Dear

The chat this week will be short
and I hope that you will be satisfied
even it I only write a short one. First
of all I wish my nieces and nephews
to wel two new: bers to the
Corner. They are Olive Goodill of
Rol ing Dam, and Douglas Goodill of
Roliing Dam, Now that Master and
Miss Goodill are fullfledged members
af the Corner I will expect a nice lit-
tle letter from them at any early date.

From reports I have received in let-
ters this week the nlembers of the
corner are head over heels at work on
their school examinations and I trust
that every one will be most suocess-
ful for it is encouraging to know that
the hard work of study has not been
in vain.

Well it is only a few days more
when you will all recelve your summer
vacation and want yoa to be happy.
There is so much pleasure ahead of
you during the summer weeks that you
will be clear of study and attanding
school and 1 am sure that every one
will take full advantage of the beautl
ful fine summer days to roam about
as you like. But then the holiday
weeks will roll away very quickly so
go in for a real good time while you
have the chance.

1 am sorry to state that my nephews
are forgetting to write letters and

gon, for surely there is not a boy mem
ber of the Corner who can not find
time to write a letter to Uncle Dick.

| play
am really at a loss to know the ff‘i"l:\r"; certainly full of fun

HVERETT—Glad to hear
agaln, and also to recelve ‘
which I will try and use next week.
suppose you are counting the days
when you receive your holidays from
school, and also the time when your
brother arrives home for his vaca
tion. I will expect to recelve another
letter from you next week.
BLMA—You were greatly mistaken
when you supposed that I had forgot-
ten you, for I was quite sure that you
would write a letter even if there was
some delay. I'm glad to learn that
you have been attending school regu-
larly and enjoy it, and I am sure that
you will make good marks in your ex-
amination papers and I wish you every
success. I wish I had the same op-
portunity as you have picking straw-
berries, for like you I am very fond
of them. I think that you give very
good reasons why you like summer
the best of the four seasons, vis: pick-
ing berries, gathering flowers, pienics
and automobile riding. The next time
you start on a long ride you will be
careful to carry an extra tire for there
is not muoh pleasure running a car
on the rim. You certainly pioked a
good name for your playful Kkitten
when you called it “Topsey,” for if
I remember rightly “Topsey” was the
name of the little colored girl in the
“Uncle Tom's Cabin,” and she
It must be
nice to have your sister home from
college with you. In answer to your

1t does not take very long and when
they read this chat I trust they will
take & hint and drop n few lines
I have received a few stories fmm\
members of the Corner this week, ‘but |
I am sorry to state that I will ha;
unable to use them until next week|
and then they will appear in a new |
paper as the name Standard will by
that time be a_thing of the past and |
outr new name will be “The Daily Jour-|
nal.” I must bring this chat to &'
close now by wishing you all the \'cry1
best of health and happiness.
With plenty of love,

UNCLE

- s S S

Beatrice

DICK.

Little Beatrice was looking out of
the window one late April day watch-
ing the steady drip, drip of the rain.
It had been a dull, dreary day and the
“no school” bell had rung and there
were actually tears in the little girl's
syes as her aunt came in out of the
rain.

Beatrice was usually a most cheer
tul little girl, but it was a very differ-
ent face that greeted her aunt this par-
tioular afternoon. She lifted a dainty
snvelope from the table and passed it
to her aunt to read.

“Why, my dear child, this is an in-
vitation to a party and you just ready
to ory! Why most little girls would
be overjoyed and impatient for the
time to come

“Well auntie, you see the invitation
reads, ‘Come to my party the first day
of May in the orchard and the pretti-
pst girl will be crowned the queen of
May.’ 1 wonder if anyone would call
» girl pretty who has such red hair as
I have got, but there of course not.

But truth to tell Beatrice's hair was
soft and wavy, although tinged withf
red, but she often wore unbecoming
things which did not bring out the
real beauty of her locks, so Aunt Mary
determined to take a hand in her
dressing for the party, feeling confi-
dent she could bring out the strength
5 her beauty.

