it lost Old Silver.

      Horses and men, Silver had seen them come and go. He had seen probationers rise step by step to battalion and deputy chiefs, win shields and promotion, or meet the sudden fate that is their lot. All this time Silver’s name-board had swung over his old stall, and when the truck went out Silver was to be found in his old place on the left of the poles. Driver succeeded driver, but one and all found Silver first under the harness when a station hit, first to jump forward when the big doors rolled back, and always as ready to do his bit on a long run as he was to demand his four quarts when feeding time came.

      As for the education of Silver, its scope and completeness, no outsider would have given credence to the half of it. When Lannigan had driven the truck for three years, and been cronies with Silver for nearly five, it was his habit to say wonderingly: “He beats me, Silver does. I learn some new wrinkle of his every day. No; its no use to tell his tricks, you wouldn’t believe, neither would I, if I hadn’t seen with my own eyes.”

      Other things besides mischief, however, had Silver learned. Chief of these was to start with the jigger. Sleeping or waking, lying or standing, the summons that stirred the men from snoring ease to tense, rapid action, never failed to find Silver alert. As the halter shank slipped through the bi-ring, that same instant found Silver gathered for the rush through the long narrow lane leading from the open stalls to the poles, above which like great couchant (crouching) spiders, waited the harnesses on the hanger rods. It was unwise to be in Silver’s way when the little brazen voice (bell) was summoning him to duty.

      Once under the harness, Silver was like a carved statue until the trip strap had been pulled, the collar fastened, and the reins snapped in. Then he wanted to poke the poles through the doors, so eager was he to be off.

      With the first strain at the traces his impatience died out. A sixty foot truck starts with more or less reluctance. Besides, Silver knew that before anything like speed could be made it was necessary to either mount the grade to Broadway or to ease the machine down to Greenwich Street. It was traces or backing straps for all that was in you, and at the end a sharp turn which never could have been made had not the tiller-man done his part with the rear wheels.

      But once the tires caught the car (trolley) tracks Silver knew what to expect. At the turn he and his team mates could feel Lannigan gathering in the reins as though for a full stop. At that moment Lannigan leaned far forward and shot out his driving arm. The reins went loose, their heads went forward and, as if moving in pivot, the three leaped as one horse. Again the reins tightened for a second, again they were loosened. When the bits were pulled back up came three heads, up came three pairs of shoulders and up came three pairs of forelegs; for at the other end of the lines, gripped vise-like in Lannigan’s big fist, was swinging a good part of Lannigan’s one hundred and ninety-eight pounds.

      To Silver all other minor pleasures in life were as nothing to the fierce joy he knew when, with a dozen men clinging to the handrails, the captain pulling the bell rope, and Lannigan, far up above them all, swaying on the lines, the Gray Horse Truck swept up Broadway to a first call-box.

      It was like trotting to music, if you’ve ever done that. Possibly you could have discovered no harmony at all in the confused roar of the apparatus as it thundered past. But to the ears of Silver there were many sounds blended into one. There was the rhythmical beat of hoofs, the low undertone of the wheels grinding the pavement, the high note of the forged steel lock-opener as it hammered the foot-board, the mellow ding-dong of the bell, the creek of the forty and fifty foot extensions, the rattle of the iron-shod bridge, the rat-tat-tat of the scaling ladders on the bridge, and the muffled drumming of the leather helmets as they jumped in the basket.

      With the increasing speed all these sounds rose in pitch until, when the team was at full swing, they became one vibrant theme,—thrilling, inspiring, exultant,—the action song of the truck.

      Of course it all ended when, with heaving flanks and snorting nostrils you stopped before a building, where curls of smoke escaped from upper windows. Then you watched your men snatch the great ladders from the truck, heave them up against the walls and bring down pale-faced, staring-eyed men and women. You saw them tear down iron shutters, batter down doors, smash windows, and do other things to make a path for the writhing, white bodied, yellow nosed snakes that uncoiled from the engine and were carried wriggling where the flames lapped along baseboard and floor beams. You saw the little ripples of smoke swell into huge, cream edged billows that tumbled out and up so far above that you lost sight of them.

      And after it was all over the ladders were reshipped, you left the purring engines to drown out the last hidden spark, and you went prancing back to your house, where the lonesome desk man waited patiently for your return.

      No loping rush was the homeward trip. The need for haste had passed. Now came the parade. You might toss your head, arch your neck, and use all your fancy steps, Lannigan didn’t care. In fact, he rather liked to have you show off a bit. The men in the truck, smutty of face and hands, joked across the ladders. The strain was over. It was a time for relaxing, for behind was duty well done.

      After unhooking there was the rubbing and the extra feeding of oats that always follows a long run. How good it was to be bedded down after this lung stretching, leg-limbering work! Such was the life Old Silver was leading when there arrived disaster. It came in the shape of a milk leg.

      Industriously did Lannigan apply such simple remedies as he had at hand. Yet the swelling increased until from pastern to hock was neither shape nor grace, Worst of all, in getting on his feet one morning, Silver barked the skin with a rap from his toe calks (part of horseshoe). Then it did look bad. Of course this had to happen just before the veterinary inspector’s monthly visit.

      “Old Silver, eh?” said he. “I’ve been looking for him to give out. That’s a bad leg there, a very bad leg. Send him up to the hospital in the morning and I’ll have another gray down here. It’s time you had another horse in his place.” Lannigan stepped forward to protest. It was only a milk leg. He had cured them before. He could cure this one. Besides, he couldn’t spare Silver, the best horse on his team.

      But the inspector often heard such pleas. “What do you care so long as you get another gray?”

