Weel_il!_ghat

Dear Chums—1I was, indoed, sorty to

disappoint you less week by not giv-
ing you my weekly chat, but I will try
and have a few words with you this
week, although it won't be very long.

To Elina, Reta and othets or the
Corner, 1 wish to thank you very much
for your kinduess in sending me boxes
of pretty flowers; you can hardly real
ige how much 1 appreciated receiving
the same. Grace Davenport will kind-
Iy take notice that Reta M. Thomson
haas lost the address and would like to
lear from her so she can answer the
letter.

The good old summer time is fast
approaching and 1 hope we will all be

happy then, for the weather Lais
gpring has not been the kind that we
enjoy.

There is not a great amount of in
teresting unews for me to write to
you about this week, but 1 know, ||\;u}
although many of you inform me th
you miss my chat, at the same time

you efjoy the stories that | tuke uy
the Chat space with

1 must say that some of my old
chums have really forgotten the Cot
fier, or at least they have forgotten
to write letters, and I trust they will
take this as a hint and write to me
I will not mention their nawmes, but 1!
feel sorry that | am not receiving
letters from them as they were inte
esting write The boys appeal
be the most forgettul, tor it is only &
few letters that 1 receive from them
while the giris take the time aud seud
fn  letters regularly Im Bure the
boys have just as much time as Lhc
girls and one would think thal "
would like to write letters

I know it is not nec 1
to keep reminding all o \
wid e keep atten 1
regulan W [§ 1
we thut and

will 10Winsg
W ( 1l they

t ut on th A week f sun

oliday

| would like to hear from 1 Just
ow you intend to njoy thosa holt

ys which you a wa
aspecially 0 W
slde in ti 1t
that if 1 had the same opportunity t
you have I would find much
ment roaming through the woo
fishing, for to my mind there i
place in the world that is better than
the country during the summer time

Here is a little pointer for the
When you write me a letter, just
me what you would itke to be
you get through with your educa
abd become a man. ‘l'here is hardly o
boy who has not some idea just what
he would like to be, so let me know
what are your ideas ih this Tespi

I wish every boy and girl reader of
the Corner the very best of health and |4
trust that you are dall happy

Yours, with. loy
UNCLE DICK

Peter Rabbit
Wonders What
Ails Him

Peter Rabbit sat in the dear Old|’

Briar-patch. Peter was fidgety. Yes, been ill and unable to attend
sdr, he was fidgety He wanted to do|®chool re gularty. 1 trust that you will
E 1 soon be well again. It is, indeed, too

something, but he.didn't know what.
He had a queer feeling that he want-
od to kick up his heals and do foollsh
things. He had a longing to go some-
where, but he didn't know where

He sat still as long as he could and
then he hunied up timid little Mrs.
Peter in another part of the Old
Briar-patch When he saw her he
kicked up his heels.

‘For goodness sake, Peter Rabbit,
what ails you?’ demanded Mrs. Peter.

“1 domn't know,” replied Peber, “1
feel frisky 1 would like to sing and
dance.”

Mrs. Peoter looked at Peter « very

you cragy, Peter Rabibit?”
“The idea of you want-
The very idea!”

hard. “Are
she snapped.
ing to sing!

“l ean't help it,” replled eter,
“That is the way I feei. If 1 could
sing | would 1 wish 1 could. t
if 1 can't sing 1 can damee.” Peier

began to kick up his heels again and
out funny capers.

Mrs. Peter looked disgusted., “You
act as if you were about half grown,”
#he declared, and turned her back on
him

Peter went out to the edge of the
dear Old Briarpatch and looked
across the Green Meadows to the
Green Forest. Somehow he felt
strangely happy. He knew of no par:
ticular remson why he should feel
happy, but he did. He started out
across the (reen Meadows, then
changed his mind and went back to
the dear Old Briarpatch. There he
sat up and began to listen. What he
was listening for he didn’'t know. He
just had a feeling that he ought to
listen for something. He wasn't lis-
tening for danger. No thought of
danger entered his head.

