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IN a cLass of hoyg or girls wt schod] or
inthe shope there will be found two or
three that can e depended upon  mpre
than the others, and what a eomfort
these are to the teacher. The reliable
boy, and the trosty girl—let us have
more of them. Last Sunday evening Mr.
Forbes, gave some excellent adyiee on
this subject, and if followed, will he (he
making of many good hoys and givls.

Ox Sexpay afternoons, *0ld  Chenza-
wa” is a favorite spot.  Aecompanied hy
schaperon, you willfind groups of voung
people, who have wandered out thers to
spend afew hours.  Under the hranehes
of the gigantio fir trees—some will be
chatting of sehool life, and otheyz of dear
home, vecalling some incident that has
been brovght to their nrinds by (he hean-
tiful surroundings; amd deeper, in the
woods you will find oihers enjoving a
quiet game, while others have prepared
a dainty laneh to be paten in the cool o
the evening. They have found a mossy
log, which does idouble duty as a settee

and table.  You can hear the ervy

langhter as you pass (his grogp.
makes you wish of ¢ourse, It from
distance you hear a bugle call fo
per, which tells you: that time is
aud you must hasten to answer rolly
The woods by this time are deserted,
von pass along the shady path yowses
a squirrel run along a way side fence yud
upa tall tree near by, and as yoo w
the little creature peering throngl
branches you can_ almost hear it
“the woods are mine now, gool
zood hyel!”

May Day Thoughts
My little tasks—the little tasks even

the erngades of tlie most splendid sile
require.
Everywhere faith, or the eapacits of
receiving, has a power to claim and.
command the thing it needs . . . - and
how these spring days hear s witness
that the soil acknowledgas this ]xm"rt‘_——‘--
no sooner does it feel the seed then iE
replies: it unlocks all s H'vu-mrusﬂﬁ
force: the little hungry black kernel i
itz amnster. 0 seedl, great s thy ittt
the gronnd seems to sav, “Be it unta
thee gz thon wils”™ and so the mis
acle of growth begins.
We talk nbont the glory of resigiis
tion o the inevitable: —but the e
glory i= in tesignation Lo the evizahies
to stand unchained. with perfect powen
toogo aways with perfect powerceriainty’
that o man witl drive you hack, to mnt!_
held omly hy the invisible chains of
higher duty, and, so standing, to it the
fire ereep up w the hewrt, . . .. that ik
fhe womer heroism, .
And there are nieti and women whoti
we meet every day who are doing that
—Plhiilipg Brooks.



