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        Thus saith the LORD, stand ye in the ways, and see, and ask for the old paths, where is the good way, and walk therein, and ye shall find rest for your souls.

        Jeremiah 6:16
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      The Old Fashioned School Books are a series of new readers compiled of selections from a large collection of antique American public school readers spanning from the early 1800s to the early 1900s. This was a crucial period in American education, as the so-called “Progressive Movement” executed its plan to fundamentally alter American culture by subverting the original aim of public education. That record I have documented in Pious to Progressive: A Century of American Readers.

      The selections in this series of readers, however, are representative of the older ideology of American public education, featuring traditional Christian faith and moral values, patriotism, and the historical context of the American nation. All of the readers, and all of the selections in each reader, are arranged in increasing reading levels, but the Third Reader, in particular, seeks to bridge a large gap from elementary to the more advanced reading level. It is divided into three sections, each a bit more advanced. That being the case, the first selections in this Third Reader are fairly simple, but they “progress” (if you will excuse the term) rapidly to the level the Fourth Reader takes up.

      Also to be noted is that these are old stories reflecting not only old values but lifestyles vastly different from today’s. There were no land-line telephones when most of these were written, certainly no cell phones or computers, and no television. There was no air travel, except by balloon. Most of the stories describe travel by foot or horse, or horse-drawn conveyance, although steam locomotives and steam boats made their grand appearances during the period of these books, as did the telegraph, each monumental innovations in their day.

      Most Americans lived on farms or in small towns. On the farms, everyone worked at some chore as soon as they were able. People, families, and communities were far more independent and self-sustaining in those earlier days.

      Without all the distractions of modern life, families and communities were closer and one’s place and reputation in the family and community far more important than today. Despite the differences, the natures and relationship of God and man remain the same, and so a study of those old ways is still good for today’s world. Some readers, and the “woke” crowd (who would never read them anyway), would be outraged at their political incorrectness, etc. I am sorry for that; they would profit from these windows through modern cultural smog—as I pray you will.
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        * * *

      

      To aid students’ use of this Reader, a Third Reader Study Questions and Exercises manual is available for download as a PDF and ebook. The Old School Book Map Atlas is also available to use alongside the Exercises manual.

      You can access them here: https://oldfashionedhistory.com/store-resources/
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        * * *

      

      Copyeditor’s note: The original spelling, capitalization, and punctation of the stories have been largely retained. Only minor adjustments for clarity or continuity have been made.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            STORIES OF A YOUNG AMERICA
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            The Discovery of America

          

          Sargent's Standard Third Reader, 1855

        

      

    

    
      In the middle of the fourteenth century (about AD 1350), with the aid of the newly invented compass, some Spaniards ventured out from the shore of Spain into the Atlantic Ocean further than they had ever been before, and discovered the Canary Islands; but they did not venture to go further over the ocean.

      Fifty years after this, a Portuguese captain sailed along the coast of Africa, and got far enough to see a great headland, which he thought must be the end of it. This he called the Cape of Storms, because of the dreadful tempests he met with there. But when he came back to Portugal, the king told him he ought rather to have called the headland the Cape of Good Hope (which is what we call the southern tip of Africa today), for there was now good hope that the way to India was found.

      These things set many persons to thinking about discovering new countries; but no one thought so much to that purpose than a man named Christopher Columbus, an Italian. He believed that the earth was round, and suspended in air without any support except the Law of God; and that, could we set out from a certain point, and travel over it in one direction, we should, in time, arrive at that point again.

      Columbus thought a long time, without saying much about the shape of the earth, and the reasons there were for thinking that by going out into the Atlantic Ocean and sailing on towards the west, he should come to land. When he felt quite sure, he began to speak of his plan, and to try to get someone to send him out in a ship to prove that he was right.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Boy Christopher Columbus

          

          Anonymous, Brooks' Readers, Second Year, 1906

        

      

    

    
      One day Christopher Columbus went to sleep on a pile of wool in his father’s shop. He dreamed that an angel stood before him holding a cross of gold. A path like sunlight led away from the shining cross. The angel told the boy to follow this path to far-off lands.

      Columbus lived by the great sea. When he saw the setting sun shine in golden light across the water, he remembered the angel and the cross. And when he saw the ship sail away, he wished he was a man with a ship of his own. He longed to make his beautiful dream come true.

      The books Columbus liked best to read told him of countries far away. Over and over again, he read the stories of strange people and wild animals. All the sailors knew the boy Columbus. He was the first to meet them when their ships came to land. And he was never tired of hearing their stories. He wanted very much to go to sea. But there were many things he needed to know before he could manage a ship. So his father sent him away from home to a school where he could learn to be a sailor.

      Now there was no more playing on the seashore for Columbus. He had no time to run about the ships and talk with the sailors. In school there were lessons to study and maps to draw. He learned, also, how men find their way over the sea by looking at the stars.

