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I tried iy lungs te see how niuch more they mîight stand, and witlh the patent compressed yeast. But there progres stopped.
lifted up mny eyebrows tu shake off the nental stupor. It had not entered tieir schools or churches, or even rolled its car

'" First class in figures !" shouted the master. within siglit of their doors ; and this within a few hours' ride of the

One tall girl and two b9ys, not less than five feet eaclh, without modern Athens B-N. . Journal of Educailon.
coat ur vest, their suspenders drawn over their wuollen shirts,
strodo up ihe aisle. They only brouglit slates and penicils with
themn. 4l2Ctil etilh .

" Change !" wtas the order.
Etta's slate was passed to Charles ; Charles's to Blako ; and the

latter reacied his property over te Etta. A FRIDAY LESSON.
" Begin ! "
I saw tho moaster furtively i poi a key, and lay a rulot.across the BY SARAU L. ARtNOLD, MIDDLEBoROIUoH, MASS.

top.
Etta read, "5,624 dollars." It is Friday afternoon, and the clildren aro seated at their desks,
" Wrong !" came front the instructor. "l Charles 1" waiting expectantly, not for dismissal, but for the pronised lesson.
"5,625 dollars," vas the evidence furnished by the latter. "It shall b differont from our other lesson." Miss Hayes had said.
" Righti" " We will imake it the happiest lesson of the weeke, and it shall send
I remarked that aci pupil was scoring off his neighbor's property us hote witlh sunny faces." Then. lier smile was reflected in the

with checks or zeros. children's eycs, and their ready wills woro at one with hers.
"Itighît ! Wrongi Wrong ! Riglt !" came frem thu desk, in Hughi cannot wait. Bis hand is lhfted, and luis lips are already

response to theupils' various offerings. framing his question. " Pieaso tell us what tho lesson is about."
This operation went on. I fell into a dreany frane of mind, "That is for you to learn, with the rest," is the teacher's reply.

whict was disturbed by no conversation. no word of explanation, " You nay ask questions about it. I have something in my desk
no comment or question, tilt I was roused again by the comnand, that you t-- sece when you have found its naie."
''Chang t" Now the eyes are speaking in their eagerness, and the hands are

Etta's lips pouted as sie saw the result of her slate, and Charles flylng. " What color is it?" "It is red." " How large is it ?"
gave Blake -% sly nudgo with lits elbow. " It mxust be smialler than the desk." says Lillie, with an amnused

" Two pages of Cube Root !" was the lesson for the following day, look. "It is as large as Henry's fist." Hoiry had been gazing out
and the file retreated. of the vindow, but is roused to sene neasure of intorest by the

A rap at the door at this moment, accompanied by the lowing of honor just conferred tpon hit. lie doubles his fist, te aid his
a cow, brought every pupil's eyes up front his book ; and craning j'idgment, and inquires, "Is it a cup ? ." No." "A bail ?" asks
over their desks, they ail looked out. Kate. " No." "Is it te play with i?" "No." " What is it

A handsomne hoifer put hier nose in, and winked her great liquid goud for?" "Lt is good to eat." "An apple I ait apple ! " chorus
eyes at lis ; but a ro"I.l mnan restrained .er with a rthpe. Le voices. "Yes, it is ait apple,' says Miss Hayes, drawing a

" Cone te sec if you don't wiant to buy her, Mr. Brown. I know bright Baldwin fromi tier desk. "I kiow yoi would find its nane.
it is school-keepii' Lime, but sho'll be put up tu auction to-iiorrov. Now you mnay tell me first ail you know about the apple."
She's full blood Duriaim." "It is good to eat," says Mary. " Motier makes sauce and pies

I did not hear the conditions of the bargai for the door sung front apples," adds Janie. "It grew on a trou," Frank suggests.
ttgctitcr; bt e ste sootins of flic rexrî , oi tl oldes foy R is round and red," Hugi offors.