      Very much Lannigan did care, but he found difficulty in putting his sentiments into words. Besides, what use was it to talk to a man who could say that one gray horse was as good as another. Hence, Lannigan only looked sheepish and kept his tongue between his teeth until the door closed behind the inspector. Then he banged a ham-like fist into a broad palm and relieved his feelings in language. This failed to mend matters, so Lannigan, putting an arm around the old gray’s neck, told Silver all about it. Probably Silver misunderstood, for he responded by reaching over Lannigan’s shoulder and chewing the big man’s belt. Only when Lannigan fed to him six red apples and an extra quart of oats did Silver suspect that something unusual was going to happen. Next morning, sure enough, it did happen.

      Some say Lannigan wept. As to that none might be sure, for he sat facing the wall in a corner of the bunk room. Below, they were leading Old Silver away to the hospital, where after less than a week’s stay, he was cast into oblivion. They took away the leaden number medal, which for more than ten years he had worn on a strap around his neck, and they turned him over to the street cleaning department. There was no delay about his initiation. Into his forehoofs they branded this shameful inscription: D. S. C. 937, and on his back they flung a forty pound single harness with a dirty piece of canvas as a blanket. They hooked him to an iron dump cart, and hailed him forth at 5:30 a.m. to begin the inglorious work of removing the refuse from the city streets.

      Perhaps you think Old Silver could not feel the disgrace, the ignominy of it all. Could you have seen the lowered head, the limp hung tail, the dulled eyes, and the dispirited sag of his quarters, you would have thought differently. For three months Silver had pulled that hateful refuse chariot about the streets, thankful only that he traversed a section of the city new to him. Then one day he was sent out with a new driver whose route lay along familiar ways. The thing Silver dreaded, that which he had long feared, did not happen for more than a week after the change.

      It came early one morning. He had been backed up in front of a big office building where a dozen bulky cans cumbered the sidewalk. The driver was just lifting one to the tail-board when, from far down the street, there reached Silver’s ears a well known sound. Nearer it swept, louder and louder it swelled.

      In a moment the noise and its cause were opposite. Old Silver hardly needed a glance before knowing the truth. It was his old company, the Gray Horse Truck. There was his old driver, there were his old team mates. In a flash there passed from Silver’s mind all memory of his humble condition, his wretched state. Tossing his head and giving his tail a switch, he leaped toward the apparatus, nearly upsetting the filled ash-can over the head and shoulders of the bewildered driver.

      By a supreme effort, Silver dropped into the old lope. A dozen bounds took him abreast the nigh (near) horse, and, in spite of Lannigan’s shouts, there he stuck, littering the newly swept pavement most disgracefully at every jump. Thus strangely accompanied, the Gray Horse Truck thundered up Broadway for ten blocks, and when it stopped, before a building in which a careless watchman’s lantern had set off the automatic, Old Silver was part of the procession.

      It was Lannigan who, in the midst of an eloquent flow of indignant abuse, made this announcement: “Why, boys—it’s—it’s our Old Silver!”

      Each member of the crew having expressed his astonishment in appropriate words, Lannigan tried to sum it all up by saying—“Silver, you old sinner! So they’ve put you in an ash cart, have they? Well, I’ll—I’ll—.” But there speech failed him. His wits did not. There was a whispered council of war. Lannigan made a daring proposal, at which all grinned appreciatively.

      “They’d never find out,” said one.

      “And see, his leg’s almost as good as new again,” suggested another.

      It was an unheard-of proceeding; one which the rules of the Fire Department never anticipated. Meanwhile, the Captain found it necessary to inspect the interior of the building, the Lieutenant turned his back, and the thing was done.

      That same evening an ill-tempered and very dirty ash cart driver turned up at the stables with a different horse from the one he had driven out that morning, much to the mystification of himself and certain officials of the department of Street Cleaning.

      Also, there pranced back as nigh horse of the truck a big gray with one slightly swollen hind leg. By the way he held his head, by the look in the big bright eyes, and by his fancy stepping one might have thought him glad to be where he was. And it was so. As for the rest, Lannigan will tell you in strict confidence that the best mode of disguising hoof brands until they are effaced by new growth is to fill them with axle-grease. It can not be detected.

      Should you ever chance to see, swinging up lower Broadway, a hook and ladder truck drawn by three big grays jumping in perfect unison, note especially the nigh horse—that’s the one on the left side looking forward. It will be Old Silver who, although now rising sixteen, seems to be good for another four years of active service.
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            LEAVES FROM AN AERONAUT

          

          Willis Gaylord Clark

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Before airplanes, much less jets and rocket ships, “The conquest of the skies” was by balloon. And it was a great and celebrated conquest in its day. Celebrated in some rather fanciful ways it seems. The following story, from long before the Wright brothers’ first flight, is not quite so fanciful as this ad for the French aeronaut and balloon manufacturer M. Lachambre, but quite appealing. “Leaves,” by the way, refers to letters or pages, a message in other words.

      

      

      My hour had now come, and I entered the car. With a singular taste, the band struck up, at this moment, the melting air of “sweet Home.” It almost overcame me. A thousand associations of youth, friends, of all that I must leave, rushed upon my mind. But I had no leisure for sentiment. A buzz ran through the assemblage; unnumbered hands were clapping, unnumbered hearts beating high; and I was the cause. Every eye was upon me. There was pride in the thought.

      “Let go!” was the word. The cheers redoubled, handkerchiefs waved from many a fair hand; bright faces beamed from every window and on every side. One dash with my knife, and I rose aloft, an inhabitant of air. How magnificent was the sight which now burst upon me! How sublime were my sensations! I waved the flag of my country; the cheers of the multitude from a thousand housetops, reached me on the breeze; and a taste of the rarer (thinner) atmosphere elevated my spirits into ecstasy.