“Now Beatrice, there is a whole
week before the party and we will
plan your dress today and tomorrow
we wlil go on & shopping expedition.”
And that night Beatrice's cheentul-
aess returned and she retired to dream
of tairies with silvered wings.

Shopping day dawned ®right and
Beatrice was all excitement as she flit-
ted from store to store among 8o many
bewildering costumes. It was finally
decided to take white with white rib-
bons and white slippers, and now the
lays seemed so long to May Day.

PBut the eventful day came at last,
and Beatrice, arrayed for the party
was very pleasing to look upon with
her soft brown eyes glowing in anticl-
pation and Aunt Mary had arranged
her hair so that it was Dbeautiful to
behold as it rippled around her face,
and her cheeks glowed with excite-
ment as she joined the children in the
orchard, soon becoming the leading
epirit, and it was evident to all but
Peatrice herself who would be chosen

question as to the time I have my va-
cation I might say that ‘there is no
special time, and as you say: “I am

| something like the farmer, I have very

little time for holtidays. 1 think your
letter is very interesting and I trust
you will not delay so long in writing
again for I am always pleased to re
ceive letters from members of the
Children's Corner.

BABS—Thank you for enquiring
about my health, it is fine now. I'm
happy to learn that you are still pleas-
ed with the Children's Corner, tho
stories and the chat, but for the lat.
ter I will try to make it more intereat-
ing at a later date, but at present
when I finish going through all of the
letters and looking after the stories
which I think would be most inter
esting to my nieces and nephews, I
really don't feel much like writing a
chat, and then it 1 miss it once in a
while, I know that the members will
excuse me. Speaking about the great
amount of rain, it certainly is good for
the country, providing there is not too
much of it. Your excuse for not writ.
ing to Peggy is good and I'm sure
when she learns that you have been
80 busy with your examination papers.
It must be interesting for you to visit
the song sparrow’'s nest and disap-
pointing it must have been to find the
little birds gone, and how terrible to
think that some animal has distroyed
them. It is funny to hear of you, &
girl, not being afraid of frogs, but ax
you say they can't harm you, but 1
would not care for them as pets like
you do. “Tag” will be a good namo
for the kitten when you get it. Thank
you for your kind wishes to the mem-
bers of the Corner including myself.
Write again when you get the chance
and I wish you every success in your
examinations.

RUTH-—Happy to hear from you
again and T will be delighted to re-
celve the roses from you when you
get the chance to send them for 1
think roses are very nice. You send
me a poem “If Priscilla hadn't Pop-
ped,” but you forget that 1 published
that poem in the Corner some time
ago and it was sent in by one of the
Corner members. I suppose you are
getting ready for the concert in the
school on olosing day and what a fine
programme has been arranged for that
day. So your recitation is entitled
“The Aspiring Dishwasher.” You
must write it and send it to me, and
1 trust you will do well when you re
oite it before the scholars and visi-
tors to the school. I hope that you
will be suocessful with your examin-
ation and also that you will enjoy
your coming vacation,

“Say, Pat, phwat is dis ting dey call
a chafing-dish 7" asked Tim.
“Why, man, don't you know ?
a frying-pan dat's got into soclety.”

It's

sunshine.

80 much to Beatrice’s surprise her
troop of little courtiers led her to the
throne under the apple tree, where
they crowned her with a wreath of

queen. Aunt Mary felt sure of it, for
she knew everyone loved this little

apple blossoms, and then gave three
cheers for “our sweet May queen.”
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Potato Bug Birds -
Eat Bad Beetles

Hot and bright the sun shone in
the garden behind Uncle Wiggily's
hollow stump bungalow. It was mid-
day, and the golden ball of fire in the
sky was doing its best to warm the
earth.

