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ROBINSON CRUSOE.

CHAPTER I.

I WAS born in the town of York, in the spring of 1682. 
I was the third son of a man of some wealth, and I had a 
good home. I was not bred to a trade, for my friends 
had a wish that I should learn the law as a means to help 
me through life. But, as I grew up, I made up my mind 
to go to sea; from a child, my head had been full of the 
sea, for when I was but a small boy I would sit, for hours 
at a time, on the banks of a small stream that was near 
our house, and dream of ships and the sea. My friends 
did all they could to keep me at home, but it was of no 
use, for in the fall of 1651 I ran off, and soon found my 
way down on board of a ship, bound for a large town on 
the south-east coast of the land. When safe on board the 
ship I felt quite proud and glad, but if I had known all I 
had to pass through in the rest of my life I would have 
gone back home, but as I did not, I went on my way, and 
though I had a great deal of bad luck, God took care of 
me through it all, and taught me in time what was for my 
good. *

We had scarce left the land, when the wind blew up 
strong and kept up for a few days, and then a great storm 
came on, and one night I heard one of the men cry out,



JEsop's Fables. SI

THE ASS AND THE LAP DOG.

Once on a time there was a man who had a pet dog, of 
which he was so fond that he let him eat from his own 
plate, and sit on his knee. The same man kept an ass 
that drew wood all day, and had to take his turn at the 
mill at night. “ What a hard fate is mine ! ” said he ; “ I 
work night and day, while the lap dog leads a life of ease. 
No doubt my lord would get as fond of his ass as he is of 
his dog, if I could but win him by the same tricks.”

At this thought he broke from the stall, set off to the 
room where the man was, sprang to his face to lick it, and 
gave a loud bray in his ear. But now the ass had gone 
too far with his rough play ; for the men of the farm came 
in with clubs, sticks, and staves to beat him.

THE END.


