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The Old Fourth Reader 
The rain was falling steadily to walk three miles through the 

and the little streams chased woods. You'll see that some of 
each other merrily down the the pages are crumpled. That's 
window pane. Outside in the because I dropped the book when 
driveway, the little fountains I was wading across the cl'eek 
jumped and danced as the drops one morning, and, the water 
fell into the pUddles. Jimmie caused the pages to wrinkle. I 
didn't like it. This was the day cried all day about it, because 
he had planned on riding his. books were very few in those 
bike to the playground three days. When we were called up 
'blocks away . . Now he had noth- running its entire length. Then to the recitation bench, I could 
ing to do except just to sit here he decided that he would look not read because I was still so 
in the livingroom at grand- at all of the things stored in the hurt over harming my book." 
mother's home and look out at old trunk underneath one of the "What's a recitation bench, 
a wet world, which was getting windows. grandmother?" asked Jimmie. 
wetter all of the time. All of a What a treasure house that "In our old log school house, 
sudden a happy thought came trunk was. There were old pic- we had a bench across the front. 
to him. He jumped to his feet tures, funny ones with all of the All of the students ' studied at 
and ran to the kitchen where people dressed in old-fashioned the i r own desks. Then the 
grandmother was working. clothing. There were postcards teacher would call for one class 

"Grandmother," he asked, with pretty pictures. Jimmie after another to rise and pass 
"Can r go up to the attic and liked the ones with pictures of to the recitation bench. There 

play with some of the old things birds, better than any of the we would read our lesson. I re
stored there?" others. Finally, in the bottom of member the lesson the day r 

Grandmother paused from her the trunk, there were a number dropped my book was about 
task. She looked at the eager of school books. This was what monkeys. It was funny, but 
lad. She recalled how she once he wanted for he always read there I stood crying while the 
liked to play in the loft of the everything he could find. He others were all laughing." 
old log cabin in which she grew selected an old book. . On the "I'll see if I can find the story 
up. She replied, "Surely you .llllck was printed, "McGuffey's about monkeys and read 'it to 
may, Jimmie. Just be careful Fourth Eclectic Reader." He you," said Jim m i e, as he 
and do not get hurt, though." did not know what "eclectic" thumbed the ' pages of the book. 

Jimmie raced upstairs. He meant, but he was happy to find "0, here it' is in the middle of 
ran to the ladder which led up that it was a fourth-reader, for page 39. The story is called 'The 
11u:oup-b_th.,e Jitt.lP",dO(u:.jn.to, thp _ hI' )'vA.. in. the fourt.h .. =8<i"._ato.MOJ1 kevLL.i&ielLW it •.. 1!:rJHl<k. .• . _.. .. 
3rade School. He mother." attic. The two small windows ' the Benton 
let in enough light to see every- decided to take the book down The Monkey 
thing clearly. At first he looked and ask grandmother about it. The monkey is a very cunning 
at one thing and then another, He liked. to hear her tell about animal, and is found in many 
seeking something for entertain- old times. many parts of the world. 
ment. He put on grandfather's "Yes," said grandmother A lady once had a monkey, 
old hat and coat and posed in when he asked her, "that was which had been brought to her 
front of the lengthy old hall my fourth reader. I carried it as a present. This monkey, like 
mirror which now had a crack when I was a little girl. We had all others, was very fond of mis-
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chief and of doing whatever he 
saw others do. His mistress 
found him one day sitting on 
her toilet table, holding in one 
hand a little china mug with 
water in it, and in the other her 
toothbrush, with which he was 
cleaning his teeth, looking all 
the time in the glass. 

Her little daughter, Maria, 
had a large doll with a very 
handsome head and face. She 
one day left this doll in the 
cradle, and went out of the 
room. The monkey came in, 
took the doll in his arms, and 
jumping upon the washstand, he 
began to wash its face. He first 
rubbed it all over with soap. 
Then s e i z i n g the towel, he 
dipped it in the washbowl, and 
rubbed it so hard that the doll's 
face was entirely spoiled, the 
paint being all washed off. 

There have been tales of mon
keys who, armed with sticks, 
have joined together and made 
war or resisted their enemies 
with great effect. These are not 
true, as it is known that in their 
native state monkeys have no 
idea of weapons. The sticks and 
other missiles said to be thrown 

Jesus 
The twins always liked to go 

see Aunt Julia. After she fin
ished what she was doing at the 
time, she was always ready to 
tell them stories. And best of 
all, they were Bible stories. 
Betty and Billy both liked Bible 
stories. They liked the ones 
Aunt Julia told because most of 
them were about boys and girls 
in the Bible. So just as soon as 
Aunt Julia had peeled the pota
toes and put them on the stove, 
the twins asked her to tell them 
a story. 

"All right," said their aunt. 
"I'll tell you one, but it will have 
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at travelers as they pass under 
the bra n c h e s of trees, are 
usually the dead branches acci
dentally broken off, as the mon
keys with the natural curiosity 
of their tribe, pass along the 
tops of trees to watch the ac
tions of the people below. 

