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At this, the Elephant’s Child said, “Led go! You are hurtig bel”
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Ogden Nash

THE TALE OF CUSTARD,
THE DRAGON

Belinda lived in a little white house,

With a little black kitten and a little gray mouse,
And a little yellow dog and a little red wagon,
And a realio, trulio, little pet dragon.

Now the name of the little black kitten was Ink,
And the little gray mouse, she called her Blink,
And the little yellow dog was sharp as Mustard,
But the dragon was a coward, and she called him Custard.

Custard the dragon had big sharp teeth,

And spikes on top of him and scales underneath,
Mouth like a fireplace, chimney for a nose,

And realio, trulio, daggers on his toes.

Belinda was as brave as a barrel full of bears,
And Ink and Blink chased lions down the stairs,
Mustard was as brave as a tiger in a rage,

But Custard cried for a nice safe cage.

Belinda tickled him, she tickled him unmerciful,

Ink, Blink, and Mustard, they rudely called him Percival,
They all sat laughing in the little red wagon

At the realio, trulio, cowardly dragon.

Belinda giggled till she shook the house,

And Blink said, “Weeek!” (which is giggling for a mouse),
Ink and Mustard rudely asked his age

When Custard cried for a nice safe cage.
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Suddenly, suddenly they heard a nasty sound,
And Mustard growled, and they all looked around.
“Meowch!” cried Ink, and “Ooh!” cried Belinda,
For there was a pirate, climbing in the winda.

Pistol in his left hand, pistol in his right,
And he held in his teeth a cutlass bright,
His beard was black, one leg was wood;
It was clear that the pirate meant no good.

Belinda paled, and she cried, “Help! Help!”

But Mustard fled with a terrified yelp,

Ink trickled down to the bottom of the household,
And little mouse Blink strategically mouseholed.
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But up jumped Custard, snorting like an engine,
Clashed his tail like irons in a dungeon.

With a clatter and a clank and a jangling squirm
He went at the pirate like a robin at a worm.

The pirate gaped at Belinda’s dragen,

And gulped some grog from his pocket flagon.
He fired two bullets, but they didn’t hit,

And Custard gobbled him, every bit.

Belinda embraced him, Mustard licked him,
No one mourned for his pirate victim.

Ink and Blink in glee did gyrate

Around the dragon that ate the pirate.

Belinda still lives in her little white house,

With her little black kitten and her little gray mouse,
And her little yellow dog and her little red wagon,
And her realio, trulio, little pet dragon.

Belinda is as brave as a barrel full of bears,
And Ink and Blink chase lions down the stairs.
Mustard is as brave as a tiger in a rage,

But Custard keeps crying for a nice safe cage.




Rudyard Kipling
THE ELEPHANT'S CHILD

ILLUSTRATED BY Keith Ward

IN THE High and Far-Off Times the Ele-
phant, O Best Beloved, had no trunk. He had only a blackish,
bulgy nose, as big as a boot, that he could wriggle about from
side to side; but he couldn’t pick up things with it. But there
was one Elephant—a new Elephant—an Elephant’s Child—who
was full of “satiable curiosity, and that means he asked ever so
many questions. And he lived in Africa, and he filled all Africa
with his “satiable curiosities. He asked his tall aunt, the Ostrich,
why her tail feathers grew just so, and his tall aunt, the Ostrich,
spanked him with her hard, hard claw. He asked his tall uncle,
the Giraffe, what made his skin spotty, and his tall uncle, the
Giraffe, spanked him with his hard, hard hoof. And still he was
full of ’satiable curiosity! He asked his broad aunt, the Hippo-
potamus, why her eyes were red, and his broad aunt, the Hip-
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popotamus, spanked him with her broad, broad hoof; and he
asked his hairy uncle, the Baboon, why melons tasted just so,
and his hairy uncle, the Baboon, spanked him with his hairy,
hairy paw. And still he was full of ’satiable curiosity! He asked
questions about everything that he saw, or heard, or felt, or
smelt, or touched, and all his uncles and his aunts spanked him.
And still he was full of 'satiable curiosity!

One fine morning in the middle of the Precession of the
Equinoxes, this ’satiable Elephant’s Child asked a new fine
question that he had never asked before. He asked, “What
does the Crocodile have for dinner?” Then everybody said,
“Hush!” in a loud and dretful tone, and they spanked him im-
mediately and directly, without stopping, for a long time.

By and by, when that was finished, he came upon Kolokolo
Bird sitting in the middle of a wait-a-bit thornbush, and he
said, “My father has spanked me, and my mother has spanked
me; all my aunts and uncles have spanked me for my ’satiable
curiosity; and still I want to know what the Crocodile has for
dinner!”




Then Kolokolo Bird said, with a mournful cry, “Go to the
banks of the great gray-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set
about with fever trees, and find out.”

That very next morning, when there was nothing left of
the Equinoxes, because the Precession had preceded according
to precedent, this 'satiable Elephant’s Child took a hundred
pounds of bananas (the little short red kind), and a hundred
pounds of sugar cane (the long purple kind), and seventeen
melons (the greeny-crackly kind), and said to all his dear
families, “Good-bye. 1 am going to the great gray-green, greasy
Limpopo River, all set about with fever trees, to find out what
the Crocodile has for dinner.” And they all spanked him once
more for luck, though he asked them most politely to stop.

Then he went away, a little warm, but not at all astonished,
eating melons, and throwing the rind about, because he could
not pick it up.

He went from Graham’s Town to Kimberley, and from Kim-
berley to Khama’s Country, and from Khama’s Country he
went east by north, eating melons all the time, till at last he
came to the banks of the great gray-green, greasy Limpopo
River, all set about with fever trees, precisely as Kolokolo Bird
had said.

Now you must know and understand, O Best Beloved, that
till that very week, and day, and hour, and minute, this 'satiable
Elephant’s Child had never seen a Crocodile, and did not
know what one was like. It was all his “satiable curiosity.

The first thing that he found was a Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-
Snake curled round a rock.

“’Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child most politely, “but
have you seen such a thing as a Crocodile in these promiscuous
parts?”

“Have 1 seen a Crocodile?” said the Bi-Colored-Python-
Rock-Snake, in a voice of dretful scorn. “What will you ask
me next?”

“’Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child, “but could you
kindly tell me what he has for dinner?”

Then the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snake uncoiled himself
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very quickly from the rock, and spanked the Elephant’s Child
with his scalesome, flailsome tail.

“That is odd,” said the Elephant’s Child, “because my father
and my mother, and my uncle and my aunt, not to mention my
other aunt, the Hippopotamus, and my other uncle, the Ba-
boon, have all spanked me for my ’satiable curiosity—and I sup-
pose this is the same thing.”

So he said good-bye very politely to the Bi-Colored-Python-
Rock-Snake, and helped to coil him up on the rock again, and
went on, a little warm, but not at all astonished, eating melons,
and throwing the rind about, because he could not pick it up,
till he trod on what he thought was a log of wood at the very
edge of the great gray-green, greasy Limpopo River, all set
about with fever trees.

But it was really the Crocodile, O Best Beloved, and the
Crocodile winked one eye—like this!

“’Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child most politely, “but
do you happen to have seen a Crocodile in these promiscuous
parts?”

Then the Crocodile winked the other eye and lifted half
his tail out of the mud; and the Elephant’s Child stepped back
most politely, because he did not wish to be spanked again.

“Come hither, Little One,” said the Crocodile. “Why do you
ask such things?”

“’Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child most politely, “but
my father has spanked me, my mother has spanked me, not
to mention my tall aunt, the Ostrich, and my tall uncle, the
Giraffe, who can kick ever so hard, as well as my broad aunt,
the Hippopotamus, and my hairy uncle, the Baboon, and in-
cluding the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snake, with the scale-
some, flailsome tail, just up the bank, who spanks harder than
any of them; and so, if it’s quite all the same to you, I don’t
want to be spanked any more.”

“Come hither, Little One,” said the Crocodile, “for I am the
Crocodile,” and he wept crocodile-tears to show it was quite
true.

Then the Elephant’s Child grew all breathless, and panted,
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and kneeled down on the bank and said, “You are the very
person I have been looking for all these long days. Will you
please tell me what you have for dinner?”

“Come hither, Little One,” said the Crocodile, “and T’ll
whisper.”

Then the Elephant’s Child put his head down close to the
Crocodile’s musky, tusky mouth, and the Crocodile caught him
by his little nose, which up to that very week, day, hour, and
minute, had been no bigger than a boot, though much more
useful.

“I think,” said the Crocodile—and he said it between his
teeth, like this—“I think today I will begin with Elephant’s
Child!”

At this, O Best Beloved, the Elephant’s Child was much
annoyed, and he said, speaking through his nose, like this,
“Led go! You are hurtig be!”

Then the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snake scuffled down from
the bank and said, “My young friend, if you do not now, im-
mediately and instantly, pull as hard as ever you can, it is my
opinion that your acquaintance in the large-pattern leather
ulster” (and by this he meant the Crocodile) “will jerk you
into yonder limpid stream before you can say Jack Robinson.”

This is the way Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snakes always talk.

Then the Elephant’s Child sat back on his little haunches,
and pulled, and pulled, and pulled, and his nose began to
stretch. And the Crocodile floundered into the water, making
it all creamy with great sweeps of his tail, and he pulled, and
pulled, and pulled.

And the Elephant’s Child’s nose kept on stretching; and the
Elephant’s Child spread all his little four legs and pulled, and
pulled, and pulled, and his nose kept on stretching; and the
Crocodile threshed his tail like an oar, and he pulled, and
pulled, and pulled, and at each pull the Elephant’s Child’s
nose grew longer and longer—and it hurt him hijjus!

Then the Elephant’s Child felt his legs slipping, and he said
through his nose, which was now nearly five feet long, “This
is too butch for be!”
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Then the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snake came down from
the bank, and knotted himself in a double-clove-hitch, round
the Elephant’s Child’s hind legs, and said, “Rash and inex-
perienced traveler, we will now seriously devote ourselves to
a little high tension, because if we do not, it is my impression
that yonder self-propelling man-of-war with the armor-plated
upper deck” (and by this, O Best Beloved, he meant the Croco-
dile), “will permanently vitiate your future career.”

That is the way all Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snakes always
talk.
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So he pulled, and the Elephant’s Child pulled, and the Croc-
odile pulled; but the Elephant’s Child and the Bi-Colored-
Python-Rock-Snake pulled hardest; and at last the Crocodile
let go of the Elephant’s Child’s nose with a plop that you could
hear all up and down the Limpopo.

Then the Elephant’s Child sat down most hard and sudden;
but first he was careful to say “Thank you” to the Bi-Colored-
Python-Rock-Snake; and next he was kind to his poor pulled
nose, and wrapped it all up in cool banana leaves, and hung it
in the great gray-green, greasy Limpopo to cool.

“What are you doing that for?” said the Bi-Colored-Python-
Rock-Snake.

“’Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child, “but my nose is
badly out of shape, and I am waiting for it to shrink.”

“Then you will have to wait a long time,” said the Bi-
Colored-Python-Rock-Snake. “Some people do not know what
is good for them.”

The Elephant’s Child sat there for three days waiting for
his nese to shrink. But it never grew any shorter, and, besides,
it made him squint. For, O Best Beloved, you will see and
understand that the Crocodile had pulled it out into a really
truly trunk same as all Elephants have today.

At the end of the third day a fly came and stung him on the
shoulder, and before he knew what he was doing he lifted
up his trunk and hit that fly dead with the end of it.

“’Vantage number one!” said the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-
Snake. “You couldn’t have done that with a mere-smear nose.
Try and eat a little, now.”

Before he thought what he was doing the Elephant’s Child
put out his trunk and plucked a large bundle of grass, dusted it
clean against his forelegs, and stuffed it into his own mouth.

“’Vantage number two!” said the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-
Snake. “You couldn’t have done that with a mere-smear nose.
Don'’t you think the sun is very hot here?”

“Itis,” said the Elephant’s Child, and before he thought what
he was doing he schlooped up a schloop of mud from the banks
of the great gray-green, greasy Limpopo, and slapped it on his
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head, where it made a cool schloopy-sloshy mud-cap all trickly
behind his ears.

“’Vantage number three!” said the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-
Snake. “You couldn’t have done that with a mere-smear nose.
Now how do you feel about being spanked again?”

“’Scuse me,” said the Elephant’s Child, “but I should not
like it at all.”

“How would you like to spank somebody?” said the Bi-Col-
ored-Python-Rock-Snake.

“I should like it very much indeed,” said the Elephant’s
Child.

“Well,” said the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snake, “you will
find that new nose of yours very useful to spank people with.”

“Thank you,” said the Elephant’s Child, “T'll remember that;
and now I think I'll go home to all my dear families and try.”

So the Elephant’s Child went home across Africa frisking
and whisking his trunk. When he wanted fruit to eat he pulled
fruit down from a tree, instead of waiting for it to fali as he used
to do. When he wanted grass he plucked grass up from the
ground, instead of going on his knees as he used to do. When
the flies bit him he broke off the branch of a tree and used it
as a fly-whisk; and he made himself a new, cool, slushy-squshy

11



mud-cap whenever the sun was hot. When he felt lonely
walking through Africa he sang to himself down his trunk, and
the noise was louder than several brass bands. He went es-
pecially out of his way to find a broad Hippopotamus (she was
no relation of his), and he spanked her very hard, to make sure
that the Bi-Colored-Python-Rock-Snake had spoken the truth
about his new trunk. The rest of the time he picked up the
melon rinds that he had dropped on his way to the Limpopo—
for he was a Tidy Pachyderm.

One dark evening he came back to all his dear families, and
he coiled up his trunk and said, “How do you do?” They were
very glad to see him, and immediately said, “Come here and
be spanked for your ’satiable curiosity.”

“Pooh,” said the Elephant’s Child. “I don’t think you peoples
know anything about spanking; but I do, and I'll show you.”

Then he uncurled his trunk and knocked two of his dear
brothers head over heels.

“O Bananas!” said they, “where did you learn that trick, and
what have you done to your nose?”
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“I got a new one from the Crocodile on the banks of the
great, gray-green, greasy Limpopo River,” said the Elephant’s
Child. “T asked him what he had for dinner, and he gave me this
to keep.”

“It looks very ugly,” said his hairy uncle, the Baboon.

“It does,” said the Elephant’s Child. “But it’s very useful,”
and he picked up his hairy uncle, the Baboon, by one hairy
leg, and hove him into a hornets’ nest.

Then that bad Elephant’s Child spanked all his dear families
for a long time, till they were very warm and greatly aston-

-ished. He pulled out his tall Ostrich aunt’s tail feathers; and he
caught his tall uncle, the Giraffe, by the hind leg, and dragged
him through a thornbush; and he shouted at his broad aunt, the
Hippopotamus, and blew bubbles into her ear when she was
sleeping in the water after meals; but he never let anyone
touch Kolokolo Bird.

At last things grew so exciting that his dear families went
off one by one in a hurry to the banks of the great gray-green,
greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever trees, to borrow
new noses from the Crocodile. When they came back nobody
spanked anybody any more; and ever since that day, O Best
Beloved, all the Elephants you will ever see, besides all those
that you won’t, have trunks precisely like the trunk of the
satiable Elephant’s Child.

FUN
Leroy F. Jackson

I love to hear a lobster laugh,

Or see a turtle wiggle,

Or poke a hippopotamus

And see the monster giggle,

Or even stand around at night
And watch the mountains wriggle.
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Laura E. Richards
ELETELEPHONY

Once there was an elephant,
Who tried to use the telephant—
No! no! I mean an elephone
Who tried to use the telephone—
(Dear me! I am not certain quite
That even now I've got it right.)

Howe'er it was, he got his trunk
Entangled in the telephunk;

The more he tried to get it free,
The louder buzzed the telephee—
(I fear I'd better drop the song
Of elephop and telephong!)
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Miriam Clark Potter
MRS. GOOSE’S RUBBERS

f\ ILLUSTRATED BY Ruth van Tellingen

‘ /" NE day Mrs. Goose could not find her
rubbers. She looked in the same old place
in the dark hall closet, and she looked

under the bed, and she looked on the back porch; but she
could not see them. So she went to Mrs. Pig’s house and
knocked at the door. When Mrs. Pig came to see who was
knocking, Mrs. Goose said: “Have you seen my rubbers?”

“Of course I haven't seen your rubbers, Mrs. Goose,” Mrs.
Pig told her. “They wouldn’t be at my house, would they?”

“I don’t know,” said Mrs. Goose. “I just thought they
might be.”

Then she went to Mrs. Squirrel’s house and knocked at the
door. When Mrs. Squirrel came to let her in, Mrs. Goose said,
“I just came to see if you had seen my rubbers.”

Mrs. Squirrel was making a nut-patty pudding. “No, I haven’t
seen them,” she said. “Did you think they were here?”

“I didn’t know,” sighed Mrs. Goose. “I just thought they
might be.”

Then Mrs. Goose went home. She looked under the stove,
she looked behind the door, she looked up on the clock shelf,
she looked in the wastepaper basket, she looked in the icebox, .
but she could not find her rubbers.

Just then Mrs. Sheep went by.

“Oh, Mrs. Sheep,” called Mrs. Goose; “have you seen my
rubbers?”

Mrs. Sheep stopped by the fence. “Why, no, I haven't seen
your rubbers,” she said. “Where do you usually keep them?”

“In their same old place in the dark hall closet,” said Mrs.

Reprinted by permission of the publishers, J. B. Lippincott Company, from Mrs.
Goose and the Three Ducks, by Miriam Clark Potter. Copyright, 1936, by Miriam
Clark Potter.

15



Goose. “But they are not there.”

Mrs. Sheep thought for a minute, and then she said, “Why
do you want your rubbers, anyway, Mrs. Goose? “It’s sunny!”

“Well, it might rain tomorrow,” Mrs. Goose replied, “and
then I'd want them.”

“That’s right,” said Mrs. Sheep. “Come to think of it, I don't
know where my rubbers are, either. I'd better go home and
look them up.” And she hurried on.

Still Mrs. Goose could not find her rubbers. She looked in
the teakettle, she looked on the back stairs, she looked in the
bread box, she looked under her pillow, and then she got a
ladder and climbed up on the roof and stared all around; but
her black eyes did not spy them anywhere.

“Dear me, dear me,” she sighed, “where can my rubbers be?”

Then she ate her supper and went to bed. Next morning
when she woke up, rain was coming down—drip, drip, drip,
on the roof. “Oh, it is raining today,” said Mrs. Goose, “and
I've got to go to market, and I haven’t found my rubbers, and
I'll get my poor feet all wet!”




She got up and made her bed and ate her breakfast. She
dusted her house; and then she just had to go to market. The
rain was coming down in big bursts and splashes and there
were puddles all over the sidewalk.

“I must find my rubbers!” thought Mrs. Goose. And she
looked and looked in all the same places, but they did not
turn up. “Well,” she sighed, “I shall have to go without them.
That’s what!” And she put on her coat and bonnet, took her
big green umbrella from its place in the dark hall closet, and
started out. She shut the door behind her, locked it with the
tiny key, and stepped out on her porch. Then she put her big
green umbrella up.

“Plop! Plop!” Two big somethings hit her on the head and
almost knocked her bonnet off. They fell down on the porch
behind her. “What can they be?” thought Mrs. Goose. She
turned around and looked at them. They were her rubbers!

“I must have put them inside my umbrella,” said Mrs. Goose.
“Oh, now I remember! I put them there so they would not be
lost. But it would have been a good deal better if I had put
them back in their same place, in the dark hall closet.”

Then she put her rubbers on and went splashing along
through the puddles on her way to market.




Helen and Alf Evers
EAGR: ¢ THE HOUSE THE PECKS BUILT

ILLUSTRATED BY Helen Evers

L_R. PECK was a carpenter, and a good
one, too. But he was very poor. So he and his wife, Mrs. Peck,
with their daughter, Bertha Peck, their son, Albert Peck, and
the dog and the cat, all lived way out in the country in a little
house with only one room. But the house was neat and clean,
and all the family were very proud of it because it was the
smallest house in the world.

Then people began to find out what a good carpenter Mr.
Peck was and to hire him to build houses for them. So he
began to make more money.

One night when he came home he said, “I must have a bed-
room of my own, where I can lie down and rest before dinner
without getting in my wife’s way while she is cooking.”

Then Albert said, “I want a bedroom, too.”

And Bertha said, “So do 1.”

And Mrs. Peck, who was busy popping corn, said, “I can’t
hear what it is that all of you want but if you are going to have
one, I want one, too.”

So Mr. Peck, with the help of Mrs. Peck and Bertha and
Albert, built four bedrooms.

One day, when all the bedrooms were finished, Mr. Peck
came home, very tired and hungry. He brought some fish for
Mrs. Peck to fry for dinner.

But Mrs. Peck said, “If I fry those fish here in this room
where we cook and eat and spend our evenings, I'll never be
able to get the odor out of the curtains.”

So Mr. Peck said, “Very well, my dear. I'll build you a
kitchen, and while I'm at it I'll build a dining room, too.”
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Then Albert Peck said, “Father, I think it would be nice if
I had a room where I could play with my electric train without
having people stumbling over it.”

And Bertha Peck said, “If Albert has a room for his train I
want one for my dolls.”

So Mr. Peck, who liked to make his family happy, said,
“Very well, besides the kitchen and the dining room we’ll build
a trainroom and a dollroom.”

And as Mr. Peck was now no longer just a carpenter but a
prosperous builder he added, “I need an office for my business,
so I think I'll build that at the same time.”

So all the Peck family got to work, and in a few weeks the
new rooms were finished.

Then one day some of Mrs. Peck’s friends came in to play
cards, and after they had left Mrs. Peck thought how nice it
would be to have a cardroom where she could entertain her
friends.

When Mr. Peck came home she mentioned it to him.

Then Albert Peck said, “I'd like a room where I can play
ping-pong with my friends.”

And Bertha Peck said, “It would be nice if I could have a
sewing room where I could make clothes for my doll.”

Mr. Peck said, “Well, I was just about to build myself a
study, so I don’t see why we can’t build the cardroom, the ping-
pong room, and the sewing room at the same time.”

So with the help of Mrs. Peck, Albert and Bertha, Mr. Peck
added all these rooms to the house, as well as four or five more




bathrooms and—a dressing room for Mrs. Peck, as a surprise,
because it was her birthday.

By this time the Peck house filled the whole lot, so Mr. Peck
bought all the land around it, to have more room for a garden.

One morning Mr. Peck said to Mrs. Peck, “It seems to me
that our bedrooms are entirely too small. I think that we should
build some new ones.”

“That would be fine,” said Mrs. Peck. “We could use the old
ones for storerooms.”

So all the family helped, and the new bedrooms were built.

Then one day Mr. Peck lost the book he was reading, and he
said, “We really need a library, where we can keep all our
books in order.”

So he built a library, and at the same time he added a small
greenhouse for Mrs. Peck, who was very fond of flowers, and
a music room where Albert and Bertha could practice their
piano lessons without disturbing anyone. And since Mr. Peck
was very rich by this time he put up a billiard room for him-
self, too.

A short time after this, Mrs. Peck had a letter from her
Cousin Hattie, whom she hadn’t seen for years. So she invited
her and her seven children to visit. After she had sent the
letter, Mrs. Peck realized that she didnt have a single guest-
room. So she talked to Mr. Peck about it.

And Mr. Peck, who was very fond of Cousin Hattie, said,
“Very well, my dear. I'll put all my men to work, and if you
and the children can help we'll have the eight guestrooms up
in a week.”

So in a week the eight guestrooms were finished—just an
hour before Cousin Hattie and her seven children arrived.

After Cousin Hattie had been at the Pecks a few days she
said, “You know, I think it’s strange that with such an enormous
house you haven’t a sun porch. I find mine so convenient.”

When Mr. Peck heard this, he set his men and his family to
work building four sun porches—one for each of the Pecks—
and at the same time, because there was some lumber left over,
a gymnasium for Albert and Bertha.
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This brought the house to the edge of the Peck property, so
Mr. Peck bought a great deal more land, just in case he should
ever want to add more rooms.

It wasn’t long before the Pecks did build again. This time it
was a breakfast room, a banquet hall for Mr. Peck to entertain
his business friends in, a ballroom—because Bertha was study-
ing dancing—and a small observatory, as Albert and Bertha
were much interested in the stars.

The Pecks went on like this for several years, building con-
stantly. There was never a day when masons and carpenters
and painters weren’t working somewhere on the house.

At last the Peck house became famous as the largest house
in the world. It rambled on for miles, down valleys and up hills.

Crowds came from the city on week ends to see the house,
and the railroad ran special excursions on the Fourth of July
and on Labor Day at one dollar for the round trip.

The Pecks were very proud of their house. Mr. Peck liked to
tell the tourists that there were many rooms in it which he
hadn’t entered for years.

Albert Peck was very proud of himself because he had taken
some of his Boy Scout friends on a two-week trip through the
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house. All the boys carried rations and bedding and camped
out in whatever room they happened to be in. They were lost
for two days once, but succeeded in finding their way out with
the help of a compass.

But the Peck family were beginning to find out that, although
their house was something to be proud of, it was a little hard
to live in.

It took Mrs. Peck several hours to reach the kitchen from her
bedroom in the morning. And when Bertha and Albert wanted
to play in the gymnasium they had to take some sandwiches
and milk with them, because they couldn't possibly get there
and back between breakfast and luncheon.

Mr. Peck made maps of the house and bought roller skates
for all his family. That helped a good deal, especially when
sweeping, but not enough.

Then Mr. Peck built a road around the house, so that when-
ever any of the Pecks wanted to go to a distant room they could
drive.

When Mrs. Peck gave a dinner party she found it best to
take her guests from the living room to the dining room by
train, as the dining-room door was close to the railroad station
in the next town.

Little by little Mr. Peck, Mrs. Peck, Bertha and Albert, and
the dog and the cat, became more and more tired, because they
had to keep traveling all day long.

Then one night, as the Pecks were sitting in their living room
without enough energy to read or to talk, Mr. Peck broke the
silence.