“It is very hot," murmured Nurse
Jane Fuzzy Wuszsy, the muskrat lady
housekeeper. She was just making
some cool turnipade for Uncle Wig-
glly. Sometimes the bunny rabbit
gentleman drank lemonade, sometimes
orangeade, and again turnipade. made
from carrots and turnips squeezed in
the clothes wringer."”

Then as the bunny drank his cool
drink, suddenly the hot, quiet air ot
mid-day was gleetully broken by a jol-
ly bird’'s song

“Listen to that!" cried Miss Fuszz)

Wuzzy, fanning herself with her
apron. “I wonder what bird is sing-
ing when the noon hour is so hot?
Most birds sing early in the morning
or in the cool of the evening. But
this bird—I never heard one like it!"
“Nor I, sald the bunny, sippinghis
turnipade slowly. “I must see what
kind it is.”
He looked from a wndow and in a
bush not far away saw a bird with &
large, strong beak, whose head feath.
ers were black. His under feathers
were white and his wings were black
and white,

But the reathers of the bird's breast
were a bright red-—even more bright
than those of the Robin, High and
clear in the hot midday the. bird sang
a beautifully melody,

“Who are you, pretty bird with a
red Dbreast, who sings when all the
other birds are silent in the heat?”
asked Uncle Wigsily.

“I am the Rose Breasted Grosbeak
was the answer. “That is one of my
names. The other 1 will not tell you
because I do not like it.

“Why not?’ asked the bunny.

“Oh, it 18 not a pretty name, nor
nice’ sounding,” answered the Rose
Breasted Grosbeak. “Still it fits me,
and some day I may tell it to you.
But now I must sing” and again it
thrilled a song.

“Don’t you mind the heat?” asked
the bunny.

“Oh, no, sing the Grosbeak. “It
geems to make me sing more.” And
indeed the Rose Breasted Grosbeak
is one of the very few birds that sing
in the hot noons.of Summer,

“Well, here is a little cool turni-
pade for you," oftered Uncle Wigglly,
pouring some of the drink in a saucer
and setting it on the back steps.
“And 1 will put out a bowl of water
so you may take & bath. That will
cool you after your concert.”
wyhank you!” sang the Rose Bird
and it fiittered down, splashed in the
cool bath of water and sipped some
turnipade. Then the Grosbeak flew
away, and when it was cooler Uncle
Wigglly hopped out into his garden.
Other birds were singing now, and
the bunny found himself wondering
what other name the Grosbeak had
—the mame he did not like to tell.
“He said 1 might find it out—some
day,” murmured Uncle wigeily. “1
wonder when? 1 wonder when,” but
just then the rabbit gentleman Saw
something else to wonder about, He
had reached his petato pateh, and to
his sorrow he saw that many had, bits
ing bugs were eating the green vines.

“Dear me!” exclaimed Uncle Wig-
gily putting on his glasses in ordor £0
seo better, “The potato bugs have
arrived! 1 shall have to clear them
out or Nurse Jane and I will not have
a potato left for the Winter.” ¥or,
you know, if the pofato bugs eat the
green vines no potatoes will grow be
neath the soil, on the roots of the
vines.

Uncle Wiggily got & pail and, using
a sprig of sweet fern for & brush, hej
knocked from his vines as many po-
tato bugs as he could. But the more
he knocked off, the more bugs seem-
ed to appesr, an® the green vines
were fast being eaten up.

“Qh, dear! What shall 1 do”
sighed Uncle y.

“f ot me help you—that is the best
thing to do! sang & jolly volhe, and
along flew the Rose Breasted Gros:

bewk,

“Oh, hello!” called Uncle Wisgily
to the sweet singer of the high, hot
poon-time, “But how can you help
me get rl'd of the potato bugs, Mr.

Fox And Wolf
i - g
Afraid Of Fire

“There is mo use wasting any more
time talking about it,” growled the
Wolt, -“we simply must catch Uncle
Wigglly and nibble his ears!” -

“Right you are” barked the Fox,
“But how are we going to catch him?
Your idea of getting the Crow to
laugh ‘Haw! Haw' and lead that rab-
bit so far into the woods that we
could catch him didn't work."