But he couldn't sit still long. With-
out knowing why he did # he sud-
donly jmnped, kicked up his  heels,
Min A short distance, kicked wp his
heols once more sat ap to listen.

“What alls me? thought Peter.
“1 just ean’t keep still. 1 want to
g0 way off somewhers, yet [ don%t

avoles, 1w , 1dow't |sorty he
what © wish!”
of anything better to do
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Answess To Letters

e
“PEG"-~Glad to hear from you and
I wish to say that the Mayowers ar-
rived In excellent condition for which
I thank you. As for the fudge I expect
that it will come in a day or so, and
for the same you will kindly accept
& second thanks, While you mention
the weather being rather hot where
vou reside, 1 nilght say that it has been
\Yery cold here in St. John. I'm glad
(you still enjoy the Corner stories, it
lmust be interesting for you to look
|atter the baby lambs, especially the
twins, and just think how interesting
lu will be for the other members ot
the UCorner to learn that you are
|obliged to feed one of the twins from
la bottle, Any one of the names you
[mention vould be nice for your pat,

BABS" «— You oe
Children's Corner for )
write a letter almost avery week, 'I'
me “Chief” is a fine one for your
If. Glad that you are enjoying such
e weathpr in Peel. 1 am sorry that
“Towser” las died and 1 know you are

sorry to lose such a pet I only wish
{that 1 had a nice little pup 1 could send |
you to take Towser's place, 'T'he only
reason 1 did not write the Chat last
week wuas because 1 was 80 busy, bt

I will make up for it if not this week,
Write again, for 1 am always
to hiear from you

[next

ANNIE E It Is certainly a plea-
sant surprise to hear from you again
and 1 will excuse you for delaying in
writing. Too bad that you had to miss
a couple of weeks from school, but
then it is nice to learn that you have
proved great help to your Mamina

1t It will be pleasging
to Reta o learn that you congratulate
er on lier fine story \'n‘\i must bave |
enjoyed the ball game becween Wels-
ford and Clarendon It is great sport
I the players enjoy it. It is nice to
learn that you like your new horse,
and you will not miss old Harry so
much, | have received a fine lot May
flowers from members of the Corner,
and will be glad to receive violets from
you get a chance to pick some
[ know it is a great bother for you,
but I appreciate them so much. You
certainly must be having a great time
driving about in your car, 1 only wish
hat | had the same chance. 1 will
ke this opportunity of extending your
kind wishes and  congratulations to
Miss Reta Thomson

nouss

you if

MARGARET—Glad to hear from

you | suppose you will be happy

wben the school holidays arrive and
|yuu will be all clear of lessons for
|several wpeks, and then think of a
great time you will have. You cer-
| Iy must have plenty of fun feeuing
many cute little chickens, Write
ain goon, for I will be pleased to
hear from yeu, and you are the only
wmember in the State of Maine.

MILDRED—Your short letter was in.
sed very welcome and 1 was glad to
are attending school
\lso that you and Elsie are
in good health. 1 suppose when you
grow a little older you will join in
with the other girls in taking music
lessons., Write again,

THOMPSON—You are certainly a
busy boy to be engaged in tish-
and I'm sorry to learn that you

have

bad to learn that your friends lost
their home by fire, and just think you
were the smart boy who discovered the
fire. [ hope they will soon have fheir
tiew home built. The verses you sent
in are very good, but 1 can not tind
room for them in the Corner this
week

RETA M.—Thank you very much; |
received the flowers you sent me and
they were fine; it was, indeed, very
thoughtful of you and it was certainly
a great trouble for you to pick them.
As for the address of Grace Daven-
port, 1 will ask her in the chat to write
you. It is quite necessary for you to
retire early at night when you are
obliged to get up so early in the morn-
!ing You must feel very lomely with
your mother away and you will surely
feel pleased when she returns home,
for there is no person more dear to
one than mother, and all the soys and
girls ghould be kind to her

— e e

HIS WISH,

“l am very sorry that I did not get
acquainted with you until 1 had be-
come a widower,” sald a gallant major
to his second wife, with whom he does
not live very happily,

“What do you mean by that? asked
the parttier of his joys,

‘““Nothing, except that 1 had mueh
rather that you had " been my first
wife,” replied thie fond husband, care.
lessly,

“Why do you
your first wife 7

‘“‘Becanse some other woman would
be my present wife.”

phoivbeimieiisons>-- SO

POOR HUBBY,

A bad tempered woman was betng
or ined. Her husb obrious
Iy the weaker vessel, listened sheep
ishly.

