“ But all the stories are told now,
And what, oh, what shall we do ?”

“ We'll climb the tower this very hour,
And there admire the view.”

Thus ery the children gladly,
But each little Grandmother Thumb,

She courtesys so, and she says “No! no!
1 will not, will not come!

‘We'll go to church together,
As good little grandmothers do,

And there we'll wait—but don’t be late !—
Yes, there we'll wait for you.

And while in church we’re waiting,
A little prayer we’ll say,

And thanks we’ll give for the days we live,
And thanks for the children gay.”
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The children elimb the tower,
And up and up they go;
Like fairies small look one and all,
Still mounting in a row,
Now higher still, and higher,
With never a fear of a fall,
Till one he stumbles, and one he tumbles,
And down come toppling all!
And down comes the tower itself, too,
On top of the church—ah me!
Oh, what a smashing! oh, what a crashing!
And where can the children be ?
See! creeping out from the ruins
By ones and twos they come;
And, deary me! at last we see
Each good little Grandmother Thumb. -
“QOh, bless us now!” and, “Oh, kiss us now!”
And, “ Listen, my dears, to me: .
Another day, whatever you say,
More careful we all must be!”
Laura E. Ricnarns,
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