











The Homecoming ««»-=vrareerrearees Adopted from Homer' s Epics(163)

iﬁ%@ .......................................... &ﬁaﬁgiﬁ(lgo)
Great Grandma’s Book -+ From Reader’s Digest (ZtE# )(196)
S I < P TN ﬁiﬁ(ﬁ%}tﬁ?)(ml)
) ) U Fables(205)
lﬁ]ﬁ ............................................. Erﬁlgg(jﬁﬁﬁ)(m)
The ant and the Dove secestesseemiciaanisrnrrnrirnarmise Fables{208)
KB FIEE T o eeeenreerrmrrrnrnnnnrnsnsrreens RS (EE)(209)
The Tiwg Polg rrrerrmrreerraenrmmmeiietiratiiia, Fables(210)
m/l\-ﬁ% ....................................... Erﬁ]g—‘—ﬁ—"(iﬂ;%)(z")
The Lark and Her Young (Omes  sorrrreermmaaaiiiieiniaeen Fablﬁ(2l2)
i‘;(ﬁﬂ];}\i‘;% ................................. El‘ﬁ]'&g‘—‘ﬁ‘(jﬁf@%)(zy‘)
The Sea Princess +*rveersrerermiaarinii. Hans Andersen(215)
HEN T v e ik (229)
The Sea Lady ....................................... Hemuione 01‘6111(240)
BEUGHR -oeerereemem e ﬁ*ﬁ.%ﬁm(m)
The Three Girls In a Cave ----=-=--rremeremmerranenns Michael West(255)
ﬁﬁ‘]FFZﬁﬁﬁ .......................................... iﬁ.ﬁ%ﬁ(%z)
Alexander Graham Bell =+verrrreersreermmmermnuens Science stories (268)
TSI A M B TT - TR ooomeenesensoo BHESCOE () (273)
Thomas Alva Edison  -+rrreeerrrreermmeneii. Science Smﬁ%(z}?)
FE T B AR B LA oo BB (M %) (282)
George Washington Carver ««=--rssereererrseeennes Science stories(286)
SRCEET 3 ORI B (A% ) (291)
The Wl‘ighl Brothers =r==cer=rsserrimerrmreroraarers Science sbories( 295)
ﬁﬁﬂ‘% ....................................... ﬂ%‘ﬂﬁ[$(ﬂﬁﬂ§%)(3{)ﬂ)
Albert Einsteim =reesreerrermmrs i Science stories{ M)
BRI - B RTHD creeoeemesesnennsneren B () (309)



How John BoscoOutsung the Devil

Arthur . P . Davis

Well sir, speaking about singing, the folks down in my section in
Virginia still talked about old John Bosco and how he outsung the Devil
himself .

Now this John Bosco was u bass singer. He had the sweetest and
deepest bass that anybody had ever listened to on this earth. A 1all black
fellow, John was no greal big man. He was just tall and thin and had no
great bellows of chest like some singers. He was just tall and hollow look-
ing, like ene of them big pipes or a pipe organ.

But as I said John could really sing. When he hit those high notes,
his voice was as sweet and silver—toned as a sleigh bell. As some folks
say that even the birds used to shut up when John sung those sweet high
noles. They kept quiet, just listened with their heads bent one side as if
they were trying to learn something from John. And when he went down a
scale, the low notes, there was something in his singing that just tore at
your inside. He went down that scale so far you could feel yoursell agog
and everything around you were shaking.

John brought more folks to church by his singing than the preacher
did by his preaching. The whole county, white and black alike, used fo

come to hear John sing.



Of course, the other singers in the church choir didn’t like John.
He just drowned them out. Besides, Jolm knew he was good and let ev-
erybody else knowit, too much and too often. He got prouder and prouder
and harder than ever 10 live with. He began to lose friends.

Well, the pastor saw John changing too. So,one Sunday he preached
ared hot sermon “On Pride” . He told how the Devil got kicked out of
heaven because of pride. And then the pastor brought that sermon right
home to John Bosco. He told how a man could let a voice, a voice that
god had given him to do good, go to his head and tumn him against his
friends. And here he tumed around and looked right at John Bosco up
there in the choir while everybody else in the church held their breath.

But John didn’t care. He didn’t even listen. But John's wife did
not miss a word. She told him how bad she felt 1o hear the pastor,
preaching right at her husband up there in public. But John was experi-
enced in damned church, the preacher and everybody in it. He didn’t
need them, He didn’t need anybody. To hell with them!

Well, after that, John's pride got complete control of him, He no
longer cared about his family. He forgot about everything except his own
greatness. He kept saying, “I am the best bass singer in the county.
Soon it became, “the best bass singer in the state.” Then John began to
boast, “I am the best bass singer in the United States.”

One Saturday he walked into the village store and announced to all
the folks there, “I am the best bass singer in the whole world, and I
know it. In fact I am the best damn bass singer in the universe, including
the stars above and the regions below.”

Thar was going too far. The folks felt god should cut him down. But
god took no votice of John’ s wild talk. But there was someone else that

did, Old Satan.
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“Do you hear that fool?” Satan said, “I am going to step up there
and teach him a thing or two.”

So pretty soon 88 John Bosco walked out into the fields, he met old
Satan, He looked like any other dirt farmer, But John knew right away, it
was the Devil.

“How do you do, Sir?” John said pleasantly to Satan. The Devil said
with a kind of sneer, “I hear you think you can sing bass,”

Now devil or nio devil, John didn’t like that. “I don’t think I can
sing bass?” John came right back, “I know I can, more bass than any-
bhody, anybody in the wordd.”

“How about the universe, including the stars above and the regions
betow?”