      When Columbus was fourteen years old, he went to sea. For many years he lived upon a ship, going about from one place to another. In those days sailors were afraid to sail far from land, because of the strange stories that were told about the ocean. Some people thought that the water far out at sea was boiling hot.

      Others said that the earth was flat, and that ships would fall off, if they went too far from the shore. But Columbus was too wise to believe these stories, and too brave to be afraid. He was ready to go wherever a ship could sail.

      Far to the east was the country of India where beautiful silks were made. Men went over hot, sandy deserts to buy these silks, and they brought them home on the backs of camels.

      Columbus believed the earth to be round. He thought that ships could sail round the earth as a fly crawls round an apple. He said that it would be easier to go to India by sailing west on the sea than by traveling east on the land.

      The great wish of his life was to show the world that this could be done. And so he went from country to country, asking for help. But no one was willing to help him. People laughed at him, and even the children made fun of the man who said, “The earth is round.”

      Years passed by. Columbus was growing old, but he would not give up the great wish of his life. At last he went to the king and queen of Spain. They listened to his plans. And they gave him three small ships, and found sailors who were willing to go with him. When all was ready, Columbus and his men went to church to pray for the blessing of God on their journey. At sunrise on a bright summer morning they sailed out into the west.

      The sun shone on the white sails as they left the shore. Columbus was on his way at last to the land of his dreams. For more than two months Columbus and his men sailed to the west. They were on the wide ocean, far out of sight of land. The men became more and more afraid as they sailed on, week after week. They said, “We shall never find land, We shall all be lost. Let us go back to Spain.”

      “Sail on three days longer,” said Columbus, “then if we do not find land we will turn back.”

      The next day they saw birds flying. Soon after, a branch with leaves and berries floated by. All night long the sailors watched. In the early morning there was the land before them, beautiful with trees and flowers.

      “Land! land! land!” they shouted, and the glad cry went from ship to ship. Great was the joy of Columbus, for the dream of his life had come true. And yet he did not know that he had found a new country. He thought that he had come to India, the land he was seeking.

      Columbus and his men left the ship, and were rowed in small boats to the land. They gave thanks to God for their safe voyage, and they set up the flag of Spain on the shore of the new world.
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        * * *

      

      Our nation, the United States of America, began as a few English settlements, or colonies, along the Atlantic Coast of North America in the early 1600s. There were already Spanish, French, and Dutch settlements in North America which added to our heritage also, but our national culture is descended more from the English.

      Jamestown, in Virginia, was the first successful English colony. Plymouth Colony in present day Massachusetts, was the second successful colony, and much different from Jamestown. The two reflected the opposing political and religious forces in England. The settlers at Jamestown supported rule by a king (James I) and the Church of England, also controlled by the king. The settlers at Plymouth were Puritans; they wanted England to be ruled by a parliament elected by the people, and to worship God as they saw fit in a church free of the king’s control. They wanted to “purify” the Church of England of what they thought was wrong with it, and so they were called “Puritans.”

      These first Puritan settlers were also called “Pilgrims,” because they had left England earlier in search of freedom of worship, settled in Holland, and had now traveled to the shores of North America on the little ship Mayflower. They were actually headed for the mouth of the Hudson River in the area soon to be the Dutch Colony of New Amsterdam (now New York City), but couldn’t make it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Pilgrims

          

          The Howe Third Reader, 1909

        

      

    

    
      For some time the Pilgrims had coasted up and down the rocky shore, looking for the most suitable spot for a home. When the place was chosen, the men went ashore to begin the work of building their houses. While they worked on the land, the women and children stayed on the Mayflower, longing for the time when they could go ashore and help in the homemaking. The Pilgrims built only seven houses during the first winter.

      From the forest the men gathered rough logs, which were piled one upon another, forming a hut very much like the log cabins we see in pictures. There were a great many chinks through which the cold winds, rain, and snow could come. Mud, mixed with straw, was used to fill those cracks. Glass was not available, so in place of it, oiled paper was used in the windows. These window panes let in some light, but no one could see through them. The door, fastened with a large wooden latch, was strong enough to keep the Indians from coming into the house.

      Instead of having many rooms, as we have in our houses, they had only one main room, a bedroom, and sometimes a spare room. In the main room was the big fireplace, in which all cooking was done, the large oak table, the chairs, the settle (a wooden bench with back and side arms), and the spinning table (a serving table with a rotating top).

      Furniture brought over from England was costly; so many of the Pilgrims made their own furniture from rough boards cut from the trees in the forest. The fireplace was really the most important part of the house, for here it was that all the cooking was done, and that the family gathered in the evening to feel its warmth and to talk over the happenings of the day.

      Carpets were not used in those simple Pilgrim homes. The housewives knew how to scrub the floor until it shone, then to scatter white sand upon it, forming fancy patterns.

