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Ifle iF watchiingy wvhw7e Robin ;viIl build bis nest. Spcak low Co
your mate, Robin, for blacky lias slharp cars as1. welI as eycs. H e
secs ailrea0y in the future your ncst, dcmiolishied and ail the
fluffy flcdguelingrs fluttering on Qthe ground, while lie flics off Co
caL, the first ripe strawvberry and gi i over thieir discomtiture.

al.Nauglity bird! So unlilce your Iuinan friends. lVe are.
avays tender over othiers' feelings, and would neyer Luînible a

happy farnily out in such unkind fashion.
But listen! Thcere is another voice quite different, froin the

,gratingr note of tue black bird. It bias a, iiild and mninor strain
1 do not know my friend's naine, but I have known im ail my
life in biis quaker coat, of gray over biis long slinder body, a
tiny fcl1owv, onc could ahnost, bide, in in onle's hiand. Ils note
is mnuch like the neadow lark's, but fainter and swvetcr, telling-
percliance of soime liidden sorrow. flow we lookcd for you in
thec old dayis, and hiunted for your nest, a tiny gra--y bag caughit
at the four corners to thue swaying apple bouglb. I reinember
wvell the daty I cliînbed tliat apple tree to take an egg- just onze
you know-with onc of my xnother's inost trea-surcd old silver
tca-I spoons to dip it, out of the; ncst, with. How the poor littie
mnotiier bird fluttercd over mne, repeating those sad sweet notes
a.s if to bca me not, to touch lier lovely wvhite spotted treasures!
But, my young Ileart, w,-s bent on inaking a collection, and not
even that, pitiful cry could, stop mne.

Many cbildishi dceds biave beenl forgotten, but not, tbab
flutter of wings and plaintive appeal wbien I took the forbiddcn
thing. 0 birdy, wont you sine, a more checery song, and tell me
l'in forgriven?

1 liad almost, the saine experience -%ith a, King bird, but no
qualms of conscience wvith hM, for 1 foclt as if I 'vas revcngingl(
iny fricnds, the crows. How often I have seen liim fluttering
atround the poor crow's black hiead, pecking and pecking at, Iiim
until Mr. Crow wus ready to drop Zeoin sheer eximaustion or
mnortificiation, I biardly know wvhichi. YcL recoverimg biiscîf lie
would breathie in inore air, and nuake a frcsh start, soliloquising,
ccI will soar in a hiigbier atmosphierc and leave these small
annoyances far below me."

Thiere is a swveet note, listen ! It is our early spring friend.
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