“It wasn't my idea any more than
yours! * snépped tife Wol, “But no
mafter! ‘We must think of some way
to have nibbled rabbit's ears for sup:
“] agree with you” saild the Fox.
“Come on! Lets sneak out and see if
we can cateh him!”

While these two bad chaps were
getting ready to catch Uncle Wiggily—
that is, if they could—the bunny rab-
bla gentleman himself was just leav-
ing his hollow stump bungalow to look
for an adventure.

“And while you are out,” said Nurse
Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the bununy's musk-
rat lady housekeeper, “see it you can
find some bird who will eat these."”

“What are they? 'asked Uncle Wig-
gily, as”Nurge Jane held out in her
paw what looked like some little black
pebbles.

“These are dried raspberries,” an-
swered Miss Fuzzy Wuzzy. “] was sav-
ing them to make a maple sugar pud-
ding with. But as the fresh rasphber-
ries will soon be ready to pick I will
give you these dried ones for the
birds. Yom often tell me you have
been feedimg birds when you come in
these days after having been adven-
turing.”

“Yes, 1 love to feed the birds,” an-
swered the bunny rabbit, as he twin-
kled his pink nose. “And they are 80
Kind to me, though, of course, I don't
feed them. just on that account, I'll
take these dried raspberries and per-
haps I may find & bird who will like
them."

This was not hard to do. A little
later, as Uncle Wigglly was hopping
through the forest, he saw & red flash
and he started to jump away, for hej
thought hiniselt, did Uncle Wiggily:

“The wooq; fire!”

The wild
dread mothing eo much
though some of the animals may run
away, and though the older birds can
easily fly above the flames, the little
birds may burn in their nests.

¥ hope the woods aren't on fire!"”
thought Uncle Wiggily. And then, as
he looked again, he saw that what he
thought was a flame Wwas the bright
red feathers of & bird. It had red and
black feathers, but the scarlet of its
body was much plainer to see than the

lack of its wings. ‘

2 “&. excuse me,” sald U:cl'e Wig
, “I thought you were & re!”
‘“'?Wall, you might call me the fire
bird, as 1 am very red” the bird ve-
plied. “But I am called the Scarlet

Tanager.”

“And very beautiful you are, ifke &
bird from the tropics,” spoke Uncle
Wigglly. “Tell me—do you like dried
raspberries?’ went on the bunny.

“Oh, I'm. orazy about them!” an-
swered the Tanager. “But I have

none.

“Here are some for you. Nurse Jane
doesn't want them,” and the bunny
passed the rlet Ta the dried

pberries.

“Oh, how

good they are!” eaid the
bird, as he ate them. “I wish.I could
do you some favor or kindness.”
“Nonsense!” laughed Uncle Wigglly,
a3 he hopped on glad that he had been
able to be kind to s bird, i
Meantime, the Fox and the Wolt
were coming nearer and nearer, on the
path of Uncle Wigsily. With their
R Ay
nd the way he /i
“Soon we'll have some ear nibbles!”
growled the Wolf.

soft his ears.
“Yes, and there he is! Just ahead!”
towled the Wolf. They were just
.mthmmtonthomwhb
bit and grab him, when, all at once, it
seemed as it the woods were, filled
with fire. Flames of red
feap all about the two bad chaps.
“Oh, look!” oried the Fox. “The
oods are on fire!”
"'JM our luck!” grumbled the Wolt
“Oncle Wigglly set the trees and

Grosbeak,”
“ can easily do that, because 1
was the answer. !
as 1 was rather
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bushes on fire so We couMn't catch

to{ Moo Cow gave me to put
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Kittie Kat,

* Oh, Uncle Wiggily! You can't guess

Kat, the pusay gir, one day, as she
went hippity-hop past the bunnv rab.
bit, who was standing in front of hls
hollow stuzop dungalow,

