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THIS BOOK has been written with the help of
many persons who have kept the memory of the real
Benjamin Franklin alive. Grateful acknowledgment is
made for the kindly advice of Morton Bodfish, trustee
of the International Behjamin Franklin Society, and to
his associate, Ralph J. Lueders. These men are espe-
cially interested in helping boys and girls to an intel-
ligent understanding and practical application of Benja-
min Franklin’s philosophies, as valuable now as when
he wrote them down, two and a half centuries ago.

RUTH CROMER WEIR
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Chapter One
The Worth of a Whistle

Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas!

The joyous cry rang through the Boston streets.
Sleigh bells jingled merrily. In the distance a horse
whinnied, and there was the sound of happy laughter.
Tunes of the old English carols still floated through
the air, and Ben Franklin, seven years old, hummed
softly.

A bright moon shone on the white ground and
peaked housetops. Ben lagged behind his twelve broth-
ers and sisters who still lived at home. He liked to
hear the sound of the snow crunching under his feet.

* Ben watched the others enter the door where a-
blue ball, the sign of the candlemaker, hung above.
Then his mother called. Ben stomped the snow from
his boots and followed the others into the house.

“It has been a happy evening, hasn’t it, Josiah?”
Ben’s mother was speaking to his father. “The carols
never seemed more beautiful. And you played so well,
Papa.”

Ben watched his father put his violin case in the
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corner. Josiah Franklin often played hymns at home
in the evening, but it was a rare occasion when he
took his violin out of the house. Tonight Ben saw that
his father’s face looked pink and happy.

Suddenly one of the older Franklin children shout-
ed, “Let’s have parched corn! Stir up the fire! Get the
kettles ready!” The big room buzzed with excitement
as Ben’s brothers and sisters rushed about. His favorite
sister, Sally, told each one what to do.

The kettles were warming on the crane in the big
fireplace. “Keep shaking the kettles,” Sally directed.
“Listen!”

Pop ... pop ... pop-pop ... pop-pop-pop-pop came
the welcome sound of the dry corn breaking through
its skin.

“Ben, get the butter bowl,” cried Sally.

Ben dashed to the back porch and brought the
huge wcoden oval bowl his mother used for making
butter. It was heavy for him to carry; he put it on the
table with a thud.

Sally smiled and patted him on the head.

“Ready?” she asked. The others brought the kettles
to the table and dumped the golden corn into the bowl.
Then Sally poured sizzling melted butter over it all and
stirred.

“Mmmm,” the young folks murmured as they dip-
ped hungrily into the big bowl.
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A knock sounded at the door.

“It’s the pastor,” someone whiépered.

“Come in. Come in, Reverend.” Ben’s father rose
from his chair to welcome the guest. “You’re just in
time. Our food is plain. But the good company we
have to visit us always makes up for that.”

On the long table were rosy apples and chunks of
maple sugar. But Ben almost forgot what he was eat-
ing, the conversation was so interesting.

Ben tried to keep awake. He tried to think of what
he would buy with the coins he had been given for
the holiday. Even that did not work. His eyelids felt
heavier and heavier. Before long the warmth of the
friendly room seemed to close around him. The voices
sounded farther and farther away. Ben put his head on
his arm and fell fast asleep.

The next morning Ben skipped gaily down the
street. The slippery snow made skipping more fun than
usual. The coins in his pocket jingled. Ben felt the
pennies and halfpennies. He began to think of what he
might buy with his money.

Suddenly he heard a loud, shrill noise. An older
boy burst from a house down the street, blowing a
whistle. Ben stopped.

The boy’s cheeks puffed out and his face turned
red. He blew the whistle as though he would never
stop.



Ben was impressed. “Where did you get it?” he
asked.

The boy paid no attention.

“Where did you get that whistle?” Ben screamed.

The boy seemed annoyed to stop blowing the whis-
tle even for a moment. But he took it from his mouth
just long enough to answer, “At the store.”

“The store!” Ben spun around and began to run.
Now he knew what he would buy with his coppers. A
whistle.

Ben was excited and out of breath when he reach-
ed the store. He had been there a few times with
Sally, but never alone. He reached up to lift the latch .
and open the door. As he went in, a little bell above
the door tinkled softly. Ben walked past the big barrels
on the floor. Before, he had peeped inside to see the
sugar, salt, tea, and pickles in them. This time he was
not interested.

