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The Song of the Pine Foroat.

The pine forest is a woniderful place. The pine

trees stand in rank like the soldiers of some vast

army, side by side, mile after mile, in companies and

regiments and battalions, ail clotbed in a sober uni-

formn of green and gray. But tbey are unlike soldiers

in tbis, tbat they are of ail ages and 6izes; some 50

,small that the rabbits eaisily jump over tbemn in their

play, and sorte so taîl and stately that tbe fall of

them is like the falling of a bigh tower.

The pine trees are put to many different uses.

They are made into masts for, the gallant ships that

sait out and away to distant ports across the great

ocean. Others are sawn into planks and used for

the building of sheds; for the rafters and flooring

and claphoards and other woodwork of our bhouses;

for railway sleepers, scaffoldings, and boardings.

Others are polisbed and fashioned into articles of

furniture.
Turpentine cornes fromn tbem, wbich the artist

uses with bis colors and the doctor in bis medicines,

whicb is used too in the cleaning of studs and in a

hundred different ways; white the pine cones and

broken branches and waste wood miakes brigbt

crackling firës by wbicb toi warm ourselves on a

winter's day.
But there is somnetbing more than just this I

should like you to tbink about in conneotion with the

pine forest; for it, like everytbing else that is f air

and noble in nature, bas a strange and precious

secret of its own.
You may learn tbe many uses of the trees in

books, wben men have cut tbemn down or grubbed

themn up, or poked boles in their poor sides to let the

turpentine run out; but you can learn the secret of

the forest itself only iby istening humnbly and

reverently for lt to speak to ýou.
Nature is grander and more magnificent tban al

tbe queens who bave lived in, sumptuous palaces and

reigned over famous kingdomns since the world be-

gan; and tbougb sbe will be very kind and gracious

to cbildren who come and ask bier questions modest-

ly, and will show them the most lovely sigbts 'and

tell thern the most deiiciovis fairy tales that evel

were seen or h'ecard, she miakes very short work witf

conceited persons.
She covers tbeir eyes and stops their cars, s0 thal

they çan iever sec lier woni crftil treasures or hea.1

lier chlarnîmig .tories. bilt li-e, aIl thecir lives lo,19

stitit tup iii tlieir own ignioranice, tliliikiing tliy kinom

ail about everything as wcIl as if they hiad made i

theniselves, when they do not reqlly know anything

at ai. -And because you and I «want to knýow any-

thing and, everything that Nature is condcscendiiig
enough to teach us, we will listen, to 1begin wit&i, to
what the pirie forest bua to tell.

Wlhen the rough winds are up and at play, and the

pine trees shout and sing together in a mighty

chorus, white the hoarse voice of them is like the

roar of the sea upon a rocky coast, then youl may

learn 'the secret of the forest. It, sings lit of the

winged seed, then of. the birth of the tiny tree; of

sunrise and sunset, and the tranquil warpÊh of noon-

day; of the soft, refreshing raiii, paid tbe kindl y,

nourishing earth; of the white nioonight, ffld pale,

moist garments of the. mist, ail helping the tree to

grow' up taîl and straight, to strike root deep-and
spread wide its green brançhes.

The voicçe sings,, top, q4 the bWing f rçs, and the

still, durnb snow, and the hurrying storni, a-Il trying

and testing the tree, to prove if 't can stand firmn and

show a. brave face in timné of danger ind trouble.

Then it'sings of the happy springtime, when the

forest is girdled about with a band of -flowers; white

the birds build and cail to each other among the higla

branches; and thé èquirrel heips bis wife to make

bier snug neat for -the little brown squirrel babies that

are to be; and the dorniiçe wake froan their long
winter sleep, and sit ini the sunehine and cornb their

whiskers withý their dainty littie paws.

And then tbe forest eings of man-bow he cornes

with an ax and saw, and hanamer and iron weclges,-

and lays low the tallest of its children, and binUs

themn witb ropes and cbains, and hauts -themù away

to be bis bond servants and slaves.

And,, iast of ail, it sings slowly and very gentiy

of old age and decay and death; of the seed that

f ails on bard, dry places and neyver springs upý of the

tree that às broken by-the tempest or scathed by'-the

ligbtning flasb, and stands bare and barren and un-

sigbtly; sings bow, in the end, ail things sbrink anid

crumble, and bow the dust of tbemn returns and is

*mingied with tbe fruitful soit from- wbicb at. first

tbey came.
* This is the song of the pine forest, and feomn it-you

may learn this lesson: that tbe life of the tree and of

beast and bird are subject to tbe saine three grçat

iaws as the life of nîan,-the law of growtb, of
obedience, and of self-sacrifice. Ancl perbaps, when

*You are older. Vou miay corne to sce ibat these tbree

1 'laws are alter ail but one, bound forever together-by
t the golden cord of love.-Selected."


