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IX. WMiscellaneons,
1. THE SCHOOL-MASTER’S GUESTS.

From Farm Legends, Published by Belford Brothers, Toronto. -

: L
Tk‘gisirict school-master was sitting behind his great book-laden
es]
clole‘V'V-':Lt’chin the motions of scholars, pathetic and gay and
g
8rotesque.
“hisper the half-leafless branches, when Autumn’s brisk breezes
Hig jove come, .
httle scrub-thicket of pupils sent upward a half-smothered

Iik um,
® the frequent sharp bang of a wagon, when treading a forest
hupath 0’61', .
unded the feet of his pupils, whenever their heels struck
e floor.

And the children’s hot faces were streaming, the while they were
freezing their backs.

ILL

Now Marco Bozzaris had fallen, and all of his suff’rings were
oer,

And the class to their seats were retreating, when footsteps were
heard at the door ;

And five of the good district fathers marched into the room in
a row

And stood themselves up by the hot fire, and shook off their white
cloaks of snow ; ,

And the spokesman, a grave squire of sixty, with3 countenince
solemuly sad,

® was little Tom Timms on tl.e front seat,
Whose face withstanding a drouth ;
Jolly Jack mbs just behind him, with a
Tainy new moon for a mouth.

Ao

e were both of the Smith boys, as studious

Audas.if they bore names that could bloom ;

Jim Jones, a heaven-built mechanic, the
8lyest young knave in the room,

1th 2 countenance grave as a horse’s, and
QueJ8 honest eyes fixed on a pin,
" e-bent on a deeply-laid project to tunnel
v0e Hawkins’s skin.

© were anxious young novices, drilling
L0u ({heu— spelling-books into the brain,

“Puffing each half-whispered letter, like
N engine just starting its train.

. Wag one fiercely muscular fellow, who
And"“owled at the sums on his slate,

. leereq at the innocent figures a look of
Unspeakable hate,
8¢t his white teeth close together, aud

‘OKQVe his thin lips a short twist,

4

Bay. ¢ T could whip you, confound you !
ould such things be done with the fist 1

Were two knowing girls in the corner, each one with some

1) ‘l‘):a}‘ty Ppossessed,
hlspl:;r discussing the problem which one the young master
st.

Paing,
vg.l;ﬁshed brave Marco Bozzaris while bleeding at all of his
83

Ay
2 goy on the floor to be punished, a statue of idleness

Stooq,

the front, with their readers, were telling with difficult

lflms at all o.f the others, and enjoying the scene all he

1L

%‘llld Were the walls gray and dingy, which every old school

Wigy“Retum hath, ’ ‘

ofml:‘;g a break on their surface, where grinned a wood-grating

A, :

q‘mehairof thick plaster, just over the school-master’s rickety
3

by

'.derewedre. tracks on the desks where the knife-blades had wan-

a"'hl‘qat’ningly o’er him suspended, like Damocles’ sword

“ AND NODDED OBLIQUELY, AND MUTTERED, ‘ THEM ’ERE IS MY SENTIMENTS TEW.’”

Spoke thus, while the children all listened, with all of the ears
that they had :

‘“ We've come here, school-master, intendin’ to cast an inquirin’
eye ’round, ’

Concernin’ complaints that’s been entered, an’ fault that has lately
been found ;

To pace off the width of your doin’s, an’ witness what you’ve been

about,

An’ see if it’s payin’ to keep you, or whether we’d best turn ye
out.

“The first thing I’'m bid for to mention is, when the class gets up
to read

You give ‘em too tight of a reinin’, an’ touch ’em up more than
they need ;

You’re nicer than wise in the matter of holdin’ the book in one
han’

An’ you ‘turn a stray g in their doin’s, an’ tack an odd d oun their
an’.

There ain’t no great good comes of speakin’ the words so polite,
as I see,

Providin’ you know what the facts is, an’ tell ’em off jest as they
be.

An’ 'ihetn there’s that readin’ in corncert, is censured from first unto
ast ;

It kicks up a heap of a racket, when folks is a travelin’ past.

Whatever is done as to readin’, providin’ things go to my say,

Sha’'n’t hang on no new-fangled hinges, but swing in the old-
fashioned way.”

ton, D 8earch of their prey ;
d‘y.ps were as duskily spattered as if they drank ink every
Yy ﬂ'EInm 8tove it puffed and it crackled, and broke out in red-
the .8 Sores,
'i’ut.(g;f’;;og?n quadruped trembled like a dog fierce to rush

b

Hp:n&wi}?:kml?:ked in at the windows ; the gale pressed its

And the other four good district fathers gave quick the consent
that was due,

lAnd nodgled obliquely, and muttered, ‘‘ Them ’ere is my sentiments
tew.’



