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Children's Departmeflt

i Scythe Song
Andrew Lang

Mow-ers, weary and brown, and blithe,

Wlat is the word inethinks you know,

Endless over-word that the Scythe

Sings to the blades of the grass below?

Scvtlies that swing in the grass and clover,

Soinething, stili, they say as they pass;

Whiat is the word that, over and over,

'Sings -the Scythe to the flowers and grass?

Jiushi, ah hush, the Scythes are sayiflg,

IIush, and heed not, and fali asleep;

llush, they say to the grasses swayiflg;

Ilusli, they aing to the clover deep!

llushi-'tis the ]ullaby Time is singng-

Hush, and heed not, for ail things pass;

Hush, ah hush! and the Scythes are swingiflg

Over the elover, over the grass!
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Mýy (lear BOYS and Giris-Let us hope
that through the long, happy days of
JIuly an(î August you h~ave not forgot-

t"YOurÉ old friend "The Children's
Page," and the competition for which

we get so many good stories every

lkot-If your mind has been s0 fi11-
ed1 With Pienicking and basebail, berry-

-Plcking, gardening, driving and work-
119that You have forgotten us, surely

thesihtofthe familiar schoolroom and
_0 the bright cover of the Journal will

eemind yoli of us 1again, and you will
send u~s in stories and letters very soon.

Weiî, did you ai] have a lovely holi-
'day? i can't imiagine hearing a "ný
to that (lUes tion, because as long as you
have health an'd strength, and God's
906d Outdoors to play iii, it would be
a hîer boy or girl who could not enjoy
t.emselves. We can fancy what splen-

did PiCnies yon had, when you played
gae and chased gophers, and climbed

thee8, andePerîîaps went swimmning, and
thPn ae nde to the lovely shady

]Plce'Inerthe trees where the

"igrowfl,'-UP5' hiad spread a cloth and

covered it with dishes of ail the good

things to eat that boys (and girls, toO'

dream of. There were sandwiches, we

lknow, and cakes with every color of

icing, and pies, and littie tarts, 1and

doughnUts, and tea and lemionade. And

littie spiders dropped down from the

trées and visited the sugar, and green

worms humped themnselves up the

girls' skirts and miade themn screamn.

Perhaps an cnterprisig caterpillar

wigg]ed his woolly length over the

cloth, with his round eye fixed 'on a

sugary cooky. And you ate and ate,

and then drove hoine in the eveniflg

through. the beautiful wheat fields.
B]ackbirds and crows were flying

everywhere and perchiflg on, everY

fence. And there was the schoolhoflse,

looking so deserted. And after a while

the mon showed her big, round, smiil-

ing face over the horizon lille, and sev-

eral sleepy children tuinbled into bed,

so tired and so happy. Then we know

.you ivent out pickiflg raspberries and


