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HARD AT WORK.
Te: bright boy scon discovers that
hard, thorough work is o thing that pays
The bappiest boy in the echool is usua y
the one who, as a rule, has a long list é)f
o
ts 4he boy who feels like putting his whole
hear$ into a game of baseball ad recess, and
can Jaugh and romp, all free from cars, on
his way home from echool ab night.
And thas dull, gloomy-looking chap,
who is he? Ob, he is the echool's
noborious “shirk.work.”” Ris les-
gong are nevor prepared, he is food
of tho glces, he has been punished
for “copying” and generally en-
joye his recegs in the school-room
trying 40 finish some mneglected
work. The old, old moito, *“ Work
while you work, aud play while

you play,” is s good one,
“Scorn nob the smallness of daily en.
deavour,
Lo# the greab meaning ennoble it
over ;
Droop nob o'er efforts expended
in vain
Work, as belisving ‘hat labour
i3 ga.in."

v,

-t

Thood i & long way off, and scm>

‘{eorning mon,” and what he will do
} Do Jou know who “the coming

e

“THE COMING MAN."
WE hear o greaydeal abont “the

man” is? Well, I will tell you,
He i8 a boy now, He thinks man-
older people seem fo think thab
boybood will lasy forever. Bul it
will only be a few years before
thas ligle boy will be aller than
his mobher, stronger than his father, and

Tperbaps will think be knows more than
{bohh of shem

Whay kind of & man will “the coming

“Jman” be? That depends on whas kind of

s boy he is now. If he is dirty snd
crooked exd raean and #ricky and greedy

-3and quarrelsome and disherest and dis-

gobedient, he will make s poor kind of man;
:#but if he 13 sober and temperate and honesy
Band Vzusdy and studions and obediond and

Sruthfol and frank and kind and clean

and diligens and faitbfal, $hen “ the com-
ing man” will be worth seelng and wait-
. {ing for.

Fathers and mothers are looking ~Aer
“$he coming man." Ha i “a little man"”
now, but he may soon be a great man ; and
they are hoping and working 4o glve
bim all the chance they can, thas he may
be a good man.

HARD AT ‘VORK

WONDERFUL.
Hisnameshall hecalled Wondertul. Isa 9.

EvERY boy and girl keows thas names
aro noune. All the other names of Jesus
are nouns, Bas here is o pame that is an
adjective, so we may use it not only as a
naxo by itseil, bub as an adjective to all
his other nsmes; and the more we know
him aund love bim the mors we ghall
delight in this.

If we know Jesus as our Saviour at all,

e e . v

we shall be quite sure that ho is a Wonder-
ful Saviour And if wo grow In grace and
in the knowledge of our Lord and Saviour
Jesus Christ, we shall find moro and more
year by year, aud even day by day, what
a Wonderfal Friend, and Wonderfal Gifs,
and Wonderful High Priest and Wondor-
ful everything else ho ia.

When you sec a wonderfal sight don't
you always want obhors ¥o seo it
tho first ¥hing? Andif you cannot
bring them $o sce i§, don’s you wani
to tell abous it, srp to give shem
on idon of it? So, I think, one
proof thaV we have really found
Jesus is thas we shall want othera
to come and ses what a Wanderfal
Saviour we have found

Jesus is Wonderfal in what he is
Even tho angols mussé have won-
dered to seo $he Son of God, whom.
they all worahip, lying in n manger
as & helpless and poor little taby
But I think they must have won-
dered more still when t$hoy saw
" him $sken and by wicked bands
crucified and slain.” ‘They must
have marvelled indeed shen ay tho
love of Chri-t which paszeth knowl-
cdge. Yet he was aot dying for
them tut for you, So the pooress
litdle child may eay, “Thy love
to me was wonde: fal.”

Everythirg that he did was won-
derful  Teawh eaid that meny
should bo sstomishoed at him, and I
want you to ses how exachly that
was fu'filled. Look in tte first
geven chapters of Sy Mark, and
you will seo i$ five $imes mentioned
that they woreastcnished or ame zed
ad him.

And his words were not less
wonderful, for, a3 Nicodemns said” No man
ever spake like this man.’ Look in the
fcurth chapter of St Luke, and you will
see hew over $hose who did not love him
wcndered, and ware asyonished and amazed
ot his worde. If we wonder ad his
gracious words $o us now, how much
more shall wo wonder when we soe him
on $he #hrone of his glory and hear
bis own voice a the sread oternal day
say unto us, * Come, yo “blessed ! "—Morn-
ng Sta 7,
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QUESS.