“I have been thinking very hard, my dear,” he said to Mrs.
Peck, “and I believe I have found a way to make all of us
happy again. The trouble is that our house is so large we have
to spend most of our time traveling from one room to another.
Now, if we tore down all of it except one room . ..”

“It would be wonderful!” exclaimed Mrs. Peck, her face
shining with happiness. “Think how easy things would be if I
could cook and serve dinner and see my friends all in the
same room!”

22



“I haven't played with my train for a year,” said Albert, his
chin quivering, “because it’s too far away.”

“And I've hunted and hunted but I cant find my dollroom,”
said Bertha tearfully.

So the next day all the Pecks set to work tearing the house
down. It took many months of hard work, but at last there was
nothing left of the largest house in the world except the one
room with which it had started.

All the Pecks were very proud of their house. More tourists
than ever came to see it, because it was now famous as the
smallest house in the world.

Mr. Peck liked to tell the tourists that the house was so simple
he could get up, eat breakfast, and get to work with his eyes
shut.

Mrs. Peck would chime in with, “The house is so easy to run
that I can get all my housework done in an hour a day.”

Albert and Bertha Peck became so healthy and happy that
they grew over a foot in one year.

But one night when Mr. Peck came home he said, “I must
have a bedroom of my own, where I can lie down and rest
before dinner without getting in my wife’s way while she is
cooking.”

Then Albert said . . .

(If you want to know what Albert said, and what Bertha
said, and what Mrs. Peck said, turn back to the beginning and
read the story all over again.)




Edward Wade Devlin
THE KING'S WISH

ILLUSTRATED BY Minnie Rousseff

T WAS at breakfast that King Peramund
made his surprising remark. Queen Amalia was drinking her
chocolate and peeling her egg, just as she did every morning,
and so was quite unprepared when the king put down his
napkin and said quietly, “I have been thinking lately that it
would be nice if I could learn to fly.”

“Good gracious!” exclaimed the queen. “Whatever for?”

“Well, my dear,” said the king, “there are several reasons.
One is, that it would be faster and more comfortable than riding
in a coach; another is, that it would be something that not
every king can do; a third is, that I could go straight in at my
window without having to climb all those stairs; and best of
all, it would be fun.”

“Oh!” said Queen Amalia, and there was silence for a mo-
ment. “Well, and how do you propose to go about it?”

“Really, my dear, you must give me time to think it over,”
said the king. “It is only an idea of mine. I don’t know if it can
be done, but I shall certainly find out.”

As far as Queen Amalia was concerned, that ended the affair.
But not with King Peramund! Immediately after breakfast he
locked himself in his study, and an hour later emerged inky
but triumphant, with the following written on a long piece of
paper:

Kinc PEramunD 1V To His LoyaL SusjecTs:
“WHEREAS we have Decided that it would be to our Ad-

24



vantage and the Edification of our Loyal Subjects if we were to
learn the difficult Art of Flying;

“WE THEREFORE DECREE that if any Person or Witch
Whatsoever shall possess the Power to teach us this Art, he
shall inform the Prime Minister at once, who will give said
Person or Witch Whatsoever Reward he shall Demand.”

This he gave to the prime minister, who wrote it out correctly
and hung it on the palace gate.

Early next morning the entrance bell rang loudly, and upon
the gate being opened, a lady of peculiar appearance presented
herself and said that she had come in answer to his Majesty’s
proclamation.

She was gingerly conducted into the presence of King Pera-
mund and entered the throne room just as His Majesty, who
had arisen but a moment before, was struggling with the top
button of his waistcoat. Seeing her come in, he left it undone
and carelessly placed one hand across it.

The unprepossessing lady bowed stiffly and said in a voice
like the breaking of dried branches, “I have come to teach you
to fly.”

The king jumped up, exclaiming, “Have you really?” Then
he sat down and said in a very dignified voice, “We are in-
terested.” Then he jumped up again and cried, “Come, don’t
lose a moment!”

The lady pursed her lips and stared at him so long that he
shuffled. At last she said, “You agree to pay me anything I ask?”

“Anything, anything!” cried Peramund, dancing with excite-
ment.

But the lady still stared at him, and said slowly, “You have
seriously considered what you are doing?”

“Pooh!” cried the king, “there is nothing to consider. Come,
begin at once!”

“Very well,” said she, “I have warned you. Remember that,
when the worst happens.”

“But what have you warned me against?” asked the king
uneasily. .

“That,” said the lady, “you will soon see. Are you ready?”
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“Er—yes,” said the king nervously. Then he threw his head
back and said, as a king should, “Yes!”

At that, the witch waved her stick over his head and uttered
a long word which I had better not try to spell. “Now!” she
said, “I shall ask for my reward. I demand that you give your
eldest daughter to the dragon that lives in the bright blue hill!”

“But, good gracious!” cried the king, “I can’t possibly do that,
because—"

“Ah!” said the witch furiously. “So kings don’t keep bargains!
Well, witches do, and I shall keep mine too well for your liking!”

With which she gave a shrill whistle, leaped onto her stick,
and sailed out of the window. The king was rather startled, but
concluded that this was the usual way for such persons to take
their leave. Her last words disturbed him somewhat, but she
had said he could fly, and that was the main thing.

He climbed onto the throne, bent his knees, and jumped,
directing himself toward a large tapestry at the other end of
the room. To his delight he rose gracefully into the air, and
found himself clinging to the top of the tapestry. Releasing his
hold, he glided gently down, bounced off the floor, and glided
gently up again. Then he pushed away from the wall and
sailed through an open window and out over the palace yard.
When he looked down, he gasped and shut his eyes and flew
hurriedly back to the window ledge. He stood there for a mo-
ment to recover and then ventured forth on a short circular
flight. When he had gathered sufficient courage, he rose above
the rooftops, his sword dangling behind him and his cloak
billowing in the wind. He circled one or two chimney pots, to
the annoyance of the pigeons, and then he flew off over the
town.

Some time later Queen Amalia was peacefully having her
morning cup of chocolate in bed. The sun was streaming
through the open window, and the pigeons were talking softly
on the eaves. Suddenly a monstrous black shadow swooped
across the window and in flew King Peramund. The queen
screamed and dived under the covers; but soon she emerged
and gazed at him in speechless wonder.
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“Whatever shall I do?” wailed the king, flying in small circles
above her bed.

“What do you mean?” cried the queen, more amazed than
ever.

“Don’t you see?” moaned his Majesty. “I have started to fly,
and I don’t know how to stop!”

At this the Queen burst into shrieks of laughter, which so
upset the king, that he darted out of the window again and
flew miserably round and round the highest tower of the palace.

Here he was found some time later by the prime minister
and the queen, who by this time fully realized the seriousness
of the situation. When he saw them he shouted, “What shall I
do? Tell me something to do!”

As he drew near, Queen Amalia cried, “Hold on to the
weather vane!”

So the king clutched the large golden rooster as he flew by;
there was a terrific crash, and off he sailed, hugging it to his
bosom. He dropped it into the moat and flew back. “Whatever
am I to do?” he moaned. “I can’t fly round here forever!”

“I daresay you could, Your Majesty,” said the prime minister.
“It’s stopping you which is so difficult.”
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After that the king flew round in silence for a time. Then
Queen Amalia, like the thoughtful person she was, fetched
him his coat and mufller and gaiters. It was really very funny
to see him putting them on in the air, and when he had done
so he looked like a huge bumblebee going round and round the
tower. The queen then declared that she would have her bed
moved up onto the parapet, and live there with her unhappy
husband. But this the king nobly forbade her to do. On her
alone rested the fate of the country, he said, and she must take
his place. At this everyone wept.

That night the moon came up and gasped with surprise at
seeing King Peramund floating around the tower of his palace.
When it went down, it had to peek over the treetops for a last
look at him. And soon the sun came up and blinked at him in
amazement. The sun and moon came up and went down many
times; but King Peramund stayed up all the time.

He snatched food that the queen held out to him, and he
slept by flying on his side. At night men-at-arms” were posted
round the parapet, so that if he came too close in his sleep, they
could push him gently away again.

He had his amusements, for he could always review the
army from the air. And he made many aérial tours across his
kingdom, when he was always acclaimed loudly by his sub-
jects, who gathered in the fields and cheered and waved hand-
kerchiefs. But at night he always returned to the tower.

The townspeople would bring their lunches in a hamper and
sit on the grass beneath the palace walls to watch him flying.
Some even slept there at night, when the king could be seen
as a large, dark shape, circling round the tower against the stars.

All this time everyone was trying to find the witch, but from
the start everyone felt that it was hopeless, for witches are
noted for turning themselves into owls or rabbits, or even for
vanishing.

As a matter of fact, the lady in question had gone off at the
invitation of the king of a neighboring country to turn some-
body he didn'’t like into a hoptoad.

But they did catch her when she came back after doing this.
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And very exciting it was, for she turned herself into all manner
of unpleasant things. But the king’s brave soldiers held her
firmly by her right ear and her left thumb (which is the only
way to catch witches ), and off they went with her to the king’s
palace. They took her up into the tower and showed her the
awful plight that King Peramund was in. The king flew down
at once, and implored her to disenchant him. But she was very
sulky and only said, “Kings don’t keep bargains. Witches do.”

“But my good woman!” cried the king. “Don’t you see that
I couldn’t possibly give you what you asked? You asked that I
give my eldest daughter to the dragon, and as it happens I
haven’t got a daughter at all. Only you went off in a huff before
I could tell you so!”

“Oh!” said the witch. “I see. That makes quite a difference,
so now I will disenchant you.”

King Peramund flew over the parapet—the witch said an
unspellable word—and his Majesty settled as lightly as a feather
upon the stone floor—and stayed there!

After that he had to learn to walk all over again. But he
could never walk in a straight line; for, you see, he had circled
about the tower from right to left, and was so wound up that
way that he never became completely unwound.
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Richard and Florence Atwater
MR. POPPER AND CAPTAIN COOK

ILLUSTRATED BY Robert Lawson

CapraiNy Coox is a penguin who has
been given to Mr. Popper by Admiral
Drake, the South Sea explorer. Here
is one of Mr. Popper’s funny adven-
tures.

ERY reluctantly, Janie and Bill had to

leave Captain Cook and go to school. Mrs.

Popper was busy in the kitchen, rather
belatedly doing the breakfast dishes; and while she dimly
realized that the penguin was going in and out the refrigerator
pretty frequently, she thought nothing of it at first.

Meanwhile Mr. Popper had abandoned his telephoning and
was now busy shaving and making himself neat in honor of
being the owner of such a splendid bird as Captain Cook.

But the penguin, though thus neglected for the moment,
was by no means idle.

With the unusual excitement, and having to go to market
earlier than usual, Mrs. Popper had not yet got around to
straightening the house. She was an excellent housekeeper.
Still, with two children like Janie and Bill and a husband with
such untidy ways, there is no denying the fact that she had to
pick up the place rather frequently.

Captain Cook was now attending to the picking up.

Into the corners of every room he prowled and poked and
pecked with a busy thoroughness; into every closet he stared
with his white-circled eyes; under and behind all the furniture
he crowded his plump figure, with little subdued cries of curi-
osity, surprise, and pleasure.

And each time he found what he seemed to be looking for,
he picked it up in the black end of his red beak, and carried it,
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waddling proudly on his wide, pink feet, into the kitchen, and
into the icebox.

At last it occurred to Mrs. Popper to wonder what on earth
the busy bird was up to. When she looked, she could only
scream to Mr. Popper to come quickly and see what Captain
Cook had done now.

Mr. Popper, himself looking rather remarkable, as Mrs.
Popper noticed later, joined her in staring with astonishment
into the refrigerator.

Captain Cook came up, too, and helped them look. “Ork,
ork,” he said with triumph.

Mrs. Popper laughed, and Mr. Popper gasped as they saw
the results of Captain Cook’s trips through the house.

Two spools of thread, one white chess bishop, and six parts
of a jigsaw puzzle . . . A teaspoon and a closed box of safety
matches . . . A radish, two pennies, a nickel, and a golf ball.
Two pencil stubs, one bent playing card, and a small ash tray.

Five hairpins, an olive, two dominoes, and a sock . . . A nail-
file, four buttons of various sizes, a telephone slug, seven mar-
bles, and a tiny doll’s chair . . .

Five checker pieces, a bit of graham cracker, a parchesi cup,
and an eraser . . . A door key, a buttonhook, and a crumpled
piece of tinfoil . . . Half of a very old lemon, the head of a china
doll, Mr. Popper’s pipe, and a gingerale cap . . . An inkbottle
cork, two screws, and a belt buckle . . .

Six beads from a child’s necklace, five building blocks, a
darning egg, a bone, a small harmonica, and a partly consumed
lollipop. Two toothpaste lids and a small red notebook.

“I guess this is what you call the rookery,” said Mr. Popper.
“Only he couldn’t find any stones to build his nest with.”

“Well,” said Mrs. Popper, “those penguins may have heathen
ways at the South Pole, but I declare I think this one is going
to be quite a help around the house.”

“Ork!” said Captain Cook, and strutting into the living room,
he knocked over the best lamp.

“I think, Papa,” said Mrs. Popper, “that you had better take
Captain Cook outside for a little exercise. Good gracious, but
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youre all dressed up. Why, you look almost like a penguin
yourself.”

Mr. Popper had smoothed down his hair and shaved off his
whiskers. Never again would Mrs. Popper have to reproach
him for looking as wild as a lion. He had put on a white shirt
with a white tie and white flannel trousers, and a pair of bright
tan, oxblood shoes. He had got out of the cedar chest his old
black evening tailcoat, that he had been married in, and
brushed it carefully, and put it on, too.

He did indeed look a little like a penguin. He turned and
strutted like one now, for Mrs. Popper.

But he did not forget his duty to Captain Cook.

“Can I have a few yards of clothesline, please, Mamma?”
asked Mr. Popper.

Mr. Popper soon found that it was not so easy to take a pen-
guin for a stroll.

Captain Cook did not care at first for the idea of being put
on a leash. However, Mr. Popper was firm. He tied one end
of the clothesline to the penguin’s fat throat and the other to
his own wrist.

“Ork!” said Captain Cook indignantly. Still, he was a very
reasonable sort of bird, and when he saw that protesting did
him no good, he recovered his customary dignity and decided
to let Mr. Popper lead him.

Mr. Popper put on his best Sunday derby and opened the
front door with Captain Cook waddling graciously beside him.

“Gaw,” said the penguin, stopping at the edge of the porch
to look down at the steps.

Mr. Popper gave him plenty of clothesline leash.

“Gook!” said Captain Cook, and raising his flippers, he
leaned forward bravely and tobogganed down the steps on his
stomach.

Mr. Popper followed, though not in the same way. Captain
Cook quickly got up on his feet again and strutted to the street
ahead of Mr. Popper with many quick turns of his head and
pleased comments on the new scene.

Down Proudfoot Avenue came a neighbor of the Poppers,

32



Mrs. Callahan, with her arms full of groceries. She stared in
astonishment when she saw Captain Cook and Mr. Popper,
looking like a larger penguin himself in his black tailcoat.

“Heavens have mercy on us!” she exclaimed as the bird began
to investigate the striped stockings under her housedress. “It
isn’t an owl and it isn’t a goose.”

“It isn’t,” said Mr. Popper, tipping his Sunday derby. “It’s
an Antarctic penguin, Mrs. Callahan.”

“Get away from me,” said Mrs. Callahan to Captain Cook.
“An anteater, is it?”

“Not anteater,” explained Mr. Popper. “Antarctic. It was
sent to me from the South Pole.”

“Take your South Pole goose away from me at once,” said
Mrs. Callahan.
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Mr. Popper pulled obediently at the clothesline, while Cap-
tain Cook took a parting peck at Mrs. Callahan’s striped
stockings.

“Heaven preserve us!” said Mrs. Callahan. “I must stop in
and see Mrs. Popper at once. I would never have believed it.
I will be going now.”

“So will I,” said Mr. Popper as Captain Cook dragged him
off down the street.

Their next stop was at the drugstore at the corner of Proud-
foot Avenue and Main Street. Here Captain Cook insisted on
looking over the window display, which consisted of several
open packages of shiny white boric crystals. These he evidently
mistook for polar snow, for he began to peck at the window
vigorously.

Suddenly a car wheeled to the near-by curb with a shriek of
its brakes, and two young men sprang out, one of them bearing
a camera.

“This must be it,” said the first young man to the other.

“It’s them, all right,” said the second young man.

The cameraman set up his tripod on the sidewalk. By this
time a small crowd had gathered around, and two men in white
coats had even come out of the drugstore to watch. Captain
Cook, however, was still too much interested in the window
exhibits to bother to turn around.

“Youre Mr. Popper of 432 Proudfoot Avenue, aren’t you?”
asked the second young man, pulling a notebook out of his
pocket.

“Yes,” said Mr. Popper, realizing that his picture was about
to be taken for the newspaper. The two young men had, as a
matter of fact, heard about the strange bird from the police-
man, and had been on their way to the Popper house, to get an
interview, when they saw Captain Cook.

“Hey, pelican, turn around and see the pretty birdie,” said
the photographer.

“That’s no pelican,” said the other, who was a reporter.
“Pelicans have a pouch in their bills.”

“I'd think it was a dodo, only dodos are extinct. This will
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make an elegant picture, if I can ever get her to turn around.”

“It’s a penguin,” said Mr. Popper proudly. “It’s name is Cap-
tain Cook.”

“Gook!” said the penguin, turning around, now that they
were talking about him. Spying the camera tripod, he walked
over and examined it.

“Probably thinks it’s a three-legged stork,” said the pho-
tographer.

“This bird of yours—" said the reporter. “Is it a he or a she?
The public will want to know.”

Mr. Popper hesitated. “Well, I call it Captain Cook.”

“That makes it a he,” said the reporter, writing rapidly in his
notebook.

Still curious, Captain Cook started walking round and round
the tripod, till the clothesline, the penguin, Mr. Popper and the
tripod were all tangled up. At the advice of one of the by-
standers, the tangle was finally straightened out by Mr. Popper’s
walking around the tripod three times in the opposite direction.
At last, Captain Cook, standing still beside Mr. Popper, con-
sented to pose.

Mr. Popper straightened his tie, and the cameraman snapped
the picture. Captain Cook shut his eyes, and this is the way his
picture appeared later in all the newspapers.
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“One last question,” said the reporter. “Where did you get
your strange pet?”

“From Admiral Drake, the South Pole explorer. He sent him
to me for a present.”

“Yeah,” said the reporter. “Anyway, it’s a good story.”

The two young men jumped into their car. Mr. Popper and
Captain Cook continued their walk, with quite a crowd follow-
ing and asking questions. The crowd was getting so thick that,
to escape, Mr. Popper led Captain Cook into a barber-shop.

The man who kept the barbershop had, up to this time, been
a very good friend of Mr. Popper’s.

It was very quiet in the barbershop. The barber was shaving
an elderly gentleman.

Captain Cook found this spectacle very interesting, and in
order to get a better view, he jumped up on the mirror ledge.

“Good night!” said the barber.

The gentleman in the barber’s chair, his face already white
with lather, half-lifted his head to see what had happened.

“Gook!” said the penguin, flapping his flippers and reaching
out his long beak toward the lather on the gentleman’s face.

With a yell and a leap, the gentleman rose from his reclining
position, left the barber’s chair, and fled into the street, not
even stopping for his coat and hat.

“Gaw!” said Captain.

“Hey,” said the barber to Mr. Popper. “Take that thing out
of my shop. This is no zoo. What's the idea?”

“Do you mind if I take him out your back door?” asked Mr.
Popper.

“Any door,” said the barber, “as long as it’s quick. Now it’s
biting the teeth off my combs.”

Mr. Popper took Captain Cook in his arms, and amid cries
of “Quork?” “Gawk!” and “Ork!/”*made his way out of the shop
and its back room and out a door into an alley.

Captain Cook now discovered his first back stairway.

Mr. Popper discovered that when a penguin has found steps
going up somewhere, it is absolutely impossible to keep him
from climbing them.
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“All right,” said Mr. Popper, panting up the steps behind
Captain Cook. “I suppose, being a bird, and one that can't fly,
you have to go up in the air somehow, so you like to climb
stairs. Well, it's a good thing this building has only three stories.
Come on. Let’s see what you can do.”

Slowly but unwearyingly, Captain Cook lifted one pink foot
after another from one step to the next, followed by Mr. Popper
at the other end of the clothesline.

At last they came to the top landing.

“Now what?” inquired Mr. Popper of Captain Cook.

Finding there were no more steps to climb, Captain Cook
turned around and surveyed the steps that now went down.

Then he raised his flippers and leaned forward.

Mr. Popper, who was still panting for breath, had not sup-
posed the determined bird would plunge so quickly. He should
have remembered that penguins will toboggan whenever they
get a chance.

Perhaps he had been unwise in tying one end of the clothes-
line to his own wrist.

At any rate, this time Mr. Popper found himself suddenly
sliding, on his own white-clad stomach, down the three flights
of steps. This delighted the penguin, who was enjoying his own
slide just ahead of Mr. Popper.

When they reached the bottom, Captain Cook was so eager
to go up again that Mr. Popper had to call a taxi, to distract him.

“432 Proudfoot Avenue,” said Mr. Popper to the driver.

The driver, who was a kind and polite man, did not laugh at
his oddly assorted passengers until he had been paid.

“Oh dear!” said Mrs. Popper, when she opened the door to
her husband. “You looked so neat and handsome when you
started for your walk. And now look at the front of you!”

“I am sorry, my love,” said Mr. Popper in a humble tone,
“but you can’t always tell what a penguin will do next.”

So saying, he went to lie down, for he was quite exhausted
from all the unusual exercise, while Captain Cook had a shower
and took a nap in the icebox.
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Charles Dickens
THE MAGIC FISHBONE

ILLUSTRATED BY Marilou Wise

HERE was once a king, and he had a
queen. They had nineteen children and
were always having more. Seventeen of
the children took care of the baby; and Alicia, the eldest, took
care of them all. Their ages varied from seven years to seven
months.

One day the king was going to the office, when he stopped
at Mr. Pickle’s, the fishmonger’s, to buy a pound and a half of
salmon not too near the tail.

The king then went on towards the office in a melancholy
mood, for payday was such a long way off, and his children
were growing out of their clothes.

Just then a rich-looking old lady came trotting up.

“King Watkins the First, I believe?” said the old lady.

“Watkins,” replied the king, “is my name.”

“Listen. You are going to the office,” said the old lady.

It instantly flashed upon the king that she must be a fairy,
or how could she know that?

“You are right,” said the old lady, answering his thoughts.
“I am the good Fairy Grandmarina. Listen! When you return
home to dinner, politely invite the Princess Alicia to have some
of the salmon you bought just now. Then she will leave a fish-
bone on her plate. Tell her to dry it, and to rub it, and to polish
it, till it shines like mother-of-pearl, and to take care of it as a
present from me.”

“Tell the Princess Alicia,” said the fairy, “that the fishbone is
a magic present which can only be used once; but that it will
bring her, just once, whatever she wishes for, provided she
wishes for it at the right time.”
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With those words, Grandmarina vanished, and the king went
on and on, till he came to the office. There he wrote and wrote
and wrote, till it was time to go home.

Then he invited the Princess Alicia, as the fairy had directed
him, to eat some salmon. And when she had enjoyed it very
much, he saw the fishbone on her plate, and he delivered the
fairy’s message, and the Princess Alicia took care to dry the
bone, and to rub it, and to polish it, till it shone like mother-of-
pearl.

And so, when the queen was going to get up in the morning,
she said, “Oh, dear me, dear me, my head, my head!” and then
she fainted away.

The Princess Alicia was very much alarmed when she saw
her royal mamma in this state, and she rang the bell for Peggy,
which was the name of the lord chamberlain. But remembering
where the smelling-bottle was, she climbed on a chair and got
it; and after that she climbed on another chair by the bedside,
and held the smelling-bottle to the queen’s nose; and after that
she got some water and wet the queen’s forehead; and, in
short, when the lord chamberlain came in, that dear old woman
said to the little princess, “I couldn’t have done it better myself!”

But that was not the worst of the good queen’s illness. Oh,
no! She was very ill indeed, for a long time. The Princess Alicia
kept the seventeen young princes and princesses quiet, and
dressed and undressed the baby, and made the kettle boil, and
heated the soup, and swept the hearth, and poured out the
medicine, and nursed the queen; for there were not many serv-
ants at that palace for three reasons: because the king was
short of money, because a raise in his salary never seemed to
come, and because payday was far off.

But on the morning when the queen fainted away, where
was the magic fishbone? Why, there it was in the Princess
Alicia’s pocket! She had almost taken it out to bring the queen
to life again, when she put it back, and looked for the smelling-
bottle.

After the queen had come out of her swoon, the Princess
Alicia hurried upstairs to tell a secret to her friend the duchess.
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People thought she was a doll, but Alicia knew she was really
a duchess.

“Alicia,” said the king, one evening, when she wished him
good night.

“Yes, Papa.”

“What is become of the magic fishbone?”

“In my pocket, Papa.”

“I thought you had lost it?”

“Oh, no, Papa!”

“Or forgotten it?”

“No, indeed, Papa.”

And so another time the little snapping dog, next door, made
a rush at one of the young princes, and he put his hand through
a pane of glass, and bled, bled, bled. Then the seventeen other
young princes and princesses saw him and screamed themselves
black in their seventeen faces all at once.

But the Princess Alicia put her hands over all their seventeen
mouths, one after another, and persuaded them to be quiet
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because of the sick queen. And then she put the wounded
prince’s hand in a basin of cold water.

Then she said to two chubby-legged princes, “Bring me in
the royal rag-bag: I must snip and stitch and cut and contrive.”
So these two young princes tugged at the royal rag-bag, and
she made a bandage, and it fitted beautifully; and so when it
was all done, she saw the king, her papa, looking on by the door.

“Alicia.”

“Yes, Papa.”

“Where is the magic fishbone?”

“In my pocket, Papa.”

“I thought you had lost it?”

“Oh, no, Papa!”

“Or forgotten it?”

“No, indeed, Papa.”

