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“1I don’t know, dear. But we'll have to ﬁnd out
just where the branches do start from.”

As the others came out of the house, Mildred
pointed to a board in the verandah. “ It looks as

if that tree had made a good deal of preparatton ;

for that knot. Look at the pretty, wavy grain of
the wood all around it.”

“Well, see here, Mill, if you know so much, why
is that knot hard and smooth, and that one all
spongy?”’ Not getting an immediate answer,
Walter went on, “ I guessed that, and I'm going to
see if it's right. Those branches were cut off and

got all dried out before the tree was cut down. .

"That right, dad?” And off they went, talking
about. painting the cut ends of our apple tree
branches.

The pedagogue s baby stster was ' spendmg the

Easter holidays with us. She is the zealous little
school-mother of ﬁfty pupds in an unequipped
country school.

At tea time I asked the children about thelr
puzzles, and we were deluged ‘with finds, facts
surmises, questions, contradictions, and what not.
Theyhadbeentotheonkxﬂm tothepinewood
~ to Jackson's. Theyhadseenknotsmlmgsetﬁon
in hard wood, in soft wood; Don had cut off a
branch and “ made a ‘knot” himself. "He had a
sweet-smelling shingle full of dark knots, ‘which he
ms:stedupontaktﬂgmﬁedmthﬁim. ley had

spruce gum and pussy-willows and half a dozen

“Do you know, I've beeu wned to dath,
said the little ﬁdlool-moth& “about what 1’d have
for an Arbor- Day lesson. I want thedl to W
learn something, to get some real acq '
trees mstud of ;tlst smgm%g '

load of xdeas, if only I
carry them out." "
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in water, for we never de¢

_wantonly. The little ‘school-mothe

smxledandglowed As sodn as we t'ﬁree wm"

alone, she began:

“ Constance, you are a wond;r the way you.

draw those children out!”
“ E—duco,” beganthepedagogne‘butshepaid

no attention to him.
“ Oh, T don’t really know a thing,” I exptamed

“T just get their curiosity aroused and sattlﬁem

looking for things so thqy can teach me.”

“Well, I don’t care. Your's is the best way—
the right way. It's the way we need to get hold of

‘in the schools,” she persisted.
Here the pedagogue produced some rough

sketches of tree-branching which Milly and Walter

had been putting in his blank-book, and casually re-
marked that he had just seen the first Grackle, and
Walter the first Swamp Sparrow they had observ
this spring.