At the counter Ben hesitated. Some bright new
pocketknives caught his attention, but only for a mo-
ment. “I want a whistle,” he said. “A real loud whis-
tle.”

“Do you have any money?” the storekeeper asked.

Proudly Ben dug in his pocket and pulled out his
coins — all of them.

The storekeeper looked surprised to see a small boy
with so much money. Quickly he reached behind the
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counter and brought out several bright-colored whis-
tles. “There you are. Take your pick,” he said.

Ben picked up the first one and blew. The whistle
made a loud, shrill noise. Ben left the store blowing
happily. “Now I can make as much noise as that
boy,” he said proudly. “I can make as much noise as
anybody.”

All the way home Ben blew his whistle. It made a
screeching, ear-splitting noise. Ben loved it! Down the
street and right into the Franklin house, Ben blew.
And he kept right on blowing.

“Horrors!” Big brother James put his hands over
his ears. And Sally asked, “Dear me, Ben, wherever
did you get such a noisemaker?”

“I bought it,” answered Ben. “I bought it with my
holiday money.”

“You spent all your money for that crazy whistle?”
one of Ben’s brothers asked. “You spent your four
pennies and two halfpennies?”

Ben nodded.

“Why, you spent four times what it was worth!”

Suddenly everyone was staring at him. Ben felt
alone in a room full of people.

Then someone began to laugh. Ben could bear it
no longer. Tears filled his eyes. He loved that whistle.
He had spent all his money for it. Was the whistle no
good? He thought he had never been so miserable.
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Ben started to run to his mother. He knew she would
comfort him.

“What’s this all about?” Ben’s father had come
into the room. “If it’s a joke, I'd like to laugh, too.
But it seems to be at your -brother’s expense.” Mr.
Franklin looked sternly at Ben’s brothers and sisters.

The laughter stopped as quickly as it had started.
Everyone began explaining at once. “Ben spent all his
money for that silly whistle.” ... “He paid too much
for his whistle!”

The words rang over and over in Ben’s ears. “He
paid too much for his whistle!”

Ben’s father found out the whole story. He lifted
Ben onto his lap. He took a big handkerchief from a
pocket and began to wipe away Ben’s tears. Ben’s ques-
tioning gray eyes met his father’s. His father was
wise and kind and good. Whatever his father said, Ben
knew he would believe.

Mr. Franklin never tried to keep the truth from
his son. He nodded his head. “Yes, you paid too much
for the whistle,” he said at last.

Then Ben knew that it was true. He had paid too
much for the whistle. He never wanted to blow that
whistle again. He never wanted to see it again.

For a long time Ben thought about the whistle.
Finally he made a promise to himself. “I will never
again pay too much — for anything!”

6



E—% —{IHFHME

SR 2R HE T IR

RIS N ] R A 3k L BUAE . FE LR ILE KR
A, AL —PC ILfENENS, BARIRES, FRPNEEE
e R R R RTG. A - EEEARRESE
/N,

—iE A H R LE Qg R R R BT B, ABEEA
MFHEA MY TN+ AR MEENEE. hERTEHT
BE R H RS i S,

CAFEHBAETIL I EFREE - EARIR, X8
ol 1 7 O AR 10 35 3, AT BID D MR T, AR BREM T LT,
MREHMLAET R,

Ut BERD, ARG, FEE:” FHEEXMEEINR,
“EHEFMLT AT XFEMRE, REREL &7k

FEEECH/NMEFETRI 4 AFEE, BEFEEL-
BEREEg BhittHk, mibROEMESFHHKT. XX
M L AF BB SO G, BARMR, :

R, BLERHR R KB TFWOE: ‘AR EREEE,
B OB BE 1858 W4 81 " AR R EF LA I AL R B, KR T
BT T LA, b E 2 M AFERNS SN A
SriE T,

BEfERPHENREERE “BERWMREE, " ER
REE, T /

BEBE o oo Wi ooe e BEBEMAN o oo BEBEWARG, RINTFEXK

7



PR BLE

A, I MBI, " BRI .

