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EDITOR’S CHAT

My Dear Boys and Girls:

Onee more that wonderful month has
come—Juie, the month of rvoses, the
month of which the poets sing—and
the month of the year for which boys
and girls have longed and walted-—the
last month of school. To be sure, there
is for some of you a tag to June which
takes away some of its jov, and that is
oxaminations. TTow fearsome that word
<sotnds to the trembling, entrance can-
didates, and to the boys and eirls who
have perhaps slacked a little during
the term, or played too much on the
fone light evening when books were
calling to he opened.  IHowever, the
ond of June will see the end of all such
Foars and trembling and ahead of us
lie two magic months, July and August.
For many of us the fiest of July opens
the door into Nature’s Fair Land, for
it is the begining of long days out doors,
in the fields, on the lake shore ov in the
garden and cool golden evenings, when
we stay up just as long as we dare and
when the bedroom seems close and hot
and the world of moonlight and dosky
shadows outdoors the only place worth
while,  When you come pressing and
crowding through that door that leads
into Tloliday Land don’t leave hehind
you the sharp eyes and hearing ears
and quick brains you have found so

useful in school. Bring them all with
vou and use them cvery day. Don’t
lot those sharp eyes miss the beanty
of a single flower or the Tusciousness of
a sinele herry., Don’t let those hearing
ears he closed to the bird songs, and
the ericket ehirps awd the busy buzz of
all the little insect world! And instead
of pages of hooks and stretehes of black
board to study from, take the bee, the
ant, the squireel, the tree, the brooks,
the rivers and the hills, Have you heard
those tamous lines of Shakespeare:

And this our life exempt from publie
haunt

Minds tongues in trees, hooks in the
runniny brooks,

Sermons in stones, and good in every-
thing.

And so0 as you travel across the magie
carpet of flowers under the archway of
oreen trees towards the brown door of
September, stop, look and listen, and
et Mother Nature teach you her sweet
lessons all the holidays, so that you
may come back at the end of two
months with sharper eyes, keener ears,
and busier braing with tanned faces,
and bodies full of health and happi-
ness. Here's a happy holiday to every
hoy and girl!

OUR COMPETITION

The prize this month is won by a

very young competitor,—only cight
vears  old.  Agnes  MeCarthy, St

Patrick’s School, St Rose du lLac.
Honorable Mention is given to Teddy
Fitzmaurice, St. Rose du lac; va
Gaudry, Simonet Sehool; Jane Gaudry,
Simonet School; Roger Lavallee, Simo-
net School; Adrien Chartrand, Simonet

School;  Adelard  Carriere, Simonet
Nchool;  Auna Chart rand,  Simonet
School,; Pierre  Lavallee, Simonet
School;  Emma Lambert, Simonet
School; Catherine Lavallee, Simonet
School;  Florian  Tambert, Simonet

School ; Irene Dumaine, Ile-des-Chenes;;
Aurore Trudeau, He-des-Chenes; Anita

Beauchemin, Ie-des-Chenes; Yvonne
Beauchemin, Tle-des-Chenes: Herbert

Heisterman, Hamiota; Winnitred Mor-
rison. Hamiota; Jack Melean Yamiotas
Jaek Hovek, Hamiota.

Speeial mention is made of the little
paintings of birds which accompanied
the stories from Simonet School. They
were all well done and very interesting.
It was too bad that the stories were
more about hirds than, “what T did
for the birds’. We weleome to our
page four new contributors from lle-
des-Chenes, four peautifully written
stories, and two new contributors from
Hamiota.



