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Section 3 Objectives

When you have completed this section, you should be able to –

– name the authors of selected Canadian writings.

– interpret selected Canadian writings.

Section 3

Readings From Canadian Literature

Canada is a vast land—rich fisheries along the
Atlantic, productive farms in Ontario, immense
prairies in Manitoba and Saskatchewan, rugged
mountains to the west, huge stretches of northern
forests, and in the far north, tundra and ice.
Canada’s literature often seems to gravitate
around its land.

As you read the selections, keep your thinking
cap close by, for excellent literature gives you not
only the pleasure of exploration but the pleasure
of contemplation as well. New places and broader
experiences, yes, but always the human condi-
tion—men and women with feelings, longings, and
ambitions, facing life.

Beautiful Joe

Lesson 10

In 1877, Anna Sewell published Black Beauty
in America, telling the story of an abused horse.
The story enjoyed worldwide success and has
never been out of print since. A few years later,
Margaret Saunders, a writer in Toronto, heard
about an abused mongrel and set out to write the
story of Beautiful Joe. Both stories are “autobio-

graphical,” with the animal telling his own tragic
story, though Joe’s tale is more sentimental than
Black Beauty’s. Perhaps for that reason Beautiful
Joe has not had the enduring fame of Black
Beauty, but the book was immensely popular in its
day.

Words to Know

emaciated (i m6å sh7 6t éd). Physically wasted away; very thin.
languidly (langå gwéd l7). In a slow, drooping manner.
menagerie (mé najå é r7). A place where animals are kept and trained, especially show animals.
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I don’t believe that a dog could have fallen
into a happier home than I did. In a week, thanks
to good nursing, good food, and kind words, I was
almost well. Mr. Harry washed and dressed my
sore ears and tail every day till he went home,
and one day, he and the boys gave me a bath out
in the stable. They carried out a tub of warm
water and stood me in it. I had never been
washed before in my life, and it felt very queer.
Miss Laura stood by laughing and encouraging me
not to mind the streams of water trickling all over
me. I couldn’t help wondering what Jenkins
would have said if he could have seen me in that
tub.

That reminds me to say, that two days after I
arrived at the Morrises’, Jack, followed by all the
other boys, came running into the stable. He had
a newspaper in his hand, and with a great deal of
laughing and joking, read this to me:

“Fairport Daily News, June 3rd. In the police
court this morning, James Jenkins, for cruelly
torturing and mutilating a dog, fined ten dollars
and costs.”

Then he said, “What do you think of that,
Joe? Five dollars apiece for your ears and your tail
thrown in. That’s all they’re worth in the eyes of
the law. Jenkins has had his fun and you’ll go
through life worth about three-quarters of a dog.
I’d lash rascals like that. Tie them up and flog
them till they were scarred and mutilated a little
bit themselves. Just wait till I’m president. But
there’s some more, old fellow. Listen: ‘Our
reporter visited the house of the above-mentioned
Jenkins and found a most deplorable state of
affairs. The house, yard, and stable were inde-
scribably filthy. His horse bears the marks of ill
usage, and is in an emaciated condition. His
cows are plastered up with mud and filth, and are
covered with vermin. Where is our health inspec-
tor, that he does not exercise a more watchful
supervision over establishments of this kind? To
allow milk from an unclean place like this to be
sold in the town is endangering the health of its
inhabitants. Upon inquiry, it was found that the
man Jenkins bears a very bad character. Steps are
being taken to have his wife and children removed
from him.’”

Jack threw the paper into my box, and he and
the other boys gave three cheers for the Daily
News and then ran away. How glad I was! It did

not matter so much for me, for I had escaped him,
but now that it had been found out what a cruel
man he was, there would be a restraint upon him,
and poor Toby and the cows would have a happier
time.

I was going to tell about the Morris family.
There were Mr. Morris, who was a clergyman and
preached in a church in Fairport; Mrs. Morris, his
wife; Miss Laura, who was the eldest of the fami-
ly; then Jack, Ned, Carl, and Willie. I think one
reason why they were such a good family, was
because Mrs. Morris was such a good woman. She
loved her husband and children, and did every-
thing she could to make them happy.