After that, she ran upstairs to the duchess, and told her what
had happened, and told her the secret over again; and the
duchess shook her flaxen curls and laughed with her rosy lips.
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Well! and so another time the baby fell under the grate, and
it gave him a swelled face and a black eye.

The way the poor little darling came to tumble was that he
was out of the Princess Alicia’s lap just as she was beginning to
peel the turnips for the broth for dinner; and the way she came
to be doing that was, that the king’s cook had run away that
morning with her own true love, who was a very tall but very
tipsy soldier.

Then the seventeen young princes and princesses, who cried
at everything that happened, cried and roared. But the Princess
Alicia (who couldn’t help crying a little herself) said, “Hold
your tongues, you wicked little monkeys, every one of you,
while I examine the baby.”

Then she examined the baby, and found that he hadn’t
broken anything, and she held a cold cloth to his poor dear eye,
and he presently fell asleep in her arms.

Then she said to the seventeen princes and princesses, “I am
afraid to let him down yet, lest he should wake and feel pain;
be good and you shall all be cooks.”

They jumped for joy when they heard that, and began mak-
ing themselves cooks” caps out of old newspapers. So to one she
gave the salt-box, and to one she gave the barley, and to one
she gave the herbs, and to one she gave the turnips, and to
one she gave the carrots, and to one she gave the onions, and
to one she gave the spice-box, till they were all cooks, and all
running about at work, she sitting in the middle smothered in
the great coarse apron, nursing baby.

By and by the broth was done; and the baby woke up, smil-
ing like an angel, and was trusted to the sedatest princess to
hold. :

When the broth came tumbling out, steaming beautifully,
and smelling like a nosegay good to eat, they clapped their
hands. That made the baby clap his hands; and that, and his
looking as if he had a comic toothache, made all the princes
and princesses laugh.

So the Princess Alicia said, “Laugh and be good; and after
dinner we will make him a nest on the floor in a corner, and he
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shall sit in his nest and see a dance of eighteen cooks.” That
delighted the young princes and princesses, and they ate up
all the broth, and washed up all the plates and dishes, and
cleared away, and pushed the table into a corner; and then they
in their cooks’ caps and the Princess Alicia in her apron danced
a dance of eighteen cooks before the angelic baby.

And so then, once more the Princess Alicia saw King Watkins
the First, her father, standing in the doorway looking on, and
he said, “Where is the magic fishbone, Alicia?”

“In my pocket, Papa.”

“I thought you had lost it?”
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“Oh, no, Papa!”

“Or forgotten it?”

“No, indeed, Papa.”

The king then sighed so heavily, and seemed so low-spirited,
that the seventeen princes and princesses crept softly out of
the kitchen, and left him alone with the Princess Alicia and the
angelic baby.

“What is the matter, Papa?”

“I am dreadfully poor, my child.”

“Have you no money at all, Papa?”

“None, my child.”

“Is there no way of getting any, Papa?”

“No way,” said the king.

“Papa,” said she, “when we have tried very hard, and tried
all ways, we must have done our very, very best. And when we
have done our very, very best, Papa, and that is not enough,
then I think the right time must have come for asking help of
others.”

This was the very secret connected with the magic fishbone,
which she had found out for herself from the good Fairy Grand-
marina’s words, and which she had so often whispered to her
beautiful and fashionable doll, the duchess.

So she took out of her pocket the magic fishbone that had
been dried and rubbed and polished till it shone like mother-
of-pear]; and she gave it one little kiss and wished it was pay-
day. And immediately it was payday; and the king’s salary
came rattling down the chimney, and bounced into the middle
of the floor.

Immediately afterwards the good Fairy Grandmarina came
riding in, in a carriage and four (peacocks), with Mr. Pickle’s
boy up behind, dressed in silver and gold, with a cocked hat,
powdered hair, pink silk stockings, a jewelled cane, and a
nosegay.

The Princess Alicia embraced her; and then Grandmarina
turned to the king, and said rather sharply, “Are you good?”

The king said he hoped so.

“I suppose you know the reason now why my goddaughter
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here,” kissing the princess again, “did not apply to the fishbone
sooner?” said the fairy.

The king made a shy bow.

“Ah! but you didn’t then?” said the fairy.

The king made a shyer bow.

“Any more questions to ask?” said the fairy.

The king said no, and he was very sorry.

“Be good, then,” said the fairy, “and live happy ever after-
wards.”

Then Grandmarina waved her fan, and the queen came in
most splendidly dressed; and the seventeen young princes and
princesses came in, newly fitted out from top to toe, with tucks
in everything to admit of its being let out.

After that, the fairy tapped the Princess Alicia with her fan.
The smothering coarse apron flew away, and she appeared
exquisitely dressed, like a little bride, with a wreath of orange
blossoms and a silver veil.

After that, the kitchen dresser changed of itself into a ward-
robe, made of beautiful woods and gold and looking glass,
which was full of dresses of all sorts, all for her and all exactly
fitting her. After that, the angelic baby came in running alone,
with his face and eye not a bit worse, but much the better.

A little whispering took place between the fairy and the
duchess; and then the fairy said out loud, “Yes, I thought she
would have told you.” Grandmarina then turned to the king
and queen, and said, “We are going in search of Prince Certain-
personio. The pleasure of your company is requested at church
in half an hour precisely.”

So she and the Princess Alicia got into the carriage; and Mr.
Pickle’s boy handed in the duchess, who sat by herself on the
opposite seat; and then Mr. Pickle’s boy put up the steps and
got up behind, and peacocks flew away with their tails behind.

Prince Certainpersonio was sitting by himself, eating barley-
sugar, and waiting to be ninety. When he saw the peacocks,
followed by the carriage, coming in at the window he knew
something unusual was going to happen.

“Prince,” said Grandmarina, “I bring you your bride.”

45



The moment the fairy said those words, Prince Certainper-
sonio’s face left off being sticky, and his jacket and corduroys
changed into peach-bloom velvet, and his hair curled, and a
cap and feather flew in like a bird and settled on his head. He
got into the carriage by the fairy’s invitation and smiled at the
duchess, whom he had seen before.

The marriage in the church was ever so beautiful! The duch-
ess was bridesmaid and looked on at the ceremony from the
pulpit, where she was propped up by the cushion of the desk.

Grandmarina gave a magnificent wedding-feast afterwards.
The wedding-cake was delicately ornamented with white satin
ribbons, frosted silver, and white lilies, and was forty-two yards
round.

When Grandmarina had drunk a toast to the young people,
and Prince Certainpersonio had made a speech, and everybody
had cried, “Hip, hip, hip, hurrah!” Grandmarina announced to
the king and the queen that in the future there would be eight
paydays every year, except in leapyear, when there would be
ten.

She then turned to Certainpersonio and Alicia, and said,
“My dears, you will have thirty-five children, and they will all
be good and beautiful. Seventeen of your children will be
boys, and eighteen will be girls. They will never have the
measles and will have recovered from the whooping cough be-
fore being born.”

“It only remains,” said Grandmarina in conclusion, “to make
an end of the fishbone.”

So she took it from the hand of the Princess Alicia, and it
instantly vanished, before it could possibly be snapped up by
the little pugdog next door.

46



Carl Sandburg
THE HUCKABUCK FAMILY

ILLUSTRATED BY John Gee

ONAS JONAS HUCKABUCK was a
farmer in Nebraska with a wife Mama Mama Huckabuck, and
a daughter, Pony Pony Huckabuck.

“Your father gave you two names the same in front,” people
had said to him.

And he answered, “Yes, two names are easier to remember.
If you call me by my first name Jonas and I don’t hear you then
when you call me by my second name Jonas maybe I will.

“And,” he went on, “I call my pony-face girl Pony Pony be-
cause if she doesn’t hear me the first time she always does the
second.”

And so they lived on a farm where they raised popcorn, these
three, Jonas Jonas Huckabuck, his wife, Mama Mama Hucka-
buck, and their pony-face daughter, Pony Pony Huckabuck.

After they harvested the crop one year they had the barns,
the cribs, the sheds, the shacks, and all the cracks and corners
of the farm, all filled with popcorn.

“We came out to Nebraska to raise popcorn,” said Jonas
Jonas, “And I guess we got nearly enough popcorn this year for
the popcorn poppers and all the friends and relations of all the
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popcorn poppers in these United States.”

And this was the year Pony Pony was going to bake her first
squash pie all by herself. In one corner of the corn crib, all
covered over with popcorn, she had a secret, a big round
squash, a fat yellow squash, a rich squash all spotted with spots
of gold.

She carried the squash into the kitchen, took a long, sharp,
shining knife, and then she cut the squash in the middle till she
had two big half squashes. And inside just like outside it was
rich yellow spotted with spots of gold.

And there was a shine of silver. And Pony Pony wondered
why silver should be in a squash. She picked and plunged with
her fingers till she pulled it out.

“It’s a buckle,” she said. “A silver buckle, a Chinese silver
slipper buckle.”

She ran with it to her father and said, “Look what I found
when I cut open the golden yellow squash spotted with gold
spots—it is a Chinese silver slipper buckle.”

“It means our luck is going to change, and we don’t know
whether it will be good luck or bad luck,” said Jonas Jonas to
his daughter Pony Pony Huckabuck.

Then she ran with it to her mother and said, “Look what I
found when I cut open the yellow squash spotted with spots of
gold—it is a Chinese silver slipper buckle.”

“It means our luck is going to change, and we don’t know
whether it will be good luck or bad luck,” said Mama Mama
Huckabuck.

And that night a fire started in the barns, cribs, sheds, shacks,
cracks, and corners where the popcorn harvest was kept. All
night long the popcorn popped. In the morning the ground all
around the farmhouse and the barn was covered with white
popcorn, so it looked like a heavy fall of snow.

All the next day the fire kept on and the popcorn popped till
it was up to the shoulders of Pony Pony when she tried to walk
from the house to the barn. And that night in all the barns,
cribs, shed, shacks, cracks, and corners of the farm, the popcorn
went on popping.
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In the morning when Jonas
Jonas Huckabuck looked out
of the upstairs window he saw
the popcorn popping and com-
ing higher and higher. It was
nearly up to the window. Be-
fore evening and dark of that
day, Jonas Jonas Huckabuck,
and his wife Mama Mama
Huckabuck, and their daugh-
ter Pony Pony Huckabuck, all
went away from the farm say-
ing, “We came to Nebraska to
raise popcorn but this is too
much. We will not come back
till the wind blows away the
popcorn. We will not come
back till we get a sign and a
signal.”

They went to Oskaloosa,
Iowa. And the next year Pony
Pony Huckabuck was very
proud because when she stood
on the sidewalks in the street
she could see her father sitting
high on the seat of a coal
wagon, driving two big spank-
ing horses hitched with shining
brass harness in front of the
coal wagon. And though Pony
Pony and Jonas Jonas were
proud, very proud all that year,
there never came a sign, a
signal.

The next year again was a
proud year, exactly as proud a
year as they spent in Oska-
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loosa. They went to Paducah, Kentucky, to Defiance, Ohio;
Peoria, Illinois; Indianapolis, Indiana; Walla Walla, Washington.
And in all these places Pony Pony Huckabuck saw her father,
Jonas Jonas Huckabuck standing in rubber boots deep down in a
ditch with a shining steel shovel shoveling yellow clay and black
mud from down in the ditch high and high over his shoulders.
And though it was a proud year they got no sign, no signal.

The next year came. It was the proudest of all. This was the
year Jonas Jonas Huckabuck and his family lived in Elgin,
linois, and Jonas Jonas was watchman in a watch factory
watching the watches.

“I know where you have been,” Mama Mama Huckabuck
would say of an evening to Pony Pony Huckabuck. “You have
been down to the watch factory watching your father watch
the watches.”

“Yes,” said Pony Pony, “yes, and this evening when I was
watching father watch the watches in the watch factory, I
looked over my left shoulder and I saw a policeman with a star
and brass buttons, and he was watching me to see if I was
watching father watch the watches in the watch factory.”

It was a proud year. Pony Pony saved her money. Thanks-
giving came. Pony Pony said, “I am going to get a squash to
make a squash pie.” She hunted from one grocery to another;
she kept her eyes on the farm wagoens coming into Elgin with
squashes.

She found what she wanted, the yellow squash spotted with
gold spots. She took it home, cut it open, and saw the inside
was like the outside, all rich yellow spotted with gold spots.

There was a shine like silver. She picked and plunged with
her fingers and pulled and pulled till at last she pulled out the
shine of silver.

“It’s a sign; it is a signal,” she said. “It is a buckle, a slipper
buckle, a Chinese silver slipper buckle. It is the mate to the
other buckle. Our luck is going to change. Yoo hoo! Yoo hoo!”

She told her father and mother about the buckle. They went
back to the farm in Nebraska. The wind had been blowing and
blowing for three years, and all the popcorn was blown away.
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“Now we are going to be farmers again,” said Jonas Jonas
Huckabuck to Mama Mama Huckabuck and to Pony Pony
Huckabuck. “And we are going to raise cabbages, beets, and
turnips, we are going to raise squash, rutabaga, pumpkins, and
peppers for pickling. We are going to raise wheat, oats, barley,
rye. We are going to raise corn such as Indian corn and kaffir
corn—but we are not going to raise any popcorn for the popcorn
poppers to be popping.”

And the pony-face daughter was proud because she had on
new black slippers, and around her ankles holding the slippers
on the left foot and the right foot, she had two buckles, silver
buckles, Chinese silver slipper buckles. They were mates.

Sometimes on Thanksgiving Day and Christmas and New
Year’s, she tells her friends to be careful when they open a
squash.

“Squashes make your luck change good to bad and bad to
good,” says Pony Pony.

THE TILLYHEEHEE
John Dukes McKee

Oh, the giggly, wiggly Tillyheehee,

Lives in a queer little cave by the sea.

He has a pink bow tied under his chin,

Just at the place where his whiskers begin,

And horn-rimmed glasses, not for his sight,

But to make him look witty, pretty, and bright.
He lives upon gumdrops, pickles, and tea,

And little blue jellyfish, fresh from the sea.

He has a merman to tickle his nose,

Another his ears and another his toes.

And he laughs and giggles and wiggles all night,
And chuckles and roars until it gets light.

Then he wraps up his head in his overgrown tail
And sings him to sleep with a musical wail.
And if you ever pass this cave by the sea,
Won't you tickle the nose of the Tillyheehee?
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Helen and Alf Evers
MR. SCRUNCH

ILLUSTRATED BY Helen Evers

Tty
R. JASPER SCRUNCH was a very famous
inventor. Kindness shone from his pink
face, which was set off by white hair and
whiskers. But Mr. Scrunch was clever as well as kind. So he
had spent his life inventing thousands of machines to help peo-
ple and to make them happier. His machines made it easier
for people to work, easier for them to play, and even easier for
them to do nothing at all.

Mr. Scrunch invented a Dresser and Undresser. This clever
machine, which looked like a comfortable chair, could take off
or put on the clothes of anyone sitting in it, in a few seconds. It
could also sew on missing buttons, mend tears, and remove
spots and stains while it dressed or undressed.

This machine was sold all over the world, except in those
uncivilized places, such as the South Sea Islands, where people
don’t wear enough clothes to make it worth while.

Mr. Scrunch was also the inventor of a sled which could
coast uphill even faster than it could downbhill.

A few more of Mr. Scrunch’s inventions were a self-making
bed, a rocking chair which rocked itself, and, for very lazy
people, a game-playing machine, which played baseball, tennis,
cards, or croquet for them.

All these inventions made Mr. Scrunch very rich.

But Mr. Scrunch worked so hard at inventing things to keep
other people from working that he became very tired. His
friends insisted that he take a vacation.
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So the inventor bought a quiet little farm, on a quiet little
road near a quiet little village, and went there to take a long
rest. When Mr. Scrunch reached the farm, he hired two men
to do the farm work. Then he sat down on the steps and did
nothing at all for ten whole minutes.

As Mr. Scrunch sat on the steps, doing nothing, he saw four
little pigs racing round and round the barn. One of the pigs
was always last, because he had such short legs. Mr. Scrunch
felt very sorry for this pig.

So he coaxed the pig into the house with a bowl of milk and
a banana. Then, while the pig was busy eating, Mr. Scrunch
thought hard and invented something to help the short-legged
pig run faster. The invention was remarkably simple. It was
just four little stilts with straps to hold them in place.

First, kind Mr. Scrunch tested the stilts himself. It was so
much fun that he hated to take them off.

Then he put the stilts on the pig. Away went the little pig,
tumbling down at every step. Down went chairs and tables,
lamps and pictures.

And down went Mr. Scrunch. The pig raced faster and faster
as he learned how to manage the stilts. At last he vanished
through the open door.

Mr. Scrunch sat on the floor, a picture frame around his neck
and a lamp cord wound around his legs.

“Dear me!” he murmured. “That worked altogether too well,
but never mind, it has given me a tremendous idea.”

“All these years,” said Mr. Scrunch unwinding the lamp cord,
“I have been inventing things to help people, but I have never
thought of making inventions to help animals do their work and
enjoy their play. Someone must do it,” he said solemnly, “and
that someone will be me.”

So the inventor removed the picture frame from his neck
and started right in inventing.

First he invented prettier and more comfortable hats for the
horses to wear in hot weather.

Then he invented an automatic fly swatter to save the horses
the trouble of swishing their tails all day in hot weather. As the
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swatter revolved, it produced a gentle breeze which kept the
horses cool, even on the hottest day.

Mr. Scrunch hated to see the hens sleeping at night clinging
to their hard roost. So he invented comfortable beds with soft
pillows for them.

He invented little sails for the ducks to use on the pond, so
that they would not have to work so hard at swimming.

Mr. Scrunch made clean white bathtubs for the pigs. He
thought that it would be so much nicer for them to bathe in
these, instead of in the mud puddles they had used before.

And finally Mr. Scrunch invented a grazing machine for
Belle, the old cow.

For a long time Mr. Scrunch had felt sorry for cows, because
they had to work so hard grazing. It didn’t seem right to him
that cows should spend most of the day with their faces prac-
tically on the ground, tugging away at the grass and sometimes
picking up insects, thorns, sand, or even stones, by mistake.

So Mr. Scrunch invented a machine, something like a lawn
mower, with a fan in front and a basket on top, to be strapped
to Belle. As Belle walked, the mower cut the grass, the fan
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blew everything but the grass away, and all Belle had to do
was to eat from the basket right in front of her mouth.

But when the horses had their hats and automatic fly swatters
they had so little to do, when they were in the pasture in the
summer, that they just couldn’t stand it.

So they jumped over the fence into Mr. Scrunch’s fine corn-
field and ate and ate cornstalks, until they became very sick.

Then the veterinary had to come and cure them with some
bitter medicine.

When the hens tried their new beds they found them so
comfortable that they couldn’t get up in the morning and get
to work laying eggs, although they wanted to very much.

When the ducks were fitted out with their sails a breeze came
up, and they just whirled round and round the pond like tops
until they became dizzy.

And the pigs refused to use their tubs at all because they
thought that mud was much better than clean water for bathing.

And Belle, the cow, loved the old way of grazing and hated
Mr. Scrunch’s grazing machine so much that she became angry
and raced across the fields, kicking her heels in the air, with
Mr. Scrunch after her.

She crossed the road and raced right through the poppies and
roses in Mrs. Green’s garden, leaving a smooth path behind her
and chopped-up flowers flying through the air.

On she went through Mr. Jenkins’ vegetable patch, mowing
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down the neat rows of carrots and lettuce.

And on she raced across the lawn where Mrs. Anderson had
spread her best tablecloths and napkins to bleach in the sun.

The chopped-up bits of white cloth swirled in the air around
Belle like snowflakes in a blizzard.

At last, with a crash that could be heard for miles, Belle
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smashed the grazing machine against a stone wall. Then she
felt much better.

Mr. Scrunch came up, puffing and panting. First he paid
Mrs. Green, Mrs. Anderson, and Mr. Jenkins, who had arrived
full of anger and threats, for the damage done by the grazing
machine.

As he led Belle home, Mr. Scrunch patted her affectionately.

“Dear me,” he murmured. “This is all too bad, but never
mind, it has given me an idea for a tremendous invention to
help animals.”

For days Mr. Scrunch slaved away at his invention, hardly
stopping to eat or sleep. It looked like an immense box, with a
sort of coffee mill on top. When it was finished he put it in the
barnyard and called all the animals together.

Mr. Scrunch took the stilts from the pig, the sails from the
ducks, the beds from the henhouse, the bathtubs from the pigs’
yard, and the hats and automatic fly swatters from the horses.
He put them all, one by one, in the top of the machine. Then
he pressed a button.

There was a sighing, wheezing noise from inside the machine.
A little puff of blue smoke popped out, hovered over the ma-
chine for a moment, and slowly sailed away.

This was all that was left of Mr. Scrunch’s inventions for
animals.

“Hurrah,” cried Mr. Scrunch, “for the last and best of my
inventions for animals—Scrunch’s Universal Uninventor for Use-
less Inventions!”

Then Mr. Scrunch put one arm around Belle and the other
on one of the horses. A chicken flew to the top of his head and
a happy duck to his shoulder, while a pig rubbed his side
against the inventor’s legs.

“At last,” said Mr. Scrunch in a voice made unsteady by emo-
tion, “at last I have invented something that has helped all of
you and made you happy. All my work has not been in vain.”

And then kind Mr. Scrunch, with a smile on his face, went to
the house, sat down on the steps, and did nothing at all for a
long, long time.
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Mabel E. Neikirk
OSCAR, THE TRAINED SEAL

ILLUSTRATED BY Clarence Biers

SCAR and Mr. Zabriski were on their way
to a big fair in California. Oscar was a trained seal. He was
going to do circus tricks at the fair, and Mr. Zabriski was going
along to take care of him.

“Now, how shall we go?” asked Mr. Zabriski when they
planned the trip. “Shall we go by air, by water, or by land?”

“By air, by water, or by land,” repeated Oscar. “What kind
of traveling is that?”

“Why, you silly seal!” replied Mr. Zabriski. “By air means
flying, of course. Would you like to go in an airplane? By water
means on a boat, and by land means on a train. I think perhaps
the train would be best.”

“None of them are any good,” remarked the seal. “I couldn’t
take my bathtub on a plane. Now, could I?”

“No, I suppose not,” his master replied. “It would be too
heavy.”

“And s’pose I got seasick on the boat, and I can’t go on the
train—"

“Well, why not?” he was asked.

“Just because, just because,” said Oscar convincingly, “and
anyway, I want to ride in a truck.”
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Mr. Zabriski was an agreeable man, and he always tried to
please Oscar, so they started off across the country in a Ford
truck, Mr. Zabriski sitting in front driving, and Oscar riding in
back, taking baths all the way. When the truck went over a
bumpy road, the water swished and splashed, and Oscar would
roll about in his tub, diving and swimming and making seal
noises. It was a great lark. Oscar pretended that his tub was
an ocean. But so many waves splashed out that the floor of the
truck dripped like an ice wagon, and they had to stop at almost
every gas station for water.

Mr. Zabriski would drive up to a station and say to the at-
tendant, “Will you please put some water in my car?”

Then he and Oscar would chuckle because the man always
went to the front of the car and seemed surprised when he
found the radiator full.

“You've plenty of water, sir,” he usually said.

“I mean I need water for the tank in the back of my truck,”
Mr. Zabriski would explain.

Then the man would go around and almost fall over back-
ward in his surprise, because Oscar always stuck out his head
and shouted, “Boo!”

They had lots of fun for two days, and then they had lots of
trouble, because Oscar’s bathtub sprung a leak. They filled it
up and they filled it up, and the leak kept getting worse and
worse.

Finally, Mr. Zabriski stopped the truck, and he and Oscar got
out and sat down beside the road to think.

“Now we are in a jam,” groaned Mr. Zabriski. “We simply
must get to California. The people at the fair are looking for
us even now.

“We can’t go by plane. There’s no airport here,” grumbled
Oscar.

“And we can’t go by boat. There’s no water,” Mr. Zabriski
added. He put his head in his hands, and Oscar put his head in
his flippers, and they began to think.

Then suddenly, a loud “Whoo-00-00!” screeched through the
air, and looking up, they saw a column of black smoke shooting
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to the sky, and they heard the roar and puff-puff of a big steam
engine rushing nearer every minute. The seal jumped up.

“We've got to go by train,” he shouted. “And here it comes.
Grab your baggage and make it snappy!”

They made a dash for it. There wasn’t even time to buy
tickets. They called to the station-master to take care of their
truck, and they climbed on board. Mr. Zabriski rode in the
Pullman, but Oscar had to ride in the baggage-car.

“You arrange for my bath,” he whispered when they parted,
and Mr. Zabriski said that he would see what he could do.

Now the train on which they were riding was a very fine one,
streamlined, of course. There were observation and club cars
in which you could read or watch the country flying by, and
there was a dining car. You could sit at a table and eat turkey
dinners with cranberry sauce and ice cream while you looked
out of the window. There were large dressing rooms and even
a bathroom with a big tub. A man called a porter made the
passengers comfortable. He gave them pillows for their heads
when they were tired, and footstools for their feet, and he put
clean towels in the bathroom.
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Mr. Zabriski called the porter. “My seal wants a bath.”

“Can’t be done! Can’t be done!” said the porter crossly. “This
isn’t a circus train. This is a first-class passenger train.”

“You're right. This is a very fine train, and that’s a very nice
bathroom, and all the better, because my seal must have a bath.
He’s used to it,” said Mr. Zabriski firmly. Then he put his hand
into his pocket and gave the porter two shiny quarters.

“That’s all right. That’s all right. I'll fix it up. Thank you, sir,”
the porter answered at once, grinning when he saw the nice,
new money. “Sure, your seal can have a bath. Now when we
get to the next station, and everybody is looking out of the
windows, then’s your chance. For if anyone saw a seal going
through the car, they’d have fits! Yes, sir!”

Mr. Zabriski agreed that was an excellent plan. The train
began to slow up, so he hurried to tell Oscar. And when all the
passengers were looking out at the people on the platform,
Oscar slid quietly down the Pullman aisle to the bathroom and
nobody saw him at all.