The opposing counsel a cor.
tain qunestion rather urgontly, and she
sald, angrily: “You neednt try to

wish that I had been

fore.”
The barrister said: “Madam, I have

cateh me. You tried that omee be|but
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Farmer Brown's Boy was
pleased. Bvery house he Mm

in the Old Orchard had been taken
possession of. He
deal of gime bullding those houses,
All through the wi he had worked
on“thm. LYou see,
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Boxer Tem;t;
mWoof Woof

Bear had told Boxer and
Woot Woof to forget
had tickled their noses
Farmer Brown's
house and to keep away from that
part of the Green Forest,
couldn’t forget. Perhaps he didn't want
Auyway, he didn't try very
In fact, instead of forgetting he
thought about it all the time,

“I don’t believe there is any danger
sald he to himself,
ther Bear is a fraidy.
that

are, Anyway, 1 hute to give up a good
thing without at least trying for it.”

The next day he watcned until
Mother Bear was 9ome distance away
digging for roote. Then he shuffled
over beside his sister, Woof Wool,
| Woof Woof was trying to dig out a
root, “1An tired of roots; aren't you 7"
| whispered Doxer,

‘“Phey would be all right if it wasn't
such hard work getting them. My
toes are all soré f(rom digging, ana
when 1 get a little root it isn't big!
enough for more thau a bite,' com-
plained Woofl Woof,

“Don't you think Mother Bear is
silly 7 whispered Boxer:

“About what " usked Woof Woof,

Jjust ag if she didn't know,

two-legged creatures
called men,” replied Boxer,
I dont' belleve they are aanger-

8

tolks are apt to be timid. Anyway, 1
don't velieve in being afraid until 1
see something to be afraid of, Do
you 7"

“No-0," replied Woof Woof, slowly.
“Then 1 tell you what let's do.
80 back where we found that delicious
look around,
do any harm to look around., Perhaps
we can find out if there really is any

Woot Woof shook her head. “Mother
Dlear told us to keep away from that
part of the Green (Forest,” she remind-

Boxer.
“gle needn't know anything about
it, and what she doesnt’ know won't
retorted Boxer,
big enough now to take care of our-
selves, and if we are ever golng to do
80 it is time we began.

"

. Woof Woof hesitated. She, too, had
been unable to forget that delicrods
gmell, and even now when she thought
of it her mouth watered.
“Come on,” urged Boxer.
Bear I8 out of sight and she won%
know anything about it
Woof hesitated a moment
Then the memory of that
delicious smell was too much for her
“All right,” said she.

Twins In A Storm

By Genevieve Maxwell, Member of
ihe Children's Corner.

Onee upon a time there lived a man
with his wite and two twin chiMiren.
Their names were Bernard and Beat-
rice. They were seven years old.

It was in December and was cald
One day they wanted some
groceries from the store and their
father was nat very well that day.
children said they would go,

I
1 don't believe
those two-legged creatures are half as
dangerous as Mother Bear thinks they

they
replied Woof Wool.
“Kven mothers may be mistaken in
some things,” sald Boger. “They don't
Probably she was

snapped Wool

“Yes you are,” retorted Boxer,
don't dare go over there with me.”
too,” declared Woof Woof.
“I'm no more afraid than you are.”
replied Boxer.
“We'll go over there and just look
around and then come straight back.
There won't be any harm in doing

that delicious
sugar

But Boxer

“Mo-
didn’t get any

‘For my

are,

and
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Our Bediigl_e Story

Uncle Wiggily Longears and Jackie's
Fast Run.

