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I tried my lungs to see hiow much more they might stand, and
lifted up my eyebrows tu shake oft the mental stupor.

“¢Iirst class in figures ! shouted the mastor. .

One tall girl and two boys, not less than five feet each, without
cont ur vest, their suspenders drawn uver their woollen shirts,
strode up the aisle. They only brought slates and peucils with
them.

*“Change !” was the order.

Etta’s slute was passed to Charles ; Charles’s to Blake; and the
latter reached his proporty over to Ltta,

*Begin!”

I saw tho master furtively «pen a key, and lay a rulet across the
top.
Il)Ettn read, 5,624 dollars.”

“Wrong ! camo from the instructor. ¢ Charles!”

“p,625 dollars,” was the evidence furnished by tho lattor.

“Right 1™

T remarked that each pupil was scoring oft his neighbor’s property
with checks or zeros.

“acight ! Wrong! Wrong! Right!"” came from tho desk, in
response to the pupils’ various offerings.

This operation went on. I fell into a dreamy frame of mind,
which was disturbed by no conversation, no word of explanation,
noc<l:omnm'n”t or question, till I was roused again by the command,
¢ Chango !

Etta’s lips pouted as she saw the result of her slate, and Charles
gavo Bluke «sly nudgo with his elbow,

“Mwo pages of Cube Root!™ was the lesson for the foilowing day,
and the file retreated.

A rap at the door at this moment, accompanied by the lowirg of
a cow, brought every pupil's eyes up from his book ; and craning
ovoer their desks, they all looked out.

A handsome heifer put her nose in, and winked her great liquid
eyes at us; but a ro.gh man restrained Ler with a rope.

“ Come to seo if you don’t want to buy her, Mr. Brown. 1 know
it is school-keepin' time, but she'll be put up tv auction to-morrow,
She's full blood Durham.”

I did not hear the conditions of the bargain for the door swung
together ; but the master soon retiirned, motioned his oldest boy,
and told hiwa to take her home.

The school had brightened up ot this influx of fresh air and inter-
osting change of programme, and showed some signs of intellectual
hfe ; but I announced my departure by risiy, and makmg signs for
my parasol.

“Can't you stay to tho dingrams?” asked the master; *‘ would
like to have you, and thens ke some remarks,” runmng s fingers
through his heavy fovelock.

“1 ,think I must go; it is about three, and I wish to meet tho
stage.”

SWhat! don’t you have a box ! " he ejaculated, following me to
the door.

**Yes, grandfather has one; but I have a message for the driver.”

What was meant by the box would not be clear without 2 word
of comment. Hillside people pay the stage-driver one dollar a year,
and that entitles thom to their mail at night, and its delivery in the
morning. The receptacle employed for this office are usually cigar
or starch-boxes nail.d to u post that stands by the wayside in front
of the house. The more pretentious individuals, whose possessions
allow them to reach forth a little towards luxuries, have theirs
painted ; so as you ride through the one long, shady street of this
rural district, your eye lights upon these little white, yellow, snd
green signs, often in the morning flying a red flag to signal the
driver as he passes.

If 1 had escaped from a long sicge of captivity, I could scarcely
have welcomed the sweet air and warm sunshine with greater
delight ; and had the boys been out, Tan sure I should have joined
in their war-whoop with gusto. Ilow the river sparkled and the
hills smiled ! I walked along in the direction of the post-uftice, but
my mind was inwardly discoursing with itself. Here was a town
well advanced in all the modern improvements of house and farm !
Here they raised Durham stock, pure blood, and could show you
fowls in their henuneries that were prized at ten and twenty dollars
apicce ! Here the houses were painted white, and hung with green
blinds, aud surrounded by prelty door-yards and picketed fences.
Hery the women read IHarper's Bazaar, and knew how to drape
their dresses and friz their hair. Even the modern cook-booxks
were consulted for cake, and the housekeepers raise their bread

with tho patent compressed yeast. DBut there progress stopped.
It had not entored their schools or churches, or even rolled its car
within sight of their doors ; and this within a few hours’ ride of the
modorn Athens!—XN, E. Journal of Education,

Practical Methods.

A FRIDAY LESSON.

BY SARAH L. ARNOLD, MIDDLEBOROUGU, MASS.

