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and holy purpose, in is name to de-
velop ail reverence and humility. Let
me then get now and again and ever,
away from the idea of doing a fair
day.'s work for a f air day's wages,
away from the worship of books and
marks and cndless vortices of examina-
tions, and risc to the grandeur of my
commission. The beginning and end
and centre of my efforts is the welf are
of the littie child. And ail truc wclfare
looks towards the eternities-the eter-
nities of faith and hope and love. And
these are the only eternities. ''For
whether there be prophecies they shall
fail; and whcther there be tongues they
shail cease; and whether there be
knowlcdge it shahl vanish away...
But now abidcth faith, hope, charity,
these three. "

But there arc other voices yet to join
in the eall to service. With brawny
arm and coal-blacked face the father
comes leading- the treasures of his
home. "Ail day and every day, and al
the days, I toil and labor that happi-
ness and comfort may be the lot of
these my children. My hammer rings
upon the anvil; the bright steel twists
andi turus, and flcry showcrs fill the air:
the wheezing bellows puif and blow;
and the furnace leaps in living flames;
yet my arm tires not and my ardor does
not cease. What to me is labor, what is
toil, what the sweat-drops and the
numbing pain? The hardships I have
known must not be known to these, or
they must suifer in a milder form; their
lives must take a wider range, their
joys be of a higher kind. Lead them
out into a nobler manhood. Widen
their knowledge, elevate their tastes;
Iead them to purer springs and ward
them from, the pitfalls that besét the
path of youth. Scîf-reverence, self-
knowledge, self-control, these would I
have them learn, so that when they
reach the man's estate, they may go
forth to meet the world as equals of
the highest-not as slaves who cannot
think, and choose and act.'"

The mother too, with carncst plead-
ing face briugs forth her jcwels. ''At
midnight's hour mny tears have moist-
ened the warm cheeks of these my help-
less littie ones; my evening prayer bas
borne them to the throne of God, that

He might guide and bless tliem ahl the'
way. My days are spcnt in planning for
their happiness and peace, my niglits in
thinking of their faults and their mis-
decds. Hclp me then to head them to
the truth. When thcy go wvrong bc
patient and bc kind, they arc but
humaji, and bcing human they are born
to err. In the iiamc of Him, who blesscd
thcm wvhen tlicy came to meet His loy-
ing gaze, lcad thou tlieir footsteps into
proper wvays. No knowlcdgc and not
power do I wish, but simphy this, that
th cy ni ay kiiow a purer and truer life. "

What they can I say to these appeals?
In mny heart I know what should be
said. 1 inay not make them scholars,
let me make them men; I may not make
them learned, let me make them pure.
Ail that is bcautiful and truc and good;
ail that is merciful and mild and
hovcly; ail that is refining and ennob-
ling and instructive I shahl place before
their minds. To quieken the intellect;
to broaden the sympathy; to develop
'the will; to cultivate good manuers, to
stimulate right tastes; to encourage
noble and unselfish action; to enrich
thouglit and to perfect the power of
expression-these must be my aims.
And with such aims, woe is me, if I
sink to the level of a tyrànt hired
drudgre, wbo measures his tasks by
hours, and who knows not but to drive
and force, and hurry through the duil
routine of hearing hessons and impos-
ing tasks. Once again, let me say it:
"Above books and creeds, above meth-
ods and devices, above programmes of
study and final examinations, above
selfishness of parents and ambition of
teachers, ahove business necessities and
above dollars and cents, stands the one
objeet of considération in the sehool,
the little child. lus good is the only
good; for him the sehool with ahl that
pertains to it, most properly exists.''

But this is not ail. My country, my
God, and the parents have spoken. In
articulate speech have they made their
wishcs kuown. Now I feel the toueh of
a baud, and eyes that speak what no
tongue could utter, are lifted in trust
and hope to minie, and if 1 could ex-
press iii words the mcaning of tlieir
gaze, I know that neyer more would
this my calliiig secem nnworthy, neyer