      It was the duty of the mothers to spin the wool from which the clothes were made, to do the cooking, and such housework as was necessary. The dresser contained the pots, platters, and dishes, which had to kept looking bright.

      During this first hard, cold winter many of the little company died from starvation or disease. Still these sturdy Pilgrims were not sorry for what they had done, but instead, continually thanked God for the blessings he had given them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The First Thanksgiving

          

          Marian M. George,  Brooks' Third Reader, 1906

        

      

    

    
      Almost a year had passed since the first company of Pilgrims had come to America. About fifty of those who had crossed the ocean in the Mayflower were now living in their new home.

      They had laid out a village street and had built a few houses in the place which they called Plymouth (after Plymouth, England). Their houses were made of logs. The roofs were very steep and were covered with grass and rushes.

      It had been a busy summer for the Pilgrims. They had worked hard in the gardens and the fields. But the harvests were good and there would be food enough for the coming winter. How thankful they were!

      “Let us set aside a day in which to give thanks for this great harvest,” they said. “It is God who has sent the sunshine and the rain to make the seeds grow. We will have a day of thanksgiving, and ask the friendly Indians to come and rejoice with us.”

      So the Indian chief and his band were invited to the feast. Such a busy time that was for the Pilgrims! The men went to the forest to hunt deer, wild turkeys, and other game. All the women were at work, and the smoke of the ovens rose from the chimneys.

      Even the children helped. Some of them gathered the cranberries that were turning red in the lowlands. Some picked the wild grapes that were growing purple on the vines. Others brought home the nuts which were falling from the trees. The older boys were sent to the beach for clams.

      The Indians were invited to come on Thursday. At sunrise on that day the Pilgrims were awakened by whoops and yells which told them that their guests had already arrived.

      It was in the month of November, but the weather was mild and lovely, and a soft blue haze seemed to veil the woods. Late wildflowers were blooming. Bright leaves were falling from the trees. It was the time of year that we call Indian Summer.

      A great fire was built out of doors for the cooking, and long tables were spread in the open air. When the loud roll of the drum was heard, all the people went to the log fort on the hill which was used as a meeting house. There they gave thanks to God for the rich harvest of the year.

      Everybody, young and old, was there. The little children must have grown very tired of the long sermon. They must have wanted to go home to the good dinner which they knew was waiting for them.

      At last the thanksgiving feast was ready. In the middle of a long table stood a huge bowl of stew made of different kinds of game. There were great roasts of deer and roasted turkeys stuffed with nuts. There were the cakes and puddings made by the Pilgrim mothers. And it is said that the Indians brought a large basket of popcorn which they poured on the table just as the feast began.

      In this way, the Pilgrims passed their first Thanksgiving Day in America.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Safety in God

          

          Isaac Watts, The Reader’s Guide, 1839

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        God is the refuge of his saints,

        When storms of sharp distress invade;

        Ere we can offer our complaints,

        Behold him present with his aid.

      

        

      
        Let mountains from their seats be hurled

        Down to the deep, and buried there;

        Convulsions shake the solid world,

      
        Our faith shall never yield to fear.

        Isaac Watts

      

      

      

      

      
        
        Isaac Watts, 1674–1748, was a child prodigy and one of the great preachers, theologians and hymn writers of eighteenth century England. He was a “Dissenter” from the Church of England and had a great influence upon the American Puritan Church.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Advice

          

          Harper's Fourth Reader, 1872

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        If wisdom’s ways you wisely seek,

        Five things observe with care;

        Of whom you speak, to whom you speak,

        And how, and when, and where.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Object in Reading

          

          Anonymous, Emerson's First Class Reader, 1833

        

      

    

    
      To become wiser and more intellectual beings; to know more and more of all that our Creator has given us the power to know, of nature, of the mind, of the eternal principles of truth and virtue; to add continually to the stock of just and valuable ideas, and to the power of just reasoning upon them; to cultivate all our faculties, throughout the whole of life, as if it were a school to fit us for a nobler action and a higher advancement in some loftier sphere,―these should be the objects in Reading.

      
        
        This is a short excerpt from the excerpt in Emerson’s First Class Reader. The original is found in Christian Reader.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Story of Captain John Smith

          

          John Estes Cooke,  The New McGuffey Fourth Reader, 1901

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Jamestown, Virginia, was established purely as a business venture, backed by wealthy men in England, men who opposed the Puritans in England. The experienced soldier, John Smith, was the military leader at the Jamestown colony. Miles Standish served much the same function at Plymouth.

      

      

      Captain John Smith was born at Willoughby, in England, in the month of January, 1579. His parents died when he was a mere child, and he was left alone in the world without anyone to take care of him. Yet, he was a brave and independent boy, and he soon showed that he was well able to make his own way in the world. He was fond of adventure, as most boys are; and while he was still a youth he wandered to Holland, and spent some time with the English army which was there.

