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(lred and fifty and tlirc " Now, boys," sai(l the clergyman, renienibcririg withi
a fine self approval tliat ini talking to chlcrcu one shiould ulse the Socratic inethod;-
"now, boys, Peter was a -," and lie paused for a reply. Natura)lly enough, one

boy suggested~ 'e a fishierînian." " No." "A disciple." " Nol." "A sailo>r.*'~
"No. e e n iu nrto naion, 'VVpostle." This wvas getting no0 bctter
fast, so tlhe minister rCtol(l lus story. "Thiey hiad caughit nothing ail niighit, nlot
a single lishi. Thicy liad ]et down thue net niov and Peter counts and says-onie
liUiti(lredl and fifty and tlîree." '*Weil, niow% boys, Peter wvas a -?' Agaii .a
pautIse. Theni a boy waves biis hiand frantically. The clergyman bcanuiis-"Wel ,
niy lad. Peter wvas a- ?""leear," sliouted the urchini triiumipliuntly. TIe
iïîdinister w~as too iuiucli shiocked to expiain thiat lie ineant thiat Peter Nvas; a-ston-
isiled. It is not everyone tuit is niaster of thc difhictilt art 6f questioning.

It was a questioni of anothcr sort tluat broke the tranquility of a 'Manlitoba
scliool, desiriug to illulstrate Ille difference between " lie " and " lay "beganl thuls
artilully :

Now, Harvey, wheni youl say the Lord's prayer, do youl begin "Now 1 lay
Ille "or "I10w I lie Ile
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1 cati licar the willows wlisperinig, 'wvay down the Arctic slope,
1E-vcr-y sliivering littie leaflet gray wvith fear

Tliere's no color in the hieavenis, anud on earth thiere seenus no lhope,
And the shiadow of the Winiter's on thxe year.

An\i' it's lonlesonue, lonesonie, lonesonue, whien thue russet gold is shued.
Ali' the nakcd world stands %vaitiing for the Dooni;

Withi thue northern witchi fires dancing ini the silenuce over hiewd,
Ani' nuiy camip fire just anl islan(l iii the gloonu.

WhIien the very bears ;ire hîiding froin the Terror that's to coule,
Ail' the uii5eil w'îtg.S al)OVe Ille wiliistle South

fflicu, except the groaning pille trees and the wvillows, Natures dum.
Antd thîe river roadway freexzes to its îuuoutli.

But I canniot strikze the lionue traiL I w'o1uld îîot if I colid,
Ani' 1 uvant nîo other's snuiolze across iny sky;

WThen I dlrop, l'il drop alonte, is aloîue I've allus stood,
On the frontier, whiere l've led, ]et nue lie.

1 wo-.11(iii't know iuuen*s language, I coiildnit tlink thîcir tluouglit
I cotîldîu't bear the hiurry of miaîkind;

Mlhere every icrc's built on, wlhere ail God made is houghit.
Anid tlîevd"( alnuiost mlake a hireliîig of the W'ind.

I've 1)ccn allus ini the lcad si;ucc I grev 'grass lighi,


