I This is my Bible holy !

SARBRATH

The Young

Thatetobeaboy! 1 do!
Thie pile of books—I hate theu too !
Uli tear them il in tatters !
Grammar, good.bye—those boys arc fuuls,
Who keep a book so full of rules,
And ali sush tedious matterss.

Geography—brim(ul of nanies
One can't pronounce—now (o disdain
Such nonsense, 1've a notion ;
Oid Atlas ! see ! how 'l tear you,
Acrose from China 1o Peru,
And down the Atlantiec Ocenn.

Arithmetic! you awful book !
I will not give a perting look,
As | your leaves destroy :
There—gou !—and you! go strew the floor!
Il never stndy any more—
U hate to be a boy !

Here's ane book more—pray what are you !
Now I will tear your pages ton,
So grave and melancholy—
This bouk ! my mother gave me this!
Dear mother ! 1 seorm to feel her kins ;
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SCHOOL,

RESORD, D2y

Destructive.

My Bible ! no! I cannot bear
Those dear and hicased leaves to tear;
My Bible . oh, my mouther,
Oh, what a naughty boy I've heen,
1 Ivive been guilty of great sm,
P'il net commnt another.
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' My mother dear—she brought me al)

‘T'hese old echool.books-—could 1 recail
What I've eo madly done;

" Rhe made the covers all so neat,

And Inoked 50 loving and so xweet
Upon her little son,
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i Why dues ghe wish that [ should burn

With strong desire and wieh to learn ?
>I'e surely for iny goud.

She kuew "twonld make me hike a nan,

I'v have me study, think, and plan-— !
And 1 suppose it would.

They were my friends, theee old echool.books,
And I with angry, hatetul looks,
Did spurn them from my heart ,
They were to teach me what is right,
To give me knowledge and trae light,
And wisdom pure impart.




