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"O, no " said the mother;
" You,txust stay here wvith me;

Little birds are safest
Sitting in a tree."

"I don't care," said Robin,
And gavo his tail a fling;

"I don't think the old folis
Know quite everything."

Down he flew, and kitty seized him
'Fore he'd time to blink;

O," he cried, "I'm sorry,
But I did't think "

Now, my littie children,
You who read this song,

Don't you see what trouble
Comes of thinking wrong?

And can't you take a warning
From their areadful fate,

Whobegan their thinlking
When it was too late ?

Don't think there's always safety
Where no danger shows;

Don't suppose you know more
Than any body knows.

But when you're warned of ruin
Pause upon the brink,

And don't go over headlong,
'Cause you didn't think1

JACKAND IIS RAL AG- they went back to the mill to eat their
JACK AND) HIS h AL BAG. h bse when their tun came.

The mill was doing a great business The miller's son and the squire's son

that day, when Jack and David Jamief- were engaged&in a brisk talk, which

son rode up with their bag of corn to joaâ. took Jack's attention. David

be ground. They lived on a Emall Went to look after the corn. The mil-

farm five miles off the main road, and ler's son was urging upon the squire's

were therefore not sorry at thePros- son the il4portance of flnding what

peet of waiting several hours for their týut#he Bioli enjoined, which the

grist. It gave them a chance of seeing squire's son parues by saymg a "as

something of the liveliness and bustle n matter wlat a man believes, prorided

of " The Corner," as that part of the he iîs sincere." The rattling off-hand

village ras called where the tavern, tone of the youang man pleased Jack,

store, and miii stood. They ran about and he visheï he could talk so.

here and there, and sw and heard a "Wculdn'the silence his grandfather?

great deal. . Yes, that he would. N1ïo matter what

At last, a heavy showver coming on, a man believes, provided he sre


