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Wild Geese. !
The wind blows, the sun shines, the birds sing loud ,
The blue, blue sky is flecked with fleecy dappled cloud,
Over carth’s rejoicing fields the children dance and sing,
And the frogs pipe in chorus, “It is spring! It is spring”

The grass comes, the flower l:mglu where lately lay the
snow,

O'er the breezy hill-top hoarsely calls the crow,
By the flowing river the alder catkins swing,
\nd the sweet song sparrow cries, “Spring! It is spring!"”
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Hark, what a clamor goes winging through the sky!

Look, children! Listen to the sound so wild and Iugh"

l ike a peal of broken bells,~kling, klang, kling.— :
Far and high the wild geese cry, “Spring! It is Spring."

Bear the winter off with you, O wild geese dear!

Carry all the cold away. far away from here:

Chase the snow into the north, O strong of heart and wing,

While we share the robin's rapture, crying, “Spring! 1t is
Spring!"—Celia Thaxter.

Ah, passing few are they who speak,
Wild, stormy month, in praise of thee:
Yet though thy winds are loud and bleak,
Thou art a welcome month to me.
For thou to northern lands again
The glad and glorious sun dost bring,
And thou hast joined the gentle tran
And wear'st the gentle name of spring.—Bryant.

Wake up. little flowers, why sleep you so long?
Don’t you know the bright springtime is here?

The snows of the winter are melted and gone,
And it's time your sweet faces appear.

The birds are coming home soon;
I look for them every day; .

I listen to catch the first wild strain,
For they must be singing by May.
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Wherever 1 wander, sweet isle of the ocean,
My thoughts shall still turn to thine emerald shore;
Ah! still shall my heart beat with fondest emotion,
While musing on scenes | shall visit no more.

Adieu, then, dear land of romance and wild story,
Thy welfare and honor forever shall be
The prayer of an exile, whose boast and whose glory
Is the tie that still binds him, loved country, to thee.
—dAnon.

An angel, robed in spotless white,
Bent down and kissed the sleepmg&lght

Night woke to blush; the-sprite was gone.

Men saw the blush and called it dawn.—Dunbar.

Educational Values.
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Courses or Stupy.—There is heard much com-
plaint and much ill-considered criticism of the
overcrowding of the public school curriculam.
Critics have counted the thirteen subjects mﬁu&

for the youngest grade and quoted the number as
though its mention proved that the course must be
overcrowded. But they have not named the
ject which children of that grade are not
of learning in some degree, and of ‘which
should not or need not know anything. - An
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