      The city, with a brilliant sunshine striking the spires and domes, now unfolded to view a sight incomparably beautiful. My gondola went easily upward, cleaving the depths of heaven like a vital (living) thing. A diagram placed before you, on the table, could not permit you to trace more definitely than I now could, the streets, the highways, basins, wharves, and squares of the town. The hum of the city rose to my ear, as from a vast beehive; and I seemed the monarch-bee, directing the swarm.

      I heard the rattling of carriages, the hearty yo-heavos! of sailors from the docks that, begirt with spars, hemmed the city round. I was a spectator of all, yet aloof, and alone. Increasing stillness attended my way; and, at last the murmurs of earth came to my ear like the vast vibrations of a bell. My car tilted and trembled as I rose. A swift wind sometimes gave the balloon a rotary motion, which made me deathly sick for a moment; but strong emotion conquered all my physical ailings.

      My brain ached with the intensity of my rapture. Human sounds had fainted from my ear. I was in the abyss of heaven, alone with my God. I could tell my direction by the sun on my left; and, as his rays played on the aerostat (balloon), it seemed only a bright bubble, wavering in the sky, and I, a suspended mote (speck), hung by chance to its train. Looking below me, the distant Sound and Long Island appeared to the east; the bay lay to the south, sprinkled with shipping; under me, the city girded with bright rivers and sparry (tall trees) forests.

      The free wind was on my cheek and in my locks; afar, the ocean rolled its long, blue waves, checkered with masses of shadow, and gushes of ruby sunlight; to the north and west, the interminable land, variegated like a map, dotted with purple, and green, and silver, faded to the eye. The atmosphere which I now breathed seemed to dilate my heart at every breath. I uttered some audible expressions. My voice was weaker than the faintest sound of a reed. There was no object near to make it reverb or echo.

      My barometer now denoted an immense height; and as I looked upward and around, the concave above seemed like a mighty waste of purple air, verging to blackness. Below, it was lighter; but a long, lurid bar of cloud stretched along the west, temporarily excluding the sun. The shadows rushed afar into the void, and a solemn, Sabbath twilight reigned around. I was now startled by a fluttering in my gondola. It was my carrier pigeon. I had forgotten him entirely. I attached a string to his neck, with a label, announcing my height, then nearly four miles, and the state of my barometer.

      As he sat on the side of the car, and turned his tender eyes upon me in mute supplication, every feather shivering with apprehension, I felt that it was a guilty act to push him into the waste beneath. But it was done; he attempted to rise, but I outstripped him; he then fell obliquely, fluttering and moaning, till I lost him in the haze. My greatest altitude had not yet been reached. I was now five miles from terra firma. I began to breathe with difficulty. The atmosphere was too rare for safe respiration.

      I pulled my valve cord to descend. It refused to obey my hand. For a moment I was horror-struck. What was to be done? If I ascended much higher, the balloon would explode. I threw over some tissue paper to test my progress. It is well known that this will rise very swiftly. It fell, as if blown downward by a wind from the zenith. I was going upward like an arrow. I attempted to pray, but my parched lips could not move. I seized the cord again, with desperate energy. Blessed heaven! It moved.

      I threw out more tissue. It rose to me like a wing of joy. I was descending. Though far from sunset, it was now dark about me, except a track of blood-red haze in the direction of the sun. I encountered a strong current of wind; mist was about me; it lay like dew upon my coat. At last, a thick bar of vapor being past, what a scene it disclosed! A storm was sweeping through the sky, nearly a mile beneath; and I looked down upon an ocean of rainbows, rolling in indescribable grandeur, to the music of the thunder-peal, as it moaned afar and near, on the coming and dying wind.

      A frightened eagle had ascended through the tempest, and sailed for minutes by my side, looking at me with panting weariness and quivering mandibles, but with dilated eye, whose keen iris flashed unsubdued. Proud emblem of my country! As he fanned me with his heavy wing, and looked with a human intelligence at the car, my pulse bounded with exulting rapture. Like the genius (spirit) of my native land, he had risen above every storm, unfettered and FREE.

      But my transports were soon at an end. He attempted to land on the balloon, and my heart sunk; I feared his huge claws would tear the silk. I pulled my cord; he rose, as I sank, and the blast swept him from my view in a moment. A flock of wild fowl, beat by the storm, were coursing below, on bewildered pinions (wings); and, as I was nearing them, I knew I was descending. A breaking rift now admitted the sun. The rainbows tossed and gleamed; chains of fleecy rack (broken clouds), shining in prismatic rays of gold, and purple, and emerald, “beautiful exceedingly,” spread on every hand.

      Vast curtains of clouds pavilioned the immensity, brighter than celestial roses; masses of mist were lifted on high, like strips of living fire, more radiant than the sun himself, when his glorious noontide culminates from the equator. A kind of aerial Euroclydon (the stormy autumn wind that wrecked St. Paul’s ship on Malta) now smote my car, and three of the cords parted, which tilted my gondola to the side, filling me with terror. I caught the broken cords in my hand, but could not tie them.

      The storm below was now rapidly passing away, and beneath its waving outline, to the south-east, I saw the ocean. Ships were speeding on their course, and their bright sails melting in the distance; a rainbow hung afar; and the rolling anthems of the Atlantic came like celestial hymning to my ear. Presently all was clear below me. The fresh air played around. I had taken a noble circuit; and my lat view was better than the first. I was far over the bay, “afloating sweetly to the west.” The city, colored by the last blaze of the day, brightened remotely to the view.