(L g~> what ho hal in his pockod
Marblea and tor 8 nnd sundry toys
Such as slwaye Lelung to hoys,

A bittor spple, o leathorn ball ?
Not ab all.

Whab dld ho have in his pocked 1
A bubble pipo and a rusby scrow,
A brassy watch-koy broken in two,
A fishhook 1n a tangle of string?
No such thing.

What did be have in hls pcckob?
Gingerbroad crumbs, a whistlo he
mado,
Battons, a knife with o breken Y'ade,
A nail or $wo, with a rubber gun?
Neither one.

What did he have in his pocket ?
Before ho knew it slyly cropt
Under $he treasares carofully kep$,
And away they all of $hem quickly

stolo—
'Twas a holo!
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NED'S SERMON

NEp is & canary, bus even birds can
preach. Ned will not crmuwnence singing
un 1l he calis to e and gets an suswer,
tbus meking sure that I am listening
Then, after sing:ng awhile, he pauses, as f
to ask, How do you like that? ' and
when I answer, ' DPretty Ned! sweet
song ! " bo starteup sgain louder than ever.
You see he dislikes tu throw his aweeb
music away, snd wants appreciative lis-
Yenors

This, then, is his sermon. “Your Sun-
day- chou: teacher can expuan the lesson
mo:o canly and ploassntiy if every eyo is

preach much more freoly and intorostingly
if ovory one, big and littlo, is wido awake
ond paying closo attonsion.”
i [ hopo you will remember Ned's sormon
o ong timo.  The toxt is, ' A good listoner
mokos a good speakor.”

TESTIMONY OF A CONVERT IN
TURKEY.

| AN Arwmenlan a$ Adans, in Tarkey, re-

ceived Josus and became a happy Chris-

tian. One day ho stood up in $ho midsk
, of & largo cungregation cf people and said :
| I am a poor man I earn four or five
| piasires a day by cutling up bushes by the
roots and bring $hem into the oily on my
back for sale as firewood. I am also an
ignorant man—I cannot rend. I went out
t0 tho plein $o-day to bring in bushes; it
was raining, the mnd was ankle deep, the
wind blew cold from the mountains, I was
muddy to the knees; my thin clothes were
wed through, and yed I wont along with
my heart so full of joy ¢hat I bad o sing
praiges to God all the way.

“What is it that gave me such joy to-
day and fills me with joy $o-night?

“ Wha gives me joy is this—thas Ohris$
is with me. He Is with me in the rain and
$he mud and the cold wind ; he is with me
in my labour and poverty; he is here in
my heard; he comforts me, he cheers me,
he loves me and I love him That is the
reason I wenb along the road to-day sing-
ing pralses o God, and dhaj is the reason
I, a poor ignorant men, can dare to stand
up in this asgsembly and urge you all to
accopb of Chrisk.”

HOW TO MAEKE A PLANTATION.

THE detcription is go vivid and interest-

ing shet I think I will give you the whole
of it. The writer, Julia B. Schaufller,
8ays:
ZAe o child the joy of my heart for
three long summers was a ‘plantalion’ of
my own making, snd doubiless any of my
young readers who enter upon this pursnit
will find it a3 delightfal employmenbd as I
did.

“ Lot me #°ll how it is dons. The first
requisite is & wooden b x abou’ one yard
tquare and abous twelve inches deep, tilled
with good, rich oartb. This should be
placed on a piazzi, where it is protected
from the rain and yet hae the adventage
of san end sir. It should be raised on
snother bax or on two stools until it is
y Jast the right height for the little * plant.
ers’ 30 reach all part of their estate with-
out diflisuléy. Next, a house muss be
found. The house which I had was made
of card-board, which was covered with
mucilsge and then sanded, thus producing
the effect of rough stone. But now-a-deys
it Is easy to find one of the pretiy ‘ Queen
Acne’ coMages in which witing-paper is
so.d, for this purpase ‘Longfellow's

lovkiug ioto hors, and uu une 13 whi-per- | House, which has been in the shops all
ing ur laughing or tarnaog ateund, yoar, winter, would Ls a grand mansion fer a
superintondent or pastor can talk or | plantation.