They can, however, be taught 
to use a stick, and to use it well. 
Some time ago, two Italians to
gether owned an organ and a 
monkey, by means of which they 
earned their living. One day a 
dog flew at the little monkey, 
which made its owners very an
gry. They quarreled with the 
dog's owner and at last it was 
agreed that the dog and monkey 
should fight it out, the monkey, 
because he was smaller, to be 
allowed a stick. 

The monkey was taught what 
to do in this manner. One of the 
men crawling on hands and 
knees, barked like a dog, while 
the other got on his back, grab
bed him by the hair and beat 
him over the head with a stick. 
The monkey looked on very sob
erly and when the instruction 
was finished he took the stick 
with the air of one who knew 
what he was going to do. 

When the time came for the 
test, the dog flew at the monkey 
with open mouth. The monkey 
leaped on his back, grabbed the 
dog's ear, and beat him so furi
ously that the dog was willing 
to give in. The monkey was not 
satisfied with mere victory, how-

• ever, but continued pounding 
the dog until he left him sense
less on the ground .. 

Jimmie finished the story. 
"That was a good one, grand
mother. Are there other stories 
as good in this old book?" 

Grandmother replied, "Yes, 
there are, son. I think it is one 
of the best readers ever printed. 
I am glad you found it this af
ternoon and read to me." 

and a Little Boy 
to be a short one today because 
I must do some oth.er things be
fore Uncle Horace comes in f"r 
his dinner." 

Billy got his favorite chair 
and pulled it close to the table. 
He liked to lean his chin on his 
hands and look straight at Aunt 
Julia, so he would not miss a 
word. Betty always sat on the 
footstool from the big chair in 
the living room. She brought it 
close to Aunt Julia and sat 
down. 

Aunt Julia said, "Once when 
Jesus was still on earth, a long 
time ago, a little boy helped him 

to feed a big crowd of people. I 
will tell you about that little boy 
and then I will ask you questions 
to see if you remember the 
story. There was a lot of ex
citement in the towns and coun
try close to the Sea of Galilee. 
Everyone knew that Jesus was 
in the region. Th~y knew that 
he was a great teacher. He 
loved all of the poor people. He 
healed a lot of them who were 
very sick, and some who were 
blind were made to see when he 
talked to them. 

"On the day of our story the 
crowd of people were marching 



all morning on their way north 
along the seashore. There were 
hundreds of them, even thou
sands of them. It was just like 
a big parade. Everyone was 
happy and all of them acted as 
if they were going to a picnic. 
That is, except for one thing, 
they were so ex~ited that they 
forgot to take their lunches 
along with them. The little boy 
saw the people passing. He 
wanted so much to go with 
them. He wanted to see this 
great man who had time to pat 
little boys and girls on the head 
and speak kindly to them. He 
had heard his father tell that 
once when some of the men who 
travelled with Jesus wanted to 
make the' mothers take their 
children away, the great Teach
er had rebuked the men and told 
them to suffer little children to 
come to Him. 

"The little boy convinced his 
mother that he could not get lost 
if he stayed close to the shore 
and followed it. He had been 
along the coast many times, of
ten alone. So the mother fixed 
him a little lunch of five tiny 
barley loaves and two little fish, 
and he followed the crowd. Af
ter a long walk he saw the huge 
crowd about the Teacher. The 
little boy squirmed his way 
among them. At last he got 
close to the one whom he had 
wanted so much to see. But he 
was disappointed. J esus was not 
beautiful. There was nothing 
about Him which showed HiJn to 
be the Son of God. He looked 
just like the carpenters or fish
ermen ill the village. But the 
little boy stayed Oil hoping that 
someone who was sick might be 
cured, or that he might see some 
other wonderful sight. 

"Some of the people began to 
get cross. They. were tired and 
hungry. But there was nothing 
to eat. It was a long, long w'!y 
back to the cities where the 
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street merchants sold food in 
their open - air markets. The 
Master said to one of his men, 
'Philip, where can we buy food 
and feed all of these people?' 
The man who was called Philip 
looked up in surprise. 'Master/ 
he said, 'Forty dollars worth of 
bread would not be enough to 
feed each of the people just a 
little.' 

"The little boy was very hun
gry too. Cat:efully he unwrapped 
his little loaves and fish, and 
placed them on the grass. One 
of the men saw him. His name 
was Andrew. He spoke to Jesus. 
'There is a lad here who has five 
loaves of barley bread and a 
couple of fish. But what is that 
among so many?' The Master 
said kindly, 'Fetch them here.' 
Andrew asked the lad if he 
would let Jesus have them. He 
gave them up wonderingly. Then 
Jesus told everyone to sit down 
quietly. The thousands of people 
sat down. The lad watched to 
see what would happen. Jesus 
took the barley bread and the 
little fish and held them in His 
hand. Then He lifted up His 
eyes to heaven and thanked God 
for having made them possible. 
He then began to give them to 
the disciples to hand to the hun
gry people. Every time J esus 
passed out bread there was more 
left to hand out. The fish also 
continued to multiply. Everyone 
ate and ate until all were filled. 
There were five thousand people, 
but all had enough. Then the 
men with Jesus took large bas
kets and went about and gath
ered up ·the scraps of bread and 
pieces of fish that were left. 
They gathered up twelve baskets 
full in all. So a little boy helped 
Jesus with the miracle that 
day." 

