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THE PARISH SCHOOL ADVOCATE.

derspin, when he first began to teach his
untrained fluck, of the clamour that as-
sailed his ears when the parents had left
the sehool roum, of the expedient he
adopted by raising his wife’s cap on a
pole, and swinging it arvund the room
(thus giving his first object lesson), of
his after success, when his warmest wish-
es were realized ; and who that hasread
this has not felt that it was merely one
instance out of many such commence-
ments, which by perseverance and dili-
gence have become far more favourable
to young teachers, than if their endea-

vours at the onset had been attended
with less trouble and diffienlty.-—
There are several otier points of inter-
est connected with Infant Schools, which
I should le happy to bring hefore your
notice, but these 1 am afraid I must
Jeave till some future opportunity when
1 shall be glad of an occasion to enter
again upon a subject which I feel o be
one of great importauce to all, and to
none more than to the elementary teach-
er.
Journal of Education, Lower Canada.

MISCELLANEOUS.

THE PENITENT SCHOLAR.

Scroon is out.  The last lesson has
been recited and the evening hymn sung,
and the shoutsof merry voices are heard
on the green. Their spirits overflow
like long pent-up waters. But one of
their number remains behind. All is
quiet now in the school-room. There
sits the teacher at her dusk, with & sad
and troubled look. .

At one of the desks before her sits a
buy,whouse flushed countenance and flash-
ing eye tell of a struggle within, 1lis
arms are proudly folded, as in defiance,
and lus lips are compressed. He wilk
never say, ¢ I'm sorry, will you for-
give me !’ No! not he. s breath
comes thick and fast, and the angry
flush upon his check grows a deep erim-
son. The door stands invitingly open.
A few quick steps, and he can be be-
yond the reach of his teacher. lavo-
luntarily his hand snatches up his
cap. as she says, ¢ George, come to
me™. A mowent more and he has dart-
ed out, and isaway down the lane. The
teach:r’s fuco grons more sad ; her head
sinks upon the desk, and the tears will
come, as she thinks of the return he is
mahing for all her love and cave for
him.

The clock strikes five, and slowly put-
ting on her bunnet and shawl, she pre-
pares to go, when, looking out at the
duoor, she sees the boy coming toward
the schuul-house, now tok ngrapidste s
forward, as though feartul his resolu-
tions would fail hun ; then paosing, as
if ashamed to bo seen coming back.
What has thus chang d his purposo?

Breathless with haste, he bas throwa

.

himself down upon the green grass hy
the side of the creek, cooling his bur-
ning cheeks in the pure, sweet water ;
and as gradually the flush faded away,
50 1n his heart died away the anger le
felt toward his teacher.

The south wind, agit stole by, lift-
ing the hair from his brow, scemed to
whisper in his ear, ¢ This way, little
boy, this way,” and voices within him
murmured, ¢ Go back, go back.”” He
started to !is feet. Should he heed
those kind words—should he go back ?
Could hego? Ah! here was the strug-
gle. Could he be man enough to con-
quer his pride and anger, and in true
humility retrace his steps, and sy ¢« for-
give?” Could he goback? Ashe re-
peated these words he zaid to himself:
¢ I will go back;’’ and the victory was
won. Scon, with downeast eye and
throbbing heart, ha stood hefore his
teacher, acknowledging, in broken aec-
centg, his fanlt, and asking forgiveness.

The sunbeams streamed in through
the open window, filling the room with
golden light, but the sunlight in those
hearts was brighter yet. Ah, children,
if you would always havo the sunhight
in your hearts. never let the clouds of an-
ger rise to dim your sky.

He was a hero. He conquered bim-
self ; and Solomon 8-ys, ¢ He thot ru-
leth his spint, is better than he that
taketh a city.” At first he cowardly
ran away ; buthis courage came again ;
ho rallied his forces and took the eity.
Brave is the boy that has courage to do
right, when his proud heart says I
will not.
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