* So far, tho litélo planters musé hav-
the help of some older persons, bub the
houso onco placed in posiblon, either di
recbly in tho centro, or, bostor asill, ad #he
back of the ‘grounds,’ then any child car
do the rost. Paths loading to tho houee
musbt bo carefully laid ous with tiny white
stnnos or sand, a lawn planted. a pond
arranged, and o flagstaff raised. The pon!
can bo eithor of looking-glass, with fhe
edgos carefully concealed by moss, or a
litsle china dish (liko & bird's bath-tut
filled onch morning with fresh water anr
affording a good swimming-place for soms
diny tny ducks. The lawn can bo sow.
with oats, which soon make a vivid green,
and if tho crop is nicely trimmed down,
the lawn oan bo kop$ in good condition for
a long $ime

“This is $he simple outlino of the plan,
bus the variations are endless. You will
soon discover under $he maples miniature
treos which will well boar $ransplanting o
the ‘grove;’ mosgses from the woods will
makeo sofs $erraces, while lithle ferns and
planis will be brough$ in triumph to add
1o $ho beaudy of the ‘garden.’

“So far as I can see, there are only two
objeotions to $his amusement. One is $hat
listle hands which have bson ‘plantine’ all
the morning wlll require a geod scrubbing
before they are presentable a$ $he lunch-
table; and the second is thab a too ener-
getic watering of the plantation is apt to
produce a shower of mud on the clean

floor of the piazzn; but a lidtle care will -
In your :

prevent this and save trouble.
search to find somedhing suitable for trans-
planting, you learn to noiice ali fiowers
and planis in your rambles, and you will
find the ‘plantetion’ an uofailing amuse.
ment for a wet day. You will have many
new ideas §o improve your estate as you
work on i

“Ag I write, the memory of my dear old
box and all it3 treasures comes bask 40 me
go vividly that I loog to be again & child
and stard once more a  plandation.’ "

CURIOUS NESTS.

BY MRS G, HALL.

IN the island of Javs, far away from
us, there lives a kind of swallow. It is a
very preity bird, with a kind of ruoff
around its neck, long wings, and tail
covered with green and blue feathers.

They make their nestsin the caves, not |

of sticks or olay, as obher birds do, but of
a kind of seaweed, a plant they geb on the
seashore. Thig they chew up bafore they

uss iy, and it makes a king of gelatine liko :
that your mother buys to make you jelly. -

And the people eat them.

“ What, cat a bird’s nest!” you say. It :

does seem funny, bu} they are great delica-
cies, and often cosy from fifteen #o thirty
dollars apiece.

Thsy.are sald to make beautiful eoup |,
too. I is veryhard to get these nests,and -

the men who go into the caves for shem
have to wear masks, or $he birds would
peck their eyes out.
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FIVE-O'CLOCK TEA.

Five littlo girls,

With shoeir hair in ouarls,
And faces as olean a9 could be,
In white drosses noas,
Aud slippor-shod foot,

Sat down to a five-o'clock tea.

Thoero was “ Sugar and spice,
And everything nice ;"
Thore was sandwich and cake and ice
oroam,
And “cambric $ea” hot,
From a tiny toapot—
Al jush like o fairy-land dream.

And you would have $hought
That each maiden ought
To have been happy as happy could be—
Aud g0 they well might
Bui for a sad sight.
Thab spoiled all the hive-o'clock $ea

‘Twas dark, ugly frown,
That soitled hard down
O'er the faco of one poor little maid
And 14 stopped all the fun,
Tor how could anyone
Be happy as long as i siayed ?

But now she agrees,
Ab all five-o'clock teas,
To be a3 sruiling and gay as she's able,
Becauss a oross face,
All times oub of place,
Is even more 8o ab §he able,

THE LITTLE BOOK - KEEPER.

«0n, dear! everyone has a better time
than I do!” was the petulant exclamation
of lidtle Kalio Williams, as sho watched
from the window the passers-by in the
streeb below. “There go Jeusie Brown and
Jennie Hall to spend the evening wilth
Grace Lse,” said Katie, as she saw two
handsomely dressed girls aboub $o enter a
gate opposite. *They don's have #o sisy
a$ home to take care cf a cross baby.”