Mr. Morris was a very busy man and rarely
interfered in household affairs. Mrs. Morris was
the one who said what was to be done and what
was not to be done. Even then, when I was a
young dog, I used to think that she was very wise.
There was never any noise or confusion in the
house, and though there was a great deal of work
to be done, everything went on smoothly and
pleasantly, and no one ever got angry and scolded
as they did in the Jenkins family.

Mrs. Morris was very particular about money
matters. Whenever the boys came to her for
money to get such things as candy and ice cream,
expensive toys, and other things that boys often
crave, she asked them why they wanted them. If
it was for some selfish reason, she said, firmly:
“No, my children, we are not rich people, and we
must save our money for your education. I cannot
buy you foolish things.”

If they asked her for money for books or some-
thing to make their pet animals more comfort-
able, or for their outdoor games, she gave it to
them willingly. Her ideas about the bringing up of
children I cannot explain as clearly as she can
herself, so I will give part of a conversation that
she had with a lady who was calling on her short-
ly after I came to Washington Street.

I happened to be in the house at the time.
Indeed, I used to spend the greater part of my
time in the house. Jack one day looked at me, and
exclaimed: “Why does that dog stalk about, first
after one and then after another, looking at us
with such solemn eyes?”

I wished that I could speak to tell him that I
had so long been used to seeing animals kicked
about and trodden upon, that I could not get used

My New Home and a Selfish Lady
Margaret Saunders
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to the change. It seemed too good to be true. I
could scarcely believe that dumb animals had
rights; but while it lasted, and human beings were
so kind to me, I wanted to be with them all the
time. Miss Laura understood. She drew my head
up to her lap, and put her face down to me: “You
like to be with us, don’t you, Joe? Stay in the
house as much as you like. Jack doesn’t mind,
though he speaks so sharply. When you get tired
of us, go out in the garden and have a romp with
Jim.”

But I must return to the conversation I
referred to. It was one fine June day, and Mrs.
Morris was sewing in the rocking-chair by the
window. I was beside her, sitting on a hassock, so
that I could look out into the street. Dogs love
variety and excitement, and like to see what is
going on outdoors as well as human beings. A car-
riage drove up to the door, and a finely dressed
lady got out and came up the steps.

Mrs. Morris seemed glad to see her, and called
her Mrs. Montague. I was pleased with her, for
she had some kind of perfume about her that I
liked to smell. So I went and sat on the hearth
rug quite near her.

They had a little talk about things I did not
understand, and then the lady’s eyes fell on me.
She looked at me through a bit of glass that was
hanging by a chain from her neck, and pulled
away her beautiful dress lest I should touch it.

I did not care any longer for the perfume, and
went away and sat very straight and stiff at Mrs.
Morris’s feet. The lady’s eyes still followed me.

“I beg your pardon, Mrs. Morris,” she said;
“but that is a very queer-looking dog you have
there.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Morris, quietly; “he is not a
handsome dog.”

“And he is a new one, isn’t he?” said Mrs.
Montague.

“Yes.”
“And that makes—”
“Two dogs, a cat, fifteen or twenty rabbits, a

rat, about a dozen canaries, and two dozen gold-
fish, I don’t know how many pigeons, a few ban-
tams, a guinea pig, and—well, I don’t think there
is anything more.”

They both laughed, and Mrs. Montague said:
“You have quite a menagerie. My father would
never allow one of his children to keep a pet ani-
mal. He said it would make his girls rough and
noisy to romp about the house with cats, and his
boys would look like rowdies if they went about
with dogs at their heels.”

“I have never found that it made my children
more rough to play with their pets,” said Mrs.
Morris.

“No, I should think not,” said the lady,
languidly. “Your boys are the most gentlemanly
lads in Fairport, and as for Laura, she is a perfect
little lady. I like so much to have them come and
see Charlie. They wake him up, and yet don’t
make him naughty.”

“They enjoyed their last visit very much,” said
Mrs. Morris. “By the way, I have heard them talk-
ing about getting Charlie a dog.”