Now, this {sn't a bageball story,
though you might think so from the
name of #, But it is hardly time for
baseball, except maybe down South
where it is quite warm. And, any-
how, this wouldn't be a baseball story,
even if it was Summer.
No this {8 a story about a long, fast
run that Jackie Bow Wow, the litle
puppy dog, took one day and-—-—
But, there! Lot me begin at the
beginning,
One day when Uncle Wiggily was
hopping past the keunel! house where
Jackie and Petie Bow Wow, the two
puppy dog boys, lived, the bunny gen-
tleman saw Mrs. Bow Wow, the dog
lady, out in the front yard.
“I'm feeling very fine, indeed,” was
the answer. “And how are you, Uncle
Wiggilly
“Oh, much better,’ answered the
rabbit gentlemun. “My rheumatiam
hardly hurte at all today. If Jackie
or Peetie happened to be around Id
run a little race with them."

“Jackie has gone to the store,” said
Mrs. Bow Wow. “And to tell you the

{truth, 1 am beginning to get worried

about him.”
“Why?' Uncle
know.

“Because he has been gone so
long," answered Mrs. Bow Wow. “And
Percival, our police dpg, you know,
was telling me he had seen the Fug
zy Fox and the Woozie Wolt in the
woods only yesterday., I'm afraid
something may have happened to
Jackie,”

“Oh, don't say that!” exclaimed Un-
cle Wiggily. “Now don't worry any
more, my dear Mrs. Bow Wow., [I'll
hop along and sce if 1 can't find your
little puppy boy. 11l bring him safely
home!""

Mrs. Bow Wow said that was very
kind, and off hopped the bunny. Along
through the woods he went, lookiug
this way and that for Jackie, but he
couldn’t even hear the little puppy
dog much lesg #ce him. Uncle Wig-

Wiggily wanted to

|gily asked of the birds, but they had

not seen Jackie

Finally, just when Mr. Longears
was himself getting worried, he heard
a nolse in the bus , and then a bark
and next he suw Jackie coming along
a8 fast as he could run.

“Jackie! Jackie! What's the mat
ter?" called the bunny.

“Run along Uncle Wiggily; Run
along!"” barked Jackie. “Something
terrible is chasing me! Don't stand

there or it may get you. Run along
now and you'll have a head start!
Run! Don't wait for me to catch up
to you! Run!

80 Uncle Wiggily kicked wup his
hind legs and ran along the path just
ahead of Jackie. ‘The bunny could
hear the doggie boy coming along be-
hind him, and back of Jackie was =
banging, tapping nolse as if some
strange animal was leaping along us
fast as he could leap.

Oh, that must be the Skeezicks or
the Pipsiewah after Jackie!” thought
Uncle Wiggily. “It's a good thing I
started to run in time, or he might
have caught me also!”

Faster and faster hopped the bunny,
just managing ¢t0o keep ahead of
Jackie, And along came the doggle
boy, barking and howling. And be-
hind the doggle boy came something—
Uncle Wiggily didn't dare stop long
enough to turn around and see what
it was, Bat it was something bound-
inz and bumping and leaping along.

“l guess it's some bad animal try-
fog to get Jackie to nibble his ear,”
thought the bunny, “And if it catches
Jackie it will want me next. Oh, this
s dreadful ” )

Fuster and faster ran Unele Wig
@lly. Faster and faster ran Jackie.
The little puppy dog boy was begin-
ning to get tired for he had run a
long distance. Bat still that terrible
“something’’’ was chasing him.

At last the bunny came to a place
where one path branched off from an-
other like the wide part of the letter
Y. The left road led to the deev,
dark woods, and the right to Uncle
Wiggilys bungalow.

‘Follow me, Jackie! Take the right
road!” cried Mr. Longears.

turned to the left. And as he soon

see what was chasing the lttle dog.

“Stop running, Jackie!
You have mnothing to fear!

