
THIE ROORS.

The rooke are building on thr, tre*e;
Thoy buiid thiero evory Sprlng,

"Oaw, caw," la «dI thoy Bay,
For none of thein can sing.

They're up before the break of day,
And up tIi late at night;

For they must labor busiiy
As long ae It le lght.

And mnny R crooked stick they brlng,
And many a elender twig,

And mnny a tuft of mess, until
Tlkeir neste are round and big.

«Oaw, Cnw 11" Oh, what a noise
They niaie iln ralny weather 1

Good oildren alwaye speak by turne.
But rooks ail taik together.

How many neste are on the trees,
Hud up at what a beightl1

Thore are a tbousand rooks, and yet--
1 neyer eaw them fight.

For they are frîendiy birde, and eaoh
Ie te hie neighbors known:

They neyer touvh each other'e things,
But let them ail nione.

I wonder if we ever heanni..
0f littie girls and beys'

Who quarrelled more than rooks, aui&mâjie
A more unpleasant noise ?

I wonder'it we éver lead
0f oilien who would touch

The things they ought te lot alone"-
1 wonder very much.

The subjeet l'or conversation at an evening entertainnient
,Vas the intelligence of animais, particulary dogs. Says Smith :
ccThore are dogs thafr bave more sonse than their masters."
cJust so," responde young Fitznoodle. 5 5 've got thatl£kind of

adapg myseIt."