      When he came back to England, he began to train himself for the life of a soldier. Instead of passing his time in idleness with the other young men of Willoughby, he went out to the woods nearby and built a sort of house for himself of the boughs of trees. Here he intended to stay; and for his food, he meant to shoot deer, and live on the venison. In this “Bower,” as he called it, he got together as many books on warlike matters as he could find; and he spent the greater part of his time in studying them.

      Young John Smith had a horse and lance with which he practiced every day, riding swiftly, and trying to strike a ring or some other object from the bough of a tree to which it had been hung. He also practiced with the sword to make his eye keen and his wrist tough; and he fired at trees with his pistol, to become a good marksman. By such means as these he fitted himself for the life of a soldier; and then he set out in search of adventures.

      He crossed the English channel and landed in France; but three Frenchmen who had come over with him in the ship treated him very badly. They saw that he was but a mere boy, and stole the trunk in which were all his clothing and his money. They left him in great trouble, for he was in a strange country without friends. But he kept a brave heart, and soon showed that he could take care of himself. He wandered on through France, meeting many kind persons on the way who helped him, until at last he came to the city of Marseilles on the Mediterranean Sea.

      As his plan was to go and fight the Turks, he went on board a ship bound for Rome, which was on his way. The ship set sail, but soon a great storm arose, and the vessel was tossed about, and in danger of being wrecked. Some of the men on board said that Smith, being a stranger, had brought them bad luck, and the only way to escape the storm was to get rid of him; so they seized him and threw him into the sea.

      The waves were running very high at the time, and there was great danger of his being drowned. But he was a good swimmer, and struck out for the nearest land. This was a small island, called the Isle of St. Mary’s, not far from the coast of Nice, and here he was thrown on shore by the waves. The weather was very cold, and he had nothing to eat. But soon another ship came in sight; he was seen by the crew; and a boat was sent to take him off of the island. As he went on board the ship he was overjoyed to find that the captain was an old friend of his.

      The ship was bound for Egypt; but as Smith was in search of adventure, he cared nothing for that. He agreed to go to Egypt, and as usual something unusual happened to him on the way. They met with an enemy’s ship; a sharp fight took place, and the enemy’s ship was taken. As young Smith had fought bravely, he received about two thousand dollars in gold as his share of the prize money.

      This made him quite rich, and he resolved to go on in search of further adventures. The captain of the ship put him ashore, and he set out for Transylvania, east of Austria, where there was fighting between the Christians and the Turks. He had to pass through a rough, wild country, but he did so safely, and at last reached the Christian army, and was enrolled as a soldier in it. He soon proved to his friends that he was no common soldier.

      The Turks had shut themselves up in a strong castle, where they were closely besieged by the Christians. From the castle, a Turkish lord sent word to the Christian camp that he was ready to fight any soldier that might be sent against him. Christians accepted the offer, and drew lots to see who should meet him. The lot fell on John Smith, and when the day came he rode forward to meet his enemy.

      The Turk was ready. The two enemies rushed upon each other, but the fight was soon over. Smith’s lance struck the Turk in the forehead and hurled him dead to the ground. Smith then leaped from his horse and cut off the Turk’s head, and the whole Christian army shouted with joy.

      Very soon a second Turk came to avenge his friend, and he and Smith rode at each other. Both their lances were shivered in pieces, but Smith fired his pistol and broke his enemy’s arm. He fell from his horse, and Smith, leaping down, struck off his head, as he had struck off that of the first Turk.

      The young soldier was now in high spirits, and he sent a challenge to the Turks. The challenge was accepted by a famous Turk called Bonnymulgro. It was agreed that they would fight hand to hand with swords, pistols, and battle-axes. They rushed at full gallop toward each other. After firing their pistols they began to use their battle-axes.

      Bonnymulgro was a strong man and a dangerous enemy. He struck Smith so heavy a blow on the head that he reeled in his saddle and dropped his ax. At this, a loud shout rose from the Turks on the walls, and they shouted louder still, as they saw Smith wheel his horse and fly, with the big Turk after him. But this was only a part of Smith’s plan. As soon as the Turk caught up with him and raised his ax, the young soldier quickly wheeled his horse and ran his sword through Bonnymulgro’s breast. The Turk fell from the saddle, still trying to fight. But Smith struck him down and cut off his head, which he held up to show that the fight was ended.

      John Smith was now a distinguished soldier, but he was soon to find that war is not entirely made up of brave deeds and rich rewards. A day came when ill-fortune befell him. In a great battle in which the Christians were beaten, John Smith was wounded and left on the field. He lay there until night, when some thieves, who came to rob the dead bodies of whatever they could find upon them, heard him groaning from the pain of his wound, and stopped. He had on a very rich suit of armor, and from this they supposed that he was some great lord. Hence they did not kill him, but resolved to carry him away and keep him prisoner until he paid a large price for his freedom.

