
THE SONG OF THE CARDINAL

not be convinced that her young one

was gone, and for the rumainder of the

day filled the air with alarm cries and

notes of wailing.

The two that remained were surely

the envy of Birdland. The male baby

was a perfect copy of his big crimson

father, only his little coat was gray; but

it was so highly tinged with red that it

was brilliant, and his beak and feet

were really red ; and how his crest did

flare, and how proud and important he

felt, when he found he could raise and

lower it at will. His sister was not

nearly so bright as he, and she was

almost as greedy as the lost brother.

With his father's chivalry he allowed

her to crowd in and take the most of the
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