“Well, I hope you aren't golng to
scratch anybody with thoss sharp
claws of yours, Kitty Kat,” spoke Un-
clo Wiggily. For well he knew thai
the pussy girl had sharp claws under
her velvet paws,

“Oh, no, indeen, rm mnot gling 1o
scrateh. anyone,” magved Kittls. “Spe-
c'ully mot you: Untle Wiggliv, though
maybe I would scratech the Worzie
Wolf or the Fussy Fox if they tried
to nibble your ears.” "

“I hope that doesn’t .happon,” ax-
claimed Uncle Wiggily, and he stqp-
peG twinkling' his 'pink nose to louk
over his shoulder, making sura neither
of the bad animals was Anywh4'o near
him. “But this isn't trying to sucsa
what you are going to do, Kittie Kal.”
went on' the bunny gentleman. “Let
me see, are you going to schooli”

time yet,” laughed Kittle. “But after
that I'm going home, and going tc
bake a cream cake! There! I've
told you!”.and she clapped her paws
for joy.

“Oh, ho! So youw'te going to maxe
a cream cake, are you?" laughed the

‘what I'm going to do!" mew Kittie}

“Yes, of course, for it fsn't vucation|P®

The Pussy Gi|

'Shoe-Laces going out .
The king,would have been so busy
that you would. not have dared to ask
him another gquestion, But the very
first minute you could you would have
asked the wise man, “Please, Sir, who
{a Prince Sloppy-Shoe-Laces?”
And he would have ans

thers and with bright, sna;

* Bt

the strangest part of

was his head.  He l?:d a

ruffied feathers, as it he had for

to comb his hair when he h

of his nest bed that morning. :
m“ﬂouo. Uncle Wigglly!” piped

rd. i
“Oh, hello!” answered the

“Oh, that is the boy who will one day
be:king. He has been told time and
again to tie his shoe laces going slap,
slap, slap on the marble floors.”

When the prince went out. of the
great stone door, he found the royal
sleigh waiting for him.

ie thildren all talked and laughed
80 muoh and air was 8o orisp that it
was not long until every one was very
hungry. -

So at the.prince’s command, tha
children reached under the long #eats
and brought out lunch boxes. There
were dogens or dainty sandwiches and
ljttle cookies and deliclous little
cakes with chocolate icing, There
were bags of peanuts and gacks of

P-0OTT..
In another minute everything would
have been all right. The prince would
have had a dainty sandwich to have
stopped his hunmger, but much can
happen in & minute when a person has
long sloppy shoe laces. "
The prince sat at the end of the
sleigh near the steps. As he reached

rabbit uncle, “Well I hope it will be
a sweet one.”

“It will,,and I'll give you & slice,
mewed Kittle, “On my way homt
trom school I'm going to stop a: Mrs.
Moo Cow's house and she is going to
give me the cream. Then I'll take 1%
home and make a cake. And after
you hop around and bave an advone
ture if you'll come to my house I'll
give you a slice of cake.”

“pPhank you, Kittie Kat!” said Uncle
Wiggily. "“And now you had bLotter
Tun on to school or you may be late.
Good-bye!”

Away hopped the bunny and off ran
Kittle. Uncle Wigglly had not gone
very far before, all of a sudden, he
heard a gentle voice saying:

“Qh, I wish you wouldn't do that.
Please stop biting me!” :

“Oh, ho!" thought Uncle igeily.
“8o there's biting going on, there?
I must see about this! It may be the
Fuzsy Fox or the Wooxle Wolt get
ting ready to nibble my ears.”

Uncle Wigglly looked through the
bushes, but all he saw was a tall
green plant, with a cluster of purple
blossoms. And it was this plant, or
weed, that had spoken.

“Please stop biting me!” cried the
cluster of purple flowers, for they
have a language of their own, you
know.

“Who s biting you,” asked Uncle
Wiggily, for, though he looked with
both eyes, he saw neither Wolt nor

Fov. i

“It's & big worm, biting away at
my roots, under ground” sald - the
plant. “If the worm cuts off my roots
1t wither and dle."