      John Smith did not tell them that they were mistaken in this, as his life depended on his saying nothing. They carried him to a city called Axiopolis, and here they found that he was only a poor soldier. He was, therefore, sold in the slave market as a common slave, and was sent to a Turkish officer called a tymor, who lived near the sea of Azov⁠1.

      The tymor was a very hard master. He stripped off Smith’s clothes and ordered him to put on coarse sheepskins. He next shaved his head and put an iron ring round his neck, after which he ordered him to work with the rest of the slaves. Smith’s life was now very miserable. He therefore made up his mind to escape as soon as possible.

      His work sometimes took him to a lonely barn on the tymor’s estate, where his business was to thresh out grain with a flail. One day while he was at this labor the tymor came to the barn. He was in a very bad humor, and when he saw Smith, he began to offer him every insult. This made the young soldier very angry. He looked around him. No one was in sight, and he had in his hands his heavy flail. At last, the tymor struck him with his riding whip, at which John Smith returned a deadly blow with his flail.

      The great thing now was to get away, and the young fellow did not stop to think. He took off his coarse sheepskins and clothed himself in the tymor’s suit, then he leaped on that officer’s horse and rode off at full gallop. He meant to make his way to Russia where he was sure that he would be safe; but he did not know the road.

      After wandering about for many days, he came at last to a Russian fortress. There he was received with great kindness; the iron ring was struck from his neck, and not long afterward he went on his way back toward England, “drowned in joy,” as he said, at his escape.

      Young John Smith soon found that London was no place for a man like himself. He could not remain idle, and he began to long for new adventures. He had seen life in Europe and Asia, and now his thoughts turned toward America. But little was then known of that country, and many strange and exciting stories were told about it. Now and then sailors had visited it; and when they came back, they reported that the earth was full of gold and precious stones, and the rivers ran over golden sands.

      James I, who was King of England at that time, gave the right to Sir Thomas Gates and others to form a settlement in the New World; and in December, 1606, three small vessels set sail for the shores of America. John Smith was on board one of those vessels. The ships, with one hundred and five men in them, crossed the ocean in safety, and reached the West India Islands. They then sailed northward along the coast of Florida and the Carolinas, looking for a good harbor.

      When they reached the mouth of Chesapeake Bay they were tossed by a terrible storm, but managed to sail into a harbor without being wrecked. This was in April, 1607, and some time was spent in looking for a place to make a settlement. Before them was a broad river, which was called Powhatan by the Indians, and this they sailed up, delighted with the beautiful prospect before them.

      Some Indians came down to the shore and stared at the ships as they sailed by, but the settlers went on up the broad current until they reached a sort of island close to the shore. Here, on the 13th of May, 1607, the ships sat at anchor, and here a settlement was made, and was called, in honor of the king, Jamestown. Today there is nothing to mark the spot except an old ruined church.

      King James had not told anyone the names of the men who were to rule over the settlement. The paper containing their names was sealed up in a box which was not to be opened until the ships reached the end of their voyage. But the time had now come; the box was opened, and the name of John Smith was found among those who were to be councilors.

      The colonists soon saw that Smith had more sense and energy than all the rest. He was the real leader. Nobody had any respect for the other councilors, who were a poor set at the best. They passed their time in eating, drinking and idleness. They had seen little of the Indians, and very foolishly seemed to care nothing about them. Besides this, very little was done toward raising corn for food. Smith knew the woods were full of Indians, and also that the food in the ships would not last always. He, therefore, set out with a few men to visit the king of the Indian tribes, who lived some distance farther up the river.

      The name of the Indian king was Powhatan, and he ruled over all the Indians in eastern Virginia. He received Captain Smith with a great show of kindness, and the two talked together by means of signs; but Smith saw at once that he had a cunning enemy to deal with.

      Having finished his visit, Captain Smith and his men rowed back down the river; but when they reached Jamestown they found that some Indians had made an attack upon the place. No doubt but that Powhatan had sent them as soon as he knew that Smith was not there. One of the settlers had been killed by an arrow, and several had been wounded. But a cannon shot had been fired from one of the ships, and as it crashed through the woods the frightened Indians fled and did not return.

      King James had ordered that the country of Virginia should be explored, and in the fall, Smith, with a few men, set out for this purpose. As they were rowing up the Chickahominy River, some Indians came down to the bank and made signs of friendship. They told Smith that if he wanted a smaller boat to go up higher they would give him one, and also guides to show him the way.

      Smith accepted the offer, and the canoe was brought. He got in with one of his men and some Indians; and then, ordering the rest of his men not to leave the big boat nor to go ashore during his absence, he set off in his canoe to explore the river higher up. He was hardly out of sight when the men disobeyed him and went on shore. The Indians attacked them suddenly, driving them back to the boat, and taking one of them prisoner. Then they hastened up the river after Smith.