      Below, ships were hastening to and fro through the Narrows, and the far country lay smiling like an Eden. Bright rivers ran like ribbons of gold and sliver, till they were lost in the vast inland, stretching beyond the view; the gilded mountains were flinging their purple shadows over many a vale; bays were blushing to the farewell day-beams; and now I was passing over a green island. I sailed to the mainland; saw the tall old trees waving to the evening breeze; heard the rural lowing of herds, and the welcome sound of human voices; and, finally, sweeping over forest tops and embowered villages, at last, descended with the sun, among a kind-hearted, surprised, and hospitable community, in as pretty a town as one could desire to see, “safe and well.”

      
        
        Raub’s Normal Fifth Reader, 1878

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE BULB OF THE CRIMSON TULIP

          

          Lillian Price

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The stories of Betsy Ross and Molly Pitcher during the American Revolution are well known. The following two stories are also from the American Revolution. They both are about the bravery of young American girls, but other than that, they are very different. One makes a contribution to the cause of American independence, the other does not.

      

      

      The village of Newark lay dusty and dozing in the hot sunshine of an early summer day. In the church steeple the bell rang out three of the afternoon.

      The broad highway was almost deserted, save for a flock of waddling ducks crossing toward the wayside brook, and an old man, with silvery-gray locks neatly tied in a queue (hair in the form of a pig tail), who leaned upon a garden gate and watched his opposite neighbor.

      She was a little slip of a lass in a brown stuff dress and plain cap, kneeling, trowel in hand, beside a bed of tulips which glowed scarlet and yellow and white in the bright sunshine. Slowly, and with great care, she raised a beautiful crimson blossom from the mold and transplanted it to a flowerpot. Then, rising with the posy clasped in her arm, Margaret came down to the gateway and looked anxiously up the broad street of the Jersey town.

      Grandpapa Davis nodded and smiled at her standing there, an erect, graceful little figure, with a look of thoughtful care upon her face. The shadows of the newly-leaved trees blotched and flickered upon the highway. Beyond lay the military green (parade ground), with its long rows of elms arching over a pathway; and out of their shadowy distance appeared a gleam of scarlet, which proved to be a tall soldier walking slowly along, flourishing his riding-whip. Grandpapa Davis and the little maid exchanged glances. His was one of deep anxiety; hers of questioning fear.

      Both thought instantly of the evening before, when the roadway glimmered in faint starlight, and a wounded rider crept up in the fragrant May darkness to the cottage gate. There he was assisted from the horse by women’s hands and disappeared within the cottage, bowered in its budding vines. Grandpapa recalled Margaret, standing in the candlelight of his kitchen, telling him her brother’s story. The anxiety of a woman replaced the pretty roguish joking she was wont to exchange with him.

      Mahlom Ross had ridden from Elizabethtown with a cipher (a message in code) from Maxwell of that place to General Washington, lying at Morristown. While crossing the Salt Meadows his horse had thrown him; and he was able to go forward only to his home, where he arrived fainting in his saddle.

      “Whom shall we trust to carry the papers onward?” Margaret had asked the old man.

      “Ford Halsey of the mill,” he answered promptly. “He is in York Town on business and will be back by the coach tomorrow noon. Ford rides like the wind and knows every byway as well as an Indian.”

      As Margaret watched the coming British soldier, she anxiously scanned the highway beyond him in the direction of the Halsey’s mill, whither her mother had ridden to interview Ford. No welcome figures of horse and rider appeared in the sunny loneliness of the broad highway. A robin whistled in the tree-top, the soldier lounged slowly along, and drowsy silence reigned.

      Her grandmother’s gentle old face, framed in its cap and kerchief, appeared above the blue half door.

      “Margaret!” she called softly.

      Margaret turned hastily.

      “Dear heart,” said the old woman, “it has just struck three. What keeps thy mother?”

      The little maid shook her head.

      “Old Dobs sleeps and dreams with mother on his back,” she said. “Oh, I would that he felt my birching! If his lazy hoofs kept time to my heart-beats he would be here. Grandmother, is Mahlon safe, lying in the stable loft? I see a redcoat yonder.”

      “Tut!” cried the old woman, sharply. “Even the spring wind has ears in days like these! Be mindful of what thou sayest, my child!”

      Then, seeing the flower, she exclaimed, “What art thou doing, lass? Why hast thou potted a tulip today?”

      “’Twas promised to Cicely Halsey for this afternoon. ’Tis her birthday, and she admires this tulip. It is most beautiful of color. I thought later to ride to the mill to give it to her.”

      Her glance strayed from the blossom in her arms to the soldier crossing the road. Then with a thought kindling in her face, she gave her grandmother a swift look and fled, without another word, around the corner of the house. Setting the tulip on the bench seat of the rear porch, she went on to the barn, where her sick brother lay concealed, and returned almost immediately with something clasped under her kerchief.

      One pull, and the tulip came out of the pot, the mold scattering over the porch seat. Catching up a knife, she parted the bulb in halves and hollowed out the centers. In the bottom of the pot she placed a packet of paper drawn from her bosom, and within the hollowed bulb she hid the strip of precious cipher. With hands that lost no time, she re-potted the cherished flower, cleared away the traces of her work, and stood looking down upon it regretfully.

      “If any redcoat must have Mahlon’s papers, I would rather it were thee,” she said, stroking a satin petal of her (red) tulip. “I did so hate to wound thee, I who nursed thee from a sprout!” And with a little childish quiver of the lips, she stooped and kissed the flower before entering the house.