“Oh,” cried the lady, with a little shudder,
“beg them not to. I cannot sanction that. I hate
dogs.”

“Why do you hate them?” asked Mrs. Morris,
gently.

“They are such dirty things; they always smell
and have vermin on them.”

“A dog,” said Mrs. Morris, “is something like a
child. If you want it clean and pleasant, you have
got to keep it so. This dog’s skin is as clean as
yours or mine. Hold still, Joe,” and she brushed
the hair on my back the wrong way, and showed
Mrs. Montague how pink and free from dust my
skin was.

Mrs. Montague looked at me more kindly, and
even held out the tips of her fingers to me. I did
not lick them. I only smelled them, and she drew
her hand back again.

“You have never been brought in contact with
the lower creation as I have,” said Mrs. Morris.
“Just let me tell you, in a few words, what a help
dumb animals have been to me in the up-bringing
of my children—my boys, especially. When I was a
young married woman, going about the slums of
New York with my husband, I used to come home
and look at my two babies as they lay in their lit-
tle cots, and say to him, ‘What are we going to do
to keep these children from selfishness—the curse
of the world?’”

“‘Get them to do something for somebody out-
side themselves,’ he always said. And I have tried
to act on that principle. Laura is naturally
unselfish. With her tiny, baby fingers, she would
take food from her own mouth and put it into
Jack’s, if we did not watch her. I have never had
any trouble with her. But the boys were born self-
ish, tiresomely, disgustingly selfish. They were
good boys in many ways. As they grew older, they
were respectful, obedient, they were not untidy,
and not particularly rough, but their one thought
was for themselves—each one for himself, and
they used to quarrel with each other in regard to
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their rights. While we were in New York, we had
only a small, back yard. When we came here, I
said, ‘I am going to try an experiment.’ We got
this house because it had a large garden, and a
stable that would do for the boys to play in. Then
I got them together, and had a little serious talk. I
said I was not pleased with the way in which they
were living. They did nothing for any one but
themselves from morning to night. If I asked
them to do an errand for me, it was done unwill-
ingly. Of course, I knew they had their school for
a part of the day, but they had a good deal of
leisure time when they might do something for
some one else. I asked them if they thought they
were going to make real, manly, Christian boys at
this rate, and they said no. Then I asked them
what we should do about it. They all said, ‘You
tell us mother, and we’ll do as you say.’ I proposed
a series of tasks. Each one to do something for
somebody, outside and apart from himself, every
day of his life. They all agreed to this, and told me
to allot the tasks. If I could have afforded it, I
would have gotten a horse and cow, and had them
take charge of them; but I could not do that, so I
invested in a pair of rabbits for Jack, a pair of
canaries for Carl, pigeons for Ned, and bantams
for Willie. I brought these creatures home, put
them into their hands, and told them to provide
for them. They were delighted with my choice,
and it was very amusing to see them scurrying
about to provide food and shelter for their pets,

and hear their consultations with other boys. The
end of it all is that I am perfectly satisfied with
my experiment. My boys, in caring for these dumb
creatures, have become unselfish and thoughtful.
They had rather go to school without their own
breakfast than have the inmates of the stable go
hungry. They are getting a humane education, a
heart education, added to the intellectual educa-
tion of their schools. Then it keeps them at home.
I used to be worried with the lingering about
street corners, the dawdling around with other
boys, and the idle, often worse than idle talk,
indulged in. Now they have something to do, they
are men of business. They are always hammering
and pounding at boxes and partitions out there in
the stable, or cleaning up, and if they are sent out
on an errand, they do it and come right home. I
don’t mean to say that we have deprived them of
liberty. They have their days for baseball, and
football, and excursions to the woods, but they
have so much to do at home that they won’t go
away unless for a specific purpose.”

While Mrs. Morris was talking, her visitor
leaned forward in her chair and listened atten-
tively. When she finished, Mrs. Montague said,
quietly, “Thank you, I am glad that you told me
this. I shall get Charlie a dog.”