      They soon overtook him; for, after going some distance, he had stopped and landed, and, taking one of the Indian guides with him, he had set out on foot to look at the country.

      He was going through the woods when a flight of arrows came from behind some trees, and the Indians rushed upon him. He was, indeed, in great danger. He fired his gun at the Indians, and this frightened them so much that he might have escaped had he not run into a swamp. The ground was so soft that before he knew it, he sank to his waist. The Indians then rushed quickly upon him and took him prisoner.

      Things now seemed hopeless. He was in the hands of his enemies, and had very little doubt that they would put him to death. He tried what he could do with their chief. It chanced that he had a small pocket compass with him, and this he explained to the chief, and made a present of it to him. By this means he gained some time, and also the favor of the chief. When, at last, the warriors bound him to a tree and bent their bows to shoot him., the chief came forward, waving the compass, and ordered them to stop.

      After this, they carried him through many Indian villages, and was at last led before Powhatan, their king. His case was soon decided. The Indians hated the whites, and now that they had their leader in their hands, they resolved to put him to death. A large stone was brought in and Smith’s head was laid upon it. Then, at an order from the king, a tall savage raised the club to beat out his brains. In a moment the club would have fallen, and Smith would have died; but a kind Providence watched over him.

      An Indian girl, twelve or thirteen years old, sprang toward him. From her dress, it was plain that she was a princess. The large feather in her black hair was like that worn by Powhatan, and her moccasins were embroidered like the old king’s. On her arms were bracelets of shells, and from her shoulders fell a robe of doeskin, covered with the feathers of birds, and lined with down from the breasts of wild pigeons.

      This girl was Pocahontas, the favorite daughter of the old king. She was filled with pity for the poor prisoner, and ran and threw her arms about him, looking up to her father as she did so. The heavy club did not fall. The blow would have killed Pocahontas, as Smith’s head was clasped to her breast; and Powhatan ordered that the prisoner’s life should be spared. He was, therefore, unbound and Powhatan soon showed him that he had nothing to fear. In a few days he was allowed to go back to Jamestown.

      Captain Smith had many other adventures while he was in Virginia, but at last a painful accident changed his plans. As he was rowing down James River one day, some black powder in his boat took fire, and he was terribly burned. His clothes were all in flames, and he jumped into the water in order to put out the fire. But he was so overcome by the pain that he could not swim, and he almost drowned before his men could help him back into the boat.

      There was no surgeon in Jamestown to dress his wounds, and he made up his mind to go to England and find one. A ship was about ready to sail, and he at once took passage for home. That was the last that was seen of John Smith in Virginia. He had come over in the spring of 1607, and he went back in the autumn of 1609. It seems a very short time—not three years in all; but in this time he had laid, broad and deep, the foundations of the Commonwealth of Virginia.

      
        
        Taken from “Stories of the Old Dominion” in  The New McGuffey Fourth Reader. (Virginia is known as the “Old Dominion.”)

      

      

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 An arm of the Black Sea between the modern nations of Ukraine and Russia.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Candle Making at the Coolidges'

          

          Gertrude Stone and Grace Ficket, The Howe Fourth Reader, 1909

        

      

    

    
      Not since the Coolidge family came to New England had Mistress Coolidge been able to make candles. The colonists had owned so few cattle and sheep during the first few years after they came to their new home that, even with the deer fat and the bear grease, there had not been enough material for candle making.

      One day during the fall when Patience Coolidge was seven years old, her mother said: “There will be tallow⁠1 enough for candles this year. Our home shall be lighted in the same way as Governor Winthrop’s⁠2, though methinks not so brightly.”

      The little girl’s face broke into a radiant smile. Once upon a time, when she went to town, she had seen the beautiful candlesticks at the governor’s house with snowy white candles in them; but she had never seen any candles lighted. To think of being like the great Governor Winthrop!

      Patience tilted her dimpled chin a trifle higher, but she dared not say anything. Only the Sabbath before, when she said that her shoes were not as pretty as Anne Howland’s, her grandmother had replied very severely, “Pride goeth before destruction; and a haughty spirit before a fall.”

      All the light that Patience had ever seen after sunset in the great square room which served as the Coolidge’s kitchen and dining room came from the burning of a big, sticky pine knot. This knot, called candlewood, was placed on a flat stone in a corner of the fireplace. It was really necessary to tuck it away in such a fashion, because the smoke must go up the chimney, and because the dirty, pitchy droppings—which were really tar—must run where they could be burned up and do no harm in the clean room.

      The burning knot made the room bright and cherry; but it did not give light enough to make reading easy. Patience, too, very much regretted that the candlewood could not be carried to another room. But then, she was small and was still a little afraid of dark halls and black places behind doors. It was a clear, cold night in November when Mistress Coolidge said, “Tomorrow I must dip the candles.”