      The grandmother sat knitting.

      “I like not that redcoat soldier sniffing our lilac bushes so closely,” said Margaret. “I would mother were returned! But I have thought of a way to get the papers to Ford under the very nose of the redcoat, if need be, which God grant not! I fear there are other soldiers of his kind in the village.”

      The old lady sighed and shook her head. “War breeds old thoughts in young minds. ’Tis ill to judge the errand of a man by the color of his coat, lass. For the papers, I’ll trust thy wit.”

      Margaret flitted restlessly from table to dresser. A small chicken, under her skilled fingers, was soon bubbling in the pot. A head of lettuce lay crisply piled on a dish, and out of the oven she drew a freshly baked loaf. With her back to the doorway, she did not see a shadow fall across the sanded brick, as the redcoat soldier, leaning his arms on the ledge of the half door, looked keenly about the little kitchen.

      “Lass!” cried his hearty voice, thick with the Yorkshire accent, “thou seemest too busy even so much as to hear soldier boots crunching thy dooryard gravel—though I tried most manfully to steal a march on thee, I confess.”

      Margaret turned and faced him steadfastly, while the grandmother’s knitting dropped to her lap at the first sound of his voice. Neither spoke. “Hast thou a well?” he continued. “I’m fain (I should like) to drink! This road tramping is churlish (unpleasant) business. And ye have churlish (rude) folk in this town. Faith, I’ve no (good) opinion of their eyes and ears! General Knyphausen would better have sent one of his own Hessians (German mercenaries) instead of us; he would have learned fully as much.”

      “Thou art from Yorkshire,” said Grandmother Ross, mildly. “Since thou art thirsty, wouldst thou drink a glass of elder wine and eat a slice of rice cake made after the fashion of the mother-land?”

      “Why, now!”—the broad red face glowed with pleasure and astonishment—“that’s the first civil word I have heard this day! Madam, I do assure you, that wakes the heart in me and makes me loath (unwilling) to take they hospitality and do my soldier’s errand here.”

      A flush of surprise almost matching the soldier’s had swept over Margaret’s face at her grandmother’s words. But now she stepped forward courteously.

      “Nay,” she said, setting a rush-bottom chair for him in the cool breeze of the doorway, “thou mayst taste my mother’s wine, for thou art weary and a wayfarer. Later, if needs must, we can talk of war.”

      The soldier dropped into the chair, with his clanking spurs rattling on the bricks, and drank thankfully the great draught (quantity) of water Margaret dipped from the well-curb bucket and brought to him.

      “Ah, that takes the blaze of the sun out of the blood!” he said. His face softened as he watched her prepare the cake and wine for him.

      When she placed them before him, the grandmother said gently, “’Tis wine, sir, of the real English smack, being a recipe of my mother’s; and I hope thou will like the cake.”

      “I like them well,” he growled, as the spicy wine fell clearly into the glass, “but not to repay thee with saucy questions.”

      The old woman sighed softy. “Sir, if saucy questions be thy duty, do not shirk aught of it. Hospitality is a duty, too.”

      “I am looking for a lad who should have ridden by here on a roan (a brown color spotted with gray or white) horse last eventide.”

      “One of thine own men?” asked Margaret steadily, though with an effort.

      The soldier stared at her.

      “Beshrew (to invoke evil upon, curse) me, no,” he said, laughing. “Do we waylay our own messengers?”

      “Then art thou not tapping at folly’s gate to ask us to betray ours?” she returned.

      He surveyed her slowly, from the white cap to the tiny buckled slippers, and said soberly, “Lass, all the folk of this town are not rebels; neither must an answer be always yea or nay to be useful.”

      While she set the plate and glass upon the dresser, he stared gloomily out into the sunshine.

      “Hast thou kith or kin fighting against the king?” he asked.

      “Yes,” said Margaret, standing by her grandmother’s chair; “my father and my brother. Sir, had I seen twenty horsemen riding by, thou knowest I would not tell thee!”

      He looked sharply at her again under his bushy brows and shook his head.

      “What if I tell thee I must search thy dwelling?” he said, scanning her face.

      “My grandmother is old, and I am young. Our doors lie open to thee. Naught could hinder thee. Neither of us would ask thee not to. If that be thy present duty, follow it; yet it sets not well with thy question.”

      Margaret swung open the porch door, where the scarlet tulip dropped its head; and the soldier glanced past it, beyond the double rows of tasseled currant bushes, to the door of the little barn. A sound of hoof beats stopping in front directed his glance to the highway again.

      Dame Ross slowly dismounted from Old Dobs at the horse block; and Margaret, looking out, said, “It is my mother.” She glanced at her grandmother. “Mother has been to mill, sir,” she volunteered to the soldier.

      “Thou ridest thine own grist to mill, eh?” he said, with returning good humor. Then, as the dame put out her hand for the heavy sack, he suddenly strode down to the garden gate and sweeping a low bow to the startled woman, said, “May I not put this on the kitchen floor for thee, or in the stable?”

      Mrs. Ross turned herself to Dobs’ bridle to hide the deadly whiteness of her face. The soldier stood there, smiling cheerfully.

      “If thou wilt put the flour on the kitchen floor I will thank thee. It is much courtesy from a stranger. I knew not that my roof entertained a guest of thy coat,” she said at length.

      “Nay, I’m not of thy convictions,” laughed the soldier, laying the sack upon his scarlet shoulder; “but my mother taught me courtesy to a woman ere the king taught me soldiering.”

