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THE USELESS KETTLE.

Some one has thrown away this rusty
old kettle, probably because it has a hole
in its side and is no more use for holdin
water. There it lies in the long gra.s
almost hidden from sight, and it will cer-
tainly never hold boiling water again, or
be of any more use in the kitchen. Bu¢,
as the time passes by and

looking out sa listlewly, aud seeminﬁlto
care nothing for the fair world about her.
But one day a canary bird, which had
possibly escaped from the bars of its
prison, came near, and poured forth a
perfect flood of song. Nellie did not move.
She was almost afraid to breathe lest her
charming visitor would take flight.

Every day now sho scattered crumbs,
not only near the window, but on the
lawn outside, at the fuet of the becches,
in the shade of tho lindens and larchcs,

And, oh, so many birds tlocked to the
lawn for the dainty morsels' Sho was
wakened every morning by a concort of
the sweetost bird music, too, and that

made her jump up, dress

the spring comes round,
and the birds begin to look
out for cosy and sheltered
spots to build their nests
in, one little bird with
gharper eyes than the rest,
spies out this old kettle
lying balf ont of sight in
t{?gt&ss ond weeds; snd
it thinks to itself, “ Ah!
‘What & nice warm place
the inside of that kottle
would be for my little
ones when they come out
of the eggs and have no
feathers on their little
bodies to protect them
against the cold winds;
I will call my mate and
we will build & nest in-
gide as quick as ever we

So the mest was built,
and in the picture we can
gee the soft feathers in-
side and the mother-bird
looking on and thinking
to herself, with pleasure,
how cosy and eafe her
little ones will be in so
quiet and sheltered & spot.
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A BIRD CURE.

1 want to tell you of
the strange cure of a little

BE3P e N o "
TRE
B =20 RN

\RER
RS 7

«uickly, and hurey out to
«atch her new frivnds.
The mwrning air, fragrant
with tield Howers and now-
mown hay, proved a tino
tonic for tho sick child,
and before autumn's rain-
bow glory touched the
stately trees,and the leavea
of tho silver poplar beran
to quiver Jike snowilakes
in the frosty air, Nellio's
cheeks were liko & wild
rose’s heart.

And tho lawn becameo
the bird s paradise. They
came n such numbers, of
every nswme and colour,
that she had a new oue to
otudy and admire every
day. S*te dreaded the
swift-co..ung, icy winter,
that would banish all her
dear binl friends, and still
all theiz gay songs.

But what do you think ?
When the world was white
with snow, and the trees
glittered with .cicles, and
the north wind blaw its
coldest, and she could only
lovk out of her window,
she joyously counted, hop
ping ;ily aboat, swaliowa.
robin red-breasts, Inrks,
orivles, and blue-birds,

And now, Nellie herself,

irl who had been sick a
Fo“ time, and whose
friends had almost de-
spaired of her being any
better. A strange cure, I say, because her
only medicine was her love for birds and
their sweet musie, her only doctor the
birds them.alves.

It was thought that she had overtaxed
her mind and %ody at school ia her efforts
to obtain all the prizes, and when my
little story begins she just lay all the
bright summer days on a couch near the
window; a pale, fragile little creature,

THE USELESS KETTLE.

While she lay listening and smiling, a
mocking-bird set up the quaintest mimicry
of various fawiliar sounds she had ever
heard. Then he went off into a rollicking
roundelay of sweet notes; he whistled, he
chirped, he trilled, and “quavered.” He
even put the vain little canary in a tan-
trom by mocking him,

Nellie laughed oatright, and begged her
mother to live in the country always,

as well as those who loved
her, almost forgot how
listless, ead and pale a
child she had lately been. She had so
many birds to feed and care for this cold
winter’ When asked "if the country
cured hor,” she always gave the answer
“No; it was not the country; it was the
birds that made mo well.”

I have beard of some children whohad a
“missionary hea,” and sol? all tho eggs she
laid, putting the money in their miteo-lxos.