      Patience had been hoping for a week that the next day was to be the great day of the candle-making. When her mother spoke, she closed her eyes and tried to imagine how the room would seem with a lighted candle on the table. Would there be enough light so that across the room she could see the face on her grandmother’s large cameo breastpin?

      Patience did not have to wait until morning to see the candle-making begin. That evening her mother made the wicks ready. She stuck an old iron fork upright in the kitchen table about eight inches from the edge, and thew around it half a dozen loops of the soft tow-string which she called “wicking.” By cutting these loops at the edge of the table, she made six wicks of the same length.

      “Six, twelve, eighteen,” she counted, until at last she had laid out twenty-five dozen. “That is all we may have for this year’s supply,” she said with regret. But Patience thought it could not be that Governor Winthrop had many more.

      After Patience had gone to bed, Mistress Coolidge continued to work. She took the wicks one at a time from the basket into which she had tossed them, twisted each tightly, doubled it, and slipped through the loop, a candle-rod,—a stick not much thicker than a lead pencil but about three times as long. The twisted ends, as soon as Mistress Coolidge released her hold upon them, untwisted a little and rolled themselves together into a good firm wick.

      When six wicks dangled by their looped ends from one candle rod, she began another rod and so made each one ready for the dipping. When Patience saw the limp little wicks in the morning, she thought they looked like stockings on a clothesline.

      That morning, as soon as breakfast was over, Mistress Coolidge said to her two tall sons: “Now a brisk fire, boys, and the two big iron kettles from the shed. You will find the tallow in them.”

      When the kettles were swung on heavy iron hooks in the fireplace, the boys brought in a pair of long poles. Mistress Coolidge tipped down two straight-backed chairs and directed the boys to place the poles across them, forming something like a ladder without any rounds (rungs).

      “The candle-rods next, boys,” she directed; and then she added, as Jonathan brought these these out and she began to place them like rounds across the sides of the ladder, “it was indeed well to make these ready last night. The candle dipping will take all the morning.”

      The candle rods were soon in place. Then the boys laid boards beneath the rods to keep any greasy drippings from the floor, and at last they took one of the big kettles half full of melted tallow from the fire and set it on the broad hearth.

      “Now she is going to begin to dip,” thought Patience. But, no; her mother took a pail and poured boiling water into the kettle until it was full. “Oh, the tallow is spoiled!” cried the little girl in real distress.

      Her mother did not seem troubled. “Ask thy grandmother, she will tell thee; I cannot stop now,” she said briefly.

      “Where was the fat of the soup we had yesterday?” asked Patience’s grandmother when the little girl had crossed the room to her.

      “On top,” said Patience, and a smile broke over her face.

      “And that is where the tallow is, where thy mother needs it, that the wicks may reach it easily. Is not the fat on the top of the water deeper than the wicks are long? Do not be troubled; by and by she must pour in more water to keep the tallow ever at the top of the kettle.”

      All ready at last? No, not even yet. The kitchen had to be cooled so that the candles might harden well. Then, at last, everything was really ready, and Mistress Coolidge took up the first candle-rod and skillfully dipped the six wicks into the hot tallow.

      When they came out, Patience had another disappointment. There were six greasy strings hanging on the rod, not in the least like the beautiful round white candles she had seen in the governor’s mansion.

      Her mother straightened some of the wicks, then dipped another rod and then another, until they had all been dipped once. Then she took up the first rod once more.

      “There goes the first round of the ladder again?” thought Patience. A little more tallow stuck this time, and Patience gave a small sigh of satisfaction; but she could not keep from asking her grandmother, “Will they ever be candles?”

      “Let patience (patience the virtue, not Patience the child) have her perfect work,” quoted her grandmother, as she had a hundred times before.

      It took a long time to dip all the rods and come back again to the first, but after a while the first had been dipped and dipped until it had grown to be as large as a lead pencil.

      “Why does she not keep them in the tallow longer, that they may grow faster?” Patience quietly asked her grandmother, for her mother was working too busily to be interrupted.

      “Why should she melt off all the tallow that is on the wicks?” her grandmother asked in return. “That is what would surely happen if she were to hold the wicks long in that hot kettle. The hot tallow will stick to the cool candle like cream to thy finger; but the little candles would become two strings again if they remained in so hot a place.”

      After a time, the second kettle was taken from its hook in the fireplace and the first was set up with fresh tallow to melt. So the kettles were used in turn until, at last, the candles were done. Patience well deserved her name before the twenty-five dozen completed candles hung and swung on the rods across the long poles.

      “Now they will all be ready to carry to the garret to bleach as soon as they are hard and cold,” said Mistress Coolidge with relief.

      “O Mother, not all!” cried Patience. “One, you know, you said we would light one tonight.”

      “You are right, little daughter. Choose your candle and make ready your grandmother’s brass candlestick. Polish it bright and bring out the snuffer tray and snuffers. Tonight you shall see what candle-light is like.”