      Margaret met her mother upon the threshold. “I am so glad thou art come,” she said, mutely reading her face, as she laid her hand on her mother’s bonnet strings to undo them. “I feared thou wouldst not return in time for me to go to Cicely’s to drink birthday tea with her. Mother, our guest is a wayfaring soldier.” She looked at him apologetically for this poor introduction.

      The dame felt the scrutiny of a keen pair of eyes fixed upon her face.

      “Madam,” he said, “my errand is to ask a question. Hast thou seen a lad on a roan horse riding by thy doorway?”

      “Which way should the lad have been riding?” asked the dame, trying on her house apron; “for, though the highway is a broad one, it leads as easily to Elizabethtown as to Morristown. Riders choose both ways to do their galloping. Dost thou take us for Tories, to ask us such a question? I wonder at thee!”

      The soldier laughed restlessly. “I was not built to prowl in cottage gardens,” he said uneasily, picking up his whip from the floor.

      Margaret had slipped out and tethered Old Dobs to the pear tree. Now she came in by the back porch door, calmly carrying her potted crimson tulip.

      “Mother,” she said, placing the flower upon the table and reaching for her straw bonnet, “’Tis late to visit Cicely, but I think I will go, as I promised. I see shower caps (clouds) rising out of the west, and I want to get the tulip there before the rain.”

      “’Tis a bonny flower,” said the soldier, lifting the pot and sniffing the blossom. “Dost thou ride to a birthday feast?”

      “Only to carry a token to a friend,” she replied, looking up at him, standing there with the tulip in his arms.—

      The dame had assented to Margaret’s request, and now sat down to her knitting. A waft of cool, scented, mountain air suddenly swayed the white curtain of a west window.

      “I sniff a shower in that breeze,” said Margaret. “Sir, I must go. Good day to you”; and she reached for her flower.

      “Not so fast,” he said, smiling upon her. “I must go too. I shall seek no further in this town. My question seems like saying, ‘Dilly, Dilly, Dilly, come and be killed.’⁠1 Whither ridest thou, little hostess—north or south? If north, I beg to go with thee. My horse is tethered back of the church.”

      “I go north, sir,” said Margaret, her eyes resting on the flower, which dropped now on the soldier’s broad breast as he still retained it in his arms.

      “North? That is well. Wilt thou point out the turn to the Bloomfield road?” And he followed her down the garden pathway.

      “Gladly,” said Margaret, as she mounted nimbly to Old Dobs’ back. “’Tis only a bit beyond the mill road. Sir, I can carry my tulip now.”

      “Thou wilt not have a redcoat cavalier to bear it for thee, eh?” he said, laughing, as he delivered the precious pot into her outstretched hand.

      Margaret grasped it, a wave of intense relief following the tension of uncertainty of the last few minutes. She pulled Dobs’ bridle with a lighter heart, when a loud whinny in the little stable beyond suddenly broke the stillness.

      The soldier turned his head and listened. In the swift action lay so shrewd a suspicion that the little heart beating behind the flowerpot stood almost still; but the serene look in Margaret’s eyes never wavered.

      “I fear we shall soon have a shower,” she said, calmly meeting the soldier’s gaze. “Dapple is whinnying, for he feels the thunder. Come, Dobs, thou must do thine errand briskly, if thou wouldst not have a wet skin.”

      She nodded to her mother and grandmother, and the soldier took a gallant leave of them. Together they disappeared up the road in a cloud of sifting golden dust.

      The busy hoppers of the old mill hummed and sung in the afternoon stillness. Cicely Halsey had moved her flax wheel into the little arbor back in the mill garden, whence she could overlook the stable yard and Ford, who was sitting in a doorway, booted and spurred.

      Suddenly up the road came Margaret riding Old Dobs, who was taking long, surprised strides, such as stirred in his dull brain certain memories of his youth. With flushed cheeks and shining eyes, Margaret ran up the garden path and, bursting into the little arbor, flung the tulip upon the table.

      “Where is Ford?” she cried. “Will he ride, Cicely? Will he ride?”

      “Will he ride?” said Cicely, in astonishment. “He has been booted and spurred this half hour and waits but the papers. Did not thy mother tell thee?”

      Margaret shook her head and then, without a word, wrenched the tulip from the pot.

      “Why, now!” exclaimed Cicely. “What art thou doing? That is my crimson tulip thou art tumbling from the pot! Is that the way...”

      But Margaret was running stable-ward with the stalk-less bulb and a packet in her hands, leaving Cicely speechless with dismay, surveying the dying flower and the heap of dirt.

      Ford, on receiving the papers, simply looked inside the bulb and, with a shrewed, intelligent nod to Margaret, slipped it into his pocket, mounted his horse, and rode away. Margaret swung the barred gate behind him and turned, to find Cicely at her elbow. A long, distant roll of thunder sounded in the west. A sudden gust of wind swept the garden and puffed fragrantly into Margaret’s face. She turned quickly to Cicely.

      “Thank God, Ford is gone!” she cried. “The English evidently have learned that a messenger was sent with important news to Morristown. More than likely they also know of Mahlon’s hurt. A redcoat, looking as I feared, for his hiding-place, came to the house this afternoon. I thought he would search the place, and so I hid the papers in thy flower, knowing I could get Grandpapa Davis to ride with them to thee, if worst came to worst.

      “Now I fear their return to take my brother prisoner. They will if they find him. Nay, do not look so frightened, Cicely. I saved the papers, and I must save Mahlon. I saw a look in the soldier’s eyes when Dapple whinnied! The very roan he was so keen to find! Thou seest I must hasten home, dear.”

      Dobs, wounded and puzzled at his mistress’ heartless urging of his lazy old legs, almost galloped to the home door, and the thunder rolled and muttered. A grayness had quenched the afternoon light, and the hush that preludes the storm lay over house and garden as Margaret entered the kitchen.