“phat must never be!” exclaimed
the bunny and with a stick he dug &
little earth away from the roots of the
plant and drove away the bad, biting

worm.
§ fuank you, Uncle Wigglly,”
whispered the purple flowers, and they
nodded in the wind as Uncle Wigelly
hopped away. “If ever we can do you
a favof we shall be most happy.”
Uncle Wiggily aughed, twinkied his
pink nose and went on to find an ad-
venture. He had bne with a puddie
of water, into which he fell, and when
the bynny had hopped out, and was
drying himself in the sun, all of a
sudden he heard some one crying and

saying:

“Oh, dear! Oh dear! 1t's all spilled.
Oh, how terrible! Now I can't make
any cake!”

Uncle Wigglly looked through the
bushes, and there he saw Kittle Kat,

the pussy girl.
's the matter?” asked the

«
bunny.

“Oh!” mewed Kittle, “I was coming
home with the lovely cream that Mrs.
into my
cake, when I stumbled and fell, and I
spilled all the cream from the birch
bark pafl! See, it is quite empty,” and
Kittie turned the pail upside down.

_“That {s too bad!” spoke the bunny.
“But won't Mrs. Moo Cow give you

more cream?” 5

“I took the last she had,” sobbed
Kittle. “There won't be any more un-
til tomorrow.

for & sandwich he put his foot out a
little too far. ‘The sleigh was going
through the woods, and lo! it was not
a minute until those long treacherous
ahog laces found a twig and wound
themselves around it, In another sec-
ond the prince found himself pulled
out of the sleigh and lying flat on the
ground.

Hvery one was talking and lafighing
and eating. No one noticed him fall,
nor heard him call,

It was oold in the snow, and it was
getting dark, too. It would not have
been so bad if the prince could have
gotten up and walked.. But his foot
was tied up so high on the bush that
he oould mot untie it; so he had o
ife flat on his back.

There he remained for
tohg time. Then he heg
coming.

“Oho!* said a man, “how did you
‘get fast to that bush?”’

The prince told him
sleighride party.

“Aha!” laughed the man. “And
how do you think you will get free.”

“Oh, please, sir,” begged the prince,
“unfasten my lace from the twig."”

“And what will I get for it?” the
man asked.

“I have no money in my velvet poc-
ket,” said the prince.

“Then I think I will be going on”
said the man.

“Oh, please,” begged the prince.
will carry your bag for you,”

fo the man loosed the shoe lace
from the twig, and the prince picked
up the man's heavy sack of corn.

When the sleighing party discovered
the absence of the prince, they turned
back to find him,~ Bnt the boy, with
his heavy sack, trudged along cross-
lots to reach the town sooner.

‘When the prince arrived home late
that night he was cold and tired and
hungry, and had two very lame shoul-
ders from carrying the sack of corn.
But he had two very neatly tied shoe
laces on two neatly laced shoes.

B

Father Neptune
And Bright Star

Once there lived in the sky with the
other stars a very bright star, but in-
stead of being contented and ehining
as it should, this Bright Star was al-
ways looking about for something to
happen. i

al

long, long
some one

about the

“y

“Did you hear
me:;{do!tu racket ™ 4 M

“Ha! Ha! You m an the big
Why, of course, I hoard it! b:‘m ¢
and the bird made his topknot
ritfled feathers stick up. “seven Wa
from Sunday,” as ‘the old saying

“You made that noise, like a
man's rattle? oried the bunny.
ever and whyever did you do it 7"

“Oh, we Kingfishers always make
that noise,” laughied the bird. “I don’t
know why, but we do.” %

“Excuse me
you ever comb your hair 1" asked
bunny. “On your head, I mean.”