This lasb remark was called forth by $he
ecreams ¢ f paor little Willie, who had rolled
over on the floor and could not ges up with-
out help. Kate picked him up with a jerk,
tossed him some of his playthings and then
turned her attention to the window again.

“Yes, and there are Fannie and Dora ous
in the streed,” she musttered , their marama
lets them out if iy is cold. Ob, dear! and
there’sQarrieStone going to ride,all dressed
up, and Mamie Bowen ekating on tho pond.
Ob, dear! Oh, dear! averyons but me—
everyone but mo! There you cross little
thing ! here are your blocks and doys; why
don't you stop erying and play with them?”

“Katsl Kate!” said a gentle, quies voice,
and Mrs, Williams entered the room looking
repr-achfully a$ her littls daughter. “Ido
a,% wish to hear any mors complaints.
Qall Sarah o get Willie $o sleep and then
take a penoil and paper and eit by me.”

Kate hung her head guiltily as she heard
the grave tones of her mother

*Dy you know, my daughter, how papa
carns $ho =aoney #o0 give us $his pleasant

home, our food and clothos and all the
comforta wo cnjoy 7"

*“ Yos, mamma, ho is book-kooper for Mr.
Thompson.”

“As you scom j0 bo discondonted tbis
aftornoon, suppoge you ry %o bo a litblo
book-keoper.”

“That will bo nico,” said Kade, brighten-
ing, “if you will show mo how."

“Well, your papa has to sot down on
ono side of o great book what his employors
owo and on tho other what they recoivo,
tho d.tfsronce botween theso $wo is what
ho calls 4ho bulance. Now I have heard all
your complaiuts this afternoon.”

Here Kato blushed.

“You con se$ things you have to complain
abous down on your papor and call 1§ the
trouble side; on the opposite page you can
pus your blessings—all the good and pleas-
and things, then wo will strike a balance
and see which side has it. Now Legin.”

Kate got pencil and paper and wrote as
her mother dictated :

TROUBLES.

Taking care of the baby.
Could not go to rido.

Could not play ball.

Could not give my doll a ride.

BLESSINGS,

A dear litble brother.

Strong fee$, which lame Carrie Stone
has no#.

A kind father, which Fannie and Dora
have not.

A pleasant home.

A mother that loves me.

Nice things 4o eat.

Qood clothes to wear.

A nice Sabbath-¢chool.

A good teacher.

“Oh, mamma, there ien's room for any
more blessings; we shall have to balance
it now,” cried F .te, her eyes sparkling
with a new sense of richness.

* Well, in whose favcur ia the balance?’

“Why, the blessings, of course and we
didn’s pus them all down, either. The next
afternoon I have $o sbay ab home I will
think of my blessings and nob my troubles.”

“That is righy, my Kitty,” said her
mother, kissing her. *“ Now you are my
blessing. Whenever you feel that your
froubles are too hard to bear, do a listle
baok-keeping and you will ind tbe balance
to be on the blessing side. If that does
no# answer, then ask God to please help
you to be patieny snd contented. Now
run and tell Sarah to make your favourite
cakes for tea"

“Thank you, mamma, that is another
blessing " Aud Kateran cff as gay as a
lark.—The Little Sower.

TRAPS.

MgRs. Mancy was looking over a box of
scrap pictures, and seleciing some for a
hospital screen. Harold was leaning over
her shoulder, helpiog her choose the pret-
tiesh. Suddenly he exclaimed . * Oh, mam-
ws, stop ' What is that antelope hanging
ap in ¢ ab bagkes for?”

“ Yook closoly, dear, and eco if yon
caa's toll for yourself.”

“ Thore are some wolves and shey aro
trying lo god tho antolcpo. Bub [ can't aco
why 1 is bung up thoro in a basket Ish
alivo 1"

“Cordainly. Tho antolopo is fastenod
into tho basked. and tho basket is hung
upon tho onds of two bamhoo polen I8 is
n lure for tho wolves Undernoath the
antelopo & deop pit is dug, and covered
loosely wish brushwood. Tho cries of $he
antelopo atbruct tho wolves, and in their
frantio offurts $o reach i%, thoy leap upon
tho beushweod, which tumbles down, car-
rying tho wolves into tho pit with it You
sco men aro too cunning for the wolves,
and sempt them su their doath by hanging
before their oyes somothing thoy liko very
much.”

