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him tell the parts and all other points of
interest in the tree. Then at recess or
noon-time, these little trees might be
" planted by the road side, thus giving
these children an interest in forestry.

These botanical lessons arouse a great
interest among the children and cause
them to observe all forms of vegetable
life.

In the spring a beautiful lesson could
be given on the buds of the pussy wil-
low. Then after the pupils have told
all they know about the soft fuzzy buds,
the teacher should explain what the buds
contain and their mission, after which
she might read to the delighted children
the following beautiful story which the
publishers of the Kindergarten Maga-
zine have kindly permitted me to use.

Bluster, Bright and Sprinkle.

Once there were three great giants,
who were the good and helpful friends
of the tiny flowers, the great trees, the
brooks, and all the little woodland in-
habitants. Neither the blue violets nor
the delicate white snow drops could ev-
er have waked up in the Spring, nor
the great, red roses and yellow sunflow-
ers could have opened their eyes in the
Summer ; the trees could not have put
on their green dresses, nor the pussy-
willows have thrown off their fur caps,
if Bright had not been ready to warm
the big brown house where their winter’s
bed was found when Jack Frost came
riding on old Bluster’s back. Nor could
they ever have crawled into such cozy
places if Bluster had not run with them
and tucked them in quickly, and then
with his great hand gathered up dried
leaves and earth to make warm comforts
for them. Who, but Sprinkle, would
have remembered that little baby seeds
get thirsty during the winter and could

THE TEACHER.

have given them the good drinks and
gentle pats that this great, friendly giant
sent down to them?

Tightly wrapped in their beds, they
lay waiting for Spring to call them ;
gentle, loving Spring who always needs
and calls upon her three giant friends
to help her bring the birds back home,
and to wake up the flower-babies and
set them to work. She had sent Bright
to touch, with his warm fingers, the big,
brown house, and had asked Sprinkle
to tap at the doors and tell the little
flower-people to get up. Bluster was
ready to welcome them as they peeped
out, and blew his warm breath on their
little cold, green hands.

The violets by the thousand werenod-
ding their tiny purple caps; the snow-
drops had peeped up, had finished their
work and gone to sleep again ; therob-
ins, who had gone off for their winter’s
trip, had come back, and the little
brooks had been filled with water, and
were dancing merrily among the stones,
thanking old Sprinkle for the quantities,
of water he had brought them, while—
would you believe it ? one Pussy Willow,
with her little brown furcap closely tied
on, was still asleep. The violets called
to her that it was time to get up, and
Robin Red-breast, as he flew by, called
to her, saying : ‘“Oh, you lazy Pussy !
how can you stay asleep so long, when
everybody else has waked up and gone to
work ?” Pussy heard,but her mother had
told her to wait, for Jack Frost was still
lurking around and might come back,
so she had best keep on her warm cap.

Bluster, Bright and Sprinkle talked
about her and wondered why she had
not awakened. Sprinkle said : ¢I be-
lieve she is thirsty, I will give her a cool
drink and bath, and maybe she will
rouse up.”




THE TEACHER.

Bluster said : ¢“No, sheis lazy, I will
shake her and make her get up.”

Bright said nothing, but quietly wait-
ed. Sprinkle sent down a shower of
cold water, which made Pussy draw her
cap all the more closely about her.

Bluster shook her, at first, gently ;
but, finding she would not wake up,
shook harder and harder, and at last,
very roughly, but Pussy did not stir.

They went back and told Bright what
they had done, and how Pussy still kept
on her fur cap. Bright smiled, and
said : “I will see what I can do.”

Calling all his little sunbeam sons and
daughters to him, he told them Pussy
Willow’s story, and asked if they would
like to go and help her to wake up and
enjoy the Spring time. Joyfully they
started off to work. Joining hands,
they danced around Pussy, making her
feel warm and comfortable. Softly and
lovingly they tapped on the little fur
cap.

Pussy Willow heard them, felt the
warmth and gentle, tender toueh of
those dear little helpers ; and while they
worked, out she peeped and saw her
good friends and playfellows helping
her. She threw off her brown fur cap,
and, shaking her silky gold hair,nodded
and smiled at the violets and dandelions
around her.
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Bluster and Sprinkle shook their
heads and wondered how Bright had
waked her up. Bright said nothing,
yet still kept on working.

The next time Robin flew by, he
stopped to speak to Pussy and to sit
and sing to her, telling her, in his song,
how sorry he was that he had laughed
at her and how glad that she had at
last come out to enjoy the Spring time.
Pussy was happy to see all her friends
again, and to swing to and fro as Blus-
ter rocked her gently. She smiled up
at Bright who still sent his children to
play with her.

She thanked Sprinkle whenever he
sent her cool, fresh water to drink—as
he always did when the days were hot
anfl dusty.

The last we saw of Pussy and her
neighbors, she was merrily laughing,
surrounded by the violets, dandelions
and Spring beauties, the center of a cir-
cle around which her three giant friends
were dancing, hand in hand ; Sprinkle
throwing drops of crystal water over
her golden-yellow hair, out of which
Bluster was trying to shake the drops as
he blew the silky threads, and Bright
smiling on her until each tiny hair look-
ed like gold, and each drop of water a
real/ diamond.

THOUGHT.

HENRY P. STEARNS, M. D.

E do not fully understand or at
least are not agreed as to the nat-
ure or character of normal mentality.
Two or three generations ago it was
believed to consist in the activity of a
soul or spirit, which was enthroned

somewhere in the brain. No explana-
tion of the modus operandi of such ac-
tivity eventuating in thought, as inde-
pendent of the body, was apparently
ever deemed necessary, or considered

as a legitimate scientific inquiry.



