
POEYWý'. 20

thropy of the sentiments it breathed, lie re-
marked in a deep and tremulous strain of
eamnest pathos, '"Refuse relief to the Irish,
,rellow citizens! Refuse relief to sufféring
Ireland! when every battie field iii Amnerica,
from, Quebec to 2lfontcrey, has been crim-
soned with Irish blood?" Although the
whole speech came in those thrilling tones,
for w'hich the elocution of Clay was so re-
Markable, these two emnphasized- .vords fell
upon the hearers %vith the startling force
of an electric shock. The people and mnany
of the youth of Ontario have lately hiad
niany opportunities of listening to one ofi
the great masters of vocal expression, (Wmn.
Mý\orley Punshon,) and ail who have ob-
served his wonderful style of delivery will
admit that one of the secrets of effect in
his style lies iii the musical cadence of his
emphatic words. These words rivet the
meaning becauise they always com;e home

tô the b-airt, somnetimes reminding one of
wvingeu and pointed àrrows, sometimes of
carrier doves, apd soiéti.mes of bomb-
shelis. True, our schoolboys may flot al
become Chathamns, Clays or Punshons, but
ail would be benefited by a more intiniate
acquaintance wnith emphasis in reading. In
making a special effort in this direction,
care must be taken that the result be neith-
er unnatural nor meéhanical.

"Ail affectation but creates disgust,
And e'en in speaking we niay secmn too justL."

T;ie sj5i-it of thte comp~osition must alwvays
be the keynote to the style of its delivery;
iife, zeai, and freshness must be infused at
every reading even if it be the hundredth
time of selection, and if the teacher be
equal to the occasion this niay be clone,
and dullness, znonotony, and rapid inechan-
ical utterance will be driven from the field.

TO A CHILD SLEEPING IN SCIJOOL.

Bi~ MRS. J. C. YULE.

How now my bey ! thy books are thrownm aside,
Thy rosy cheek is bowed, and thou'rt asleep-
Aye, fast asleep ! and dreaming, it may be,
0f pleasant pastimes in the open fields,
0f murmuring brooks and biight-winged singing birds,
Or happier scenes at homne.

How sound he sleeps!
My fingers stray among these golden curis,
Yet rouse him flot from this serene repose
Which wraps his senses now. One littie stroke
0f this light twig upon these finger ends,
How qutick 'tivouid bring the hot biood rushing uip
'l'o, thesc pure, lily temples! How the hands
Would grasp haif consciously the fallen book,
And quickened thought instinctively would. turn
To the negiected lesson, dreamiiy
Remembering 'twas not learned!

Poor little boy!
This shail flot be. 'Tis a rude hand, nîethinks,
W'ould dare profane stich hallowed repose,
Or caîl a spirit from such blissfuil rest
Sooner than nature wills to this stern world-
This wvorld of ceaseless toil.
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