“I am glad to hear you say that,” replied Mrs.
Morris. “It will be a good thing for your little boy.
I should not wish my boys to be without a good,
faithful dog. A child can learn many a lesson from
a dog. This one,” pointing to me, “might be held
up as an example to many a human being. He is
patient, quiet, and obedient. My husband says
that he reminds him of three words in the Bible—
‘through much tribulation.’”

“Why does he say that?” asked Mrs.
Montague, curiously.

“Because he came to us from a very unhappy
home.” And Mrs. Morris went on to tell her friend
what she knew of my early days.

When she stopped, Mrs. Montague’s face was
shocked and pained. “How dreadful to think that
there are such creatures as that man Jenkins in
the world. And you say that he has a wife and
children. Mrs. Morris, tell me plainly, are there
many such unhappy homes in Fairport?”

Mrs. Morris hesitated for a minute, then she
said, earnestly: “My dear friend, if you could see
all the wickedness, and cruelty, and vileness that
is practised in this little town of ours in one night,
you could not rest in your bed.”

Mrs. Montague looked dazed. “I did not dream
that it was as bad as that,” she said. “Are we
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worse than other towns?”
“No; not worse, but bad enough. Over and

over again the saying is true, ‘one half the world
does not know how the other half lives.’ How can
all this misery touch you? You live in your lovely
house out of the town. When you come in, you
drive about, do your shopping, make calls, and go
home again. You never visit the poorer streets.
The people from them never come to you. You are
rich, your people before you were rich, you live in
a state of isolation.”

“But that is not right,” said the lady, in a wail-
ing voice. “I have been thinking about this matter
lately. I read a great deal in the papers about the
misery of the lower classes, and I think we richer
ones ought to do something to help them. Mrs.
Morris, what can I do?”

The tears came in Mrs. Morris’s eyes. She
looked at the little, frail lady, and said, simply:
“Dear Mrs. Montague, I think the root of the
whole matter lies in this. The Lord made us all
one family. We are all brothers and sisters. The
lowest woman is your sister and my sister. The
man lying in the gutter is our brother. What
should we do to help these members of our com-
mon family, who are not as well off as we are? We
should share our last crust with them. You and I,
but for God’s grace in placing us in different sur-
roundings, might be in their places. I think it is
wicked neglect, criminal neglect in us to ignore
this fact.”

“It is, it is,” said Mrs. Montague, in a despair-
ing voice. “I can’t help feeling it. Tell me some-
thing I can do to help someone.”

Mrs. Morris sank back in her chair, her face
very sad, and yet with something like pleasure in
her eyes as she looked at her caller. “Your washer-
woman,” she said, “has a drunken husband and a
cripple boy. I have often seen her standing over
her tub, washing your delicate muslins and laces,
and dropping tears into the water.”

“I will never send her anything more—she
shall not be troubled,” said Mrs. Montague,
hastily.

Mrs. Morris could not help smiling. “I have
not made myself clear. It is not the washing that
troubles her, it is her husband who beats her, and
her boy who worries her. lf you and I take our
work from her, she will have that much less
money to depend upon, and will suffer in conse-
quence. She is a hard-working and capable
woman, and makes a fair living. I would not
advise you to give her money, for her husband
would find it out, and take it from her. It is sym-

pathy that she wants. If you could visit her occa-
sionally and show that you are interested in her
by talking, or reading to her poor, foolish boy, or
showing him a picture book, you have no idea how
grateful she would be to you, and how it would
cheer her on her dreary way.”

“I will go to see her tomorrow,” said Mrs.
Montague. “Can you think of anyone else I could
visit?”

“A great many,” said Mrs. Morris, “but I don’t
think you had better undertake too much at once.
I will give you the addresses of three or four poor
families where an occasional visit would do untold
good. That is, it will do them good if you treat
them as you do your richer friends. Don’t give
them too much money or too many presents till
you find out what they need. Try to feel interest-
ed in them. Find out their ways of living and what
they are going to do with their children, and help
them to get situations for them if you can. And be
sure to remember that poverty does not always
take away one’s self-respect.”

“I will, I will,” said Mrs. Montague, eagerly.
“When can you give me these addresses?”

Mrs. Morris smiled again, and, taking a piece
of paper and a pencil from her work basket, wrote
a few lines and handed them to Mrs. Montague.

