
THE WOODS, THE BIRDS, AND A LITTLE QUAKEý
A Sympatbetîc Stua'y of th~e Personal and the Impersonal

WHILE we are debating as to whether orno we shall take jane Welsh ta the woods
with us, she setties the question off-hand.

We are on the farmhouse verandah,
just thîe two of us. Presently she opens a blue
and gold book, and begins ta read aloud by way of
fulfilling her duties as temporary hostess. It is a
story, of course. jane Welsh is nîne and nlot pre-
cociaus. The way she skips the long words and
descriptive paragraphs is very .human. She bas
the characters introduced, and the interesting dia-
logue on in no time.

"The Wise Man knew ail things," reads jane,
in the shrill sweet tane of childhood, "and to the
Busy One who camne ta con-con-consuit hini he
said: 'Thy blindness conieth from the city's glare,
thy deafness from its din, the un-
rest from ita turmoil. These things
are symptonis of a pestilence which
herbs cannot heal.' ils it as bad as
that?' gasped the Busy One, 'I had
hoped thy great skill-' 'There
is one cure, only one,' resumed the
Wise Man, 'get near te nature's
heart."'

"Jane," we ask of the round,
brown littie woman, "what does it
mean ta get near ta nature's beart ?"

"I cannot tell thee ini words,"
flashing a smile at us, "but if thou
wilt corne with me to my father's
great word, to-morrow's niorn, thou
shaît see for thyseif."

Who cauld resist a plea sa full
of promise? "Very well," we say,
'Ito-niorrow's morn wc fare forth
hand-in-hand, and yeu shall show
us iiiany things, jane Welh-but
first of ail, who gave you that namie?"

"TIruly, mny father did. Hle hath
a necar friend, one Thomias Carlyle,
whose namecsake I %vas te have been,
only that I wvas not a boy. Father
wou!l have liait mle Toasevenl So,
hut niothier saîid( iay, it was flot
s5eemlyv that a miaiden shauld bear a
man's, naine. 'Thieni let hier be Jane
Welh' ini hlonour ojS the wife of
Thomasi.,' declared my father, and
Jane Welsh it was."

"Thou wilt risc early, 1 trust,"
coming back ta the matter of Miost
interest to her littie self, "before
the dew drieth on the elderberry
hedglje which is on the way ta the
wood. May I knock upon thy door
before five of the clock? My roon
is unider the caves, thou seest, and
the robins call to nie frani the win-
daow siNay, I will be early,
niever fealr."

She is too early we think at first.
But once out on the dew-draggicd
path wce knlow better, Not oneC of
these inuites should be squandered
in sleep. The miorniing hymu which
ail the birds sitig together ought ta
niake the whole wide world believe
iii a gospel of joy. Thec first hour
after siuririse is the gladdest part
of the day, just as it is the freshest
and faýires;t. Jane WVelshi, who in Nest of the. CJ
hecr grey frock- and litt1e, grey sun- bir reniait
bonnet is flot untlike a hiedge spar- bc
row, hias a sang of hier own,

Our path goes wvinding across
field after field, along a creek- which cuta the. pas-
turc land in two, and, by and by, th ere ia notblng
betweeni us and the wood but a tall hedge of alders
white wvith bloomn,

"lt mindeth nme of cousin Drusilla's wedding
which was in the church," says the. chiki, turuliig
and] spealcing in a whisper. "It hath so mnuch
whiteness and se sweet a brcath.Y

What a dear littI, mortal ah. la ! 'We take
the hand she hlks out, and the. two of us crawl
through the hedge and loac oursolves in a world
which is big, and green, and cool.

There is a pool, but wc do net corne te it in a
liurry on accouint of the path tangling itseîf anuong
the. new growth, and aiso because there la niucb
ta note and cnjoy. It lies in a hollow at the foot
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hîhlock and sinks beside me. Half the birds in
"father's great wood" must be gathercd here, sanie
drinking, sanie washing theniselves with much
splashing and littie calîs of pure joy, sarre gassip-
îng, serre singing. It is the inn of winged things
this pool at the Sign of the Cedar.

The sang thrush, wood robin, bell bird are sing-
ing niadly, but the tawny veery with bis olive brown
coat and spotted vest tecters on a slender shrub and
is mute. Jane Welsh knows why, she bas spent
more summers than ane getting acquainted with
this shy sweet cammunity.

"He is ton near bis precious nest," she says.

blpplng Bparrow, b-
18 in Canada fromi A
>.uty, rearing hie fa

Photog

"I thinik-" with a

world full of colour." She draws a deep
"lThinkest thou nlot the pewees, chicadees,
the dear grey fellows feel envy of yonder
canary which is like a bit of sunshinie witi
on it, or the blue bird, or the cardinal v
crinison coat? Verily, if I were a bird 1
cry to be of the kind which niaketh 'ti
dazzle-ike yonder tanager singing overhc

She is delicîous in ber rebellion agai
grey frock and the untrîimmed bonnet, bel
for warmth and colour. Surely anc of lie
Quaker ancesters must have wed somne swei
worldly woman outside the faith.

"But you would be Lady Tanager," we
ber, "1with a duil greenish dress and petti
faded velw."

iid lied wlth hair, This
i a keen fdea of natural
aud blossoms.

him not
his own

" It isn't fair, it isn't
clares Jane Welsh %ýith a
her voice.

" And yau wouldni't ai
because you couldn't, se(
cause you'd be too bu
magnifficent tanager doca
himself out nest building
keepîng. He lets bis wift

"Yes," cancedes Jane,
bis mate worketh he sendc
sweetest sang of aIl. 1 h

Have your own way,
Just so, I daresay, did yoi
ancestoir argue ta biniseif
about the beautiful bit
ness be-but anc can't mc
listen ta Jane Welsb. Shi
the tragedy of the gold
cow-bird.

"Thou wilt sec caw-bi
pasturefield as we go ha
go hopping abouit the cattl,
,other birds like tbemi nc
khey companion with cows
crs instead of their own
because of ather faults.
nat pretty or gaod. Nay,
not say 'Oh, the poor co
gently when I tel] tbice wh
They are tao grecdy to
but eat. They do nat
build ncsts for theniselve
The heu bird skulketh ab(
tbe trees and abrubs tili s
the n'est of aiMer birda in
lay ber eggs. If tbe own,
homne s0 much the better,
crowdeth the sinall thing c
coward she is. Oh, 1 ik
Ta have a poar virco, a ,
even a sparraw apend timi
and feeding the. coarse y
bird seenetb sinful. If
delight ta the eye, a kir
the ruby tuft in hua crai
sucker, anaole or aucb, i
bird wearing the poor fost
out, neyer full, never th
could find it in my bcart
ail such."

No need to say so, ja
yaur eyes arc quite at
wrath. And tbe cow-bird
ia bad, very bad. Stili, aý
if he had a ruby lit bis
would lighten the trans,
littie.

"'My father hath told 1
continues Jane, "and awhil,
thing 'wbich did us good
a yellow bird's nest. Hlast

It is like a wec dainty cradle
rnuilkweed and lined with doi

w-bird and laid bier cgg, yi
-st spot aie laid it, and the
law birds came home. rbel
r awbile, then bit upon a w
Tlipv il;lnI IIPW *1nne ,,t


