
AND CANADIA

(J0) A FLOCK OF BIRDs.

1. An old-fashoned cooking utenfil.
2. To shrink with dread.
3. To steal and a preposition.
4: The noise of scissors and a vowel.
5. A country of Europe.
6. Nominal value and to dec'ay.
7. A contest and a blot.
8. A consonant.
9. A silly person.

10. A wild fruit and a consonant.
(11) CHARADE.

My first is to study intently
Amy subject which occurs to the mind 
My second is the pride of bis arents
If to honor them he is inclineds;
My third is a model of patience.
Though only an insect weak;
My whole is a single letter
Heard in every word you speak.

Answters to the above must be received by us not
l'ter than March 25, and everyone competing for
a prize must write us on some subject which they
may choose themselves. If they do not we will not
place their letters in competition. If the prizes
we offer are not sufficient to induce every competi.
tor to try bard to obtain one of them, we do not
care to waste our time over answers which cost
them little or no exertion. Remember, children,
and make your replies as perfect as it is possible
for you to make them, and do everything in life
in the sane way.

Poet ry.

In School-Days.
Dy J. c. wrrE.

Still sits the school-house by the road, a raggcd
bear suyning,

Arou it stiUl the sumachs grow, the 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 worn
sill, betraying

The feet that, creeping slow to sehool, vent storm-
ing out to playing !

Long ycars ago a winter sun shone over ;t at set-
tmg,

Lit up its western windon -panes and low caves',
icy fretting. .

It touched the golden, tangled curs, and brown
eyes full of grieviag,

Of one who still ber steps delayed when ail the
school were leaving.

For iear ber stood the little boy her chil(ish favor
singled;

His cap pulled low upon a face where pride and
shame were mimgled.

Pushing with restless feet the snow to r-ght and
left, lie liugcred;

As restlessly lier tiny bauds the blue-checked apron
fingered.
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Ie saw lier lift ber eyes ; le felt the soft hand's
light caressing,

And beard the trembling of ber voice, as if a fault
confessing.

"I'm sorry that I spelt the word ; I hate to go
above you,

Because "-the brown eyes lower f ell-" Because,
you sec, I love you !"

Stil memory to a grey-haired mau that sweet child-
face is showing-

Dear girl! the grasses on her grave have forty
yeare been growing.

He lives ta learn, in life's bard school, how few
who pass above huin

Lament their triumph and his loss, hke ber, be-
cause they love him.

The Snack in School.
A district school, not far away,
'Mid Berkshire hills, one winter's day,
WVas humming with its wonted noise

Of threescore mingled girls and boys-
Some few upon their tasks intent,
But more on furtive mischief bent:
The while the master's downward look
Was fastened on a copy-book,
When suddenly belhind his back,
Rose, lond and clear, a rousing smack,
As't wer- a battery of bliss
Let off in one tremenduons kiss !
"'Whîat's that ?" the startled master cries.
"That, thir," a little imp replies,
"Wath William Willith, if you pleashe,
I thaw him kith Thuthannali Peathe !"
With frown to make a statue thrill,
The master thundered "Hither, Will "
Like wretch o'ertaken in bis track,
With stolen chattels on hi% back,
Will hung bis head in fear and shame,
And to the awful presence came-
A great, green, bashful simpleton,
The butt of aIl good-natured funi
With smile suppressed, and birchi norais'd,
The threat'ntr faltered-"I'm amazed
That you, my biggest pupil, should
Be gi'ty of an act so ru e !
Before the whole set school to boot-
What evil genius put you to't ?"
"'Twas she, herself, sir,*' sobbed the lad,
" I didn't mean ta be so bad-
But when Susannah shook ber curls,
And whispered I was'fcared of girls,
And lussn't kissa baby doli,
I couldn't stand it, sir, at ail!
But up and kissed ber on the spot.
I know-boo-hoo--I ought to not,
But, somehow, fron her looks-boo-hoo-
I thought she kind o' wished me to

Publishers' Department.

Ti!uT )SHOEST AC.FT.-Although we have
done ail in our power tu ascertan the whereabouts
of Mr. Wicks, whose irregilaities were noticed in
our last inmber, we have been unable to reach him.
We believe he has discontinued ta canvass for this
paper, and bas gone to look for some new sphore of
operation in pastures green.

lu our last we stated our position quite plainly.


