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FOR FRIDAY AFTERNOONS.
Motion' Play-- -The Wmnds.

(To Teach Directions.)

L.

Up from ,the south came a gentie breeze,
(point south)

It rockcd the bird's nest in the trees,
(wave both arns)

It said, "The summer is alrnost over,
Fly away birds, it is late October.' (wave arrns)

Oh, ho, oh, ho, hear the wesýt winds blow,
(point west)

The daisy buds are nodding so, (nod heads)
It said, "We'il shake the gay leaves down,

(taise and lower arms)
Leaves of red and yellow and brown."

Up frorn the eat came the wind again
Dôwu feU the gentie drops of tain
It m»W, "We wiii water thec thirsty flowers,
For earth is refteshcd by gentie shovers"

(point east)
(tap desks)

4.

The .orth wWn came wth roiickng song,
It shook the applctree, sturdy and strong,

(shake with right hand)
It mid, "It te vinter, ha! lha1 ho!1 ho!1
Theu down fe'l the féathery flakes of snow!

(Raime and Iower amas, gcotly shaking fingers).
Kâtderg«ie-Primary Méaaine.

An Apple I*ssn..
(By a Girl).

When teacher balied the apple clasa, they gathered round
toue

What questibn decp in apple lore their task that day right
be

"Now tell me," said the teacher to littie Polly Brown,
"8Do apple seeds gtow pointing *up, or are they pointing

d,o 1

Pont Polly didn't know, for ahe had neyer thought to look,
(And that's tie kind of question you can't find in a book.)

end of the wholc big apple clasa flot one srnall pupil knew
if apple sceds point up or down' But, then, my dear, do

you? -Si. Nirhola.

God corne down ini the tain,
Amd Uic crops grow tal -

This is thc country faith,
And the best of ail.

-Norman Gale.

Farewell Summer.
(Trhe Wild Aster.)

lni the meadows vicar the mill,
Biy the waysi<ie, on the bUtl;
ln the ficldti that wander down
'lu the Megs of the town,
And beside the Iarm bouse door,

«"F-arcwdTl ummer" bloorns once more.

Little1 asters blue and white.
Many as thec stars at, night.
Summer's flowers have blown away;
Now you corne to make us gay.
WVhen the filids are growing brown,
And the leaves corne fluttering down.

Ilnw 1 love to gather you,
Purpie flowers and white and Mue.
On the cioudy aft. rnoons,
%%%en the wind makc., plit.ant turne
In the orchard grame dry,
Whcre the ripetied appples lie.

Dear to me are days of sprint,
And the:sum.mr makes me sing;
Winter bas its turnes of cheer,
Buthe best days of the year
Corne when, cicet beide our door,

"Farewell summer" blooms once more.
-&Nihé.

Faded L«vos.

The hil are bright wth inaptes yet;.
But down the level larnd

The beech-Ieaves rustie in the wind
As dry and brown as un.d.

The clouds in bars of rusty red
Along the hilitope glow,

And in the still, sharp air the froot
la like a dream of snow.

The bernies of the briar mms
Have lost their rounded pride,

The bitter-swect chryuantbemume
Are drooping heavy-cyed.

The pigeons' black and! wavéring li=e
Are swinging towatd the smn;

And ail the wide and withered fi".d
Proclaim the summer donc.

His store of nuts and acorns now
Theaquirrel hastes to gain,

And ets bis boume in order for
The winter's dteary rcign.

'Tis tirne to ligbt the evening lire,
To read good books, to ing

The low and! lovely songe that brmthe
0f the eternal spring. - N