      What a delight it was to rub the old candlestick until it shone, and to fit the new candle into the socket so carefully that it would stand just straight. In the evening, when the candle was lighted, Patience could not see the face on the cameo pin as she had expected, but what of that! All she had to do was to carry the candle across the room and hold it in front of her grandmother in order to see every line of the beautiful face. Best of all, however, she had the candle when she went to bed, so that she knew positively there was not a single creepy thing behind the door.

    

    
      
        
        

        
          1 Tallow is a product made by “rendering” (melting) animal fat and is used to make candles, soap, and lubricants.

          

          2 John Winthrop was the first governor of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, founded in 1630 by Puritan immigrants.

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Grandma Lee's Warming Pan

          

          Anonymous, Heath Third Reader, 1903

        

      

    

    
      Grandma Lee was knitting by the south window. The sunshine fell on her white cap and apron. A tiny ray dared touch even the silver curls about the sweet old face.

      Jessie and Agnes sat on their little stools before her. In their hearts they thought Grandma Lee the prettiest old lady in the world. They loved to hear her tell stories of the time when she was young. Just now the story was about a blue satin dress that lay on Jessie’s lap.

      “What is that brass thing over the fireplace?” asked Agnes. “I mean the one with the long handle.”

      “That is a warming-pan,” replied Grandma Lee. “In the old days bedrooms were very cold in winter. We were not allowed to have fires there unless we were sick. Many a time I have found the water in my pitcher hard as a rock.

      “Red-hot coals were put in the pan and the cover shut down. Just before we went to bed our mother set the pan between the sheets. After a while she moved it up and down, really ironing them. How glad we were to creep into the warm nest!

      “I was visiting my Aunt Lucinda (Lu-sin-dah) one winter. My mother was very ill and could not have me at home.

      “Aunt Lucinda was a quiet woman who had never had any children. The only child in the house was Francis Lee, her stepson. Francis was a merry lad of twelve, and I was a little girl only half as old.

      “I must admit that I was afraid of Francis. He had never been unkind to me, but I was very timid. His loud, laughing voice and rough play frightened me.

      “He was fond of joking, and I never knew what to say to him. Sometimes he would let me alone for days, and then how homesick I was!

      “I wanted my mother and father and my gray kitty so much I did not know what to do. But if Francis tried to play with me, I was in terror.

      “At night after tea, I would sit on my little stool by the fire, sad at heart. I knew that very soon Aunt Lucinda would say, ‘Phoebe, say good night and go to bed.’

      “After this, I would run to the kitchen to be undressed by the fire, by the maid, Janet. Then, in my white night gown and cap, I would start for bed.

      “How I dreaded that journey! How I wished Janet would lead the way. But no, Janet was old fashioned, to her mind, a little lady should go first.

      “So I crept up the great stairs, Janet following with the candle and warming-pan. The long hall was very dark. There was one corner where I was always afraid, even in the daytime.

      “When the door of my room was reached, how thankful I was! Janet warmed the bed and tucked me in. I said my prayers; and then Janet, with a ‘Good night, Miss Phoebe,’ took the candle and went away.

      “Many a time I cried myself to sleep from the want of my mother’s kiss.

      “Once I had taken a severe cold, and there was great dosing (of medicine) and doing up in flannel before the fire. Janet made the warming-pan ready and asked Francis to carry it up and warm the bed.

      “He agreed with great readiness. This time Janet carried me in her arms, rolled in my warm bed-gown.

      “She felt the bed and said it was fine and warm. I was tucked in and she left me, taking the warming pan with her. I stretched my toes down in the bed. They touched the warming-pan. What a scream I gave, and how Janet and Aunt Lucinda came flying in!

      “ ‘I burned my foot,’ I sobbed, ‘I burned it on the warming-pan.’ ”

      “ ‘Why, I took it with me,’ said Janet, looking at me as if I were out of my mind.

      “Aunt Lucinda opened the bed, and there, sure enough, was a warming-pan! ‘It is Mr. Francis’s doings,’ said Janet. ‘I did not think he would do such a thing as that.’

      “ ‘It is the old one we do not use now,’ said Aunt Lucinda, ‘and it isn’t even warm.’

      “Opening the cover, what do you think she found? It was filled to the brim with snow!

      “After gently talking to me about my foolishness, Aunt Lucinda tucked me in again and left me. I cried in good earnest that night. Though only six years of age, I knew how silly I had seemed.”

      “I think that Francis was a dreadful boy,” said Agnes. “Didn’t you hate him all your life after that?”

      “Oh, no,” said Grandma, smiling, “we became good friends. He was very sorry he had frightened me, and never was unkind to me after that. In fact, as the years went on, we were such good friends, that—well, in short, children, Francis was your Grandpa Lee.”
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