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the -flowering shirub. Shiewill build her nest just there Iknow;
for I love to think the saine birds corne back to the old hiaunts.
D)o you know the old home ? I wonder if you mniss somne of Mie
swveetest v'oices which belongcd to dear ones who, have taken
thieir longr flighlt to the 1{ome-land, who, used to listen and wait
for your returningr in the spring of Mie year.

I rest, id lifting miy eyes I spy the ever prcsent sparrow
peeping down at me over the roof o£ the bouse, and lus inquisi-
Cive nature is wondering what I amn doing, with a longr black
stick scratchinig away so fast. Hie wonders why I don't corne
ont and take possession of the wor]d, "'Its ea-,sy enou(ghl," says
lie, "just turn others out and there you are."

«Eaýrthi's crammi-ed with hieaven," and wvith singring, if we
only listen for the music. Even the hum of yo-n tiny hiuning

bird is lnio tnte of the general melody. The thistie bird
too, and the red-cap, as we called him long ago, Mie pee-wee and
the skiînming swaillowN, the thrushi and cuckoo, eachi fills up a
part that no other birdy eau; eachi loving note, each bit of
brighitness, each glorious song fuln"Iling, somne grand purpose.
Oiîe needs the pen of a Shelley to tell of Mie wonders of these
wvinged visitants, tîmese wvise littMe neighibors timat have bronghit
iuot a shadow of sorrow, but only joy and blessedness and many
a lesson ini love and patience and cheerfuiness.

But 1 must spcak of one other who, thrills nîy heart wvithi
joy every tinie 1 hecar hiis gloriouis singing.

Witb a shower of song and a flutter of wings."
The bobolink on the hazel swings.

liow the notes float down into the depthis of one's heart and
stili its fevered beating, leavingr a calmn as a message froin above
iiiglit do. Dearcst bird of ail! You fairly make 'ne hold my
breath as I watch you wingoing, your way throughi the rneadows,

stiU ~ ý ,hwrn yu o do-wn upon us. Those two first notes

of thine, no chance gave you those; they came down fromn the
source of ail hiarmony, I'm sure. 0 blessed bird sing on. Pour
the balm of your mnessage into soîne tired heart to-day, and lift
it to Mie author of your being.

But it grows late. The darkness fails. I inust draw in rny
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