Old John felt the sting, He forgot everything and blurted out, “Yes
Sir,I mean just that. No less.”

“If you sing a deeper bass than I do,” the Devil said, “I will give
you anything you name. But if I beat you, I’ 1l take your soul right now.”

Old John Bosco swelled up like a bull—frog. “Let’s get down to
business.”

“Tust a minute,” said the Devil, “ynu haven’ t told me what you
want if you win.”

“All T want”, said John, “is a hatl that will hold a million people.
I want an orchestra, a 1000 of the best players and a chorus of 1000 of
the best singers in the world. And then I want to give a concert. All the
history books will talk about it, the concert of John Bosco, the greatest
bass singer in the universe.

Well, they agreed what to sing: “A Sleep in the Deep.” John sang
first. A pretty part. It was so sweet that all the angels must have been lis-

tening, wishingthey could sing like that.



Then John started down the scale. You can hear him clear over in
the next state, He was down so low that the rumbling shook every house
for milesaround. The folks knew that it was John Bosco singing.

Then they heard another voice after John finished. “We missed the
second voice singing the pretty first part of the song.” Folks showed an
uneasy look in their eyes. The voice was sweet. They had to admit, but
there was something loo sweet about it, a kind of sinfully sweet, like the
taste of forbidden fruit.

Next, the second singer hit the lows and all hell seemed to break
loose. The rumble was so low and so great, it was like 99 earthquakes
rolled into one. When John heard this he knew he was weak, unless he
got some help. He fell on his knees, raised his eyes o god and tried to
pray. But he could not say a word.,

He started to think about his pride and how it had brought him
down. For the first time in many days, he remembered his wife and chil-
dren, the trouble he had caused them. He was deeply moved, moved to
tears. All of a sudden his mouth was free and he could pray. He lifted
his hands and his eyes to heaven and cried, “0, Lord, I have been a
fool. Save me, Lord! if it’s not asking too much. But if you don’t save
me, look out for my wife and poor fatherless children. That’s all T ask

"

for.

The Lord answered John, not by words or signs. But John knew that
Lord had answered. He felt a new power within him. He fixed his eyes on
old Satan and said politely, “I believe 1’ ve got a second chance coming
to me.”

Then he began to sing again. His voice at first was so natural bom
sweet that folks fell down on their knees and started to pray. Then John
took it down a scale. Some folks said it was the deepest roll of thunder




that the ear of mortal men had ever heard. John said it was not thunder
but god’ s voice all mixed up with his own. He felt so good, so at peace
with the world, that he had love in his heart, even for old Satan. But Sa-
tan had gone. When he heard John’s last note, he knew what had hap-
pened and Satan did not want to be around when god is speaking.

John Bosco came home a changed man. There was no more bragging
about his greatness. He wenl back to the church and to the choir. He be-
came a friend and a helper to all his friends and brothers in the county.
He was a good steady worker in the vineyard of the Lord until god decided
to gather him to his bosom.
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The Devil And Tom Walker

Washington Irving

Before we begin our story, let us go back 300 years, to the late
1600’ s. In those years, one of the most famous man in the world was
Captain William Kidd. Captain Kidd was a pirate, sailing the seas and
capturing any ships he found. He and his men took money from these
ships. Captain Kidd hid this money in different places.

Capiain Kidd was captured by the English in Boston, Massachu-
setts, and was put to death in the year 1701. From that time on, people
all over the world searched many places for Captain Kidd’ s stolen money.

The people who lived in Massachusetts in the 1700’ s behieved Cap-
tain Kidd buried some of his treasure near Boston. Not far from Boston
there was a small river which ran into the Atlantic Ocean. An old story
said that Captain Kidd had come up this river from the ocean. Then he
buried his gold and silver and jewels under a big tree, The story said that
this ireasure was protected by the Devil himself who was a good friend of
Captain Kidd.

hi the year 1727, a man naried Tom Walker lived near this place.
Tom Walker was not a pleasant man, He loved only one thing—money.
There was only one person worse than Tom. That was his wife. She also
loved money. These two were so hungry for money that thev even stole

. things from each other.
<o



One day, Tom Walker was returning home through a dark forest. He
walked slowly and carefully so that he would not fall into a pool of mud.
At last, he reached a piece of dry ground. Tom sat down on a tree that
had fallen. As he rested, he dug into the earth with a stick. He knew the
story that Indianshad killed prisoners here as sacrifices to the Devil. But
this did not trouble him. The only devil Tom was afraid of was his wife.

Tom’s stick hit something hard. He dug it out of the earth and saw
that it was a human skull. In the skull was an Indian ax.

Suddenly, Tom Walker heard an angry voice: “Don’t touch that
skull!” Tom locked up. He saw a giant sitting on a broken tree. Tom had
never seen such a man. He wore the clothes of an Indian. His skin was
almost black and eovered with ashes.

His eyes were big and red. His black hair stood up from his head.
He camried a large ax. The giant asked: “What are you doing on my
land?” But Tom Walker was not afraid. He answered: “What do you
mean? This land belongs to Mr. Peabody.”

The strange man laughed and pointed 1o the tall tees. Tom saw that
one of the trees had been cut by an ax. He locked more closely and saw
that the name Peabody had been cut into the tree. Mr. Peabody was a
man who got rich by stealing from Indians.

Tom looked at the other trees. Every one had the name of some
rich, important man from Massachusetts. Tom looked at the tree on which
he was sitting. It also had a name cut into it—the name of Absalom
Crowninshield. Tom remembered that Mr. Crowninshield was a very rich
man. People said he got his money as Captain Kidd did—by stealing
ships.

Suddenly, the giant shouted: “Crowninshield is ready to be burned !
I’ m going te bum many trees this winter!”



