
> INDEX TO THE FIRST LINES.

PART I.

JUVENILE DIVISION.
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A luinKiy lox oncduy did Hpy
y\tn4>iiK the «U)«'|)«*tiit HliiuU'H of..

CliUdruii, Ro
Coiiu' iM>w, my \>toi\y \iU\v.

For a HoaHon calV'd to itart..

Oatlior, catlior, the bill dotli.
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Uuutle •)c>siu<, meek iiiul mild .
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Ui|tt,wc hTuiuI, liuiid ill liuiid..

H(plio|), liop :

jlirari, tender Slienlierd, hear .

Lord, a little bniid and lowly..

March away, and keep Kood..
March awav, march away
My merry little fly, play hr«re"..

Now Ih it not a pity when a . .
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Now we, li tlh' children..... ...

Oh dear ! what can the matter.
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Oh Miiy, l»n>«y bee. wliKlier now.
Oneu there Via* A little hoy
rr«'(ly bee, piuy tell me why...,
School in a pleaHiiru
Silently ;

The dew wan hijlinjj liiMt
'.

'i'lKMiorth wiiid doth blow......
The Hparrow b»ild« Imt clever.

.

Tht«ie-t;»ine to my wiiifiloVv one.,

'I'hero iM a bird of phimapfe ran
Thi.H ift the way we \vu«h our..
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To be in ^o6«l time is a
To the ('eiitral School we >jo..
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Twinkle, twinkle, llttie Htur
Up the liillH at eurly morn. .

\\ e deliKht in our kcIiooI. ......

Yeu, tear not, Icar not, little.. .
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. PART II.

SENIOR DIVISION.

A farmer's life's the life for me. M
As oft in my 8mithy I'm blowing 93
Away, for once wjtli learned. -. .. 47

Away over mountain, iaway. . •, ^ 53
Away with glo(mi and Hudncss . K7

Keforc all landn in east or wetit 80
lieforc the hill of Hciou«o. .i.i.. 71

lie kind to thy father..".......,.. 83
Be thou, O (jod, exalted high.

.

42
Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 53
Come again. .......... ... . .— 43

Come, come dear 8choolinate». . G^

Come sound the merry tabor. . . 46
Fear no more the heat o' the. . . 02
Fflintly an tolls the evening 81

Father of all, we bow to thee..

(jather y«' rosebudn while y«.. .

,

(jlooiny looks the sky to-diiy . .

.

(jio, yoiilh beloved, in distant.,

.

lloW calm is the suinmorVea's..
How Bweet the sound, when..„

.

Higher, higher will we climb. .

.

Home, homo! name bow.
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Aiouost lellow, sore boaet. . . . . . . 91


