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varying demands of the moment. Of course
such liberty is safeiy grauted only to good
teachers ; but can an elaborate course of
study get satisfactory resuits fromn poor
teachers ? A fine school-buiiding is weil,
but brains are better than bricks. A course
of study may be rnetaphysically perfect, but
only true men and women can make truc.
nmen and women of pupils.

THE CENTENNIAL.
We give the hymn by Vihittier, that ivas

set to music by John K. Paine and sung
with, nianificent effect at the opening exer-
ciscs.
Our fathers' God!1 from out whose baud
The centuries fali like grains of sand,
Vie meet -. )day, united, free,
And loyal to our land and Thee,
To thank Thee for the era donc,
And trust Thcc for the opcning one.

Here, wherc of oid, by Thy design,
The fathers spake that work of Thine,
Whosc echo, is the glad refrain
0Of rended boit and fallen chain,
To grace our festal time, froni al
The zones of earth our guests wc cali.

B3e with us whiic the uew world greet:ý
The old world thronging all its streetý,
Unvailing afl the triuniphs; -won
By art or toil'beneath the sun;,
And unto commnon good. ordaiin
This riva]ship of hand and brain.

Thou, who hast here ini concord furlei
The war flags of a gathered world,
Beneath our Western skies fulfil
The Orient's mission of good wili,
And, frcighted with lovc's Golden Fee, 1
Send back the Argonauts of peace.

For art and labor met in truce,
For beauty mnade the bride of use
Wc thank Tbee, while, withal, we crav-e
The austere virtues strong to save,
The- bor proof te place or goid
The manhood neyer bought for sold t

O 1 make Thou us, through centries 1ongý,
la peace secure, in justice §trong j
Arounid our gift of freedo m draw
The safeguards of Thv rightcous law
And, cast ini sorne diviner mould,
Let the new cycle shane the cQldi~

IN SCHOOL-DAYS.
J. G. WHITTIER.

Stili sits the sehool-house by the road,
A ragged beggar sunning ;

Around it stili the sumnachs growv,
And blackberry vines are running.

Within, the master's desk is seen,
Deep scarred by raps official ;

The warping floor, the battered seats,
The jack-knife's carved initial;

The charcoal frescoes on its wall;
The door's wom sill, betraying

The feet that, creeping slow to sdi ool,
Went storming out to playing

Long years ago a winter sun
Sb.one over it at setting,

Lit up its western windowv-panes
And Iow eaves' icy fretting ;

It touched the golden, tangled curis,
And brown eyes full of gnievrng,

0f one who stili ber steps delayed
When ail the school were leaving.

For near her stood the littie boy
Her chiidish favor singled ;

Bis cap pulled low upon a face
Where pride and shame were mingled.

Ptshing with restiess feet the snow
To right and lefr, he lingered;

M'~ restlessly frr tiny. hands
*lue bliuechieceed apron fingered..

Re saw her lift ber eyes ; he felt
The soft han's; light caressing,

Anzd beard the trembiing of her voice,
As ifa fault: confessing.

"Fm "or that 1 spelt the worc'..
1 hate to go abdve you,

Becanse "---the brown eyes lower fel-
Il L-use, you see, 1 love you r'

SCMl m emory to -a gray-haired muan
That sweet child-face is showing-

Dear gil 1 the grasses on ber grave
Have forty years been growing.

He I1vi Mo learu, in life's hard school,
Hov few who pass above him

Xament their triumph and his loss,
Like bcxý because they love bim.
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