"1 guess that's the way Satan does,
mamwmas, whon he wants to got boys and
men into his piv.”

* What bait does ho use, Harold 1

" Well, mamma, you know all boys like
Christmas pudding, and so that old Satan
pus it into somebody’s head to pud wine
and brandy into Christmas plum-pudding,
80 ag to teach boys #o liko drink.”

“ Whero did you ever see such things
done, Harold 7"

*James Ray broughs some pudding o
schoo!l one day, and told me b3 mother
puts brandy und wine in somedimea; bud
I had rend of that being done in my jem-
perance papor. Old Satan can't catch me
with shat baid”

“Pon's I~4 him caich you wiith any
bait, dear. Whateover is wrong 18 a trap
of Satan's.”

REAL PRAYER

“WHaT do we mean by prayiog?”
** Asking Gud for scmething,” enid a child
1 BNSWer.

Boys and girls, do you really pray? Do
the words you address #o the Lord
come from your hearts, or only from your
lips? If you wonk a penny from father,
or a bisfuis from mother, you ask as if
you really wany it Now dc you mock
the Lord by knceling down and asking
him for things shat youv do no$ wand?
You ask him to make ycu good Do you
wand to be gond, and ure you rea'ly trying
to bo good 7 If you reallv try to be good,
God will surely he'p you

SUNDAY-SCHOUL LE>>UNS.
Jong 10

Lessoy Tori~  Passage of the Rud Sca

—Exod. 14 19 29
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et oy e © = <y “Oh'! $he doar, lovely, flufly thing!”
Q SN N ™ w. |cried she dolighted child. “ What ehall
R wo namo it "

""',-.
OROSSING THE RE
ROY'S WISH.
A, GIDDINGs PARK,

« ] wisn [ was a little dog,”
Roy, pouting, sald ono day

To msiams, wgo‘d roefused him leave
QOu# in the rain to play—

* 'Cause litble dogs don'y have $o ask
Their mamma if they may,

Buh go jus$ where they wans #o go,
And always have $heir way ! "

And shen be pouted all she moro,

Stamped Joud, and kicked against $he door.

by - L.
D 8EA.—Exopus 1

1, 1921,

Mamma looked grieved, yet no reply
Her naughty %oy she made ,

Bub when “$was supper-time Roy's plato
A4 table was not laid;

Sut on the hearsh he saw it placed,
With soraps of meat and bread,

His pretsy silver cup, with milk
Olose by where Jip was fed.

A momen$ more, $wo chabby arms
Round mamma’s neck were pressed —
A ligsle boy with golden balr
Was eobbing on her breast.
* I don’t—don’s want to be—4o be
A doggle any more "
Sobbed litble Roy, as though his heart
Were smitten 0 the core.

Then mamma said, “I'm glad to find
My litdle boy bas changed his mind!”
Aud gently kissed the tears away,
While Roy was soon absorbed in play.

——— .

FLUFFY AND HER BABIES.

ONE duy Gerbrude was sick in bed, and
she was g0 lonely and miscrable that she
oried A3 hard as she could. Mamma opened
the door and locked ab her little girl a
momens, and then said :

“Poor little girlie! Mamma can’t be
with you all the time; bu$ here's com-
pany for you.”

Qertrude saw only a great 'unch of
roses in mamwa's hand, and although she
way very fond of flowers, she knew
mamwa would nob call them ¢company. Ss
she opened her eyes very wido, and looked
towards the door. )

Mamma laughed,stooped down and lifted
a hacket from the !!oor, opened i$ and laid
in hor little sick girl's arma a beaautiful
white Auyora cab.  Its far was two inches
long, and so fine and soft thas $he cab
looked almost like a $iny puft ball.

“1 shink you have called ib a very good
name—* ¥lufly,'” answorod mamma.

So Fiuffy it wau alwaya called.

A fow months afterwards, Qerfrude
camo ranning $c¢ bor mothor, for she was
yuite well naw, and called . * Come, yuick,
momma , Flufty has threo of the swostess,
teendy, littlo kittens you ever saw!”

Nobody in all that town had snch prowty
pets as [luffy and her three babies.

DOT'S WELCOME
BY B G.

