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'The “Nature in a Knot-hole” Series.

No. II.—NATURE 1IN THE KITCHEN.
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Walterhyand I had been to the cellar for vege-
tables. As we emerged into the kitchen, he with
the basket and I with the lamp, Don and his chum,
Robbie, came stamping in at the back door. Turn-
ing the potatoes into a pan, I found Don at my
elbow, asking what time it was, and, answering the
hint rather than the question, replied that it was
not yet two hours since breakfast. At that moment
Robbie was pushing the lamp across the table to-
ward the window where the Little School Mother
stood mixing pastry-dough, and Mildred sat peel-
ing apples. With my horror of the all-pervasive
smell of kerosene, I called out, ‘“ Boys, keep away
from the lamp!” But Robbie still stared at the
little yellow flame. A lamp, in daytime, at any rate,
must have seemed unfamiliar to him.

“Look, Don! What a funny light!”

Don moved over, tried to blow it out, and got
his mouth slapped in a friendly way.

“No scuffling in the kitchen!” interrupted the
Little School Mother. And, “ What’s the matter
with: the lamp,” put in Walter.

“Why, the light doesn’t shine!”

“That’s very well put, for a small boy,” said

the Little School Mother. “lake him into the
cellar-way and let him see if it shines.”

When they came back to the table, Walter was
explaining about the sunlight, quite in the manner
of the Pedagogue, and added, “It’s just like you
making a big shine spelling when there’s no one
’round who can spell, but if you got into a match
with us fellows in Grade Eight, with big words,
you wouldn’t be seen at all.”

I am beginning to see that Walter’s mfantde
humour, which we thought such a freak, is really
the use of a faculty for noticing likenesses and
seeing analogies—remarkable enough in the limited
experience of . less than thirteen years. It is his

“ association of ideas ” that seems a special “ giftt.”

But I think it can be cultivated in any child. It

will be useful to him in many ways.

A little stick and a piece of paper had been

lighted in the course of Walter’s lecture and
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watched burn away, when Don, the prize ques- -
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