together; d but the inaster soon returned, motioned his oldest boy, "Let us see what we can find in the apple," says the teacher, as
The scîoul lîad brighteted up at this influx of fresh air and inter- ects it crowise. ' l t is er co cte outside of te appe

e butg cha a e d by some signs for nany haveseen apples that were notL red i" The hand testifynîowhfo ; but I announced my departure by rismtnd makmg signs for tu abundant knowledge, and the answers do net coeo singly.
i o"asked teml "Russets arbrown." "Ve have some Porter trees at homte, and
lîke te have you, aid then , mako soute reiitarks," runmiîngi his fingers the apples are yellow. Hightopa are yelluw. They are carly
thtrouh lis heavy forelock. apples." "Greenings are green whien they are ripe."

thiL is about thre, and I wilh te tmeet the , 'Has the skin of this apple always been red?" asks Miss Hayes.
Il"I tlik I iîust go ; i aoutdth IlOit, no ! When the apple wàs green it wasn't." ',Tell us morest at ! don't you have a box ! " he ejatulated, following me te plainly what you nmean, Jentile." " Why, the skin isn't red until
tIl amdoa'tlyen ]lv o ie the apple is nipe; it is green before.'the oors " How else cati we tell when the applo is ripe ?" Hugh is ready'Yes, lhis one; but I have a ttessage fer tlic driver. " te tell. "The apple is mîîellow, and tle seeds are dark. They are
What wvas meant by the box would net be clear without a word white while the apple is green." "I don't tinimk Baldwiis are very

of coumment. Hillside people pay thestage.driverone dollar ayear mellw in te fall, ' amendsFrank. "They are when they are ripe
and that entitles then te their ttail at night, and its deivery in the enough te eat," avers Hugi.
morning. The receptacle employed for this office are uîsually cigar " What do you sec beneath the skin ? " is the teacler's next
or starcli-boxes ntail-d te a post that stands by the wayside im front question. "Wltite." "Wiat naine do you give it?" "It is Lte
of the lieuse. The more pretentious individuals, whose possessions part we eat," says Kate, quite sure that such knowledge is sufficient.
allow them te reach forth a little towards luxtries, have theirs "It is called the pulp," says Miss Hayes. "I want you te leari
painted ; se as you ride through the one long, shady street of this sonething now about it this atfternoon." Taking frot lier desk a
rural district, your oye liglits upon theso little white, yellbw, "nd nagnifyiig-gilass site hteld it over the alple, and called the children
green signs, often in the moritmng flyinug a red flag te signal the in turnt te the desk. " Now tell 'le what you have seen through
driver as lie passes. the glass," she continues, as the la.it simall inivestigator returus te

If I lad escaped front a long siege of captivily, I could scarcely his seat. " Little round specks." "Little white balls." "Little
htave welcomed the sweet air and warmi stunîshine with greater grains," are some of the atnswers ; ntil Mary, with happy thought,
deliglt ; and lad the boys been out, I ai sure I should have joined suggests « Cols." Then they accept lier terni, and state readily, in
in their war-whoop with guste. low ithe river sparkled and the reply te thle teacher's question, that tho pulp us comtposed of colis.
hills smiled ! I walked along in the direction of the post-office, but " I will scrape thte pulp with my knife, and Kato nay toll the class
my mind was inwardly discoursing with itself. Here was a town what sito secs upon the blade.' 'Juice," asserts Kate. "The
well advanced in aIl the modern iiiiprovements of lieuse and farmi ! juice spreads aIl over the blad t." " The what miust the pulp-cells
Hore they raised Durliamt stock, pure blood, and could show you contain ? " " Juice,'" is the unanimous verdict.
fowls in their hentieries that were prized at ton and twenity dollara "lNow notice these little chambers nithin tue apple," says Miss
apiece ! Hore the louses were painited white, and humng with green Hayes, poinitiig te the seed-cells. " What do they contain ?"
blinds, ud surrounded by pretty door-yards and picketed fonces. "Seeds." " They are the seed-cells. Tell nie how many thore
Her. the woimen read llarper's Bazaar, and knew htowv te drape aii." "Five," they count. "I want you te notice the number
their dresses and friz their hair. Even the modern cook-books in other apples, and tell me how many you find. lugh may comle
were consulted for cake, and the iousokeepers raise their bread ,and look it the seeds, thon reprosent their shape on the board.


