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l'Il tell you how the sun rose-.
A ribbon at a lime,

The steeples swarn in amethyst.
The news like scjuirrels ran.

The his untied their bonnets,
The bobolinks begun,

Then 1 said softly 10 myseif,
''That must have been the suin!'

Buit how he set, 1 know not,
There secmed a purpie stile,

Which littie yellow boys and girls
Were cliînbing ail the while.

Till when thcy reached the other side,
A dominie in gray

Put gently up the evening bars,
And led the flock away.

-Emily Dickinsoii.

Bees
Bees don't care about the snow;
I can tell you why that 's so:

Once 1 caught a 11111le bce,
Who wvas niuch 100 warmn for nie!

-Frank Dempter Sherman.

The Schoolfellow
Oiir gaine wvas his but yesteryear;

We wished him baek; we eould iiot know
The scîf-same hour we missed him here-

11e led thé line that broke the foc.

]3lood-red behind our guarded posîs,
Sauk as of old the dying day;

The battle ceased: the mingled hosts,
Weary and chcery, went their way.

"To-morrow well may bring," we said,
"As fair a figlit, as cîcar a sun. "

Dear lad, before the word was spcd,
For evermore thy goal was wvon.

-Newbolt.

The squirrel said, ''It is growing chll I,
The wind-falls have gone to the eider miii,
But there 's many a ehestnut buirr,

lleady ho burst at the frost 's first touch.
If snow flics soon, 1 shan't immid much,

Wrapped in my thickening fur."