“No, my feathers always grow ‘m
fled that way, on the top of my head,
answered the Kingfisher, *. {
you” he suddenly cried, and ':
tree branch he suddenly dived down
into & pond of water, and when he
came up he was eatipg a fish had
caught. “That's what Kingfishers do
for a living. A

“I see there is no use in my offer
ing you any crumbs,” spoke the bunny .
gentleman, as he saw the bird eat the
fish. “Though I have some bread and
cake crumbs that Nurse Jane gave me
for the birds.” ;

“Thank you, I only eat fish" ane
gwered the “Ruffle Bifd,’ as Unele
Wigglly laughingly named him, “H
goes for -another!” Once more
gplashed into the water and up
came with a second fish,

Seeing that he could not feed '
to ‘the Kingfisher, Uncle k
hopped along through the woods,
ing for an adventure, and soon
came to a right jolly sort of pl ;
From a tree over his head the bumny.
heard a voice sayirg.

‘Oh, you careless boy. Will nothing =
1 can say ever teach you to brush your
hair ? I'm ash d of you Johnnie?"

Uncle Wiggily - looked .up and sawg
Johnny Bushytail, the boy squirrel.
But such a sad sight was Johnnje. His
fur, that was usually smooth
sleek, was ruffled and riffled
frowsy. 5

“Why didn’t you comb your hair ?*
asked his mother. “Don't say you
couldn't ind anything to use, for there
are plenty of conbs growing one
pine trees. Comb your heir with &
tre% cone 1" e

“Oh, I don’t wanter !” said Johnais,
careless like and indifferent.

“Dear me! What shall I &0 with
:u&h a squirrel *' sighed Mrs. Bushy-
o %

“Leét me take him for a walk,' ealled
up Uncle Wigglly from the gn
where he sat twinkling his pink nose,

“I wish you would,’ said the squirrel
mother. “I don’t know what has got
ten into Johnnie Jately, not
his fur—so careless !” |

“Oh, it’s too much work to be always
combing -yourself,. lazily chattered
Johnnie, A

“Well, I hope it isn't much' trouble
to come for & walk with me," sald
Uncle Wiggily. ?

“Oh, mno, Il like that!” Ia

And as he and Unecle’
gily were going along, all at once
same tremendous racket was hes

again. %
. “Who's making that nolse I"
Johnie.
“The Ruffle or Kingfisher
swered the bunny gentleman.
he sits on the tree, waiting fora
And when Johnnie saw the
ruffied feathers of the Kingfisher |

topknot, the squirrel boy m

brush his own fur down with

and asked. e
2 ?‘.’ Uncle Wiggily, do I look Mke

“Somewhat!” answered the

that
“Then I am never going to
that any more!™ chattered

“What is the use of just

the time?” it thought. “There must

be some p! to go instead of just
is old blue sky all the

time. down

is
below, and some day T will find out.”
And so- it did find out—this discon-
tented Bright Star—but In a way it
did not plan to do. For of course the
star wanted to go back to the blue
sky with its brother and sister stars;
it only wanted to run away for a little
while just to satisfy tis curiesity.
One night while it was shining, the
Bright Star saw a Comet sailing past,
and without asking where.the Comet
was going, or if it was coming back,
the Bright Star caught at the Comet's
tail, and off it went,
¢t was a very rufle thing to do, of
course, but Bright Star did not think
; it thought only of going
somewhere; 80 it clung on tightly and

He bled around until he
pine cone and looking in the
water for'a glass, he combed
as nicely as you please. And
after that he was and
So you see Ruffle or Kingfl
are of some use in this world

not tell where it came from. - =
Father Neptune called his

and hurried to the spot where i

Star lay on the sand :

“Who are you?” he asked in such
kindly voice that Bright Star forgot

fright. .
“I am a star and 1 wanted
what was down here on the H
replied, “so I came along
Comet. 1 guess Il go home
“You poor little Star,” satd
“Don’t you know you are at
tom of the Ocean apd you can
return to the sky where you cams
from? There, there, don't cry;
lhl.“b'?lwmdlﬁlhm

or asking, but dowh "




