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sky, and in the autumn, its crirnson is so
rieh, one miglit term it the blush of the
woods!

Fifth Pupil:
And the I3eeeh, how cheerful its

snow-spotted trunk iooks in the deep

the dayThght woods! of the flame of
ioouigh kIndiansmes ite int cousnc

Seveth Pup il:
NThe Oe sa wheat favreeite os. mine.

sunik a reat of gree t edur for
age. Taih chuids gahr the vile at

ing an mkdes it the embiemnfhi

SEghth iPupil:

Wein nowl crin tothney tofail thy
agestfre. The o akr tay bioet kin
isoft owas bu the pinket is kion o
the has Thr he l tift beis ghty r

front like the warrior lie is, and whien
lie is roused to meet the onsiauglit of
,the storm, the battle-cry lie sends down
the wind is heard above ail the voices
of the greenwood.

Ninth Pup il:
We will merely toueh, in passing,

upon the Hemioek, with its masses of
evergreen needies, and the Cedar with
its misty blueberries; and the Sumac
with its clusters of crimbon, and the
Witch-hazel, smîling at winter, with its
curled, sharp eut flowers of golden vel-
vet.

Tentli Pupil:
Did you ever, while wandering in the

forest about the first -of June, have your
eyes dazzied at a distanee with what
you supposed to be a tree ladened with
'snow? It was the Dog-wood, glittering
in its white blossoms. It briglitens the
iast days of spring with its floral beauty.

Eleventli Pupil:
Whie admiring the Dog-wood, an

odor of exquisite sweetness lnay sainte
you; and, if at ail conversant in tree
knowledge, you will know it is the Bass-
wood, ciustered withi yeilow blossoms,
golden beils pouring out sueh strong,
delicions fragrance, you must ail realize
the idea of Shelley.

Ail:
And the hyacinths, purpie and white and blue,
Whieh flung from its beils a sweet peal anew,
0f music so delicate, soft and intense,
It was feit like an odor within the sense.

Two Little Roses
One merry summer day
Two roses were at play;
Ail at once tliey took a notion
They would like to run away!

Qucer littie roses;
iFunny littie roses,

To want to run away!
They stole aiong my fence;
They eiambered up my waii;
They climbed into my window
To make a xnorning eall!

Queer littie roses;
Funny iittle roses,

To make a morning eall!