In a jiffy, Mr. Zabriski had drawn a big tub full of cold water,
and Oscar dived in.

“Are you all right?” Mr. Zabriski asked.

“Fine,” replied the seal. “This is keen. You go and have a
smoke.”
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So everything was fixed up. Mr. Zabriski was enjoying a cigar
in the club car and Oscar was enjoying his bath. Mr. Zabriski
thought that the porter was watching the bathroom and the
porter thought that Mr. Zabriski was watching, but no one was
there except Oscar, splashing about in the tub.

By and by, a young lady passenger said to her friend, “It’s
awfully hot, isn’t it? I think I'll take a bath and see if I can get
cooled off.” She gathered up her toilet articles and went down
the aisle. Opening the bathroom door, she started in, but hastily
backed out with a terrible shriek.

“Oh-0-0-0!" she screamed. “Help! Help! Save me! Save me!”

All the people jumped from their seats and came crowding
around her. “Save you from what?” asked a man anxiously.

“There’s a bear in the bathroom,” the frightened girl cried.
“I saw his trunk—oh-o0-0-0! Oh-o-0!”

“Stop it!” said the man sharply. “Bears dont have trunks.
I'll look.”

He opened the door cautiouslv and stuck in his head, and
just then Oscar rolled over with a tremendous splash, throwing
water in every direction; and the man shut the door with a bang!
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“It's a w-w-w-whale!” he sputtered, mopping water out of his
eyes and nose and hair and off his new necktie. “I saw his long
neck.”

“I knew it was a ferocious animal,” cried the young lady. “I
knew it! Just listen to him barking!”

“Fiddlesticks!” an old lady spoke up. “Are you both crazy?
There aren’t any whales or bears in that bathroom. I'll bet it’s
a cat. Youre both so scared you don’t know what you are say-
ing. Who ever heard of bears with elephants’ trunks on their
noses, or of whales with their heads on top of giraffes” necks?
Ridiculous! And as for barking, it might very well be a dog. I'll
call it.”

She began: “Here, kitty, kitty, kitty. Nice doggy. Come, Fido.
Come here, sir!” She turned the knob ever so carefully, and
peeked through the crack.

“Mercy me!” she exclaimed. “It’s a whole Noah’s Ark and a
flood, too.” And she slammed the door shut just as fast as she
could while rivers of water came running along the floor and
out into the corridor.

By this time everybody was greatly excited. A crowd had
gathered around the bathroom door, and some of the people
were trying to peek through the keyhole.

“Oh-0-0-0!” the young lady kept on screaming.

“Ring for the porter!” someone yelled.
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“Yes, the porter! The porter! Call him,” several people cried
all at once. The men rumpled their hair in their excitement, the
women twisted their handkerchiefs into thin strings. And they
all rang their bells for the porter.

He came running, and Mr. Zabriski came, too.

“I'll lose my job,” muttered the porter.

“They’ll put us off the train,” Mr. Zabriski worried out loud,
“and then how’ll we get to California?” But suddenly an idea
flashed into Mr. Zabriski’s head. As he reached the end of the
car near the bathroom, he jumped up on a seat and raised his
hand for silence.

“La-dies and gen-tle-men,” he shouted. “Quiet. Pl-ease! I
have a surprise for you. We have with us today, Oscar! Oscar,
the famous trained seal! And what is he going to do, my friends?
He is going to perform his circus tricks for your entertainment.”

“Hurrah! Hurrah! Yip-ee!” cried the passengers.

“He has been limbering up in his bath,” called Mr. Zabriski,
“and now, if you will all be kind enough to take your places in
the club-car, the show will be ready to begin in a few minutes.”

“Three cheers for the seal,” the passengers shouted, and they
all rushed for the club-car, each one trying to be there first in
order to get a seat in the front row.

Then Mr. Zabriski opened his suitcase, and hurriedly put on
his pink velvet suit, and his shiny black silk hat, and he and
Oscar entered the club-car. Mr. Zabriski cracked a whip while
Oscar did all sorts of marvelous tricks. He balanced colored
balls on his nose, he wheeled a baby buggy, he danced, and he
even sang, “Yankee Doodle.”

The people clapped their hands and cried for more, and
more, and more, and they slapped each other on the back. And
the conductors of the train were so pleased because everyone
was having such a good time, that they decided to have a party.
They sent the porter to the dining-car for refreshments, and
everybody had cinnamon toast, and chocolate cookies, and tea.
Mr. Zabriski had some, too.

And Oscar, what did he have? Why, a nice big fish.
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Richard Hughes
THE MAGIC GLASS

ILLUSTRATED BY Minnie Rousseff

HERE is a little boy I know who always
looks very carefully in wastepaper bas-
kets, “because,” he says, “you never know
what valuable things you may find, that some silly grownup
has thrown away.”

One day he found what looked like the glass off the end of an
electric torch. “That will make a most useful magnifying glass,”
he said, and put it in his pocket.

That night he woke up; and not being able to get to sleep
again he thought he would look at a few things through his
glass. The first thing he looked at was a wooden rabbit lying on
the end of his bed; but the strange thing was, that, when he
looked through the glass instead of the toy, what he saw was a
real live rabbit, sitting up on its hind legs and wobbling its nose
at him! Then he took the glass from his eye: and lo and behold,
it was only a wooden one again.

“This is a funny glass,” thought the little boy.

Then he looked through it at a china duck there was on the
mantelpiece: and, sure enough, there was a real duck, which
would have jumped down on to the floor if he hadn’t taken the
glass from his eye and turned it back into china again.

By this time the little boy was so excited with his glass that he
got out of bed and crept down to the room where his father
and mother were lying asleep. “For,” he thought, “if it turns
toys into real, I wonder if it turns real people into toys?” And
he put it to his eye and looked at his father and mother. And
so it was: they were immediately wooden Mr. and Mrs. Noah
out of the Ark. To make sure, he took a pin, and keeping the
glass firmly over his eye he tried to stick his mother. But it
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wouldn’t go in, for she was now quite hard: it only scratched a
little paint off. Then he took the glass away, and they were his
mother and father again. But just to make sure he stuck the pin
in again. This time it went right in, and his mother sat up with
the most awful yell.

“You naughty boy!” she said. “What are you doing out of
bed? And what did you stick a pin into me for?”

“I'm awfully sorry, Mother,” he said, “but I thought you were
Mrs. Nozh! You were, a minute ago, you know!”

“Mrs. Noah?” said his mother. “Stuff and nonsense! You must
have been dreaming! Go back to bed at once.”

So he went back to bed, and soon was asleep. In the morning
when he went to school, he put the glass in his pocket. . . .

When he got to school he forgot about the glass till halfway
through the lessons, when he took it cut of his pocket and
looked at the mistress through it. Immediately she turned into a
golliwog.

The little boy was not very surprised, but you may imagine
all the other children were! They made such a noise in their
astonishment that the headmistress came into the room, and
hearing her coming he slipped the glass back into his pocket.
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“Now then, children!” she said, “what’s all this noise?” (It
wasn'’t a very nice school.)

“The mistress has just turned into a golliwog!” shouted the
children.

“Nonsense!” said the headmistress, who was a very cross old
woman; but just then the little boy looked at the mistress again,
and turned her again into a golliwog.

“Cood gracious me! What's this?” said the headmistress, and
went up to take hold of the golliwog: but when she got close, of
course, the little boy could see her through the glass too, and
immediately she tur med into a Dismal Desmond.

At that, of course, the children were awfully pleased, and
wanted to have them to play with: but the little boy said no,
they mustn’t go near or they'd all be turned into dolls, and all
the other children said how clever the little boy was to have

67



done it. So he kept on looking at them until lesson time was
over; and then he went home.

That night, when he was in bed, his mother remembered his
trousers wanted a button sewed on, so she came upstairs and
fetched them, and then she found the glass in his pocket, and
took it downstairs with her.

“What a funny glass,” she said, and put it to her eye, and
looked at herself in the looking glass.

That was a most awful thing to happen: for not only did
she turn into wooden Mrs. Noah immediately, but the glass
simply became a painted glass in Mrs. Noah’s eye. And so she
would have to stay, because the wooden Mrs. Noah, of course,
couldn’t move, and as long as she didn’t move she was staring
at herself in the looking glass, and, as long as she stared at
herself, Mrs. Noah she would stay.

As a matter of fact she was Mrs. Noah all night, and still Mrs.
Noah when the maids came down in the morning to sweep the
room.

“There’s that naughty boy left one of his toys in the drawing-
room,” they said, and went to move it: but as soon, of course,
as they moved it away from the looking glass it turned back
into a person.

“Good gracious!” they said. “It’s the Mistress!”

And she rubbed her eyes, and said she felt very sleepy be-
cause she had sat up all night. Meanwhile the glass rolled away
into a corner, and happened to stop just in the mouth of a
mouse-hole, and no one thought of it any more.

That afternoon the little boy’s mother had a whole lot of
people coming to tea. They were very stiff and grand people
that the little boy didn't like at all; but all the same he thought
he would creep downstairs and have a look at them. So he did
and watched them from where he couldnt be seen. But the
little boy wasnt the only inquisitive one. Just at the same
moment the little mouse came up his hole, and thought he
would have a look at them too: and across the hole was the
magic glass, so he looked through that.

Immediately all the people turned into the funniest lot of
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dolls you have ever seen: Dutch dolls and wax dolls and rag
dolls, and even china ornaments. And that wasn’t all. There
were some pictures on the wall which the mouse could see, too:
and while the real people turned into toys, the people in the
pictures all stepped down into the room, in their funny old-
fashioned dresses, and started to eat the tea. At that the little
boy was so pleased that he laughed and clapped his hands, and
the noise frightened the mouse, who ran away into the back
of his hole, and so all was as before.

But presently the mouse came back and thought he would
have another look. Just then the little boy’s father came in from
the office, and was standing in the drawing-room door when all
the people turned into toys again, and the pictures started once
more coming out of their frames. Meanwhile, the mouse was
so excited he kept turning round to tell the other mice what he
was seeing, and then looking back, and then turning round
again, so that the boy’s father was nearly astonished out of his
wits, seeing them turn from people into toys and toys into
people again as fast as the wink of an eye. But at last the
mouse went away: and then they all stayed people, and when
the tea-party was over went home as if nothing had happened.

But the little boy’s father was really rather frightened.
“There’s something magic about this house,” he said to himself;
and as soon as he could he found another house, and they all
went to live in that and left the old one empty.

But no one noticed the magic glass sticking in the mouth of
the mouse-hole: and if someone else comes and lives in that
house, and the mouse comes up his hole to have a look at them,
I suppose the same thing would happen to them!

69



Walter de la Mare
THE SHIP OF RIO

There was a ship of Rio
Sailed out into the blue,

And nine and ninety monkeys
Were all her jovial crew.

From bos’un to the cabin boy,
From quarter to caboose,

There weren't a stitch of calico
To breech "em—tight or loose;

From spar to deck, from deck to keel,
From barnacle to shroud,

There weren’t one pair of reach-me-downs
To all that jabbering crowd.

But wasn’t it a gladsome sight,
When roared the deep-sea gales,

To see them reef her fore and aft,
A-swinging by their tails!

Oh, wasn't it a gladsome sight,
When glassy calm did come,

To see them squatting tailor-wise
Around a keg of rum!

Oh, wasn’t it a gladsome sight,
When in she sailed to land,

To see them all a-scampering skip
For nuts across the sand!

70



Laura E. Richards
A LEGEND OF LAKE OKEEFINOKEE

There once was a frog,

And he lived in a bog,

On the banks of Lake Okeefinokee.
And the words of the song

That he sang all day long

Were, “Croakety-croakety-croaky.”

Said the frog, “I have found
That my life’s daily round

In this place is exceedingly poky.
So no longer T'll stop,

But I swiftly will hop

Away from Lake Okeefinokee.”

Now a bad mocking-bird

By mischance overheard

The words of the frog as he spokee.
And he said, “All my life

Frog and I've been at strife,

As we lived by Lake Okeefinokee.

“Now I see at a glance

Here’s a capital chance

For to play him a practical jokee.

So I'll venture to say

That he shall not today

Leave the banks of Lake Okeefinokee.”

So this bad mocking-bird,
Without saying a word,

He flew to a tree which was oaky;
And loudly he sang,

Till the whole forest rang,

“Oh! Croakety-croakety-croaky!”
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As he warbled this song,
Master Frog came along,
A-filling his pipe for to smokee;
And he said, “ 'Tis some frog
Has escaped from the bog

Of Okeefinokee-finokee.

“I am filled with amaze

To hear one of my race
A-warbling on top of an oaky;
But if frogs can climb trees,

I may still find some ease
On the banks of Lake Okeefinokee.”

So he climbed up the tree;

But alas, down fell he!

And his lovely green neck it was brokee;
And the sad truth to say,

Never more did he stray

From the banks of Lake Okeefinokee.

And the bad mocking-bird

Said, “How very absurd

And delightful a practical jokee!”
But I'm happy to say

He was drowned the next day

In the waters of Okeefinokee.
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Freppy is a pig with ideas. He likes
to play detective. Here is one of his
adventures that starts when Mrs. Win-
nick comes to see him.

Walter Brooks

FREDDY THE DETECTIVE
SOLVES A MYSTERY

ILLUSTRATED BY Kurt Wiese

RS. WINNICK was a widow who
lived down by the edge of the
woods. In her day she had been
as pretty a young rabbit as you could wish to see, but since
the loss of her husband the cares of providing for a large
family had taken every bit of her time and energy. She took no
part in the gay social life of the other animals in the neighbor-
hood, and they seldom saw her, though they were good to her,
and one or other of them was always taking a fresh head of
lettuce or a couple of carrots down to her, for they suspected
that she and the children did not always get enough food.

“Oh, Mr. Freddy,” she burst out, “it’s about Egbert. He's
disappeared, and whatever I shall do I don’t know. He was al-
ways such a good boy, too—kind and helpful, and willing to
look after the baby. With the other children it's play, play,
play all day long, but Egbert—" And she began to cry. . . .

“Come, come,” said Freddy briskly. “Just tell me all about
it, and we’ll see what can be done. I'm sure it’s not as bad as you
think. Now, do you want me to help you find Egbert?” And as
she nodded tearful assent, “Well,” he continued, “let’s get at the
facts. Let’s see—Egbert. He’s your eighth oldest, isn’t he? Or
ninth?”

“Twelfth,” she replied, “and always such a good—"
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“Yes,” said Freddy quickly. “And when did you last see him?”

After asking a good many questions Freddy got Mrs. Win-
nick’s story. The night before Egbert had taken several of the
children up through the woods to Jones’s Creek to get some
watercress. At nine o'clock the children had come home without
him. They had not found any good watercress, and Egbert had
said that he would go farther down the creek to a place he
knew where there was sure to be some, but that they must go
home, as it was their bedtime, and their mother would worry.
Mrs. Winnick had put the children to bed and had presently
gone to bed herself. But this morning Egbert’s bed was empty.
He had not come home, and nothing had been seen or heard of
him since.

Freddy consoled the weeping widow as best he could. “T'll
get to work on it right away,” he said, “and meanwhile don’t
worry. I'll soon have Egbert back for you. By the way, who
sent you to me?”

“It was the children,” said the rabbit. “They’d heard about
your setting up to be a detective, and they wanted me to come
and see you. Not that I have any faith in it—excuse me, sir. But
you haven’t been at it very long, have you?”

“No,” Freddy admitted, “but there always has to be a first
time, doesn’t there? Even Sherlock Holmes made a start once,
didn’t he? Don’t you worry, ma’am. I've made a deep study of
the subject, and there isn’t an animal in the country that knows
more about detecting than I do. Why, I've read a whole book
about it.”

Mrs. Winnick seemed satisfied with this and went off home,
stopping after every three or four hops to cry a little and blow
her nose. Freddy wasted no time, but set out at once for the
creek. He found the watercress bed which Egbert had visited
with his little brothers and sisters, then went slowly on down-
stream, keeping a sharp lookout for any signs of the missing
rabbit. Once he saw where some wintergreen leaves had been
nibbled, and once, in a sandy place, he saw the plain imprint
of a rabbit’s foot, so he knew he was on the right track. And
then where the stream widened out, just before it took a bend
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round to the right to join the river, he found another big bed of
cress, and in the swampy shore a large number of rabbit’s foot-
prints.

Freddy had been happy when he started out. Mrs. Winnick’s
visit had cheered him up a lot. Here was a new problem. He
would solve it and prove to his friends that he was a real detec-
tive after all. But now this problem was just as bad as the other
one. What was he going to do? These were Egbert’s footprints
all right, but what good did they do him? There ought to be
some clue that he could follow up. There always was in the
Sherlock Holmes stories. “You can’t solve a case without clues,”
he muttered unhappily. “These might be clues to Sherlock
Holmes, but to me they're just a lot of footprints.” And he sat
down on the bank to think.

He was thinking so hard that for some time he did not see a
small rabbit who hopped down out of the woods to the cress
bed, picked a few stalks, then hopped back up among the trees.
The rabbit had made several trips before Freddy suddenly
caught sight of him.

The rabbit hadn’t seen Freddy either, and when the pig
started up suddenly, he dodged quickly behind a bush.

“So you're the one who made all those footprints in the mud
here, are you?” said Freddy.

“Yes, sir,” came a small anxious voice from behind the bush.
“Isn’t it all right, sir?”
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“Sure it’s all right, ” said the pig. “Come out; I won't hurt you.
I'm looking for a rabbit about your size. Haven't seen one
around, have you?”

The rabbit hopped timidly out. “No, sir,” he said. “Who was
he, sir?”

“Ah,” said Freddy mysteriously, “I'm the one to be asking
the questions. I'm a detective. Just you answer up briskly,
young fellow. Haven't seen any other rabbits around, eh?”

“No, sir—"

“No other footprints in the mud when you came here?”

“I don’t think so, sir. You see, I—"

“How long have you been here?”

“Since last night, sir. You see, I came to get some watercress,
and as I was ="

Freddy stopped him. “That’s enough,” he said severely.
“Please just answer the questions I ask you, without adding
anything of your own. Just answer yes or no. You heard no un-
usual noises?”

“Yes, sir—I mean no, sir,” said the rabbit, who was getting
confused.

“What do you mean—yes, sir, no, sir'’?” said Freddy. “Please
give me a straight answer. Did you or did you not hear any
unusual noises?”

“No, sir—I mean—" The rabbit gulped. “—no, sir.”

“Good,” said the pig. “That’s the stuff; a straight answer to a
straight question. And—ha, h'm—let me see—”" He hadn’t found
out anything, and yet he couldn’t think of any more questions
to ask. “Well, ah—what are you doing here anyway?”

But the rabbit didn’t answer. “Come, come,” said Freddy
sharply. “Answer me! What are you—"

But the rabbit interrupted him by bursting into tears. “You
told me to answer yes or no,” he sobbed, “and you can’t answer
that question yes or no. I c-came here to get watercress, an’ I
was just going home an’ I found a little bird with a hurt wing,
an’ I thought I ought to stay with it, an’ I know my mother’ll
worry, b-but I don't like to leave the bird all alone, an” now you
come an’ ask me a lot of questions I don’t know the answers to,
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an’—" Here he broke down entirely and cried so hard that he
got the hiccups.

Freddy was a kind-hearted animal, but he had been so ab-
sorbed in asking questions in a thoroughly detective-like man-
ner that he hadn’t really noticed that he was frightening the
rabbit so badly that the poor little creature couldn’t give him
any information even if he had it to give. In this Freddy was
more like a real detective than he realized. Some detectives will
ask a simple question like “What is your name?” in so frighten-
ing a voice that the person he asks can’t even remember
whether he has a name or not.

“There, there,” said Freddy, patting the rabbit on the back,
“I'm sorry I scared you. It’s all right. Where is this bird?”

“Up in a hollow behind that tree,” hiccuped the little animal.

“All right,” said Freddy. “T'll look after him for you. You run
along home. I've got to find this other rabbit I was telling you
about, but first I'll see that the bird is taken care of. Run along
and tell your mother not to worry any more.”

The rabbit wasted no time, but trotted off, still crying, and
hiccuping occasionally, and Freddy went in search of the bird.
He found it presently—a fledgling wood thrush, too young to
talk yet. Beside it was a small heap of watercress which the
rabbit had evidently been trying to feed it.

“Tut, tut,” said Freddy. “Feeding an infant like that water-
cress! He'll be sick. And he’s hidden here so that his mother
couldn’t possibly find him. That rabbit has a kind heart, but he
certainly isn’t very bright.” He picked up the little thrush care-
fully in his mouth and carried it, fluttering feebly, out into an
open space, then went back into the bushes and sat down. In
five minutes there was a rush of wings, and the mother thrush
alighted beside the hungry fledgling and began consoling him
with little chirps. Freddy slipped away without waiting to be
thanked.

“Now,” he said to himself, “for Egbert. Though how in the
world I'm to find him I don’t know. But I've got to or I'll never
dare to show my face in the farmyard again. I wish I'd never
tried to be a detective, that’s what I wish!”

77



On a chance he decided to go a little farther down the creek,
at least as far as the hermit’s house, a deserted cabin which
stood on the other side of the stream. Perhaps some of the
waterside animals might have seen the missing rabbit.

But he had not gone far before something drove all thought
of Egbert from his mind. There were sounds coming from the
hermit’s house. Shouts and rough laughter and occasional pistol
shots. What a chance for a detective! Freddy crept forward;
then, finding that the bushes on the opposite bank were too
high to permit him to see what was going on, he plunged into
the water, swam quietly across, and worked his way up toward
the house. And this is what he saw:

Hanging from the limb of a tall tree in front of the house was
a swing made of two ropes and a board for a seat. A big man
with a cap pulled down over his eyes, and his coat collar turned
up, was swinging in long, dizzy swoops. He had a revolver in
his hand, and at the top of his swing, when he was level with
the top of the house, he would shoot the revolver and try to hit
the chimney. A smaller man was sitting in a rocking chair on the
porch. He wore a black mask over his face, and no cap, and was
knitting busily away at a woolen muffler.

Pretty soon the big man stopped swinging. “Come now,
Looey,” he shouted. “It’s your turn now.”

The small man shook his head. “No, Red, I must get this
muffler done. We'll both want to wrap up warm tomorrow
night; we'll be out late.”

“Oh, come on,” said Red. “Take a couple of shots anyway.
Bet you can’t beat me. I got two out of seven.”

The other got up rather unwillingly. “Well, all right. But you
have got to promise to be more careful. I worry about you all
the time. You remember that last bank we robbed; it was a
rainy night, and you didn’t wear your rubbers, and you caught
a bad cold.”

“Yes, yes, Looey,” Red replied. “I'll be careful. Come on,
now. Into the swing.”

“You'll have to push me, Red,” said Looey, taking a large
revolver from the pocket of his coat. He seated himself in the
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swing, and the big man started him swinging. Higher and
higher he went, until at each push Red was running right under
him. Then when he was high enough, he aimed the revolver,
and bang! a brick flew from the chimney.

“Hooray for Looey!” shouted Red. “A bull's-eye! Shoot
again!”

Freddy, peering out from his hiding-place, was so excited he
could hardly breathe. Here was real work for a detective, and
no mistake. For these men were certainly robbers. And if he
could capture them, his name as a detective was made.

But just then, as Looey was whizzing for the tenth time up
into the treetops, one of the ropes broke; he let go his hold and
went up in a great curve like a rocket, then came hurtling down
through the foliage and into the very bush behind which
Freddy was hiding.

He wasn’t hurt, for the bush had broken his fall, and he
picked himself up immediately, and his eye fell on the amazed
pig. Freddy did not wait to see what would happen. With a
squeal of fright he bolted.

“A pig! Quick, Red, a nice fat pig!” shouted Looey, and
started after him, the other robber close behind. There was
much shouting and a great banging of revolvers, and two or
three bullets whizzed past Freddy’s head, but he was a good
runner and in a very few minutes had left them far behind.

He ran on for a while, then sat down to rest under a beech
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tree—and realized suddenly that he didn’t know where he was.
The woods on this side of the creek extended for many miles. If
he could find the creek, he would be all right—but he did not
know where the creek was. And the day was cloudy; he could
not tell his direction from the position of the sun. “Well, I sup-
pose the best thing to do is to keep on going,” he said to himself.
“May meet a squirrel or a jay who can tell me where I am.” And
he started on.

But though he walked and walked, he met no one, and there
was no sign of the creek. He had just about decided that he
would have to stay out all night when he noticed some foot-
prints. “H'm, someone been along here not many minutes ago,”
he said. “Looks like a pig, too. Wonder what another pig is
doing in these woods. I guess I'll follow them and see if I can
catch up.”

So he went on, following the footprints, until he came to a
place where the other pig had sat down to rest before going on.
There was the plain print of a curly tail in the leaf mold under
a beech tree. Freddy sat down too, and then suddenly some-
thing about the place seemed familiar to him. This beech tree,
those bushes over there—“Why, this is where I sat down to rest
myself a long time ago! Those are my own footprints I've been
following!”

This realization made him feel very foolish, as well it might,
for it is rather silly for a detective to try to shadow himself.
Still, he realized that all he had to do was to follow those foot-
prints backward instead of forward, and he would come out by
the hermit’s house. Which he did, and presently he heard the
sound of voices.

But this time he did not stop to see what the robbers were
doing. He gave the house a wide berth, jumped into the creek,
swam across, and in a few minutes more was back on familiar
ground.

“I'll just stop in and see if anything has been heard of
Egbert,” he said to himself. So he turned down toward the
Widow Winnick’s home. Half a dozen small rabbits were play-
ing about on the edge of the woods as he came up, and one of
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them called down the rabbit-hole: “Mother! Mr. Freddy’s
here!”

Almost at once Mrs. Winnick’s head popped up through the
opening. But it was a changed Mrs. Winnick that beamed
happily at him.

“Oh, Mr. Freddy!” she cried. “How can I ever thank you?
My Egbert! You found him for me!”

“But,” stammered the bewildered Freddy, “I didn’'t—" And
then he stopped. For one of the little rabbits who were stand-
ing around him in a respectful and admiring circle hiccuped,
and said politely: “Excuse me.” And Freddy saw it all. Of
course! That rabbit had been Egbert all the time!