      “Ford is well on the way, and the papers with him,” she said, in answer to her mother’s anguished glance. “The soldier did not ride off with the tulip. But I fear he will return. We must hide Mahlon in Grandpapa Davis’ old sugar house, across the huckleberry swamp, and tie Dapple in the clearing. Rain or not, ill or not, Mahlon must go.”

      With the first big drops of the rain, the little train set out across the fields; and as it poured down faster and faster, all traces of Dapples’ hoofs were washed from the dusty pathway they had taken. In an hour the sick lad was under cover, and the shower had passed.

      The garden lay sweet and damp and dripping in the evening twilight; and Margaret was stooping to raise and bind back some storm-beaten sprays of a rosebush, when five redcoat horsemen drew rein at the gate.

      Margaret dropped her hammer in the mold. Inside the doorway the grandmother never ceased her knitting, and upon the porch appeared the dame’s quiet figure. The soldier of the afternoon came up the path, with his companions following him. In her first keen glance at him, Margaret saw how entirely he had become simply an English soldier in discharge of his duty.

      “I learn that the rider whom I seek lieth ill in this cottage,” he said sternly. “Dame, I must search this dwelling.”

      “’Tis easy to war on women,” she answered, sighing.

      The soldier glanced at Margaret. “They shall do no more than is needful,” he promised.

      Margaret waited in the porch. She heard them clank their way across the kitchen floor. The rough soldier voices rose and fell; and then she heard her mother’s quiet, clear tones. Both stalls in the stable were empty, for Dobs was out in the pasture with Grandpapa Davis’ old roadster (a horse that is accustomed to travel on the highroad). The hay where Mahlon lay, Margaret’s pale arms had re-tossed. The fireflies began to twinkle in the garden ere the search was given up.

      Then the soldiers rounded the house corner; and Margaret, sitting on the step, arose. The tall soldier stopped, while his companions strolled on to the gate, plucking flowers.

      “I did not find thy brother,” he said gravely, “and perchance thou knowest why. If his hurt was slight, no doubt he rides to Morristown. Thou art a brave little woman. Wilt thou bid me good-night?” He put out his hand, and Margaret took it heartily.

      The dispatches were safely delivered by Ford’s hand to Washington as the General was about to journey to Springfield; and Mahlon, recovering, soon rode Dapple back to his post.

      Three years later, Margaret stood beside her brother in New York City and watched the British troops leaving the country. Suddenly a soldier in the marching ranks caught sight of her sober little face, and his bright smile of recognition brought an answering flash from her.

      It was the tall redcoat; and Margaret’s friendly little hand waving to him as he left her shores gave token that kinship of heart had wiped out remembrance of that sharp peril which had rent in twain (split in two) the bulb of the crimson tulip.

      
        
        The Carroll and Brooks, Fifth Grade Reader, 1911

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 This is a line from the eighteenth century English nursery rhyme “Mistress Bond.”

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE STORY OF TEMPE WICK

          

          Frank R. Stockton

        

      

    

    
      There are many curious and unexpected things which may happen in time of war, especially to people who live in parts of a country where the enemy may be expected to come, or where the friendly army is already encamped, that it is impossible to guard against unpleasant occurrences; and it often happens that the only thing to be depended upon when an emergency arises, is presence of mind, and quickness of wit.

      In these qualities, New Jersey girls have never shown themselves behind their sisters of other parts of the country, and a very good proof of this is shown by an incident which took place near Morristown during the time that the American army was quartered in that neighborhood.

      Not far from the town was a farm then known as Wick’s Farm, situated in a beautiful wooded country. The daughter of Mr. Wick, named Tempe (probably short for Temperance), was the owner of a very fine horse, and on this beautiful animal it was her delight to ride over the roads and through the woods of the surrounding country, she had been accustomed to horses since she was a child, and was not afraid to ride anywhere by herself.

      When she first began to canter over the hills and dales, it had been in times of peace, when there was nothing in their quiet country of which any one might be afraid; and now, although these were days of war, she felt no fear. There were soldiers not far away, but these she looked upon as her friends and protectors; for Washington and his army had encamped in that region to defend the country against the approach of the enemy. If any straggling Redcoats should feel a desire to come along the hills, they would be very apt to restrain their inclinations so long as they knew that that brave American army was encamped nearby.

      So Miss Tempe Wick, fearing nothing, rode far and wide, as she had been in the habit of doing, and every day she and her good steed became better and better acquainted with each other.

      One fine afternoon, as Tempe was slowly riding homeward, within a mile of her house, she met half a dozen soldiers in Continental uniform, and two of them, stepping in front of her, called her to stop. When she had done so, one of them seized her bridle. She did not know the men; but still, as they belonged to Washington’s army, who were her countrymen and friends, she saw no reason to be afraid, and asked them what they wanted.

      At first she received no answer for they were very busily occupied in looking at her horse and expressing their satisfaction at the finer points of the animal. Tempe had had her horse praised before; but these men were looking at him, and talking about him, very much as if he were for sale and they were thinking of buying. Presently, one of the men said to her this was a very excellent horse that she was riding, and they wanted it. To this Tempe exclaimed, in great amazement, that it was her own horse, that she wanted him herself, and had no wish to dispose of him. Some of the soldiers laughed, and one of them told her that the troops were about to move, and that good horses were greatly needed, and that they had orders to levy upon the surrounding country and take horses wherever they could find them.