A3 B0 J5 T TBE, ke T 10 A 0 it 2 o 9 WA TR0 TE kA i, M
WA EULEREHYE; (BREAY — EHO RS T k.

BERIZ T, T kA k.

“SCT I R, BT TIRGEFIET F, BEBENE
SKACMIFERE I, JR RS AR R L I 35 i B 7 B L, Bt

Kk,
' U BT ST B T, ek 5

X T I,

R, " A AR

“WEHE, T MAR.” AR R T LR DN,
“UREBIELF. WAVWRMER, RIHEMET, BTLR
—ART.”

s B HCE A GRER AR, (024 LR T iy
e, BAERME AT A,

AR HXRERILECES. B DBERY Ak
T 4o (X BTEH T35, b RBR BT, A, B
FEMIRBERFHSANTELREET, RiEHELLTRE
WO, AdEskabre g LB k.

BoRBR, ABBBBHBRBE L, EREEHSE LY
BBk, CIPHAEEARED, 4 EH M 2407 24 H
Lo REERE—ELAEELWED, FEEBETLREL
At 4.

fb 28 AT B — A FIE RO, —A ol A — AULE BB
— i TR b, W BB T, AT S,

TR IR T B, BT T, e AT W20 T, 4F



RE KT,

A3 T i “URAEBILSF R X B ILe " i ],

MEZLTEAER,

“UR INHB JLFE 3 (34N W T2 " A

AT B A B — 4wk, UR A ALK, (B 4B 2 A
B L T, WAL T IERE, TEBEE R TR XK.

‘il " AR SR, SEMMEZABHEETAT.E
— A1 _

fb .05 B 5h, 3 THECEBRALSE, b fmEEF
—@Rt X JLILR, BAKR—AARE, BHFHRETH,IFT
ITo A IEA: B ARHE, [k —A/AVERIT 2407 24 b 2 75 il i
o AMIEAEH B MK R 1L, 1 201 8 i B ik KR B A BE,
R, XEBBEELET.

B THE FRBRT. SHEEH/NIREIEMR, HiX R
FIWE o, “BE—DET, "B, ‘—AEEWTEHE T

“DRAEND e " EAHE ],

A BT T B D 4% B 4R ib A RE T 28R T k.

HEEHFH-NDPEEXLEER, UPASILCE, bR
He i G & J5 S LA B 1 S T, “22 0%, By " A3k

ALk — A TFIRER, XA T A P X, A

R Y T BIE T R “BTE R W LA B R —

FEWT T, " i A ZEHb L, “RATARE T AR 3 —HEm T, 7

AERIZRE L, —HEREWT. HTFRHRERFHAEE,
WA EREY AR ERE, ~HRIIRK B, kA DE,

“ETHR " K A P T e A BE R MR, AR, £
X IR ILFE R By — AR e

“HIEH,ABEE B, ‘BRAYH fﬁﬂéﬁﬁ%ﬁéﬂﬁo”



“RFETEAENWEF, BREE T AE—/ 5
r1ﬁmmeA~ﬁimﬁﬁA¥ﬁimﬁmmme9

BT Ak

L WREH T ZEMH R

RARBANNBITEOTE  AE— 2 AR BRI,

BEATNETREE, ABLEAETIREREET HA, b
BRI T ATERE, BIETHERR, Wl X TR
e ALINGIEMRBA R ESL, APHILBRES, b
I 2 B A

“RREBLARAHLKROZETR, “WMRXEET
%, WAL, AARTEIPAE RT3 35 TF D" B 25 50 bk de
e R T B AT AT,

ERER R AT—RE, XRBEILT, HA AL
Bk, A THAORETEANEEYT, e R Sy
FHBERET”

XA M A 4 LI . “Hb ok R RS TS -7 o 4%
xX£T1" .

AWRFFE THERR LS . biEARBE L, A0
BB AT, FRLREBIRE, ARRMK AL
A EH HGHE, bR iR, Ao, AEBRE
At &, IER RIS AR,

LBk A AR LT BT, b A T 5k “BASC, SR
WFAERBRAE T " b5 B

AKX RGE X T R G, AW THMBRAET .
BAREGGEAE T, LEbLAEEE—R,

IR —BERHE], ABERXAWNTHEIL BERLHC
TGS, “RERFEME N AT AR,

10