He recovered himself just in time. Oh, don’t thank me, Mrs.
Winnick. Don’t thank me,” he said rather grandly. “It was
nothing, I assure you—nothing at all. Indeed, I am very grateful
to you for having sent me down in that direction, for I have
made some very important discoveries. However, I am glad
Egbert got back safely. All the other children are well, I hope.
Good, good; I am very glad to hear it. Good evening.” And he
went on homeward.

“Well,” he said to himself, “I guess as a detective I'm not so
bad after all. Restored a lost child to his mother and discovered
a band of robbers, all in one day! Huh, Sherlock Holmes never
did more than that, I bet.”

Freppy, disguised as a man, now hunts up those robbers.

It was nearly dark in the woods, though above him the tree-
tops were bright green and gold in the light of the setting sun.
Since he could not swim the creek in his men’s clothes, to get to
the hermit’s house he had to cut through the woods to the bridge
and then walk back on the other side. He walked on his hind
legs, because he felt that he needed all the practice he could
get if he was to make anybody think he was a man. But the
trousers bothered his legs, and he stumbled over roots and
tripped over vines and fell into holes until, long before he
reached the creek, he was so bruised and hot and out of breath
that he sat down on a log to rest. “My goodness,” he said to
himself, “I'm glad I'm not a man! How they ever manage to
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do anything or get anywhere in all these clumsy hot clothes
I can’t imagine! Lords of creation, they call themselves!
Humph, I'd rather be a pig any time.”

Pretty soon he got up and went on again, and at last he
reached the bridge. On the farther side of the bridge a narrow,
grassy road ran off to the left toward the hermit’s house. Freddy
followed it. He began to feel rather nervous, but he was a brave
pig and he had no thought of turning back.

By this time it was dark. The windows in the hermit’s house
were lighted up, but they were so dirty that Freddy couldn’t
see what was going on inside. He could hear music, however—
someone was playing the harmonium, and a man’s voice was
singing. The song was “Sweet and Low,” but both singer and
accompanist were going as fast as they could, and they were
never together for more than one note. The singer would be
ahead, then the player would put on a burst of speed and pass
him, only to get behind again when he stopped to take breath.

Fleddv thought this was the funniest singing he had ever
heard, and he went up to the front door and peeked through
the kevhole just as the song came to an end. The big man, who
was sitting at the harmonium, was wiping sweat from his
forehead. “You won that time, Looey,” he was saying, “but it’s
the chords in that second part that slow me up.”

“I'll race you on ‘Boola Boola,” ” said Looey.

No you won't either,” said Red. “You always win on that
because you leave out about six ‘Boolas,” and I can’t keep track
when I'm playing. Let’s take something where all the words
aren’t alike. Let’s do ‘Annie Laurie.” One, two, three—go!”

The noise was terrible. If you don’t believe it, try singing
“Annie Laurie” as fast as you can. Freddy couldn’t stand it any
longer, and he rapped on the door.

The musicians were going so fast that they couldn’t stop for
about four bars. Then there was a moment’s silence, followed
by the clump of heavy shoes, and the door was flung open.
Freddy touched his cap and bowed politely.

“My gosh, what’s this?” said Red. “Come in, young feller.
What can I do for you?”
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Freddy stepped inside. The room was lit by three kerosene
lamps, but the lamp chimneys were so dirty that they gave very
little light, and he felt reasonablv sure that if he kept his cap
on, they wouldn’t know he was a pig. Nevertheless he was
scared when they both came close to him and squatted down
with their hands on their knees and stared at him.

At first they didn’t say anything. They stared at him for a
minute, then stood up and stared at each other, then squatted
down and stared at him again.

“Well, I'll be jiggered!” said Red.

“So’ll I!” said Looey. “He’s a—what do you call those little
men—a wharf, isn’t it?”

“A dwarf,” said Red. “You ought to know that, Looey.”

“Well, wharf or dwarf, what does it matter what we call
him? The point is, what does he call himself? What's your
name, guy?’

Freddy pomted to his mouth and shook his head.

“He’s dumb,” said Looey. “What good s a dumb dwarf? Let’s
throw him out and go on with the music.

Freddy had in his pocket the chart that he had prepared,
but although from long practice in handling books and papers
he had got so that he could use his forefeet almost as if they
were hands, he was afraid that if he took it out and gave it to
them they would see that he had hoofs instead of hands, and
would realize that he was a pig.
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Fortunately at this moment Red said: “Wait! I've got an
idea!”

“I hope it’s better than the one you had last Thursday,” said
Looey.

“This is a good one,” said Red. “Listen, this dwarf is little,
and he’s dumb. That means he can get in places where we
can’t get in, and that he can't tell anybody about it afterwards.
How about that back window in the Centerboro National
Bank?”

“Gosh!” exclaimed Looey. “That is an idea!” He turned to
Freddy. “Say, dwarf, would you like to make a lot of money?”

Freddy nodded enthusiastically.

“Fine! You come with us and do just what we tell you to,
and we'll give you fifty cents. Come on, Red, get your things
on.” And almost before he knew what had happened, Freddy
was walking back up the dark road with one of the robbers on
each side of him.

He hadn’t had a chance to show them his chart, and he
hadn’t the least idea what sort of adventure he was in for now.
“Something pretty shady, I bet,” he said to himself. “But no use
worrying. I'm in with them now, and if I can’t catch them after
this, I'm a pretty poor detective.”

At the bridge they stopped, Red dove into the bushes, and
pretty soon there was the sputter of an engine and he drove
out into the road in a badly battered open car. Red hoisted
Freddy in, and they started off in the direction of Centerboro.
Nothing was said on the way. Both the robbers had on rain-
coats, black masks, and rubbers, and carried pistols in their
hands. Looey had hard work driving with the pistol in his hand,
and once when he had to shift gears, it went off. It was pointed
at the windshield when it went off, and Freddy was surprised
not to see the glass fly to pieces, but Looey only laughed.

“We don't carry loaded pistols when were at work,” he
explained; “it’s too easy to have an accident.”

As they drove down Main Street, Freddy saw that there were
lights in all the stores, just as the sheriff had told him there
would be. They slowed up when they came to the bank, and he
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saw a watchman sitting on the front steps with a gun across
his knees. But he paid no attention to them as they turned into
the alley next to the bank.

Looey stopped the car in the alley, and they all got out. Red
took a stepladder out of the back seat and put it against the
bank wall under a small window. “There you are,” he said.
“They don’t bother to lock this window because it’s too small
for anybody to get through. But you can get through, and
when you're inside, we’ll throw this sack in after you, and all
you have to do is stuff all the money into the sack, throw it out,
and then come out yourself. See?”

Freddy saw all right. He saw that he was going to be a robber
in spite of himself, and there was nothing else to do. But he had
reckoned without the stepladder. Climbing the back stairs at
the farm with Mr. Bean’s trousers on had been bad enough,
but this was hopeless. He scrambled up three steps, then
caught his left foot in his right trouser leg, stumbled, squealed,
and Freddy and the ladder and Looey came down with a crash
on the cobblestones of the alley.

At once the night was full of noise. Windows went up, police
whistles blew, men ran out into the streets and began shouting
and firing off their guns. Looey scrambled to his feet, tossed
Freddy into the car, and climbed in beside him as Red started
up the engine. With a roar they dashed out of the alley and up
Main Street at full speed. Half a dozen cars swung out into the
street behind them as they dodged and twisted to avoid the
men who tried to stop them. Red drove magnificently; he al-
most seemed to dodge the bullets that were fired at them, for
none of them hit the car. In less than a minute they were
thundering back up the road on which they had come into
town, with the pursuit streaming out behind them. In a few
minutes more they came to the bridge and crossed it; then Red
put on the brakes so quickly that they were all nearly flung
through the windshield, swung the car round, snapped off the
lights, and drove into the bushes where the car had been hidden
before.

One by one the pursuing cars flashed past their hiding-place.
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When the last one had gone by, the two robbers climbed slowly
out of the car.

“You can go on back where you came from, dwarf,” said
Looey in a disgusted voice.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said Red. “Now we
haven’t got any stepladder, all on account of you. I was going
to put up fresh curtains in the living room tomorrow, but how
I'm to do it without a stepladder I don’t know.”

“Go on,” said Looey, “Beat it. We don’t want anything more
to do with you. You haven’t got any more sense than a pig.”

Freddy grinned to himself in the dark; then he took the
paper out of his pocket and handed it to Red.

“What's this?” said the robber. He lit a match to look, then
called in an excited voice to his companion: “Look, Looey, he’s
got a map of that farmer’s place—the one that lives across the
creek—and it shows where his money is hidden.”

They bent over the paper, lighting match after match to
examine it. “Map of Mr. Bean’s barn, showing location of
hidden treasure,” it said at the top, and under this Freddy had
drawn a chart of the barn, but from one of the box stalls he
had drawn a long arrow, at the end of which was written:
“Under the floor of this stall is hidden a box containing ten
thousand dollars in gold.”

The robbers were greatly excited. “This is what he came to
give us,” said Looey. “Maybe he ain’t such a bad dwarf after
all.” He turned to Freddy. “I'm sorry I said that about your
being a pig. Are you sure the money is there?”

Freddy nodded emphatically.

“It's worth trying,” said Red. “But, just the same, I aint
taking any chances. We'll take this fellow to the house and tie
him up while we go over and see if the money’s there. If it is,
all right; we'll give him his share. But if it ain’t—" He glared
at the detective. “Well, he'll regret it, that’s all.”

This didn’t suit Freddy at all, but there was nothing else to
be done. They took him back to the hermit’s house and tied him
in a chair and then set out—on foot, this time, as there would
be too many people looking for their automobile on the road.
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Freddy was almost in despair. He had made no arrangements
for the capture of the robbers. If they went to the barn, they
would find nothing in the box stall but a dozen or more animal
prisoners. If they came back empty-handed a second time this
evening, what would happen to him? To think about it made
his clothes feel even more tight and uncomfortable than they
already were.

But he didn’t think about it long, for the robbers had not
been gone more than a minute when there was a movement in a
dark corner of the room, and a tiny voice said: “That you,
Freddy?”

“Cousin Augustus!” exclaimed Freddy. “Gosh, I'm glad to
hear your voice! Gnaw these ropes through, will you, like a
good fellow? I've got to get to the farm before those fellows
get there or I'll miss an important capture.”

Cousin Augustus’s teeth were sharp; in a very few minutes
Freddy was free and had thrown off his disguise. “Ha,” he
exclaimed, “this feels like something! Now I'm equal to any-
thing! But I wonder if I can get there before they do. Tell me,
Gus, is there any bird round here that you could wake up and
get to take a message to Jock?”

“Sure,” said the mouse, “there’s a wren lives under the eaves
of the porch. I'll just slip up and take a peek in his nest and see
if he’ll go.”

Cousin Augustus wasted no time. In two minutes he was
back, accompanied by a very sleepy and rather cross wren, who,
however, when he realized that it was Freddy, the renowned




detective, who wanted his help, was only too anxious to oblige.

“Fly over and wake up Jock or Robert,” said Freddy, “and
tell them to clear all the prisoners out of the second box stall
right away. Tell ’em they mustn’t waste a second. There are
two robbers coming over there, and I want them to get into
that stall without any difficulty. Tell Jock to get all the other
animals up and have them hide in the barn and keep quiet
until the men get in the stall. I'll be there before there’s any-
thing else to be done.”

The wren repeated the message to be sure he had it straight,
and flew off, and then Freddy dashed down to the creek, dove
in and swam across, and galloped off through the woods toward
the farm. It was much easier going on four feet than it had been
on two, and it wasn’t long before he reached the pasture. From
there on he went more carefully, and by the time he reached
the barn he was creeping along like a shadow.

Faint sounds came from the barn, and now and then a light
flickered and was gone again. The robbers were there, then!
Freddy slipped inside and into Hank’s stall. “Hello, Hank,”
he whispered. “Everything going all right?”

“Far as I know,” said Hank. “Though what it all means is be-
yond me. Just a few minutes ago Jock and Robert and Mrs.
Wiggins came in here and made all the prisoners go into one
stall, and then they hid—theyre over there in the corner—and
then two men sneaked in, and it sounds as if they were tearing
up the floor. What's it all about anyway?”

But there was no time to explain. Freddy tiptoed across the
floor to the door of the stall. Sure enough, there were Red and
Looey, working by the light of an electric torch, heaving at a
plank in the floor. With great caution Freddy pushed the heavy
door slowly shut and dropped the peg into the hasp.

The robbers heard nothing, and Freddy made no noise, for
he had a reason for letting them go on with their work. He
went over to the corner where his friends were hiding.

“I guess you can come out now,” he said. “We've got ‘em safe
and fast. This is a great night’s work! But what I've been
through since I left here you wouldn’t believe!”
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He started to tell them the tale of his adventures, but sud-
denly there was a great rattling at the door of the stall. The
robbers had found out that they were locked in.

Jock laughed. “Let "em just try to get out!” he said. “That
door will hold an elephant. Anyway I sent down for Peter, in
case anything should go wrong. He can handle "em all right.”

Freddy started to go on with his story, when they heard a
car drive into the yard, and a loud voice shouted: “Hey, farmer!
Wake up!”

“I know that voice,” said Freddy. “It’s the city detective.
Well, let’s see how many robbers he’s caught tonight!”

The animals went to the barn door. A light had sprung up
in an upper window, and pretty soon Mr. Bean’s head, in its
red nightcap with a white tassel, was poked out into the night.

“Stop raisin’ all that rumpus, or I'll come down and take my
horsewhip to ye!”

“I want to know if you've seen an open car go by here in the
past hour,” shouted the detective.

“I got something better to do at night than to sit up and
watch for open cars,” said Mr. Bean. “Now go long about your
business. I won’t have my animals woke up an’ disturbed this
way.”

“I'm huntin’ for two robbers in an open car!” shouted Mr.
Boner.

“Well, I ain’t two robbers in an open car,” replied the farmer.
“I'm a self-respectin’ citizen in a nightshirt, an’ what’s more, 1
got a shotgun in my hand, and if you aint gone in two
minutes—"

Just then another car drove into the yard, and the sheriff got
out. Mr. Bean’s manner changed as soon as he recognized the
newcomer. “Oh, how d’e do, sheriff?” he said. “Who is this
feller? Friend of yours?”

The sheriff explained. They were combing the countryside
for the two robbers who had been frightened away while trying
to rob the Centerboro bank, and they wondered if Mr. Bean
had seen or heard anything of them.

“I been in bed for three hours,” said the farmer. “But there’s
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Freddy comin’ across from the barn. Looks like he might have
somethin’ to show you. Now I'm goin’ back to bed. Look around
all you like, but for goodness™ sake be quiet about it. I want
them animals to get their sleep.” And he shut down the window.

Meantime Freddy had come up to the sheriff. He raised a
foreleg and waved it toward the barn.

“What is it, Freddy?” asked the sheriff. “You know somethin’,
I bet.”

“Oh, that pig again!” exclaimed the disgusted detective.
“Come along, sheriff, there ain’t anything here.”

“Not so fast,” replied the sheriff. “T'm goin’ to see.” And he
followed Freddy to the barn and up to the door of the stall,
which was still being shaken by the imprisoned robbers.

“H'm,” said the sheriff, lugging out his big pistol. “Looks like
you'd caught something this time. Stand aside, animals.” And
he pulled out the peg.

The door gave way suddenly, and out tumbled Looey and
Red.

“Stick up your hands!” said Mr. Boner, stepping forward.
And as the discomfited robbers backed up against the wall with
their hands in the air, he turned to the sheriff. “There’s your
prisoners, sheriff,” he said dramatically. “I knew they were here
all the time. That’s why I stopped in here in the first place.”

“Yeah?” said Looey. “Is that so! Well, let me tell you some-
thing. It wasn’t you that caught us, city detective. You couldn’t
catch a lame snail.”

“No back talk from you!” exclaimed Mr. Boner angrily. “If
it wasn't me that caught you, who was it?”

“It was a little feller in a checked cap, if you want to know,”
said Looey. “And if all you detectives was as smart as him,
you'd have caught us long ago.”

“Here’s your fittle feller, ” said the sheriff, pushing Freddy
forward.

“There you go with your pig again,” snorted the disgusted
Boner. “I drove into this barnyard to look for ‘em, didnt I?
And they're here, ain’t they? Well, then, who caught ‘'em? And
who’s going to believe that a pig could have done it?”
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“The pig done it,” said the sheriff doggedly, “and the pig
ought to get the credit, and the reward!”

Looey and Red were staring at Freddy in amazement. “A
pig!” exclaimed Red. “My gosh, Looey, a pig!”

“Pig, all right,” replied Looey wearily. “Gee, were a hot pair
of robbers. Caught by a pig!” And then as Mr. Boner started in
again to argue that it was he that should get the reward, Looey
added: “Well, take us away and lock us up. Anywhere where
we won't have to listen to this guy talk any more.”

Mr. Bean, in his long white nightshirt and carrying a lantern,
had appeared a few moments earlier in the barn door. “Trying
to take the credit from my animals, is he?” he muttered. “We'll
soon fix that” And he put his head outside and called softly:
“Peter! Get rid of this fellow for us, will you?”

“And I want to tell you something too, Mr. Sheriff,” Mr.
Boner was saying. “You ain’t done anything on this case, any
more than your friend the pig has, and I'm going to give my
own story of the capture to the newspapers, and don't you try
to stop me. Theyre going to say that Mr. Montague Boner, the
famous detective, was successful in putting an end to the
depredations in upstate banking circles last night. With his
brilliant capture of the two—"

Here he stopped, and abruptly, for something rough and
furry had rubbed up against him. He turned to look. Peter, the
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bear, was standing on his hind legs beside him, his mouth
wide open, his arms spread out, looking twice his size in the
flickering lantern-light.

Mr. Boner opened his mouth almost as wide as Peter’s, and
out of it came a long yell. Then he dashed for the door. He
yelled as he reached the yard, and he continued to yell as he
turned out of the gate and dashed off up the road, with Peter
loping along easily a few feet behind him. The animals crowded
to the door; they could see nothing, but they could hear those
diminishing yells dying away in the direction of Centerboro,
until at last through the calm night they came back as a thin
thread of sound, like the whine of a mosquito. And presently
that was gone too, and there was silence.

“Thank you, Mr. Bean, and animals all,” said the sheriff. “T’ll
be getting along now. I'll be up in the morning, Freddy, to
have you show me where all that stolen money is. I'll bring the
reward with me. Come along, you two. Couple o'nice cells all
made up for you, with clean towels and flowers in the vases and
everything. Night, all.”

Mr. Bean said good night; then he turned to the animals.
“Now don'’t sit up talking half the night,” he said gruffly. “Lots
of time to go over it all tomorrow. I'm proud of you, Freddy.”
He patted the pig clumsily on the shoulder. “Good night.” And
he stumped off toward the house.
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Lewis Carroll
THE LOBSTER QUADRILLE

“Will you walk a little faster?”

said a whiting to a snail,

“There’s a porpoise close behind us,
and he’s treading on my tail.

See how eagerly the lobsters

and the turtles all advance!

They are waiting on the shingle—
will you come and join the dance? o
Will you, won'’t you, will you, won't you, “ =
will you join the dance?

Will you, won't you, will you, won't you,

won't you join the dance?

“You can really have no notion how delightful it will be
When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters out
to seal”
But the snail replied, “Too far, too far!” and gave a look
askance—
Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not join the
dance.
Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join
the dance.
Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not join
the dance.

“What matters it how far we go?” his scaly friend replied.
“The further off from England the nearer is to France.
There is another shore, you know, upon the other side.
Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the dance.
Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, will you join the
dance?”
Will you, won't you, will you, won't you, won't you join the
dance?”
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Ray St. Clair
THE CANNERY BEAR

ILLUSTRATED BY Esther Friend

NCE there was a bear who loved canned
salmon. Nothing else tasted good to him—honey, fresh fish, or
any of the other things that bears usually eat.

He had tried to get along by helping himself to cans of
salmon which the village people kept on their pantry shelves,
but he got into trouble too often. Housewives whacked him
with broom handles when they caught him, and they usually
did catch him because he was too big to get away quietly.

Then, too, his conscience bothered him. He was probably
stealing—and besides, he could not get as much canned salmon
as he needed.

So he gave this up. He got himself a job in the local salmon
cannery where they needed help so badly that they would hire
anyone, human or not.

“Now,” he thought the first morning, “I am at the place where
all the canned salmon comes from. I can get enough for once.”

But everybody worked so fast that the bear had no chance
to pause for a quiet bite of canned salmon. If he stopped for
just a moment his work piled up, and the foreman spoke sharply
to him.
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He had a hard enough time to keep up with the humans
because his new overalls were too tight for him to move freely,
and his necktie choked him. He fell behind quite a bit at first
until he happened to notice that the humans wore shoes only
on their hind feet; so he removed the new shoes from his front
paws. This helped, but he still felt discouraged at the end of
the day.

As he rode his bicycle home from work that night he thought
about his troubles. He ached in every muscle, and all four feet
were blistered from the shoes. He was so tired that he fell off
his bicycle even oftener than usual. His necktie still choked
him, but he could not get it off.

Worst of all, he had not been able to get more than five or six
cans of salmon. “I wish—,” he thought, “I wish—" But he did
not know what he wished because he was too tired to think. All
he wanted was enough canned salmon, without all this trouble.

He dropped off to sleep as soon as he entered his cave, with-
out even oiling his bicycle or trying once more to get his necktie
off.

He dreamed that a little fuzzy bear flitted into his cave.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“I am a fairy bear!” she answered.

“I don’t believe it!” he replied. “There is no such thing as a
fairy bear, and besides, I'm dreaming!”

“That’s right!” she agreed, smiling, “you are dreaming, and
there is no such thing as a fairy bear. But here I am!” She
tapped him lightly on each shoulder. “And I am going to grant
your dearest wish.”

“I still don’t believe it,” the bear insisted. “But suppose it is
true, and you do get me a couple of cases of canned salmon.
Will I get into trouble?” He had heard of what happens to
people who get their wishes granted.

“Oh, dear no!” she exclaimed. “You are a good bear and you
have already earned your wish.” With that she vanished and
the bear went on sleeping.

Next morning he felt much better. His rest had done him
good, and some time during the night his necktie had come
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loose by itself so he could breathe. Also, though he did not
know it, his overalls had split up the back. His shoes still hurt,
but no more than could be expected seeing that they were on
backwards.

He looked for the cases of canned salmon the fairy had
promised, but they were not to be seen. “There is no such thing
as fairies or magic!” said the bear firmly and went off to work.

That day went off fairly well. He was able to eat thirteen
cans of salmon, hardly a mouthful really, but enough to keep
his spirits up. His feet did not hurt too much, but a queer feel-
ing in his shoulders bothered him.

“Lumbago?” he thought. “I must put liniment on them to-
night.”

gSo before he went to bed he rubbed his shoulders with some
stove oil that a peddler had sold him as powerful liniment.
Then he fell asleep.

He dreamed the little fairy bear flew into his cave again. She
wrinkled her nose. “What's that awful smell?” she demanded.

“Liniment,” the bear replied. “On my shoulders.”

“Liniment nothing!” snapped the fairy bear. “That is com-
mon, old, smelly stove oil. Let me wipe it off.” She cleaned him
up with a pawful of grass. “What is the matter with your
shoulders?” she asked.




“I got lumbago,” he explained.

“Don’t you worry about those shoulders,” the fairy bear said.
“They are doing fine!” Then she disappeared.

The bear really felt good next morning, better than he had
for weeks. “It must be good luck,” he thought, “to dream the
same dream twice.”

He was so gay that he forgot his bicycle. He skipped and
leaped so lightly that his feet scarcely seemed to touch the
ground.

Then he noticed that his feet were not touching the ground.
“It can’t be!” he exclaimed—but it was. He was really flying,
and he could feel his shoulder muscles working the new wings.
They were invisible, so he could not see them, but they were
there!

“Wings!” he thought. “What do I want with wings? Who
ever heard of a flying bear? I want canned salmon, not wings!”
He sat down beside the path to think.

Suddenly the little fairy bear appeared before him. “Very
nice!” she smiled. “A perfect fit.”

“I'm dreaming again!” bellowed the bear. “And in broad
daylight! This is all very nice indeed, but where’s my canned
salmon?”
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The fairy bear chuckled. “T forgot to tell you about your
Radar,” she said.

“Never mind the Radar!” exclaimed the bear. “How about
my salmon?”

“The Radar is important!” the fairy bear explained. “It is
right on top of your head. You know what a Radar is, I sup-
pose?”

“Yes, of course,” shouted the bear. “But what about my
canned salmon—"

“It works,” the fairy bear continued, “just like any other
Radar. You won'’t have any trouble with it.” And she vanished.

The bear rubbed his nose. “I'm a flying bear,” he wailed,
“like nothing anybody ever heard tell of. Besides that, T've
got a Radar outfit on top of my head—and nobody ever heard
of that either.” He sighed loudly. “I'm a freak, and my feet still
hurt—and all because I wanted a little canned salmon.”

Then he remembered that the wings and the Radar were
invisible. At least nobody could see that he was a freak. So he
went to work after all and managed to get eleven cans of salmon
for his lunch. “I wish,” he thought, “that I did not like canned
salmon so much. It is such a nuisance working in the cannery!”

As he ate, he listened to the foreman talking to his assistant.
“If that fishing fleet won't get here with its load unti! morn-
ing,” he heard the foreman say, “T'll have to send everybody
home. If it is only an hour or so out, I'll keep them here. I wish
I knew!”

The bear thought for a moment about Radar and wings; then
he said slowly, “I think I can find out for you.”

The foreman understood enough Bear to follow this. “Go
ahead,” he said. “I hope you can!”

So the bear climbed the stairs to the roof. Then he flapped
his wings and took off toward the sea, working his Radar. As
plain as anything he saw the fleet headed in. He could even see
the scales on the fish, and he saw that there was a huge catch.