      Now was Tempe astonished beyond measure. If half a dozen British soldiers had surrounded her, and had declared that they intended to rob her of her horse, she would not have wondered at it, for they would have taken it as the property of an enemy. But that the soldiers of her own country, the men on whom she and all her friends and neighbors depended for protection and safety should turn on her and rob her, as if they had been a set of marauding Hessians, was something she could scarcely comprehend.

      But it did not take her long to understand that no matter who they were or what they were, whether they thought they had a right to do what they threatened, or whether they had no regard for right and justice, they were in earnest and intended to take her horse. When this conviction flashed into the mind of Tempe Wick, there also flashed into it a determination to show these men that a Jersey girl had a will of her own, and that if they wanted her property, they would have to do a great deal more than simply to come to her and ask her to hand it over to them.

      As fast as they could run, the soldiers followed her, one or two of them firing their guns in the air, thinking to frighten her and make her stop; but as though she had been a deer and her pursuers ordinary hunters, she swiftly fled away from them.

      But they did not give up the chase. Some of them knew where this girl lived, and were confident that when they reached her house, they would have the horse. If they had known it was such a fine animal, they would have come after it before. According to their belief, good horses should go into the army, and people who staid at home, and expected other people to fight for them, ought to be willing to do what they could to help in the good cause, and at least give their horses to the army.

      As Tempe sat upon her bounding steed, she knew very well that the soldiers could never catch her; but her heart sank within her as she thought of what would happen when they came to the farm and demanded her horse. Running away from them was only postponing her trouble for a little while, for there was no one about the place who could prevent these men from going to the barn and taking away the animal.

      It would be of no use to pass her house and ride on and on. Where would she go? She must come back sometime, and all the soldiers would have to do would be to halt at the farm and wait until she returned. And even if she should take her horse into the wood and tie him to a tree, they would know by her coming back on foot that she had left him at no great distance, and they would be sure to follow his tracks and find him.

      As Tempe rode swiftly on, her thoughts galloped as fast as her horse, and before she reached the house she had come to a conclusion as to the best thing to be done. She did not ride toward the barn, but dashed through the gateway of the large yard, and sprang from her steed. As she turned in, she looked down the road; but the men were not in sight. What she was going to do was something people never did, but it was the only thing she could think of, and she was a girl whose actions were as quick as her ideas were original. Without stopping an instant, she took the horse to the back door, and led him boldly into the house.

      This was not the kind of stable Tempe’s horse, or any other American horse was accustomed; but this animal knew his mistress, and where she led, he was willing to follow. If one of the farm hands had attempted to take the creature into the house, there would probably have been some rearing and plunging, but nothing of the kind happened as our Jersey girl, with her hand on her horse’s bridle. Led him quickly inside and closed the door behind him.

      As the story goes, she took him through the kitchen, and then into the parlor, without the slightest regard to the injury his shoes might do to the well-kept floor; and from the parlor she led him into a bedroom on the lower floor, which was usually used as a guest chamber, but never before had such a guest as this.

      This room had but a single window, the shutters of which were kept closed when it was not in use, and there was no entrance to it except through the door which opened from the parlor. The door was quickly closed, and Tempe stood with her horse in the darkness.

      When the soldiers reached the farm, they went to the barn. They examined the outhouses, visited the pasture fields, and made a through search, high and low, near and far; but no sign of a horse could they find. Of course, the notion that the animal was concealed in the house did not enter their minds, and the only way in which they could account for the total disappearance of the horse was that Tempe had ridden off with him—where, they knew not. We do not know how long they waited for the sight of a hungry horse coming home to his supper, but we do know that while there was the slightest danger of her dear horse being taken away from her, that animal remained a carefully attended guest in the spare room of the Wick house; and the tradition is, that he stayed there three weeks.

      There Tempe waited on him as if he had been a visitor of high degree; and if she was afraid to go to the barn to bring him hay and oats, she doubtless gave him bisquit and soft bread, dainties of which a horse is very fond, especially when they are brought to him by such a kind mistress as Tempe.

      When the cavalry moved away from their camp near Morristown, no one of them rode on that fine horse on which they had seen a girl gayly cantering, and which, when they had been about to put their hands upon it, had flown away, like a butterfly from under the hat of a schoolboy. When the troops were gone, the horse came out of the guest chamber and went back to the stall in the stable; and that room in which he passed so many quiet days, and the door through which the horse timidly stepped under the shadow of that hospitable roof, are still to be seen at the old Wick house, which stands now, as it stood then, with its shaded yard and the great willow tree behind it, on the pleasant country road by which we may drive from Morristown to Mendham by the way of Washington Corner.

      
        
        Baldwin’s Sixth Reader, 1897
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        Scenes like this were not unknown at one time, especially during the great Sioux War, but their depictions were a staple of the popular publishing (“dime novel”) industry.

      

      

      In the summer of 1862, while we were living in the state of Minnesota, I had an experience which I regard as one of the most remarkable that I ever met with

      We lived at Lac Qui Parle⁠1, or rather quite close to it, for we were about a mile from the place. There were only three of us—father, mother, and myself. We had moved to Minnesota three years before, the main object of my parents being to restore their health; for they were feeble and needed a change of climate.

      The first year. both father and mother were much benefited; but not long after, father began to fail. I remember that he used to take his chair out in front of the house in pleasant weather and sit there, with his eyes turned toward the blue horizon, or into the depths of the vast wilderness which was not more than a stone’s throw from our door.

      Mother would sometimes go out and sit beside father, and they would talk long and earnestly in low tones. I was too young to understand all this at the time, but it was not long afterward that I learned the truth.

      Father was steadily and surely declining in health; but mother had become strong and robust, and her disease seemed to have left her
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