The lady got up to take her leave. “And in
regard to the dog,” said Mrs. Morris, following her
to the door, “if you decide to allow Charlie to have
one, you had better let him come in and have a
talk with my boys about it. They seem to know all
the dogs that are for sale in the town.”

“Thank you; I shall be most happy to do so.
He shall have his dog. When can you have him?”

“Tomorrow, the next day, any day at all. It
makes no difference to me. Let him spend an
afternoon and evening with the boys, if you do not
object.”

“It will give me much pleasure,” and the little
lady bowed and smiled, and after stooping down
to pat me, tripped down the steps, and got into
her carriage and drove away.

Mrs. Morris stood looking after her with a
beaming face, and I began to think that I should
like Mrs. Montague too, if I knew her long
enough. Two days later I was quite sure I should,
for I had a proof that she really liked me. When
her little boy Charlie came to the house, he
brought something for me done up in white paper.
Mrs. Morris opened it, and there was a handsome,
nickel-plated collar with my name on it—
Beautiful Joe. Wasn’t I pleased! They took off the
little shabby leather strap that the boys had given
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me when I came and fastened on my new collar,
and then Mrs. Morris held me up to a glass to
look at myself. I felt so happy. Up to this time I
had felt a little ashamed of my cropped ears and
docked tail, but now that I had a fine new collar, I
could hold up my head with any dog.

“Dear old Joe,” said Mrs. Morris, pressing my
head tightly between her hands. “You did a good
thing the other day in helping me to start that

little woman out of her selfish way of living.”
I did not know about that, but I knew that I

felt very grateful to Mrs. Montague for my new
collar, and ever afterward, when I met her in the
street, I stopped and looked at her. Sometimes she
saw me and stopped her carriage to speak to me;
but I always wagged my tail, or rather my body,
for I had no tail to wag, whenever I saw her,
whether she saw me or not.

Answer these questions.

1. How had Beautiful Joe’s former owner abused him?

2. What happened to this man?

3. What two plans did Mrs. Morris implement to teach her boys to be kind and thoughtful?

4. Why did Mrs. Montague not know about the bad state of affairs that many people endured in her

town?

5. How did Mrs. Morris view the worst people about her?

6. How did Mrs. Montague first propose to help her washerwoman?

7. How does this reflect her false view of life?

8. What did Mrs. Morris suggest as a better way to help the washerwoman?

Complete this activity.

9. Modern critics say that Beautiful Joe is too sentimental and too didactic. Look up both of these
words in a dictionary. Then find an example of each in this story.

a. sentimental

b. didactic
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10. Mrs. Morris said, “One half of the world doesn’t know how the other half lives.” She applied the
statement to the difference between the rich and the poor. It can be applied to other halves of
the world too. Think of the young person who is brought up in a loving Christian home, where
father and mother love each other and their children, where there is loving discipline and order
in the home. The family attends a Biblical church that includes other Christian families. Tell what
“the other half of the world” might be for such a young person.

LOOKING BACK . . .

Write the letter of the correct pronunciation.

11. morale a. mß ralå b. m$rå ßl

12. irrevocable a. ir ri v9å kß bßl b. ir revå ß kß bßl

13. heroine a. herå ßr oin b. herå ß wßn

14. epistle a. i piså ßl b. i piså tßl

15. chef a. shef b. chef

16. drowned a. dra%nd b. dra%n dßd

17. aluminum a. ß lüå mi ßm b. ß lüå mß nßm

18. admirable a. ad m8rå ß bßl b. adå mß rß bßl

19. archive a. ärå k8v b. ärå ch8v

20. sandwich a. sandå wich b. samå wich

21. pumpkin a. pßn kßn b. pßmp kßn

22. thesaurus a. thi särå ßs b. thi s$rå ßs

23. vehement a. vß h7å mßnt b. v7å ß mßnt

24. recognize a. rekå ig n8z b. rekå ß n8z

25. poignant a. poigå nßnt b. poiå nyßnt

After checking Nos. 11-25, write each word you missed four times here or on other paper, pro-
nouncing the word correctly as you write it.


