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we took to the p!an of sketching a man
swine a hoiK^o or a tree.

Dominie chanced to pass near the J»ent

lulT and the »lecve went to work on the ^late.

* Old Pariah School,'* tho' learning'a seat,

head quarters fur frolic and playt

I a racket and rott as we all turnM out

f» released tt the hour of mid-day ;

tumult of voices with caps in the air

>unced that the prisoners were free,

the loud shoilt ofjoy from each light-hearted

boy

;
forth in a torrent of glee,

n the wiM out-burst to good order gave way
formed in diiferent parties for play.

ands was the cry for hide and go seek

gst the broom where we cannot be seen,

) hands, and hurra ! for the club and the ba'

tr old blindmnn^s bulF on the green.

J eagerly watch'd their kites as they rose

•acefully soaring -away,

3 at profit and loss gaming at pitch and toss

r comrades were busy at play.

J minister's mare graz'd down in the vale,

! young.ster would mount with his face to the

ail.

s would oft for tho river to swim,

he youth was their leader and guide,

was foremost to rush o'er the bank and the

ush

ouM divf to the opposite i»ido :

21

And then the beautiful sport and fun

To tail in an old washing tub,

And the loud laugh and scream when upset in tho

stream

Sprawled one of the boating cluh.

Tlien the bare-footed races would start in their

pride

When garments at cumber were all laid aside.

Il.nv free was the l.iugh that rang through the air,

II 'w li:i|ipy mid cloiiiJlei«s each brow
;

Dill I .'i-k with a si<,'li as the vision flits by
A'.M ! and where are they all now.
'I'lie ll )\vers of the grave have bloomed and de-

rayed
r.»r full many a spring time and fall.

O'er the fairest and best in their man^=ions of rest
And over one who was dearest of all.

Death's low silent hail is the teacher's abode,
And Jane's gentle spirit has rcturn'd to her God.

When twenty years had silently passed
Down the fleet gliding river of time.
From a fur away shore I returned once more
To revisit my dear native clime.
I sought the old school and the friends of langsync
For I long'd for their welcome embrace,
But the friends of that day had all passed away
And a change had come over ihe place.
A new Parish Schoel neatly slated and fair,
A new race of scholars and teachereare there.


