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Winter has come at last. There are no

flowers now in the garden, and every leaf

is gone from the tre^s.

The snow Hes thick upon the ground,

and the poor little birds hop about seek-

ing in vain for food.

Here comes little robin redbreast. Do

you see him on the tree ? He is a bold

little fellow, ii we pui. suiuo ^lu^^^- --

bread upon the window-sill, he will come