“|There jen't any animal after you!

your long, dast run!” 2
Jackie.
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But, by mistake, the puppy chap!

o And what Uncle Wigglly saw made
him eall outs
Stop ran-

“But there is something after me,”
howled “f ean heer ii right
behind me and sometimes it ssems to

Boxer and Woof
Woof Awake

Mother Bear and the _halfgrown
cubs, Boxer and Woot Woof, had
spent a very comfortable winter iu
their den under a great windfall deep
in the Green Forest. They had known
nothing about the great ice storm.
They had known nothing of the coid
ang the smow. Ypu see, they had
been asleep. They had slept all those
weeks without once waking up. Sleep-
ing all three together, that way they
had been warmer and even more com-
fortable than if each had boen sleep-
ing aloné. Boxer and Wof Wool
didn't know it, but this was the last
winter that they would sleep together.

Shortly after Old Mother Natiure
started ghe sap to running wup the
maple trees she must have whispered
fu the ears of Mother Bear and the
ocubs that spring was coming Any-
way, they awoke early one morning.
Mother Bear awoke first. For a long
time she lay there trying to make
up her mind whether or not to gét
up and go and see what the weather
was like outside. She was a little
stift from her long sleep, and so she
slowly stretched first one leg and
then another to get the stiffness out
of them. This awoke the cubs and
|they did lkewise. Finally Mother
[ Bear decided to look outside.
| Now the cubs had no intention of
being left behind. They promptly
scrambled to their feet and followed
her out. There was still some snow
in the Green Forest, but there were
places which were bare. Down along
the Laughing Brook the brown and
green hoods of the skunk cabbage
were already showing. All about
were signs of spring.

Now you would suppose that those
Bears would have thought of their
stomachs the very first thing. Not a
thing had they had to eat since they
went to sleep at the beginning of the
winter. But they didn’'t think of
thelr stomachs. No, sir, they didn't
think of their stomachs at all. The
truth is they were not hungry. They
had taken pains to get fat in the fall
when the beech-nuts and acorns were
plentiful, and now they were just
about as fat as when they had gone to
sleep. The lean tiéme would come
later.

Mother Bear yawned and stretehed
and then shuffied off for a' look
around. Boxer and Woof Woof, who
all their lives had done just what Mo-
ther Bear did, yawned and stretchied
and shuffled along after her. They
didn't go far. In the first place, the
soles of their feet were tender. You
know, they had not used them for a
jong time. Then, too, they were not
fully awake. 8o, after a short walk
they returned to the great windfall
and went back to their bed.

The next day they did the same
thing over again, but this time they
went on a little further. So it went
on the next day and the day follow-
ing. HBach day they remained out a
|1ittle longer. They nibbled at some
|{tender young twigs. You see, they
were fist beginning to feel humgry.

Sammy Jay discovered them and
at once passed the word all through
the Green Forest that Mother Bear
and the twins were awake. When
Whitefoot, the Wood Mouse, over in
his home in a tall, dead-stump, heard
the néws he shivered a little  and
hoped with all his might that thowe
Bears would not come over where he
was. He knew that if they did they
would be pretty sure to try to pull
over that old stump to see if there
was anyone in it. Little as a Wood
Mouse is, a hungry Bear will go (0 a
lot of troubie to catch him.

R e

A PET CROW

By Grace Fenwick, Member of The
Children’s Corner,

ivery fond. It was given to me by my
'uncle. He got it when it was w

young, before it was all feathered out.
1 fed it worms and crumbs, and it
grew very fast and soon was able to
fly. I called it “Dick,” and soon n
learned its name. When I wanted it
1 had only to eall, “Diek” and it would
|answer by & “caw” and fly to me as
|fast as it could. = Very often it would
take a bath in some small pond of
water and when it came out of the
water it would be just dripping. It
would then run its bill through its
feathers and in a short time it would
be dry.

head. When
frightened it, it would fly to some of
us for When it first saw

1 once had a pet crow, of which I was w

During the summer. its fave Q

fore. It was the inside that was dif-
ferent.