"That's a g ran d s tor y, 
Auntie," said both of the twins. 
"Now ask us the questions." 
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Here are the questions which 
Aunt Julia asked. Can you an
swer everyone of them? 

1. Near what sea was the 
miracle performed? 

2. How many lo a v e s of 
bread did the little boy have ? 

3. What kind of bread was 
it? 

4. How many little fish did 
he have? 

5. Who told Jesus that the 
little boy had the food? 

6. What did Jesus do before 
he passed the food? 

7. Who passed . it around to 
the hungry crowd? 

8. How many people ate in 
all ? 

9. How man y baskets of 
scraps were filled? 

10. Who collected the SC1'aps 
of food? 

CAN YOU ANSWER? 

1. In what town was Jesus 
born? 

2. W hat was his mother's 
name? 

3. What king wanted to kill 
him? 

4. What 3 gifts did wise men 
bring? 

5. In what city did J esus grow 
up? 

6. How old was he when bap
tized? 

7. Who baptized him? 
8. In what river was he bap

tized? 
9. What was his first miracle? 

10. Where was it performed? 
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11, Who were the first 12 apos
. ties? 

12, Which one betrayed Jesus? 
13, Which one once collected 

taxes? 
14, Name the two sets of broth

ers, 
15, Which were sons of Z.ebe

dee? 
16, Which were sons of Jonas? 

II. 

THE MAIL BAG 
(Letters for this page will be 

welcome, All boys and girls are 
invited to write, We suggest 
also that you write to some of 
these 0 the r sin the various 
states, Get yourself a pen pal in 
the Churches of Christ,) 

Lives on a Farm 

Dear Friends: My name is 
Bertha Fleener, I am 12 years 
old and in the seventh grade. 
This year my teacher will be 
Mr. Sallee. I go to the Church 
of Christ at Hammond, III., of 
which I am a member. I like to 
play softball. I live on a farm. 
I gather up the eggs for my 
mother and help take care of my 
little sister. She is 16 months 
old. I will be glad to write to 
any girls my age who also go to 
church. Let's Write! 

Bertha Fleener 
Hammond, Illinois 

A Busy Bible Student 

Dear Friends: I am a girl 
thirteen years old and will be in 
the eighth grade this fall. I go 
to the Church of Christ at Nixa. 
Our class at church has 10 stu
dents. We have been studying 
the Life of Christ. On Thurs-
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day nights we have a Bible drill 
on some character. On Friday 
afternoon we have a singing 
class at the church. It is con
ducted by Bro. Richard Kerr. I 
attended Vacation Bible Study' 
at Ozark, which was conducted 
by Bro. Bernell Weems. Yours 
truly, 

Jessie Bussard 
N ixa, Missouri 

likes the Paper 
Dear Friends: I am a,member 

of the Church of Christ at 1113 
Nor t h National Avenue. My 
name is Naomi Elizabeth Ruhl. 
I will be going to Junior High 
School next fall. 1 am 12 years 
old. I think the paper "Our 
Boys and Girls" is just fine. I 
would like for it to continue. I 
like the questions. I answered 
them all for my mother and 
daddy. Yours truly, 

Naomi E. Ruhl 
800 West High 

Springfield, Mo. 

Her School Burned 
Dear friends: I am past 8 

years old. I go to Holliday 
Junior High School, since my 
grade school burned down. I 
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will be in the fifth grade when 
school starts this fall. We re
ceived the Missouri Mission 
Messenger and I sure enjoyed 
the Boys and Girls paper. I 
hope there will be more of them. 
I have mine all read and the 
questions answered. I go to the 
Church of Christ, 2124 East 
Sixth Street in this city. Sin
cerely, 

Gwendolyn Sloop 
846 Arter 

Topeka, Kansas 

Write to Bobby 
Dear friends: I am 10 years 

old and in the 5th grade. I go 
to the Church of Christ at 5344 
Lillian Avenue, St. Louis. I am 
writing to tell you how much I 
enjoyed your new paper for boys 
and girls. I hope it continues 
and I would like to hear from 
other boys and girls about my 
age. Sincerely yours, 

Robert Raw,nd 
3008 Kemp Drive 
Normandy, Mo. 

Letters for this page should 
be addressed to MISSOURI MIS
SION MESSENGER, 7505 Trenton 
Avenue, University City 14, Mo. 

Someone has startled Mr. Frog. Would you like to know the name of his 
visitor? Start with Number One Dot and draw a line connecting all of them! 
You'll be surprised! 