He had to repeat the news several times to the foreman be-
fore he could understand the Bear talk, but at last he got the
idea. “I don’t know how you can be so sure,” the foreman said,
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“with the fleet still two hours out. But I haven't any other in-
formation—so I'm going to take a chance on you. I'll keep the
workers here, and I'll even put in a call for extra help. For
your sake,” he added, “I hope you are right.”

So for two hours the bear and the foreman paced the floor.
Neither said anything, but they were both thinking, and while
the foreman chewed his fingernails the bear gnawed his paws.

At last the foreman said, “If you turn out to be right, T will
pay you three cases of canned salmon every day to tell me when
the fleet will come in and how big the catch is. Maybe you have
some kind of instinct.”

“I got a Radar,” the bear explained.

“I don’t understand Bear talk very well yet,” said the fore-
man. “Tt sounded like something about a Radar. . .’

And then the fleet arrived, with a huge load of fish, so the
foreman did not finish the sentence. Instead, he clapped the
bear on the back and shouted, “Here is your salmon, my boy.
You did a good job! I'll call a truck to get*it home for you.”

The bear sighed deeply and grinned all over his face. “That
fairy bear!” he thought gratefully.

Aloud he said, “Don’t bother.”

He pulled a case of canned salmon lovingly toward him.

“I'll eat it here.”
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Laura E. Richards

THE QUEEN OF THE ORKNEY ISLANDS

Oh! the Queen of the Orkney Islands,
She’s traveling over the sea;

She’s bringing a beautiful cuttlefish,
To play with my baby and me.

Oh! his head is three miles long, my dear,
His tail is three miles short.

And when he goes out he wriggles his snout,
In a way that no cuttlefish ought.

Oh! The Queen of the Orkney Islands,
She rides on a sea-green whale.

He takes her a mile, with an elegant smile,
At every flip of his tail. . .
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Oh! the Queen of the Orkney Islands,
She dresses in wonderful taste;

The sea-serpent coils, all painted in oils,
Around her bee-you-tiful waist.

Oh! her gown is made of the green sea-kale;
And though she knows nothing of feet,

She can manage her train, with an air of disdain,
In a way that is perfectly sweet.

Oh! the Queen of the Orkney Islands,

She’s traveling over the main.

So we’ll hire a hack, and we’ll take her straight back
To her beautiful Islands again.

Al
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Paul T. Gilbert
BERTRAM AND THE LION

ILLUSTRATED BY Clarence Biers

NCE there was a little boy named Ber-
tram. And he lived on Elm Street in a red
house with a green roof. And he had a
baby brother named Sam. Baby Sam had a nursemaid, and her
name was Julia Krause. Julia was sixteen years old and was very
pretty. She could draw pictures, and she knew no end of stories.
Bertram liked her very much.

One night, after he had eaten seven slices of mince pie,
Bertram had a bad dream. He dreamt that a lion was trying to
crawl into bed with him. It was a regular nightmare. And be-
cause he couldn’t get back to sleep again, Julia had come in
to comfort him.

She had turned on the light, and now, perched on the foot
of his bed in her pink pajamas, like a little Harlequin, she was
telling him a story. She was telling him about Androcles and
the Lion.

“And then,” Julia was saying, “circus day came around. And
in the morning there was a parade, with elephants and gold
band wagons and a steam calliope and everything. So people
came from miles around and brought their little boys and girls.
And they had red lemonade and peanuts and balloons.”

“Did they feed any peanuts to the elephants?” asked Bertram.

“Sure, they did,” said Julia. “Bushels of them. Pop! Right into
their greedy red mouths. Then, after the bareback riders and
the acrobats had got through performing, the circus man said,
‘All right, Androcles, you can go in and tame that lion now.’

“And Androcles said, ‘Don’t I get a whip or anything? So
the circus man gave him a little penny switch, and shoved him
out into the ring, and laughed.”

“That wasn'’t very nice, was it?” said Bertram.
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“Of course it wasn’t nice. But wait until you hear what hap-
pened.” And Julia went on to tell him how the lion bounced
out with his mouth open and made for Androcles with a roar
that sent cold chills down his spine.

“Then, just as Androcles thought he was going to be bitten,
the lion fawned on him and licked his hands. It was the very
same lion whose paw he had taken a thorn out of when he was
a runaway slave, living in a cave in the mountains. The king
was so pleased that he let Androcles go, and Androcles and the
lion lived together in the cave and became friends.”

“Golly!” said Bertram sleepily. “I think it would be keen to
have a lion you could be friends with.”

“I don’t know about that,” said Julia, poking her toes into her
little bedroom slippers which had fallen off. “Androcles lived
a long time ago, and lions may have changed since then. Of
course you might find one who would be chummy if you pulled
a thorn out of its paw, but I wouldn’t count on it too much. If
I had my choice, I'd rather have a kitten.”

“Aw, kittens are girls’ pets,” said Bertram. “Lions are lots
nicer.” Then he yawned and Julia, turning out the light, went
back to her own bed.

Well, the next day Bertram was playing that he was a run-
away slave. There was a little cave in the side of a hill back of
his house, and he had fixed it up with a rag rug and magazine
pictures on the wall, as Androcles had done.

It was almost suppertime when Bertram heard an awful
yowling outside. He was scared a little at first, but he peeked
out, and there, not ten feet away, he saw a great, big, yellow
lion. The lion was limping along on three legs and holding up
one of his front paws. He was yowling and groaning like every-
thing.

“What’s the matter?” asked Bertram. “Have you got a thorn
in your paw?”

“Yes,” said the lion. “A great, big one. Pull it out. It hurts
something awful.”

“Well, don’t you bite then,” said Bertram. And the lion
crossed his heart.
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“This is going to hurt a little,” said Bertram, “but you mustn’t
cry.” So he took the lion’s paw in his lap and pulled out a per-
fectly nasty sharp thorn. The lion said, “Ouch!” but didn’t bite.
Then Bertram put a dandelion leaf over the wound and tied it
up neatly with his clean pocket handkerchief.

The lion fawned on Bertram and began to lick his hands.
Then he stood up on his hind legs and licked Bertram’s face.
Only Bertram didn’t like that very much because the lion’s
tongue was sticky.

“Now we are friends,” said the lion, “and if you love me as I
love you, no knife can cut our Jove in two. Do you live here in
this cave?”

“No,” said Bertram. “T just play here. I live in a house. That
house over there with the green roof.”

“All right,” said the lion. “T'll go home with you and we can
live together. Won't that be nice!”

So Bertram took the lion home. He found an empty drygoods
box and put some hay in it and nailed some slats across it.
“There,” he said, “that’s your cage.”

But the lion didn't like his cage. He wanted to live upstairs
in the house. But Bertram’s mama, when she heard about it,
shook her head. “T don’t quite approve of your keeping a lion
in the house,” she said. “Lions are so apt to bite. He might bite
Baby Sam.”

“Oh, he won’t bite,” said Bertram. “He’s a tame lion, and
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anyway, he’s crossed his heart. Haven't you, lion?” And the
lion said he had.

“Well, just to be on the safe side,” said Bertram’s mama, “I
insist on his wearing a muzzle. Even if he only bit in play, he
might tear your pants, and then I'd have to mend them, I
suppose. As if I didn’t have enough to do already.”

So Bertram bought a muzzle at the dime store and put it on
the lion. The lion said, “You'll take this off, of course, when we
sit down to eat?”

“You mean at the table?” said Bertram.

“Why not? You're not going to treat me like a dog, are you?
Me—your best friend!”

Bertram’s mama grumbled a little, but she set an extra place
at the supper table for the lion—opposite Baby Sam. Bertram’s
daddy wasn't there, of course, or he wouldn’t have had it. He
had gone to Omaha on business.

“I'm glad to see,” said the lion, after he had tucked his napkin
under his chin, “that my friend is eating his spinach. Spinach
is good for him.”

“That’s what I keep telling him,” said Bertram’s mamma.

“I think he wants a second helping,” said the lion.

“No, I don’t,” said Bertram. But he got the second helping
just the same.
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Then the lion noticed that Bertram was picking at his meat.
He was picking all the fat off and eating only the lean.

“See here, my little friend,” said the lion. “That won’t do at
all. You eat that fat—every bit of it and lick the platter clean.”
“But it’s all cold,” protested Bertram, who just hated fat.

“That doesn’t make any difference,” said the lion sternly.
“Do as you're told.”

So Bertram had to eat the cold fat, and it simply spoiled his
supper.

When bedtime came, the lion made a fuss about going down
to his cage. “I want to sleep with my little friend,” he said. “It
will be lots chummier than sleeping in a cage, and we can tell
each other stories. Besides, I have bad dreams when I sleep
alone.”

Then Bertram remembered his bad dream, which seemed as
if it now were coming true. But he was afraid the lion might
get mad and forget his promise if he crossed him. So—very
reluctantly—he gave the lion one of his daddy’s nightgowns,
and after they had brushed their teeth, the two piled into bed,
and Bertram’s mamma tucked them in. However, the lion
snored so loudly that Bertram couldn’t sleep. And a flea bit him.
And the lion kept rolling over and pulling off all the covers.

When Bertram’s mamma came to make the bed next morning,
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she said, “See here, if youre going to let that lion sleep with
you, you'll have to wash him. Look at this bed! Just look at it!
All full of hair and sand and burrs.”

So Bertram took the lion down to the basement and put him
in the laundry tub and gave him a good scrubbing. But the lion
wiggled and squirmed and carried on so when Bertram tried
to wash his ears that he slopped water all over him, and soaked
him to the skin.

“Now let’s play something,” said the lion, after Bertram had
changed his clothes. “Let’s play parchesi or something.”

Bertram got out the parchesi board, and they began to play,
only the lion didn’t play fair. He made a fuss every time Ber-
tram sent one of his men home. And he’'d take the man and put
it back on the board again. And so, of course, he always won.
The lion won seventeen games in succession.

“This isn’t any fun,” said Bertram. “You cheat. It’s no fair
when you win all the time.”

“It is, too, fun,” said the lion. “It’s more fun than I've had in
a dog’s age. It’s your turn to shake first.” And the lion handed
Bertram the dice box.

Well, they might have gone on playing all the afternoon only
George Fish came over and yoo-hooed for Bertram. But the
lion went out on the front porch and said, “What do you want?”

And George said, “I want Bertram.”

“Well, you can’t have him,” said the lion. “He’s playing
parchesi with me, and I'm his chum. Go away or I'll bite you.”

“I won't,” said George Fish. “Go away yourself.”

Then the lion bounced up in the air and made for George
Fish with a yowl. George turned and ran. He ran as fast as his
fat legs would carry him. And all the people cried, “Look out!”
and climbed up lamp posts. But George’s mamma saw him
coming and opened the door just in time for him to tumble in
head first before the lion could grab him. It was a mercy!

Bertram had hidden the parchesi board, and when the lion
came back, he said, “I've got to do my homework.”

“Oh, all right,” said the lion. “Then I'll look at your picture
book.”
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So Bertram began to study his arithmetic, and the lion got
down one of his favorite picture books and turned the pages
with his tongue and got them all sticky. And when Bertram
tried to take the book away from him, the lion made a fuss.

“You're a fine friend!” said the lion. “Can’t a fellow even look
at your book?”

“I'm not going to be friends any more,” said Bertram, “if you
treat my nice new picture book like that.”

Bertram was disgusted with the lion, only he didn’t know how
to get rid of him. At suppertime the lion made Bertram eat more
spinach and fat. And when they went to bed, the lion snored
again and pulled off all the covers. The next morning Bertram
had a cold.

Then, that very afternoon, he came down with the measles.
Bertram’s mamma sent for the doctor, but the lion wouldn’t let
him come into the room. “He’ll give him nasty medicine,” he
said, “and make him stick out his tongue and say ‘Ah.” You
leave my little friend alone.”

And every time Bertram’s mamma or Julia Krause tried to
get into the room, the lion shooed them away too.

So the doctor said, “Well, I guess he’s got measles all right.
Measles are going around now something awful. Keep him in
a dark room and give him plenty of spinach but no pie. And
here are some pills. Give him one of these three times a day.”

At first they didn’t know how to get the pills to Bertram. But
finally Julia Krause thought of a way. She took Bertram’s little
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toy locomotive and wound it up and put the pills in the tender.
Then she tied a string to the locomotive and ran it in, and
Bertram took one of the pills and felt better. Then Julia put
Bertram’s spinach on a little wagon with spool wheels—it was
Baby Sam’s wagon—and tied that to the locomotive. And the
locomotive pulled it in.

But Bertram got lonesome without anybody but the lion to
keep him company. “I want Julia Krause,” he said. “I want her
to tell me a story.”

But the lion said, “I'll tell you a story. I'll tell you a story about
Jack-a-Nory, and now—"

“But I don’t want that story,” said Bertram. “That’s Mother
Goose. I'm not a baby. I want one of Julia Krause’s stories—the
one about the Oyster Mayor or the Duchess.”

“Oh, all right,” said the lion. “I'll tell you another about his
brother—"

“I don’t want that one either,” said Bertram. And he began to
kick and cry. And Julia Krause peeked in and felt so sorry for
him that she cried too.

“Oh, I wish you'd go home where you belong, you old lion,”
sobbed Bertram. “I hate you, and you're just a horrid old don-
key, so there.”

But the lion only fawned on him and licked his hands.
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Well, you'd never guess what happened. The very next day
the lion came down with the measles and my, but didn't he
make a fuss! He wanted Julia Krause to tell him a story, but she
wouldn'’t.

Then the doctor came and felt his pulse and made him stick
out his tongue and say “Ah!” And then he said, “Plenty of
spinach, but no fresh meat of any kind, and no pie. And give
him a tablespoonful of sulphur and molasses every half hour.”

Now sulphur and molasses is about the nastiest medicine
anybody can take. So when the lion saw the medicine and
smelled it, he crawled under the bed and tried to hide like a
naughty little boy. But Julia Krause pulled him out by the tail
and held his nose while she poured the sulphur and molasses
down his throat. And how the lion screamed and yowled and
acted up!

Then Julia put Bertram to bed in the spare room and gave
him ice cream.

After a while both Bertram and the lion got well. And the
lion came and poked his nose into the spare room and made a
face at Bertram and said, “All right for you! That's what I get
for being nice to a squirmy little pollywog like you. You go and
give me the measles, and I can’t have any pie, and I have to
take that awful medicine. Bah! I'm mad at you. I think you're
an old meanie.”

And with that, the lion stalked majestically out of the house.
But Bertram only laughed. That night Julia sat on the foot of
his bed again, telling him a story.

“And so the Oyster Mayor said that if I'd teach him some of
my cat’s cradles, he'd take me to the codfish ball. And then—~

But Bertram was asleep.
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Ogden Nash
THE RHINOCEROS

The rhino is a homely beast,

For human eyes he’s not a feast.
Farewell, farewell, you old rhinoceros,
I'll stare at something less prepoceros!

The panther is like a leopard,
Except it hasn’t been peppered.
Should you behold a panther crouch,
Prepare to say OUCH.

Better yet, if called by a panther,
Don’t anther.

Thomas C. O Donnell
THE PINK GIRAFFE

The pink giraffe lives in a tree,
The upper part, I mean;

His legs are down with you and me,
The rest is in between.
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Swedish Folk Tale
THE OLD WOMAN AND THE TRAMP

ILLUSTRATED BY Ruth van Tellingen

HERE was once a tramp, who went plod-
ding his way through a forest. The dis-
tance between the houses was so great
that he had little hope of finding a shelter before the night set
in. But all of a sudden he saw some lights between the trees.
He then discovered a cottage, where there was a fire burning
on the hearth. How nice it would be to roast oneself before
that fire and to get a bite of something, he thought; and so
he dragged himself towards the cottage.

Just then an old woman came towards him.

“Good evening, and well met!” said the tramp.

“Good evening,” said the woman. “Where do you come from?”

“South of the sun, and east of the moon,” said the tramp; “and
now I am on the way home again, for I have been all over the
world with the exception of this parish,” he said.

“You must be a great traveler, then,” said the woman. “What
may be your business here?”

“Oh, I want a shelter for the night,” he said.

“I thought as much,” said the woman; “but you may as well
get away from here at once, for my husband is not at home,
and my place is not an inn,” she said.

“My good woman,” said the tramp, “you must not be so
cross and hard-hearted, for we are both human beings, and
should help one another, it is written.”

“Help one another?” said the woman. “Help? Did you ever
hear such a thing? Who'll help me, do you think? I haven’t got
a morsel in the house! No, youll have to look for quarters
elsewhere,” she said.

Reprinted by permission of the publishers, J. B. Lippincott Company from Fairy
Tales from the Swedish by N. G. Djurklou. Copyright, 1920, by J. B. Lippincott

Company.
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But the tramp was like the rest of his kind; he did not con-
sider himself beaten at the first rebuff. Although the old
woman grumbled and complained as much as she could, he was
just as persistent as ever and went on begging and praying like
a starved dog, until at last she gave in, and he got permission
to lie on the floor for the night.

That was very kind, he thought, and he thanked her for it.

“Better on the floor without sleep, than suffer cold in the
forest deep,” he said; for he was a merry fellow, this tramp,
and was always ready with a rhyme.

When he came into the room he could see that the woman
was not so badly off as she had pretended; but she was a greedy
and stingy woman of the worst sort, and was always com-
plaining and grumbling.

He now made himself very agreeable, of course, and asked
her in his most insinuating manner for something to eat.

“Where am I to get it from?” said the woman. “I haven't
tasted a morsel myself the whole day.”

But the tramp was a cunning fellow, he was.

“Poor old granny, you must be starving,” he said. “Well,
well, 1 suppose I shall have to ask you to have something with
me, then.”




“Have something with you!” said the woman. “You don’t look
as if you could ask any one to have anything! What have you
got to offer one, I should like to know?”

“He who far and wide does roam sees many things not known
at home; and he who many things has seen has wits about him
and senses keen,” said the tramp. “Better dead than lose one’s
head! Lend me a pot, grannie!”

The old woman now became very inquisitive, as you may
guess, and so she let him have a pot.

He filled it with water and put it on the fire, and then he blew
with all his might till the fire was burning fiercely all round it.
Then he took a four-inch nail from his pocket, turned it three
times in his hand and put it into the pot.

The woman stared with all her might.

“What'’s this going to be?” she asked.

“Nail broth,” said the tramp, and began to stir the water with
the porridge stick.

“Nail broth?” asked the woman.

“Yes, nail broth,” said the tramp.

The old woman had seen and heard a good deal in her time,
but that anybody could have made broth with a nail, well, she
had never heard the like before.

“That’s something for poor people to know,” she said, “and
I should like to learn how to make it.”

“That which is not worth having, will always go a-begging,”
said the tramp.

But if she wanted to learn how to make it she had only to
watch him, he said, and went on stirring the broth.

The old woman squatted on the ground, her hands clasping
her knees, and her eyes following his hand as he stirred the
broth.

“This generally makes good broth,” he said; “but this time it
will very likely be rather thin, for I have been making broth
the whole week with the same nail. If one only had a handful
of sifted oatmeal to put in, that would make it all right,” he
said. “But what one has to go without, it’s no use thinking
more about,” and so he stirred the broth again.
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“Well, I think I have a scrap of flour somewhere,” said the
old woman, and went out to fetch some, and it was both good
and fine.

The tramp began putting the flour into the broth, and went
on stirring, while the woman sat staring now at him and then
at the pot until her eyes nearly burst their sockets.

“This broth would be good enough for company,” he said,
putting in one handful of flour after another. “If I had only a
bit of salted beef and a few potatoes to put in, it would be fit
for gentlefolks, however particular they might be,” he said.
“But what one has to go without, it’s no use thinking more
about.”

When the old woman really began to think it over, she
thought she had some potatoes, and perhaps a bit of beef as
well; and these she gave the tramp, who went on stirring, while
she sat and stared as hard as ever.

“This will be grand enough for the best in the land,” he said.

“Well, I never!” said the woman; “and just fancy—all with a
nail!l”

He was really a wonderful man, that tramp! He could do
more than drink a sup and turn the tankard up, he could.

“If one had only a little barley and a drop of milk, we could
ask the king himself to have some of it,” he said; “for this is
what he has every blessed evening—that I know, for I have
been in service under the king’s cook,” he said.
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“Dear me! Ask the king to have some! Well, I never!” ex-
claimed the woman, slapping her knees. She was quite awe-
struck at the tramp and his grand connections.

“But what one has to go without, it’s no use thinking more
about,” said the tramp.

And then she remembered she had a little barley; and as for
milk, well, she wasn’t quite out of that, she said, for her best
cow had just calved. And then she went to fetch both the one
and the other.

The tramp went on stirring, and the woman sat staring, one
moment at him and the next at the pot.

Then all at once the tramp took out the nail.

“Now it’s ready, and now we'll have a real good feast,” he
said. “But to this kind of soup the king and the queen always
take a dram or two, and one sandwich at least. And then they
always have a cloth on the table when they eat,” he said. “But
what one has to go without, it’s no use thinking more about.”

But by this time the old woman herself had begun to feel
quite grand and fine, I can tell you; and if that was all that was
wanted to make it just as the king had it, she thought it would
be nice to have it just the same way for once, and play at being
king and queen with the tramp. She went straight to a cup-
board and brought out the brandy bottle, dram glasses, butter
and cheese, smoked beef and veal, until at last the table looked
as if it were decked out for company.

Never in her life had the old woman had such a grand feast,
and never had she tasted such broth, and just fancy, made only
with a nail!

She was in such a good and merry humor at having learnt
such an economical way of making broth that she did not know
how to make enough of the tramp who had taught her such a
useful thing.

So they ate and drank, and drank and ate, until they became
both tired and sleepy.

The tramp was now going to lie down on the floor. But that
would never do, thought the old woman. “Such a grand person
must have a bed to lie in,” she said.
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He did not need much pressing. “It’s just like the sweet
Christmastime,” he said, “and a nicer woman I never came
across. Ah, welll Happy are they who meet with such good
people,” said he; and he lay down on the bed and went asleep.

And next morning when he woke the first thing he got was
coffee and a dram.

When he was going the old woman gave him a bright dollar
piece.

“And thanks, many thanks, for what you have taught me,”
she said. “Now I shall live in comfort, since I have learnt how
to make broth with a nail.”

“Well, it isn’t very difficult, if one only has something good
to add to it,” said the tramp as he went his way.

The woman stood at the door staring after him.

“Such people don’t grow on every bush,” she said.

THE YOUNG LADY'S EYES
Edward Lear

There was a young lady whose eyes
Were unique as to color and size;
When she opened them wide,
People all turned aside,
And started away in surprise.
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THE CRAZY STORY
@ s OF DIZZY LIZZIE

ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR

o NCE upon a time there was family of six
children. Whenever they went to bed at
night they used to tell one another stories
to pass the time till they fell asleep. In the summer months,
when the daylight was long, they held what they called “The
Longest Story Competition”—to see who could tell the longest
story. It was a great success and was won by the oldest of the
boys.

'>I]‘hen they had many other competitions: for The Most Thrill-
ing Story; for The Funniest Story; for The Saddest Story; and
for The Shortest Story.

Finally competitions had been won and prizes received by
all the children—except the youngest girl. She had won nothing,
and there did not seem to be any competition left to invent.

But one night when the children were talking it over in bed
she said, “I know of one. And I bet you all I win it.”

“What is it?” asked the others.

“It's the Craziest Story Competition,” said the youngest.
“Let’s see who can tell the craziest story.”

But the rest wouldn’t go in for such a contest, for they prided
themselves on being sensible. Nevertheless the youngest held
it anyway and gave herself the prize. And because none of the
others had a story to tell that night they listened to hers.

And this is the tale she told:

There was once a little girl and her name was Dizzy Lizzie.
The way she got this name was rather peculiar: at school the
geography teacher was explaining to the class how the earth
revolved about the sun.

“Oh,” said Lizzie, “does the earth spin round?”

“Certainly,” said the teacher.
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“Which way does it spin?”

“From left to right,” the teacher told her.

“Ah,” cried Lizzie, “now I know what makes me so dizzy. I
never could spin that way without feeling funny in the head.”

And always after that they called her Dizzy Lizzie.

Lizzie just loved to be crazy.

“People,” she used to say, “who are never crazy don’t know
what they miss. Myself, I get no end of pleasure out of being
crazy—especially after a big meal. Anybody can be just sensi-
ble. But to be interestingly crazy is a great gift. I often think
that is the surest sign that I am a remarkable woman. Most of
the great women in history were somewhat crazy. Why, look
at Cleopatrick: she swallowed a pear] worth a fortune. I never
did anything as crazy as that—though to be sure I did swallow
a pearl shirt button once.”

Occasionally Lizzie, when her parents were away, gave what
she called crazy parties. She sent out invitation cards—and on
them was written: Dizzy Lizzie at Home this afternoon. Re-
freshments will be served in the woodshed at four o’clock.
Everybody Welcome (except mad dogs and sensible people).

These parties were very gay affairs. Everybody acted in the
craziest way he could think of. The guests arrived in wheel-
barrows and drank tea standing on their heads.

One of Dizzy Lizzie’s hobbies was making maps. She had a
place she called her “studio”—it was really a linen closet. And
here she made maps of all sorts of things. Her atlas was quite
different from most. It contained such pages as, “Map of my
Toy Box”; “Map of my Doll’s Bathroom”; “Map of my Father’s
Face,” etc. She was a very unusual girl.

Dizzy Lizzie was a butcher’s daughter, and for pets she had
two little hot dogs which she always took everywhere with her,
tied on the end of a string. She called them Soss and Sidge.

She also had a brother, called Aloysius the Awkward. He was
a very peculiar boy—indeed the whole family was rather odd.
When Aloysius was very young he stepped on his tongue. That
shows how awkward he was. Curious people often would ask
him how it happened, and he would say, “Oh, it was a hot day.
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My tongue was out, hanging around loose, you know. We were
playing shop. And while serving a customer I stepped on it.
That’s all.”