“Son,” said - Farmer Brown, “It
sSeems t0 me you are wasting a lot
of time on those houses. I don’t see
any sense in-taking so much pains
with a birdhouse. Amy kind of a
water-elght box with a hole in it will
do. The birds seemed very well sat-
isfied with the houses you put up last
year. What is this new-tangled no-
tionot yours?"

Farmer Brown’s Boy grinned. “I
used to think just that way myseld,”
sald he. “But last summer I watched
tho birds in those old houses and 1
knew that something was wrong.
They used them because they ocould
fing mothing better, If we had not
trimmed off all the dead limbs of the
trees and filled up all the holes in
the trunks some of those birds would
have used theé old Woodpecker holes
and wouldn't have looked twice at
those houses. .1 watched Mrs. Blue-
bird last summer. Every once in
& while she would come to the door|
and gasp for breath. It was hot in-
side that house. 1 saw Mrs. Skim-
mer the Swallow do the same thing.
Have you ever seen a bind nestling in
a hole in a tree do that?™

“No, can't say | ever have,”
pled Farmer Brown, looking
much interested.

“Of course you haven't, and you
never will,” replled Farmer Browa's
Boy. “Drummer the Wosdpatker|
chooses dead wood in which to cut
cut his nesting hole. It is ruther
soft on the inside. He leaves thick
walls., iIn hot weather it never gets
tou hot inside. Those thick wadls
keep out the heat and that soft inner
wood never gets thoroughly dried out.
But & box is usually of thin wood and
it is thoroughly dry. The heat goes
right through it. it muet be dread-
fully hot- inside some of those old bird-
l;)uues when the weather is hot and

Y.

“I'm trying an experiment. I am
making an inside nesting chamber as
nearly like the inside of a Wood-
pecker’'s hole as 1 can. Around it
I am leaving an air space between it
and the owtside walls. You will no-|
tice that I have left tiny cracks for!
the air to come through. 1 have an,
fdea that these houses are going wl
be cool and comfortable, no matter!
how hot the weather gets. I mav be
wrong, but I am pretty sure 1 am not,
I don’t belleve any bird using onse cf!
these houses will ever have to come!
to the entrance to gasp for breath. |

“Do you remember that last yeur!
we found that one family of Mrs. !
Bluebird's had been killed by lice?”’
Farmer Brown nodded. “

“Well,” comtinued Farmer Hrown's
Boy, “I never have found lice in a
nest built in a Woodpecker's hcle.
The hotter and dryer. a place is the
better it suits lice. I doat belleve
they dre going to like thess new
houses.”

re-
very

“Perhaps you are right, son,” re-
plied Farmer Brown. “I never had
thought of those things bef.re. 1
wonder how the birds will lake to
these new houses?"

The Roval
Bluebottles

One very warm summer day the
Fairy Queen could not go to sleep. She
must have her nap to be able to do
her work Lyt night, for there was
much to be’done. So she called her
fairies and told them to go out
throngh the woods and get the fifes
that made the sleepy buzzing sound
around the flowers and shirubs and
bring them to her castle,

Awsny went the fairies and with bri-
dles made from strands of cobwebs
they caught the drowsy flles as they
buszed about and brought them back
to the castle of the queen. =

There they were all put in a room
next to the Queen’s and because they
ere prisoners they buzzed louder than
ever untfl the Queen

sleep.

The Queen was so pleased becaus
she had her nap that she decided tha
when the cold days came she would
give all the flles'a home and care for
them through the long, cold winter.

8o instead of growing cold and stu.
pid when the summer was over, the
flies were carried to the Fatry
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had spent a great | &80l

|apple pie out of earrots,

nele Wiggily hopped into the ki
chen of the hollow ‘stump bungalow
one ?::nlu, smelling-very strongly ot

h . &
- “It must be that you are geing out
in your auto today,” sald Nurge Jane
Fuzzy Wuzzy, who was making an

“Yes, I am going for & bit of & ride
and to look for an adventure,”
swered Mr. Longears, “Wouldn't you
like to come with me, Miss Fuszy
Wuzay 7

