«1 CAN'T WRITE.”

“lecan't!” “Ican't?” I canlt write
s composition!” It comes. from a score
af youthful voices, and a-score of hearts
are aching at the very thought of the
mistter.

You caw't > There's afib?! You can’t
“*¢cross the Atlantic in a paper boat,” or
make a voyage to the moon, for these are
impossibilities.. But the art of putting.
words together. in.our mother language is
a safe ands casy possibility—quite within
the bounds-of a boy's or girl's ability.

You mean to say that you don't like to
write, or that it is diflicult for you to
write. Your dislike for compositions
redts upon the difficulty that you find in
writing them. The case with which we
accomplish anything depends largely upon
our manner of doing it, Let metell you
flow you may write a composition with
sase and despatch.

Choose .4 familiar subject. Hope,

Trath; Virtue, Govcrnmcrlt, Edueation—"

away with themes like these. It would
“ puzzlo a lawyer,” and a smart one, too,
to write & decent cssay upon these ab-
stact themes. A descriptive subjeet will
suit you best.  Describe a school-house,.
a chureh, a dwelling-house, or any object
of interest. If you are a farmer-boy, tell
the uses of the various farming utensils
with which yeu are accuainted. Name
the different kinds of farm employment,
and the order in which they come. If
vou are the son of a mechanie, tell the
uses of the saw, plane, hammer, &c.  If
vou are a little housekeeper, iritiate your
schoolmates into the mysteries of house-
jeeping. 1 i3 Impossible for you to
write a good composition upon a subject
with which you arc unmacquainted. In
the words of another *If there is no
vater in the well, you may pwap forever
without effect.”

Again : Study your subject before at.
eempting to write.  You can do this in
your walks, or wkhile your hands are en-
saged in domestic employment.  Ask
yourself many and various questions
about the subjeet.  The answers to these
Auestivns will form your composition.
For example, if you propose to write about
*¢ the korse,” ask such questions as these:
What is the horse? Is he one of the
domostic animals? TIs he ever found in

she wild state® Where? Are there
i

ditforent apecies of the herse?  What 13, youtd « siart scon 3
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his shape 2 What is his size 7 What is!
his color? Iu he useful to man?  What;
arc his uses 2 The enswer to this ques-i
tion will form an interesting part of your:
composition., VWhat are his habits? Is:
he casily tamed? When tame is he
manageable and obedient to his owner ?
What is his food 2 To what age does be
live? Is he remarkable for his intelli-
gence > You may conclude by relating
storics in regard to the inteiligenco or
any other characteristic of the horse.

I repeat it:. Study your subjects be-
forc you attempt to writo: It is not
strange tlhat you find difficulty in writing
when you sit down with your pen in
hand, and ¢ wait for ides to come.” Nor
is it strange that you often have to wait®
solong.

Follow the above dircctions, and you
will soon learn to ** write a composition™

with case and dispatch.

A SLIEEPY PASSENGER.

Sometime ago, Monsicur M., a. merch-
ant of Leige, took passage in a railway
car on the route between that city and
Paris. lle bought a ticket for a first-
class place, and cntered the train which
left Leige at half-past two o’clock, P. M,
He appearing to be the only person in
that cav, and feeling fatigued, he wrapped
himself up in his cloak and stretched
himself at length upoa the comfortable
scat for a nap, and was soon-sound asleep.
After some time—he did not lmow how
long—he awoke and found that the
train bad stopped, and.that night had now
commenced to full,

“We are at cne of the stations,”
though he, and lay down again.  Aftera
second nap he again awoke at a stand-
still.

« It scems there are a great many stop-
ping-places on this road,” said Monsicur
AL”  Uhen ence more stretching himself,
iic was soon in the arms of ths drowsy
god.

In the morning, the rays of the suz
pencirating the car-window roused the
sleeper, who, afler shaking himself, rose
and looked forth, ‘Tle train, he suppos-
ed, had again stopped. Wishing to know
how far he-might Le from Paxis, he poked
his head out of the window, and calling
to 2 workmun wearing the uniform of the
railway company, asked 3 the train

CELLAN

{leUs try to right them

Y.

S e yxeesses i

“Start ' exclaimed the workman,
with a lvok of astonishment, ¢ why, sir.
vou have got two hours to wait yet!”

“Two hours! What do youmcan?
Is this the sort of way the * fust train’
travels? What js. the name of the sta-.
tion 2" ¢ Leige,” replied- the other.

The astonished merchant, now wilde
awake, sprang from the car-oaud soon.
found his informanc was quite correct.
The conductor of the train of the pre-
vious day, having found that he had one:
car more than was neccessary, had de-
tached the one occupied. by Mongicur M.,
and left it standing in the depot.  Having
knocked at the door, and recciving no
answer from the sleeping traveiler, it was.
naturally supposed. that the car was.
empty.

Monsieur M., took a ¢ fresh start” two
hours afterwards, but slept no more until;
he arrived at Paris.

QUELR TOM,

Tom:Flossofer was the queerest boy i
cver knew. Idon’t think he ever cried.
I never saw him, If Fleda, found her
tulips ail' rooted.up. by her pet puppy,
and cricd, as little girls will, Tom was
sure to come round the corner, whistling,
and say.:

¢ \What makes you cry, my infant>
can you cry tulips ¥ do you think every.
sob makes a root or a blossom ? Here!
1

So he would pick up the poor flowers;
put their roots into the ground. again,
whistling ail' the time ; make the bed
look smooth and fresh, and take TFleda
off to look at a pretty snake, or hunt
hen's nests in the barn. Neither-did he
do any differently in. his own troubles.
One day, his great kite snapped the string,.
and flew away, far out of sight. Tom,
stood still one moment, and then turned
rouud to come home, whistling a merry,
tune.

“\Why, Tom,” said I, ¢ uren’t you
sorry to lose that kite ¥

«“Yes "but what's the use? X.can't
take more than a minute to feel” bad';
¢sorry” will not bring the kite back, and
1 want to make another.”

Just so when he broke his leg,

¢ Poor Tom,” cried Fleda, ¢ you can'e
play any mo-o-o-re!"”

“ Pam not poor, cither. You cry for
me ; I don't have to do it for myself, and
1 have a splendid time to whittle, Be.
sides, when I get well, T shall beat every
boy in school on the multiplication table:
for I say it over, till it makes me -slecpy,.
every time my leg aches I

Tom Flossofer was queer, certainlys
but I wish a great many more people.wers;
queer that wey. ’