Besides being very awkward Aloysius was also very idle. He
hated even the work of putting on his clothes in the morning
and taking them off at night. One day he met a sailor who had
pictures of anchors tatooed on his arms. This gave Aloysius an
idea. He got the sailor to tatoo a collar and tie on his neck for
him, and socks on his ankles, so he wouldn’t have so much
trouble dressing in the morning. He wanted to have a coat and
pants done that way too. But the sailor said he would find it
rather cold in winter.

Aloysius also hated having his ears washed. And it was he
who invented linen ears that you could take off and send to
the laundry to be cleaned, the same as collars and cuffs.

As I have told you, Dizzy Lizzie loved to be crazy. But her
parents didn’t care for it. She had often asked them to allow her
one crazy day a week, but they wouldn't listen to her. And for
this reason, because they would never let her be as crazy as she
liked, Lizzie was always trying to lose her parents. But every
time she got away from them somebody always told them where
she was and she would be found and brought home.

However, one day, after trying for years to lose her parents,
she succeeded—by an accident which led her through many
strange adventures. This is how it happened:

Lizzie and Aloysius were returning from school. Their home
lay at the foot of the hill. From the top they saw their parents
leaving the house to go shopping in the town.

“Ah!” said Lizzie. “After they’'ve gone we can have a nice
crazy time. Let’s get behind that tree till they are out of sight.”

But in trying to hurry behind the tree, Aloysius tripped over
his own hair, which was very long, and went rolling down to
the bottom of the hill. There he knocked his head against his
own doorstep, and all the mathematics he had learned that day
at school were spilled all over the road. The parents then told
Aloysius and Lizzie to come with them, and the two children
had to go shopping with their mother and father.
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Now Lizzie had a loose tooth. She was always wondering
when it would come out. Aloysius had a tooth missing in the
front and he could whistle very loud through the hole where it
used to be. Lizzie wanted to be able to whistle like that too. A
dozen times a day she would look into the mirror to see if her
tooth was any looser. She spent so much time doing this that
her mother put her mirror up against the ceiling where Lizzie
couldn’t reach it. Then Lizzie used to look at her tooth through
a telescope.

Well, on this walk through the town the parents went into
a shop to buy something and left the children to wait outside.

“I wish,” said Lizzie to Aloysius, “I knew some way to get
this tooth out without its hurting me. Father wont pull it for
me—he says it isn’t loose enough yet—even though it’s a first
tooth. How did you ever manage to get yours out, Aloysius?”

“It’s quite simple,” said her brother. “You tie a string around
it. Then you fasten the other end to the handle of a door, sit
down, and get someone to slam the door for you. And the tooth
is jerked out as easy as anything.”

“Oh,” said Lizzie, “I think I'll try that.”

“I've got a string in my pocket,” said Aloysius. “T'll tie it on
for you.”

Her brother fastened the string firmly about her tooth. Then
they looked around for a door to tie the other end to.

“We can’t use the shop door. Mother and Father might see
us,” said Aloysius.

But just at that moment a stagecoach came down the street
and stopped before the shop to let a passenger alight.

“Why not fasten it to the coach door?” whispered Lizzie.

“Good idea!” said Aloysius.

And creeping up behind the carriage, so he would not be
seen by the driver, he tied the string to the door-handle.

“Now,” he said to Lizzie, “you sit down in the road and I'll
slam the door.”

But before Lizzie had time to sit down the coach started off.

Now her father had been right: her tooth wasn’t nearly loose
enough to come out yet. And it held fast. And presently poor
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Lizzie found herself being dragged along the road, fastened to
a stagecoach by her front tooth.

She squealed a loud squeal, and Aloysius shouted. Then two
lady passengers looked out of the window and they screamed.
That made the horses take fright, and suddenly they bolted and
went galloping down the road like wild fire.

At first Lizzie ran behind the coach trying to keep up. But
presently, as the horses went faster and faster, her feet left the
ground altogether. And at last she was just sailing along on the
wind, like a rag tied to the end of a string.

The driver did his best to stop the runaway horses, but they
were thoroughly frightened and they went on for miles and
miles. Goodness only knows how far Lizzie would have traveled
but for the next town. There, going round a sharp turn at the
far end of the market place, she caught hold of the top of a
signpost and clung for all she was worth. The coach tore madly
on without her. With a jerk, Lizzie’s tooth came out and
followed it—leaving Lizzie on the post.

Before she got down she read the writing on the sign and
found that she had traveled twenty miles. Also she found that
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she could now whistle beautifully, the same as Aloysius.

“Well,” she said as she slid down to the ground and started
off to explore the town (she had never been abroad before),
“it was a rough ride but I've lost my tooth—and T've lost my
parents. Now I can be as crazy as I like.”

The town which Lizzie had come to was inhabited by two
races of people, the Shrivelkites and the Hiccupheimers. The
Shrivelkites were little shriveled up, dwarfish people, rather like
small dried apples to look at. They did not amount to much. By
far the larger portion of the population were the Hiccup-
heimers. These were not so strange to look at but very peculiar
to listen to. For hundreds of years this people had been afflicted
with hiccups. Although visitors found it very odd, they them-
selves had long since got used to it and treated it as quite an
ordinary thing. They had made a language out of hiccups.
They even had hiccup operas.

Lizzie had many adventures in this town, but the greatest of
them came about through her meeting with the cross-eyed
family. While going through the market place she met a small
cross-eyed boy who said to her, “What makes your neck so
long?”

“It isn’t long,” said Lizzie. “You're cross-eyed.”

“I know that,” said the little boy proudly. “All of my family
are cross-eyed. But your neck is long—the longest I ever saw.
Why don'’t you tie a bow in it?”

Then Lizzie put her hand up to her neck and found that
what the little boy had said was true: it was twice as long as it
used to be.

“Oh, well,” she said, “I suppose it got stretched. I've just had
an adventure with a coach. Goodness! It is long, isn’t it? Never
mind. All the better. I won't be so easily recognized. I have
escaped from my parents.”

“By coach?” asked the little boy.

“Well, yes—by coach and string. I wanted to be crazy, and
my parents wouldn’t let me. Do you like being crazy?”

“Oh, yes,” said the little boy, looking more cross-eyed than
ever, “I just love it.”
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“Fine!” said Lizzie. “Then let’s be crazy together. But first I
must have something to eat. I'm hungry.”

“Well, come to have tea with us,” said the little boy. “My
family will just be sitting down to it now.”

So Lizzie went off and had tea with the little boy’s family.
They were, as he had told her, all cross-eyed like himself. They
had curious, twisting corkscrew stairs to their houses because
they couldn’t see straight to go up ordinary ones. But they were
very nice people. There were five children altogether, and the
smallest one was very tiny. She walked about the table munch-
ing a large crumb during the meal. And she was always falling
into her father’s teacup. Lizzie, the only member of the party
who wasn’t cross-eyed, had to fish her out with a teaspoon.

After a large meal (they had ham and eggs and jam tarts and
all sorts of things that Lizzie liked) she felt in a perfectly
splendid mood for craziness, and she and the little boy went
off seeking adventures. They began by having a bet with one
another—that they should go outside the town and climb every
tree they met. This they did and had a good deal of fun over it.
But finally they came to an enormously high tree. The little
boy couldn’t climb this, but Lizzie went right to the top of it.
Standing in the fork of the branches, she got a splendid view of
the sea. But when she started to come down she found that her
foot was stuck in the fork. She tugged and tugged but she
couldn’t get it free. So the little boy, seeing that she was stuck,
went and told his father. His father came, bringing the Mayor
with him; and the Mayor brought the Town Engineer.

“Dear me!” said the father gazing up into the tree. “The
steeple jack will have to carry up her meals to her till we can
think of a way to get her down.”

“Cut the tree down and carry her home in it,” said the Mayor.

“No, no,” said the Engineer. “The tree would be too heavy if
you did chop it down. There’s only one way to get that child
out: bend the top of the tree down—with ropes—and let it snap
back upright again. She will then be thrown clear out of it
into the sea. Have a boat waiting to pick her up and she can
be brought safely to shore.”
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Well, that was what they did. But the tree was very strong,
and great numbers of workmen and ropes and pulleys were re-
quired to bend the top of it down. And when at last they did let
it go, it snapped back with such force that Lizzie was sent on
another journey even longer than the one by coach. She was
sailing out to sea, right over the boat which was waiting for her,
on and on and on.

Lizzie’s parents, who had followed her in the next coach,
arrived at the town just as Lizzie left it. The Mayor said he
was sorry he could not tell them where their daughter was.
When last seen, he said, she was traveling through the air
towards the next country, which lay some thirty miles across
the sea to the westward.

Lizzie after her experience with the coach was almost getting
used to traveling through the air. But on this journey she went
at such a speed she hardly had time to think at all. In the
middle of her flight she bumped into a wild goose who was
flying home after his summer vacation.
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“Good gracious!” cried the goose rubbing the shoulder of
his wing with his foot. “Why don’t you look where youre
going?”

“How can I?” said Lizzie, “when I don’t even know where
I'm going.”

Indeed she was for the first time beginning to feel that she
would like to find her parents again. Her voyages and experi-
ences were getting a little too crazy—even for her. And she
determined that as soon as she struck solid earth she would set
about making her way home.

But alas! more adventures and stranger ones yet awaited her.
When she finally began coming down she saw that she was
falling into the middle of a large town situated on an island.
In fact she landed exactly in the center of the market square.
Now it happened that workmen were repaving the square at
this moment. And they were using an enormous roller, drawn
by six teams of horses, to make the paving smooth and firm.
Unfortunately Lizzie landed right in front of this enormous
roller; and before anyone had time to pick her up or stop the
horses the roller passed right over her and rolled her out flat.

Of course, as soon as people realized what had happened,
there was tremendous excitement. A policeman rushed up and
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asked Lizzie for her name and address to put in his notebook.
But poor Lizzie had been so flattened that even her voice had
been squashed out of her—together with her name and address
and everything else she had ever remembered.

People gathered around in crowds, wondering what ought to
be done. And presently the king of the island, hearing the
commotion, came out of his palace to see about it. And with
him came his Foreign Secretary.

“Goodness gracious!” said the Secretary. “Just look at that!
She reminds me of the pressed flowers I used to keep in an
album as a boy. What shall we do with her, Your Majesty?”

“She looks to me,” said the King, “like a foreign child. We
had better put her in an envelope and send her back to her
parents by mail.”

So an envelope was brought and Lizzie was folded up like a
sheet of note paper and put inside.

“T will write a letter to her father and enclose it,” said the
King. “She will be Spanish by the looks of her. Bring me my
Spanish pen.”

Now this king had a very remarkable set of pens. They had
been given him by a famous magician. Anybody who possessed
these pens did not have to have any education at all. He did
not even have to know how to write. For each pen wrote letters
in a different language. You merely had to think your message
and hold the pen on the paper, and it wrote it down in French
or Greek or what not, according to the pen you chose.

But the stupid Foreign Secretary, still thinking about his
pressed flower album, made a mistake; and instead of bringing
the King the Spanish pen, he brought the Persian pen. And
then of course His Majesty’s letter was written in Persian and a
Persian address was put on the envelope. And after a postage
stamp had been stuck on Lizzie, she was dropped in the letter
box outside the General Post Office of the town. And that is
how our heroine (who was now more anxious than ever to get
back to her parents) started off on another journey by mail
which carried her even farther away from her mother and
father than she was already.
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In Persia, Dizzy Lizzie was delivered at the palace of a very
extraordinary gentleman, known as Pussywillow Pish-Tush,
the Persian Philanderer. She was pushed under the front door
of his palace by the postman early in the morning.

Pussywillow was probably the oddest man in Asia. His
father had been a merchant prince and he was enormously,
fabulously rich. He was so rich that the pigs of his farms had
diamond rings in their noses instead of iron ones. His palace
was as big as a town and he had a great number of servants and
retainers. He loved new things of any kind. And having many,
many friends he was always receiving presents.

When he opened Lizzie’s envelope at breakfast and looked
inside he gave a little gurgle of pleasure and rang a gold bell
that stood on the table. The bell was answered by his Grand
Vizier, Ali Boobi.

“Boobi,” said Pussywillow, “some good friend has sent me
a present of a new kind of balloon. It seems to be in the shape
of a child. But it needs to be blown up. Take it to the Master
of the Revels and have him pump it up for me, please. I will
play with it on the terrace after breakfast.”

“Very good, your Excellency,” said the Grand Vizier. And
he put Lizzie back in her envelope and took her away.
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Then Lizzie was blown up with an air pump by the Master
of the Revels. She got bigger and bigger, and rounder and
rounder and rounder, and still he went on pumping. But just
before she thought she was going to burst he stopped.

Although she was now enormously large, Lizzie felt very
light and airy. She began to dance. But the first spring she took,
she bumped her head against the ceiling and then came down
to the floor very, very slowly—just like a balloon.

“Dear me!” she thought. “I must be careful. I don’t seem to
weigh more than a feather.”

She was taken out on to the Terrace. And after breakfast
Pussywillow came to play with her. While he was bouncing her
up and down imagine his astonishment to find that his new
balloon talked!

“Be careful of the wind,” said Lizzie. “A sudden gust of wind
could easily blow me over the palace wall.”

“Good gracious!” cried the Persian Philanderer. “The balloon
speaks! This is something very new. Were you sent me by the
Empress of China?”

“No,” said Lizzie. “I was sent by a mistake. They meant to
mail me back to my parents. I'm not a balloon. I'm a real
person.”

“By the Prophet’s beard!” gasped Pussywillow. “I had no
idea—tell me, how does it feel to be blown up?”

“Sort of light in the head and crazy in the feet,” said Lizzie;
“otherwise very pleasant.”

“But how did you get so flat?” asked the Philanderer. “So
you could fit into an envelope?”

“I ran away from my parents—or rather I got pulled away
by a coach; and after many adventures I was run over by a big
roller and flattened. Oh, look out! Hold me, here comes the
wind!”

But before Pussywillow could catch her, the wind suddenly
pushed Lizzie over and rolled her down the terrace like a
straw hat. The Philanderer ran after her; but another, stronger,
gust of wind swept her up into the air and she sailed over the
palace roof like a piece of thistledown. Then Pussywillow called
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for his tame storks and sent them up after her. And it required
six of them to drag her back to earth.

“It's very embarrassing,” said Lizzie when she had been
returned to the terrace, “to get blown away in the middle of
conversation like that. I'm afraid youll think me an awfully
frivolous person.”

“Oh, not at all,” said the Philanderer. “Anyway, I like frivo-
lous people. Sit down here and hold on to the seat. Would you
like a piece of string to tie yourself down with? No? All right.
Now tell me: Why did you wish to get away from your
parents?”

“They wouldn't let me be crazy,” said Lizzie. “1 tried to get
them to allow me one crazy day a week. But they wouldn’t
do that.”

“What peculiar people!” said Pussywillow. “Here we have
no objection to craziness whatever. Make yourself thoroughly
at home. I have several thousand children of my own. They are
at their lessons now. But when the comic arithmetic class is
over you will see my children—and you will hear them.”

“When the what class is over?” asked Lizzie.
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“The comic arithmetic class,” the Philanderer repeated. “My
children found the old-fashioned mathematics rather dull. So
I hired a Chinese comedian to liven it up a bit. He teaches the
multiplication tables by drawing pictures and telling funny
stories about them. You'd be surprised to find how much they
learn that way.”

“Are the children allowed to make all the noise they like?”
asked Lizzie.

“Yes,” said Pussywillow. “But only in certain parts of the
palace—and only certain kinds of noises. This terrace for in-
stance is called the Titter Terrace. It was built specially for
children who titter. Inside the big dome on the top floor you
will find the Giggling Gallery—where the children can run
around and giggle all they like. And beyond the stables at the
bottom of the garden you will find the Yelling Yard where the
noisiest can go and let off steam whenever they wish. Yes, I
believe in children having a good time. The only thing I can’t
stand is children who whine. And for them we have the Whine
Cellar, underneath the icehouse. There whining children are
put till they have learned to make some more cheerful kind of
noise and then they are let out. You'd better have my Chief
Silkworm take you round the establishment and show you
everything. By the way, are you bothered by nightmares at
all?”

“Yes, I am sometimes,” said Lizzie.

“Drop in on the Head Nursery Physician. You will find his
office in the left wing of the Children’s Dormitory Building. He
will give you a few of his Comic Dream Pills. You will find them
excellent.”

“What are they for?” asked Lizzie.

- “To give you cheerful dreams instead of nightmares,” said
Pussywillow. “I believe in encouraging the sciences. I got this
physician to work out a special pill which would produce comic
dreams—even for people who had very little sense of humor.
They are very popular with the children. You will often hear
them giggling all through the night after taking them.”

So later in the day Lizzie was introduced to the Philanderer’s
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three thousand children and found them very good company.
She was taken over the whole of the enormous palace by the
Chief Silkworm who wore silk pyjamas on all of his sixteen legs.
She was shown all the sights, including Pussywillow’s gigantic
thoroughbred Chinese wolthound. This creature was so well-
bred and haughty that he was too proud even to wag his own
tail. He had another little dog to wag it for him whenever he
wanted to show that he was pleased. Before going to bed Lizzie
took one of the Nursery Doctor’s Comic Dream Pills and spent
a most amusing night. When she awoke in the morning her ribs
were quite sore from laughing at the funny dreams she had had.

She found very little inconvenience from being so light and
flimsy, after she once got used to it. But she was always careful,
when the wind was strong, to hang on to something so she
wouldn’t be blown away.

On the first morning, however, when she took her bath she
discovered a curious thing: she couldn’t sink. She just bobbed
about on the top of the water like an empty paper bag. And it
was through this that she invented the bath-anchor. She wore
it round her waist, tied to a silver chain, to weight her down.
For that was the only way she could get wet all over.

She usually took her bath-anchor with her when she went
bathing in the sea beyond the palace walls. But one day, when
several of the children rushed into her room and invited her to
go bathing, she ran off with them and forgot to take it with her.
It had been a calm day. But no sooner had she jumped into the
surf than a squall came up; and before she had time to call for
help she was being wafted out to sea on the surface of the
water. She was blown right down the Persian Gulf, across the
Indian Ocean, round the Cape of Good Hope, and all the way
home to her own country.

Her parents, who had given her up for lost, were overjoyed
at her return. So was Aloysius the Awkward. He had not
whistled since she had left, sorrowfully blaming himself that
his advice about the loose tooth had caused his sister’s tragic
disappearance. He put on a clean pair of linen ears to celebrate
her return. In fact the whole family was so delighted to see her
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that Lizzie thought this would be a good time to ask for some-
thing. And what do you think she asked for? The same old
thing—one crazy day a week. And to her great surprise her
parents gave in. Secretly they were afraid that if they didn't
she would go away again.

“All right,” said her father. “Every Tuesday you can be crazy.
But only on the condition that you are strictly sensible the rest
of the week.”

When this and the story of her adventures got to be known
among the children of the town, Lizzie became a great heroine.
Other parents soon followed the example of her mother and
father; and finally Crazy Day was observed by everybody as a
regular thing.

And it is said that on account of this custom the people of
that town became famous in time for their sensibleness. There
were two reasons for this: one was that they had been allowed
to work off their craziness as children; and the other that as
grownups they were compelled to stop working and take a
thorough rest one day a week. For on Tuesdays the noise was
so great in that country that mothers and fathers had to descend
into what were called Parent Cellars. There were soundproof
underground passages where the parents played dominoes with
one another while the children celebrated Crazy Day, that
great institution which was given to the world by Dizzy Lizzie.
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Beatrice Curtis Brown

JONATHAN BING

Poor old Jonathan Bing

Went out in his carriage to visit the King,
But everyone pointed and said, “Look at that!
Jonathan Bing has forgotten his hat!”

(He'd forgotten his hat!)

Poor old Jonathan Bing

Went home and put on a new hat for the King,
But up by the palace a soldier said, “Hi!

You can'’t see the King; you've forgotten your tie!”
(He'd forgotten his tie!)

Poor old Jonathan Bing,

He put on a beautiful tie for the King,

But when he arrived an Archbishop said, “Ho!
You can’t come to court in pyjamas, you know!”

Poor old Jonathan Bing
Went home and addressed a short note to the King:

If you please will excuse me

I won’t come to tea;

For home’s the best place for
all people like me!
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Lucretia P. Hale

ABOUT
ELIZABETH ELIZA’S PIANO

ILLUSTRATED BY Mary Miller

LIZABETH Eliza had a present of a piano.

They decided to have the piano set across the window in the
parlor, and the carters brought it in and went away.

After they had gone the family all came in to look at the piano;
but they found the carters had placed it with its back to the
middle of the room, standing close against the window.

How could Elizabeth Eliza open it? How could she play it?

Solomon John proposed that they should open the window.
Then Elizabeth Eliza should go round upon the piazza and open
the piano. Then she could have her music-stool on the piazza
and play upon the piano there.

So they tried this; and they all thought it was a very pretty
sight to see Elizabeth Eliza playing on the piano, while she
sat on the piazza with the honeysuckle vines behind her.

It was very pleasant, too, moonlight evenings. Mr. Peterkin
liked to take a doze on his sofa in the room; but the rest of the
family liked to sit on the piazza. So did Elizabeth Eliza, only
she had to have her back to the moon. But when the fall came,
Mr. Peterkin thought the air was too cold from the open window,
and the family did not want to sit out on the piazza.

Elizabeth Eliza practiced with her cloak on; but she gave up
her music in the evenings, the family shivered so.

One day, when she was talking with the lady from Phila-
delphia, she spoke of this trouble.

The lady from Philadelphia looked surprised, and then said,
“But why don’t you turn the piano round?”

One of the little boys pertly said, “It is a square piano.”

But Elizabeth Eliza went home directly, and, with the help
of Agamemnon and Solomon John, turned the piano round.

“Why did we not think of that before?” said Mrs. Peterkin.
“What shall we do when the lady from Philadelphia goes home?”
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Betty MacDonald
THE WON'T-PICK-UP-TOYS CURE

ILLUSTRATED BY Matilda Breuer

UBERT was a very lucky little boy whose
grandfather always sent him wonderful toys for Christmas. Hu-
bert’s mother said that his grandfather sent him these marvelous
presents because Hubert was such a dear little boy. His father
said that it was to make up for that awful name they had wished
on him. Hubert was named for his grandfather. His full name
was Hubert Egbert Prentiss.

Hubert liked the presents his grandfather sent him, but who
wouldn’t? He had an electric train with track that went four
times around his bedroom and into the closet and out again
and had seven stations and every signal there was and two
bridges and a snow shed. He also had a Little-Builder set so
large that he could build regular office buildings, and a great
big wagon full of stone blocks made into shapes so that he
could build big stone bridges for his electric train and stone
buildings and even stone barracks for his one thousand and
five hundred toy soldiers. Hubert also had a circus with every
kind of wooden, jointed animal and clowns and tightrope

From Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle, first volume published by J. B. Lippincott Company.
Copyright, 1947, by Betty Bard MacDonald.
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walkers and trapeze artists. He had a little typewriter, and a
real desk, and a little radio, and two automobiles. He had about
a hundred or more airplanes and little cars. He had a fire
engine with real sirens and lights and hook and ladders; and so
many books that he had to have two bookcases in his room.

Hubert liked all of his toys and he was moderately generous
about letting other children play with them, but he never put
his things away. When his mother made his bed she had to
pick her way around and in and out and over the electric train
and track. She had to take circus performers off the bureau and
the bedposts. She had to pick up books that had been thrown
face down on the floor and she was continually gathering up
the Little-Builder set. It used to take her about three hours to
do Hubert’s room and about one hour to do the rest of her
housework.

She would send Hubert up to put his toys away, but all he
ever did was to stuff them under the bed or into the closet and
in the morning when his mother cleaned his room, there they
were for her to pick up.

Mrs. Prentiss was getting a little bored with this.

One rainy Saturday Hubert invited all of his little friends
to play up in his room. He had Dicky and Charlie and Billy and
Tommy and Bobby. They got out every single toy that Hubert
owned and played with them and then, just before dinner, they
all went home and left the mess. Hubert's mother didn’t know
a thing about this until the next morning when she went in to
make Hubert’s bed. Then she just stood in the doorway and
looked. The electric train track went under the bed five times
and under the bureau and under the chairs and around the
desk and into the closet. All along the track were bridges and
buildings of the stone blocks and whole towns built from the
Little-Builder set. On the bed and under the bed and on the
bureau were the circus tent, the animals, the clowns, the tight-
rope walkers, and the trapeze artists. The floor was littered with
books and little automobiles and airplanes and painting sets
and chemical sets and woodburning sets and crayons and color-
ing books and the little typewriter and the printing set and
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teddy bears and balls and jacks and parchesi games and jigsaw
puzzles and soldiers, soldiers, soldiers.

Perspiration broke out on Hubert’s mother’s forehead and she
began to feel faint, so she closed the door and slowly went
downstairs.

She took two aspirin tablets and then telephoned her friend,
Mrs. Bags. She said, “Hello, Mrs. Bags, this is Hubert’s mother,
and I am so disappointed in Hubert. He has such lovely toys—
his grandfather sends them to him every Christmas, you know—
but he does not take care of them at all. He just leaves them all
over his room for me to pick up every morning.”

Mrs. Bags said, “Well, I'm sorry, Mrs. Prentiss, but I can’t
help you because you see, I think it is too late.”

“Why, it’s only nine-thirty,” said Hubert’s mother.

“Oh, I mean late in life,” said Mrs. Bags. “You see, we started
Ermintrude picking up her toys when she was six months old.
‘A place for everything and everything in its place,” we have
always told Ermintrude. Now, she is so neat that she becomes
hysterical if she sees a crumb on the floor.”

“Well, I certainly hope she never sees Hubert’s room,” said
Mrs. Prentiss dryly. “She’d probably have a fit.” And she hung
up the phone.

Then she called Mrs. Moohead. “Good morning, Mrs. Moo-
head,” she said. “Does Gregory pick up his toys?”

“Well, no, he doesn’t,” said Mrs. Moohead. “But you know
Gregory is rather delicate and I feel that just playing with his
toys tires him so much that I personally see that all of his little
friends put the toys away before they go home.”

“That is a splendid idea,” said Hubert’s mother, “but I am
trying to train Hubert, not his playmates.”