“Oh, thank you just the same, but
I haven't time,” was the muskrat lady’s
answer, “After I bake this cherry pie
out of turnips I must wash the beds
and make up the dishes. Oh, I don't
mean that exactly; but I've\baked wns
chocolate pudding out of the left-over
fce- cream sauce I'm going to wasa

the face of the clock—

‘I guess 1'd better hurry along before
you become any more fussed up!“
laughed Uncle Wigglly, as he hopped
out of where his automoblle was taking
a drink of water which Bully No Tail, -
the Frog Boy, was pouring into it from
a milk bottle,

Then Nurse Jane finished mending
the holes in the rice pndding, and put
it to leep with the gold fish, while
Uncle Wiggily went adventuring.

The bunny gentlemdli was riding
slowly along, so he wouldn't run over
any slow-moving mud turtle ladies or
gentlemen, when ,all of a sudden,
Uncle. Wiggily drew near the shore o
a little pond, and he heard someon
whistling, while a voice said:

“Whistle harder, Billie ! Whistle as
hard as you can, and maybe the wind
will blow us across the water so we
won't be late for school !"

Uncle Wiggily stopped his machine
and looked. On a little boat in the
pond, close to shore, were Johnnie and
Billle ' Bushietail the two squirresl
But the boat was not moving.

“What's the matter 7" asked Uncle
Wigglly.

“Oh, we. started to sail across the
pond to get to the hollow stump
school,” chattered Billie; “but, all of &
sudden, the wind died out, and there
isn’'t enough breeze to blow us. I was
just whistling, for I have heard it said
that is what sailors do when they
want a wind."”

*“Well, that may help some, but X
think I have a better way,” chuckled
Uncle Wiggily, as he twinkled his pink
nose.

“What s it ?” Billle asked.

“Well, I'll let out some of the aff
from the bologna sausage tires of my
auto,” sald the bunny. “Tll bring my
car close down to the shore, let out
gome of the air, which will blow on the
sail of your boat and then you'll get
across the pond and can run to school.””

“Oh, that'will be fine !” chattered
Johnnie.

Uncle Wiggily unscrewed the eap
the air valve of his suto tire. Out
rushed the compressed air, with a hiss \.
like that of a big snake. The sail ot
the squirrel boys’ boat shook and
trembled, and then swelled out as the
tire| breeze blew it, and soon Johnnie
and’ Billle were safe in the hollow
stump schéol of Tie lady mouse
teachers.

“Well, 'm glad Icould do the squir-
rel boys one good little turn,” thought
the bunny, as he pumped more air in
his tire so it wounldn’t be flat. Then he

what his next adventure
when all of a sudden ,a little angle
worm boy crawied across the road In
front of the rabbit jan, rafsed
himself up in the air as faras he cduld,
and eried:“Stop !"

“Are you a traffic policeman?” asked

“but my friend the Lady Cow is stuck
over in the boggy swamp and she can't
get out 1"

“How do you mean stack T” asked
Uncle Wiggily.

“Stuck in the mud,” amswered the
angle worm boy. “She waded out
far in the swamp to get a drink and
her legs sank away down in the mud,
and now she can’t pull them out.
is mooing for help. If you Hsten
can hear her.” /

“Uncle Wiggily listened and
enough, he heard:

“Moo! Moo! Moool”

“I must help the Lady Cow,” said the

. “Where is she 1™

“If you'll take me up fn your
we'll get there more quickly,” said the
angle worm. Though it isn’t far from

§

here, it takes me a good while to craw}
the distance. as I am a bit slow.”

So Uncle Wigglly kindly Hfted the
angle worm up on the front seat be-
side him and together they rode to
]whem the Lady Cow was caught in the

gwampy bog.

“Moo! Moo! Help! help!™ she

“I'll help you,' said Uncle Wigsily,
“I'll tie'something to you and fasten
the other end to the awto, which I wint
keep on the firm, hard £Mund and
soon FU pull you out” The bunny
borrowed a clothesMiie froni Amst Let-

i

the back of the ocar
Mrs, Moo Moo out of the bog, and
wns very thankful

today, sc I'll
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