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a worm or two. BMr. Robio minds the eggs while his
wile is away.,

CHAPTER YIIIL.

The egpgs are hatched, and three baby robing keep
theirbeads up and their mooths open all day loong
Mr. snd Mre. Robio work hard to get worms enough
for the greedy little babies. The babics are not at al
pratty, bat don’t tell AMre, aned Mres, Hobin that T said
s0, they think 1 am their friemnd.

CHATTER IX.

The babies grow so fast, today they left the nest and
are hopping around the hwn, followiog the old birds,
with their mouths still open. If it wers not for the
open mouthe, one could bhardly tell the young birda
from their parenis. They have grown so quickly.

CHAPTER X.

The vouog birds have gone, and Me, and MM Robio
are free o do whae they ke, They fly aroond the
orchard, singing and huntineg worms, and seem to bhe
wory happy, although of course they must miss theic
children very mueh.

GCGEORGIE AND THE CROWS
By Louisa A'hmuty MNash

“See the rose I've picked for Mama!
It'a a0 sweet;

Her own garden-tree dropped it,
White and aweet!

See by that there long, long shadow,
What a tall bay!

Tall as the fir-tree, you see standing,
Eo tall am LI

Georgie laughed as lonod as the crows
That were cawing up high;

The rose's atalk, he put in his mouth,
That was opening wide.

Then the stick he threw up in the air,
Waving ever so high;

And seon it ldged high ap in the fir,
That pointed up to the sky!

And it hit a nest of baby-crows;
They come tumbling down.

] am so sorry!"™ snid little Georgpe;
"For away their Mother's flown!

o, Mummie!" he called and she came ount,
Hearing poor Georgie cry.

Birdiea, she took up in her soft, warm hand:
We'll mother them, yoo and I1™

So she made for them a comfy mnest,
Georgie brought them crombs to eat.
They grew like Mother-crow,
Were birdies ever so sweeltl
When Spring-time came, he let them Ay ocut
And one day Mother, she told hinm,
*“Look above the porch, where the roses climb,
There are the nests they've made "em!"™
#*They know we're their friends!"” said Georgie
“And we will always help "em ™
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THE CANARY'S LULLADY
Lowiss A'hmuty Nash

When Mother laid her Baby in itz eradle,
Bhe hummed a little song.

Canary heard it; quick he flew and lighted
Boft coverlets among.

To peep nt Baby's face, it stept a little nearer
With tiny, Fentle feest.

It hushed its song, and now with lightest twitber
It crooned “tweet, twaeat!™

If little sister came in play, and wake him,
It stopt its Lullaby;

Amnd pecked her little hands to make her leave him
For fear the Baby'd cry.

Amnd houwr on hour it staid and watched so guiet,
With just its whispered “tweet,'
But when the Baby woke, O, joy and gladness,

Its song was loud yet sweet!

TOMMY TIUUMBLE-OVER
Margaret MacGregor

Temmy Tumble-Owver

Was like o rubber ball,
He never walked a block
But what he'd always fall.

He fell dewn in the syarcd,
He fell upon the floor,

He always got a bamp
When passing thru a door,

He tumbled off his bed,

He tumbled off the chair,
He tumbled on the sidewalk,
He tumbled on the stair.

He bumped his little head,
His little knee he'd crack,
It really was a wander
He never broke his back.

He couldn’t go on errands
For he stumbled on his feet;
Whenever he went riding,
He boanced right off the seat.

His motheor eouldn't send him
Into a darkened room,

For he would eause a clatter

Just like the crack of doomn.

She said, “Oh, Tommy Tumble,
Wou're elumsy, don®t you sesT™
He said, “Can’'t help it, Mother,
Till things stop tripping me.'

You reap what you sow—not something olsa, but
that. The thing reaped fs the very thing sown, mul-
tiplied & hundredfold.—F, W. Robertson,