“Well, of course, Hubert is very strong and healthy, but
Gregory is intelligent,” said Mrs. Moohead.

“Is he?” said Mrs. Prentiss crossly, because she resented this
inference that her son was all brawn and no brain.

“Oh, dear,” squealed Mrs. Moohead, “I think Gregory is
running a temperature. I must go to him.” She hung up the

phone.
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Mrs. Prentiss then called Mrs. Grapple. “Hello, Marge,” she
said. “How’s Susan?”

Mrs. Grapple said, “I've spanked her seven times since break-
fast and I just heard a crash so she is probably getting ready
for another. How’s Hubert?”

“That’s what I called about,” said Mrs. Prentiss. “Can you
suggest a way to make Hubert want to pick up his toys? His
room looks like a toy store after an earthquake.”

“Why don’t you call this Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle? I have heard
she is perfectly wonderful. All the children in town adore her
and she has a cure for everything. As soon as I spank Susan,
I'm going to call her.”

Hubert’s mother said, “Thank you very much, Marge. That
is just what I'll do. I had forgotten about Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle,
but I just know she can help me.”

So she called Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle and said, “Mrs. Piggle-
Wiggle, T hate to bother you, but you seem always to know
what to do about children and I'll confess that I don’t know
what to do to make Hubert put his toys away.”

Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle said, “Hubert is the sweet little boy with
all the wonderful toys that his grandfather sends him, isn’t he?”

Mrs. Prentiss said, “Why, yes, but I didn’t know that you
knew him.”

“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle. “Hubert and 1 are old
friends. In fact, he is building an automobile in my back yard
out of orange crates and empty tomato cans. Hubert is a very
good carpenter.”

Hubert’s mother thought of the two little automobiles with
rubber tires, real horns, leather seats big enough for two boys
and lights that turned on with a switch, that Hubert’s grand-
father had given him; and she wondered why in the world he
would want to build an automobile out of old orange crates
and tomato cans. She said, however, “So that is where he and
Dicky go every afternoon. I certainly hope he behaves himself.”

“Oh, he does,” said Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle. “We are all very
fond of Hubert. But this problem of his toys. Let me see.” Mrs.
Piggle-Wiggle was quiet for some time. Then she said, “T think

139



that the best thing for you to use is my old-fashioned Won't-
Pick-Up-Toys cure. Starting now, don’t pick up any of Hubert’s
toys. Don’t make his bed. In fact, do not go into his room. When
his room becomes so messy he can’t get out of it, call me.” Mrs.
Piggle-Wiggle said good-bye and hung up the phone.

Hubert’s mother, looking very relieved, went gaily about her
housework, baked a chocolate cake for dinner, and did not say
a word to Hubert when he came home with ten little boys and
they all trailed upstairs to play in Hubert’s room.

The next morning when Hubert came downstairs for break-
fast his mother noticed that he had a little pan of water-color
paint stuck in his hair and his shirt had purple ink from the
printing set on one shoulder. She said nothing but tripped up-
stairs after breakfast and quickly shut the door of his room.

The next morning Hubert’s mother had a little trouble shut-
ting the door of his room and she noticed that Hubert had
circles under his eyes as though he had not slept very well.

The next morning Hubert was very late coming downstairs
and before he opened his door his mother heard a great clatter
and scraping as though he were moving furniture. He had
Little-Builder bolts stuck to his sweater and two paint pans in
his hair. He was so sleepy he could barely keep his eyes open
and he had a red mark on one cheek. His mother looked at it
closely and saw that it was the shape and size of one of his
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stone blocks. He must have slept with his head on one of the
bridges.

On the seventh day after Hubert's mother stopped putting
away his toys, he did not come down to breakfast at all. About
eleven o’clock his mother became worried and called up Mrs.
Piggle-Wiggle.

She said, “Good morning, Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle. This is the
seventh day of the old fashioned Won't-Pick-Up-Toys cure, and
I am worried. Hubert has not come downstairs at all this
morning.”

Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle said, “Let me see! The seventh day—it
usually takes ten days—but Hubert has so many toys he would
naturally be quicker.”

“Quicker at what?” asked Hubert’s mother anxiously.

“Quicker at getting trapped in his room,” said Mrs. Piggle-
Wiggle. “You see, the reason Hubert hasnt come downstairs
is that he cannot get out of his room. Have you noticed any-
thing different about him lately?”

“Well,” said Hubert’s mother, “he looks as though he hadn't
been sleeping well and on the fourth morning he had a red
blotch on his cheek just the shape of one of his stone blocks.”

“Hmmmmm,” said Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle. “He probably can’t
get at his bed and is sleeping with his head on his blocks for a
pillow.”

“But what will I do?” asked Hubert’s mother. “How will I
feed him?”

“Wait until he calls for food, then tell him to open the window
and you put a piece of rather dry bread and peanut butter on
the garden rake. He will have to drink out of the hose. Tie it
to the rake and poke it up to him.”

When Hubert’s mother hung up the telephone she heard a
muflled shouting from the direction of Hubert’s room. She hur-
ried upstairs and listened outside the door. Hubert was shouting,
“Mother, I'm hungry!”

His mother said, “Go over and open the window, dear. I will
send something up to you on the rake.”

Mrs. Prentiss took the crusty piece of a very old loaf of bread,
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spread some peanut butter on it and took it around to the side
of the house. Pretty soon Hubert’s window was raised about a
foot and a hand and arm appeared. His mother stuck the bread
on one of the tines of the rake and poked it up at the window.
The hand groped around for a while and then found the bread
and jerked it off. The window banged shut.

That night when Hubert’s father came home his mother told
him all about Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle’s treatment. Hubert’s father
said, “Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle sounds all right, but none of this
would have happened if Hubert's grandfather hadn’t given him
so many toys. When I was a boy all I needed to have a good
time was a little piece of string and a stick. Why, I-"

Mrs. Prentiss said, “Not that old string-and-stick routine
again, John. Anyway now that Hubert has the toys the picture
is changed.”

Mr. Prentiss hid his face behind the evening paper and said,
“Something smells delicious. Is it Irish stew, I hope?”

“Yes, dear,” said Hubert's mother worrying about how she
was going to serve Irish stew to Hubert on a rake. She finally
put a potato on one prong, a carrot on another, an onion on
another and pieces of meat on the last three. The window was
opened only about three inches but the hand grabbed the food.
After dinner Hubert’s father tied the hose to the rake and held
it up while Hubert put his mouth to the window opening and
tried to get a drink of water. It was not very successful but he
managed to get a few drops.

Mrs. Prentiss was worried. The next morning she knocked
on Hubert’s door and said, “Hubert, what are you doing in
there?”

Hubert said, “I've got a bear pen made out of bureau drawers
and my bed’s the mother bear’s house and my train runs under
my bed thirteen times now.”

“Hubert, dear, don’t you think you should try and come out
soon?” asked his mother.

Hubert said, “I don’t wanna come out. I like it in here. All
my toys are out, and I can play with them any old time I wanna.
This is fun.”
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His mother went downstairs and called Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle.
Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle said, “Oh, but he will want to come out.
Wait and see.”

That afternoon about two o'clock there was music on the
street and children’s voices laughing and calling and pretty
soon, right past Hubert’s house, marched Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle
and all the children and right behind them came the circus
parade. Hubert managed, by putting one foot in a bureau
drawer and the other in a freight car of his train, to get up to the
window and look out. He waved to Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle and she
called, “Hurry, hurry, Hubert! We are going to march all over
town and then we are all going to the circus.”

Hubert turned around quickly with the idea of getting to the
door and joining the fun, but the freight car went scooting
under the bed and the bureau drawer tipped over and hit him
smartly on the shins. Hubert began to cry and to try and kick
his way to the door. But everything he kicked seemed to hit
back. He kicked a building, and a big block fell on his toe. He
kicked at a Little-Builder office building, and it fell over and
clouted him on the back of the head. He kicked a book, and it
hit a lamp which fell and knocked a heavy wooden elephant oft
the bedpost onto Hubert’s shoulder. He could hear the music
of the circus parade growing fainter and fainter and so he
bawled louder and louder.

Then he heard a tapping at his window. He crawled over and
reached out. It was the rake with a note on it. He took the note
and opened it. It said:




The only way you can get out of that trap
is to put everything away where it belongs.
If you hurry we will wait for you.
Your friend,
Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle

Hubert began by finding the Little-Builder box. He took
down an office building and put each piece in its right place.
Then he put away the stone blocks, then the train tracks, the
circus, the soldiers, the paints, the chemical set, the printing
press, the books, the fire engines, the automobiles. He played
little games, pretending that he was racing someone to see who
could find the most parts of a game the quickest.

He had to take off the bedclothes and shake them in order to
find the soldiers and the circus and then he thought that as long
as the bedclothes were off anyway, he might as well make his
bed. It was so lumpy when he finished he thought he had left
some airplanes in it and took the covers off again and shook
them. He made the bed again, and this time it was neat and
smooth. Hubert was proud.

He was under the desk finding the last piece of the Little-
Builder when he heard the music again. He put the piece in
the box, put the box in the closet, and tore down the stairs and
out the front door.

There they came, Mrs. Piggle-Wiggle, all the children and
the CIRCUS! Hubert ran out to meet them and nobody said
anything about the pan of orange paint stuck in his hair or the
word XYPGUN printed on his cheek in purple ink.

Away they went down the street, Hubert carrying the flag
and yelling the loudest.
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Peter Wells
THE CAMEL IS A MAMMAL

The camel is a mammal
Which Arabs dearly prize.

I rode him once just like a dunce
And got a rude surprise.

It looked so easy, cool and breezy—
Camels must be fun—

So up I got and let it trot
Under the desert sun.

Oh, rocklike hump! With every jump
My pants did rise in air,

Till hard aground myself I found!
(The camel went elsewhere. )

The camel is a mammal
By Arabs highly prized . . .
Well, let them ride! I'm satisfied
To just be mechanized.
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Eleanor Estes

THE FIRST DAY
OF SCHOOL

ILLUSTRATED BY
Beatrice Derwinski

HIS morning what a hustle-bustle in the
yellow house! And no wonder! It was the first day of school.
Not only was it the first day of school for Sylvie, Jane, and Joey,
it was also the very first day of school for Rufus. Rufus had
never been to school before except for one day last year when
Jane brought him to her class for Visiting Day. That day had
been more like a party than school, with cookies and oranges,
singing games and a spelling bee, instead of lessons. Aside from
that day, Rufus had never been to school before. Why should
he have been? He was only five and a half. In spite of this,
though, he could already print his name RUFUS MOFFAT
and count very rapidly up to twenty.

Rufus was so happy he was going to start school, his face was
shining. Jane was going to take him this first day. She was going
to show him where Room One was and introduce him to the
first grade teacher, Miss Andrews. Rufus was radiant as Mama
gave him a final going-over, jerking his red tie in place, pulling
his stockings up tight, and tying his shoelaces in a double bow.

“There,” she said. “Be a good boy. Do as the teacher says and
wait for Jane when school is over.”

Then she kissed them both good-bye and watched them from
the window in the Grape Room all the way down the street. She
waved her blue checked apron after Jane and Rufus, the small-
est and last of her children to be starting off to school.

“My, my, it'll be lonesome here without any baby around the
house,” she said as she started to wind the bobbin on the
sewing machine.
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Rufus and Jane walked hand in hand. They each had a
shiny red apple to eat during recess. When they reached Mr.
Brooney’s delicatessen store at the end of New Dollar Street,
a lively sight greeted them. There was Hughie Pudge, kicking
his feet against the big bread-box in front of the store, scream-
ing and yelling, “Won’t go, won’t go!”

His older brother, Chester, was doing his best to quiet him
and to pull him away.

“Come on,” said Chet. “School’s not bad. You know what
Mother said. You don’t want to grow up to be a dunce, do you?
Oh, well, if you do, all right.” And with this, Chet shrugged his
shoulders and pretended he was going to go off and leave
Hughie, hoping his little brother would follow him. But no.
Hughie merely howled the louder. So Chet came back and
stood beside him helplessly.

“What's the matter?” asked Jane, while Rufus tugged at her
arm, impatient to be on his way.

“Aw—Hughie doesn’t want to go to school. It’s his first day.
He did the same thing last year, howled like this, and it ended
by his staying home the whole year. Now he’s got to go, Mother
says, or else he’ll grow up a dunce.”

Rufus examined Hughie in amazement. Not want to go to
school! Imagine! Why, he had looked forward to this day for
years, it seemed to him.

Jane tried to take Hughie’s hand. “Look,” she urged, “Rufus
is going to school. You could go with him. You'll be in the same
room. Maybe you can sit together. The teacher’s nice. Some-
times she has cookies,” said Jane.

“Sure,” said Rufus, holding out his chubby hand. “Everybody
has to go to school. Even God had to go to school.”

For a moment Hughie surveyed Rufus with a trace of in-
terest. Hopefully the three others grabbed him by the arm,
thinking victory was certain. But Hughie shook them free and
started running back towards home. Way down the street they
could see Mrs. Pudge shooing with her apron and making ges-
tures with her arms that meant “Go on, go on!” Jane, Chester,
and Rufus soon caught up with Hughie. Jane grabbed one arm
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firmly and Chet the other, and they started to drag him igno-
miniously in the right direction.

“School is nice,” pleaded Jane.

“No, no,” screamed Hughie.

“Well,” said Jane, dropping his arm in disgust, “if he doesn’t
want to, he doesn’t want to. We might as well leave him, Rufe,
or else we'll be late for school.”

“What’s this, what's this?” a voice boomed behind them,
They turned around. Mr. Pennypepper, the new Superintendent
of Schools!

“What seems to be the trouble?” asked Mr. Pennypepper,
rocking from heel to toe and clinking the keys in his pocket.

“Hughie doesn’t want to go to school, sir,” answered Chester,
red as a beet.

Mr. Pennypepper put on his glasses and examined Hughie
critically. Hughie stopped his blubbering and hung his head.

“Nonsense,” said Mr. Pennypepper with an air of finality.
“We're all going to school.”

He took Hughie by one arm and Rufus by the other. Jane
took Rufus’ other arm and Chester took Hughie’s. In this man-
ner, they all proceeded until they reached the boys’ schoolyard.

Here Mr. Pennypepper left them. His last words were, “Now
then, Hughie, I see you have changed your mind. That’s fine.
But,” he said, leaning down and whispering in Rufus’ ear, “in
case he changes his mind again and runs away from school, 1
want you to bring him back. Yes, I want you to watch out for
him today; your responsibility until twelve o’clock.”

With that he tipped his hat to the four children and marched
up the front steps of the school.

Jane, Rufus, and Hughie stood together for a while watching
boys and girls arriving in ones, twos, and threes. Rufus felt
rather confused and was glad Jane was there. But now someone
appeared in one of the windows and rang a bell vigorously.

“First bell,” said Jane, speaking from experience. “Now TI'll
have to go into the girls” schoolyard until it’s time to go in. But,
Rufus, then I'll show you and Hughie where Room One is.”

And so she left.
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For a moment Rufus had a rather queer feeling. All alone.
None of the other Moffats. Not Mama, Sylvie, not Joey or Jane.
Yes, even Rufus felt a slight impulse to run home and play as
he used to. Play what? he asked himself. Mud pies? he asked
himself sarcastically. Pooh! He was too old for all that business
now. He was going to school. Soon he would be going home to
lunch with all those throngs he’d always envied. With some-
thing to show Mama too, maybe. Moreover, he had to mind
Hughie.

He looked at Hughie who was still a bit stunned at the turn
of events. The loud voice of authority that had brought him
here was evidently holding him as in a spell which the second
pealing of the bell did not even break. And he did not think of
rebelling when Rufus grasped his hand firmly and led him into
that hated school.

Jane met them in the hall as she had promised. In no time at
all she introduced them to Miss Andrews, the first grade teacher,
and Rufus took such a liking to her he immediately handed her
his red apple.

Room One was filled with boys and girls but Rufus didn’t
recognize any of them except Nelly Cadwalader who lived
across the street from the Chief of Police. Rufus was glad
Hughie was there, sitting right behind him. He was glad their
seats were on the aisle by the window. They could look out on
the railroad tracks. He could count the trains in the freighters
better from here than he could from the hitching post in front
of the yellow house. But of course he wouldn’t have much time
for watching trains, he chuckled, if he ever wanted to catch
up with Joey in school.

First the teacher asked all the boys and girls what their
names were. Then she passed books around to all of them.
Readers, they were. Rufus opened his. He liked the smell of
the shiny printed pages. He liked the pictures, but goodness!
would he ever be able to read those words? Now the teacher
was writing on the blackboard. Occasionally the white chalk
would squeak. She was making the letters of the alphabet. That
Rufus knew.
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Oh, he was enjoying himself hugely. All the new smells! First
his new book, then the chalk dust whenever the teacher made
lines on the board. And best of all this desk! All his own! Rufus
liked it here. He turned around to see if Hughie wasn't liking
it too.

The whisper he was going to say, “Gee, it’s great, isn’t it?”
froze on his lips. Hughie wasn’t there. The seat back of Rufus
where Hughie should have been was empty.

Rufus looked at the teacher. NOPQ she wrote in firm strokes.
And at that moment, Hughie Pudge, who had been standing
behind the big chart that had a picture of Little Bo-Peep on it,
walked out the door. Miss Andrews didn’t see him, for her back
was to the door. Many of the children saw him, but they thought
nothing of it. Lots of them had the idea you could get up and
go outdoors or even go home if you felt like it. Imagine! Of
course they soon learned differently, but anyway, today—the
first day of school—they saw nothing strange in a boy simply
walking out of the classroom.

But Rufus, along with several others who had older brothers
and sisters at school, knew more of what was expected of you.
And he knew that Hughie shouldn’t have left until the teacher
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said to leave. What would that man with the loud voice say?
He had told Rufus to see to it that Hughie came to school. True,
Hughie had come to school. But now he’d left. Did that big
man mean that he was supposed to see to it that Hughie stayed
in school too? He supposed he did—but where had Hughie
gone anyway?

At this moment the bell rang for recess. The teacher carefully
explained that recess meant they were all to go out and play
in the schoolyard. It did not mean that they should go home.
And after a while the bell would ring again. When it did, they
were all to come back to Room One. That's what Miss Andrews
said.

“Class, stand,” she said.

The class stood up. Then they all had to sit down again be-
cause they all hadn’t stood up together.

“Class, stand,” said Miss Andrews again.

This time they all stood up the way she wanted them to.
Rufus stood in the aisle by the window. He looked out, for he
heard a train. The train whizzed past.

“Class, march,” said the teacher.

But Rufus was so absorbed with something else he saw down
by the railroad tracks that he forgot to march, and the boy in
back stepped on his heels.

The class had to go back to its seats and again the teacher
said, “Class, march!”

This time Rufus marched right past the desks, out the door,
down the steps, and into the schoolyard with his classmates.
But he didn’t stop there. He kept right on marching out the
schoolyard gate and across Wood Street to the railroad tracks,
for what he had seen up there from the classroom window was
Hughie Pudge climbing into a freight car stopped on a side-
track.

It wasn’t easy, what Rufus was going to do, because Mama
had warned all the Moffats never to go onto the railroad tracks.
But that important man had told Rufus he must see to it that
Hughie came to school. He hoped Mama would understand.
He would be very careful. Besides, the freight car he had seen
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Hughie climb into wasn’t on the regular tracks. It was on the
sidetrack and would be quite safe. Maybe it was an old thing
they weren’t going to use again, this freight car.

Rufus climbed up. Panting, he looked around. Sure enough!
There he was, that Hughie, sitting on a crate in the corner.
When he saw Rufus, he stuck out his lower lip and glowered.

“No, I'm not going back,” he said.

“Aw, come on,” said Rufus impatiently.

“No,” said Hughie.

Rufus sat down in another corner and regarded Hughie with
a mixture of admiration and contempt.

“What are you goin’ to do here?” he finally asked.

“Watch the trains—maybe take one,” replied Hughie.

“Are you goin’ to watch the trains forever?”

“Well, maybe until it’s dark, anyway.”

Rufus glared at him. From across the street he could hear
the boys and girls shouting and playing in the schoolyard.
Soon the bell would ring and recess would be over. He didn’t
know what to do. Should he go back without Hughie? Or should
he stay here with him and try to make him change his mind?
Of course if he stayed here with Hughie, he might miss some-
thing very important in school. Everyone would get ahead of
him. They might start reading in the shiny book.

“Don’t you like the shiny book?” he asked Hughie.

Hughie merely shrugged his shoulders. In sudden exaspera-
tion Rufus jumped up and yanked Hughie off the crate. But
Hughie fought back and yelled so loudly everyone in school
would have heard him if an engine hadnt come chugging
along—

Cl%oo—Choo-Choo. Choo-Choo-Choo. Choo-Choo-Choo.

To Rufus it was saying, “Go to school. Go to school. Go to
school.”

It was an engine and it didn’t have any cars attached to it.
Just an engine all alone.

It was slowing up. Now it was stopping just a little way in
front of the freight car Rufus and Hughie were sitting in. A lot
of steam went hissing up into the air, and then the engine started
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backing up with its bell clapping back and forth. Now, CHOO-
choo, CHOO-choo; making a great effort, it backed off the main
tracks, backed—CHOO-choo, CHOO-choo, right back to the
old car where Rufus and Hughie were. A slight jar sent the
two boys spinning on the floor. A few heavy jerks and a harsh
grating noise and Rufus realized what was happening.

“Criminenty!” he yelled, using a word he’'d heard that morn-
ing in the schoolyard. “Were movin’. Let’s jump.”

But Hughie shook his head. “Let’s go for a ride,” he said.

“We'll get lost,” screamed Rufus. “We don’t know where this
train is goin’. Might be goin’ to Boston. We'll be lost.”

But Hughie was looking over the side of the freight car
happily watching the schoolhouse disappear.

“Lost,” repeated Rufus to himself. And a prickly feeling ran
up his spine at the word “lost.” “Rufus Moffat, 27 New Dollar
Street,” he muttered to himself. This is what Mama always
made him repeat to her when he went shopping in the city with
her just in case he might get lost. “Age, five-and-a-half years,”
he continued and counted up to twenty.

That’s what he would do and say if there were anyone to say
it to.

However, he soon forgot to be afraid. He forgot about school
and the shiny new reader and he began to enjoy the ride.

“You must be the engineer, and I'll be the conductor,” he said
to Hughie.

The two boys looked back. They had left the brown school-
house, Wood Street, and Brooney’s delicatessen store far be-
hind. They were crossing the marshes that separated Cranbury
from New Haven. Now they were crossing the long trestle over
Mill River that emptied into the harbor.

The train was only jogging along—but already they were on
the outskirts of New Haven. They could see West Rock, East
Rock, and the Sleeping Giant. Now they could see the tall
buildings. And now they were chugging down the tracks under
the viaduct. Up top, on the viaduct, the trolley from Cranbury
ran. So far Rufus knew where he was, for he had often seen
these railroad tracks from the trolley car. He knew that soon
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they should be at the New Haven depot.

But would they stop there? Perhaps they would go right
through to Boston.

An express train bound for New York suddenly flew past
them, whistles screaming. Rufus’s heart pounded with excite-
ment. Hughie’s eyes shone. The two boys laughed out loud,
jumped up and down and waved their hats.

“Next stop New York!” Rufus cried.

“New York to Boston!” Hughie yelled louder.

They were entering the New Haven station now. Would they
stop? Or would they have to go to Boston? Riding on trains was
fun, but Rufus hoped they’d stop. In Boston they’d be lost—
Rufus Moffat, 27 New Dollar Street. The engine was slowing
up—Puff—It was stopping—a few violent spasms and the train
stopped.

“C’'mon,” said Rufus, “we better get out.”

Hughie was beginning to feel hungry and tired too, so he
nodded his head in agreement, and the two climbed out of the
freight train. There was a man in blue overalls carrying a sooty
old lantern and examining the wheels.

“Well, well, well,” he said, “what’s this? Where did you come
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from?” The man smelled like kerosene. Rufus thought he looked
nice.

“Rufus Moffat, 27 New Dollar Street, five and a half years
old. Hughie and me have to get back to school.”

The man pushed his cap back and scratched his head.

“Lost?” he asked.

“Not exactly,” replied Rufus. “Not yet anyhow. But we have
to get back to school.”

“You say you live on New Dollar Street? Don’t know of any
New Dollar Street.”

“Sure, Number 27. Chief Mulligan lives on one end.”

“Never heard of the man.”

“Well, if we could only get back to Cranbury, I could find
it,” said Rufus.

“Oh—Cranbury. Is that where you come from?” the man
asked in astonishment.

“Yes, New Dollar Street,” Rufus said.

“Well, I don’t see how you got here without no one seein’
you. But if that’s where you come from, that’s where you better
go back to.”

“If only we could go back on a train, we'd be right at school,”
said Rufus. “Only trouble is he doesn’t want to go to school.”

The man looked at Hughie. He clicked his tongue against
his teeth and shook his head.

“I never,” he said. “They ain’t many locals to Cranbury this
time o” day. But come along, I'll find out.”

The man left them for a minute and came back with a time-
table.

“Ain’t no local for three hours,” he said. “Only westbound
train is the Bay State Express, comin’ in in three minutes.”

As if to confirm this statement, a mysterious voice called out,
“Bay State Express—On time. Bay State Express—On time.
Track 9. 11:45. Track 9.”

“Doesn’t the Bay State ever stop in Cranbury?” asked Rufus.

“Never,” said the man.

“All aboard Bay State Express! ALL ABOARD Bay State.
Track 9.”
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“Never,” repeated the man in overalls. “But who knows?

With that he grabbed Hughie and Rufus by the arm, tore
down the tracks to Track 9, where the engine of the Bay State
Express was hissing and steaming, just itching to be off.

“Hey, Dick,” called the trackman to the engineer.

“Hey yourself, Bob,” answered the engineer, grinning and
leaning out of the cab.

“Listen, Dick; here are two kids—lost—come on a freight train
from Cranbury—they gotta be returned. How about stopping
thirty seconds to let them off?”

“Couldn’t be done,” answered the engineer. “Bay State never
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