THE GRUESOME GIRL.

She was a very nice little girl,

With hair that hung in one long curl,

And she was meek as meek could be.

But when, one day, she came to me,

And said, “I done it,” for, “I did,”

Down from my nose my glasses slid,

I opened very wide my eyes,—

I did this to express surprise,—

And said, in voice that gruesome grew,
““This will not do.”

She often folded in her lap

Her hands, and like a saint she seemed;

She sat for hours and hours that way,

But when, one time, I heard her say

““I seen it,”” when she should have said

“I saw it,” I just shook my head,

Took my goloshes from the shelf,

And in the rain, walked by myself,

Remarking, *She's not what she seemed
Or what I dreamed.”

Moral.

Oh little girls with yellow hair

And angel looks, beware! beware!

Be very careful what you say,

Nor drive your dearest friend away
' By fearful grammar; and when you
Don't know exactly what to do

Or say — say nothing. No real saint
Was ever known to say, “I ain’t.”

THE SPELLING MATCH.

They'd all sat down but Bess and me
I surely thought I'd win.

To lose on such an easy word,

It was a shame and sin!

We spelled the longest in the book,
The hardest ones — right through,
““Xylography!” and *pachyderm,”
And “gniess” and phthisic,” too.

I spelled “‘immalleability,”
Pneumonia""— it was fun! *“
‘Phlebotomy " and *zoophyte,”

Each long and curious one

Then teacher gave a right queer smile
When Bess spelled “aquarelle,”

And backward quick she turned the leaves
And then she gave out “spell.”

I'm sure I never stopped to think
About that “double 1.”

It seemed like such an easy word;
But one can never tell.

“S-p-e-1,” I spelled it —

And how they all did laugh!

And teacher said “I think, my dear
Too edsy 'twas by half.”

THE EDUCATIONAL REVIEW.

NowBememnotproudnurmn
She said ‘‘ No wonder, Jane;
For we were thinking of big words.
You'd spell'it right again.”
I'm glad that it was Bess who won,
And not the others. Welll
If I did miss one lictle word e
I'showed that I could spell = '

Along the street there comes oo
A blare of bugles, amﬂed‘,_f.
Aﬂashofeolorbemthtbe" i
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