It is Friday afternoon, and the childron are seated at their desks,
waiting expectantly, not for dismissal, but for the promised lesson.
¢¢ Tt shall bo differont from our other lesson.” Miss Hayes had said.
¢ We will make it the happiest lesson of the week, and it shall send
us home with sunny faces.” Then.her smilo was reflected in the
children's eyes, and their ready wills were at ono with hers.

Hugh cannot wait. His hand is hifted, and his lips are already
framing his question. ‘¢ Please tell us what the lesson 1s about.”
*That i3 for you to learn, with the rest,” is the teacher’s reply.
‘“You may ask questions ahoutit. I have something in my desk
that you w-« - see wheun you have found its name.”

Now the eyes are speaking in their eageruess, and tho hands are
flying. ¢ What colorisit?" ‘It is red.” **How large 13it?"
¢TIt must bo snaller than the desk,” says Lillie, with an amused
look. ‘It is aslarge as Henry's fist.” Honry had been gazing out
of the window, but is roused to somo measure of intorest by the
honor just conferred upon him., He doubles his fist, to aid his
jndgment, and inquires, *Isitacup?” “*No.” “A ball?” asks
hate. ““No.” *Is it to play with?” ¢“No.” “What is it
woud for?” “‘Ttis good to eat.” ““Anapple! anapple!” chorus
the voices. “Yes, it is an apple,” says Miss Hayes, drawing a
bright Baldwin fromn herdesk. ““‘Iknew you would find its name.
Now you may tell me first all you know about the apple.”

‘1t is good to eat,” says Mary. *‘Motier makes sauce and pies
from apples,” adds Jamie. “‘It grew on a tree,” Frank suggests.
¢ It is round and red,” Hugh offers.

‘Lot us see what wo can find in the apple,” says tho teacher, as
sho cuts it crosswise. ‘* What is there on the outside of the apple,
Mary?” “Skin.” * Whatisits color, class?” “Red.” ‘“How
many havesecn apples that were not red 7 The hands testify now
to_abundant kunowledge, aud the answers do mnot como singly.
¢ Russets are brown.” ~ ¢ We have some Porter trees at home, and
the apples are yellow.” * Hightops are yellow. They are early
apples.” ** Greenings are green when they are ripe.”

¢¢ Has tho skin of this apple always been red?” asks Miss Hayes,
“Oh, no! When the apple was green it wasn't.” *Tell us more
plainly what you mean, Jenuie.” ¢ Why, the skin isn't red until
the apple is ripe; it is green before.”

“‘How elso can we tell when the apple is ripe?*’ Hugh is ready
to tell, “‘ Tho apple is mellow, and tho sceds are dark. They are
white while the appleis green.” ¢TI don't think Baldwins are very
wmellow in the fall,” amends Frank. **They are when they are ripe
enough to eat,” avers Hugh,

““What do you see beneath the skin?” is the teacher’s next
question. **White.” ** What name do you give it 7 “Ttis the
part we eat,” says Kate, quite sure that such knowledge is sufticient.
It is called the pulp,” says Miss Hayes. ‘I want you to learn
something now about it this afternoon.” Taking from her desk a
magnifying-glass she held it over the apple, and called the children
in turn to_the desk. * Now tell mo what you have seen through
the glass,” she continues, as the last small investigator returus to
his seat. ¢ Little round specks.”™ * Little whito balls.” ¢¢Little
grains,” are some of the answers ; nntil Mary, with huppy thought,
suggests *‘ Cells.” Then they accept her tern, and state readily, in
reply to the teacher’s question, that tho pulp 1s composed of cells.
¢ I will serape the pulp with my knife, and Kato may tell the class
what sho secs upon the blade.” “ Juice,” asserts Kate, *“The
juice spreads ali over the blad-+.” ** Then what must the pulp-cells
contain " ** Juice,” is the unanimous verdict.

¢¢ Now notico these little chambers within the apple,” says Miss
Hayes, pointing to the seced.cells. ** What do they contain?”
“Seceds.” ““Thoy are tho seed-cells. Tell mo how many there
ard”  “Five,” they count. ‘I want you to notice the number
in other apples, and tell me how many you find. Hugh may come
,and look t the seeds, then represent their shape on the bosrd.