Dot HUNT was a 8weut child, and every-
body loved her, because she was 8o lovely
and lovable. She was an only child of a
wealthy widow, and her home was one of
elegance and culture. There never was a
kinder or more generous child, or one more
compasgsionate. If, while driviag in the
grand carriage beslde her mamma, she saw
a child grieved or hurs, she was no$ bappy
until she saw it comforted or helped. If a
beggar child came to the door, she turned
beggar, 100, begging Aun, $he cook, to feed
the hungry.

When Dot was five years oid, she went,
yono bright sammer day, to church with
her momma She was a perfect blossom
in her snowy white dress, with a tunch of
roee buds fassened in the broad sash

Ab the church door stood a plainly-
dressed woman with a very sad face, and
beside her a girl of perhaps ten years, she
latter wearing a calico dress and a very
common-looking straw hab. People were
going info the church very fast, bu no one
geemed to notice the ead-looking woman
and her deughter. Presently a sunshiny
voice broke the icy chilliness of the church-
goers. Ib was Dob'e.

“Isn’y you doin’ in $o clurch?” asked
Do#, of sho little girl.

“It ien't our church, we're strangers,
we don't know where to go," answered the
little girl

“It's God's church,” Dot said reverently;
“come with mamma and me; .aere’s lots
of room ia God’s church.”

The weary woman looked into Mrs.
Hunt's face yuestivningly, and, though the
latter's fuce flashed, she secunded $he little
one™» bearty invitation.

‘Yes, do come with us, pleass, we will
be glad to have you,” she said. And,
presently, seated side by side in God's
house were the children of poverty and
wealth.

Taoere had been a number of wiknesses
uf the prettyy ocens. There was mora than
one face flushed as the ainister, during
| the reading of the murping lesson, gave

this passage, "I was a sbranger and ye
took me in.”

* Was it Jeuns looking through that sad
woman's eyes? Jesus looking through
her litble daughier’'s eyes?”

| . Inasmuch as ye did it unto tho least of
these, ye did it unto me."”
, Afier the sorvice, more $han one faghion-

L

ably-dreesed lady shook hande keindly with
the “ girangers,” aud mado thom welcome

Do nover know how forlorn, how home-
slck and how desolato $hose iwo sirangore
bad beon boforo hor gontlo welcome
reached dhelr souls, bub sho had taught
“childron of & larger growth” o lesson
gadly needed.

And lo! how gread a troo grows from
o little scorn! The * strangera” who had
come #0 the city from a bereaved home,
from which both friends and monoy had
boon token, found friends and pleavant
employmens How faor a lithlo cendlo
throws its beam !

A RIDDLE.

OAN you gusss 1§ ?
I always run a$ man’s behess,
Giving mysolf no $ime for resi:
Ah, what might not ocour for harm,
If 1Ishould sleep nor give alarm !
I am nc egotiss, yed
Make myself heard, and am not shy;
Bub rars the day when I agree
With others In my company !

———

A DEAR ACQUAINTANOCE.

StngLy children do got ad the trath of
things in a wonderful way, without fear
or fashion or favour.

A litsle child, Ieft a$¢ home one cold, fem-
pestuous day, was applied $o by a poor
wanderer {or shelter,

“I can't leb you in.” enid the litile one,
from an upper window, “because my
father don't know you" And she would
nob be enireated.

Suddenly the child's voice was heard
agsain: “Do you know Jesus ?”

The poor woman bursé into tears, and
declared that Jesus was her only friend.

Instantly the door flew open. *“Oh, if
you know Jesus,” said the child, “i¥'s all
right, because he is our friends $00.”

Safe indeed are we In our friend, if they
are truly the friends of Jesue.

BENJIE'S SCRAP-BOOK.

BeNJIE wasa little cripple. His back was
nob straight, like ycurs and wine, and bis
little legs were small and thia and useless
Ho was a brigh$, merry little fellow though,
and far happicr than mauy childrea who
cau run aund play all day long, and who
nover know what it is to lie awake at
nigh$ with backache.

He had a scrap-book, and his friends
used $o send him a great many pictures to
paste in it. One day a fresh box of pic-
turescame. As he was turning $hem over,
he suddsnly began to laugh “Ho,ho' cld
fellow, wkat's your name? You old bird
with & woman's face, you! Why, yon
look like old Bridged O'Toole, with her
nightcap that ehe wears all day ”

amma was curious ¥o see whas sord of
a bird i¥ could be that looked like an old
Irish grandmothei. I$ was an ow), perched
upon she edge of her nest.




