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--eE west wind shook the grass-blade on which the nearest moonbeam. He had ridden quite a long way before
Red Feather was sitting. There sounded a murmur hie met anybody, then hie nearly rode into the Late Bat, who
as of far-off waters tumbling on a shore of dreams, was huring home.
and the West Wind spoke. "Isethi. the road to the sea? " he asked politely.

"Oh! drowsy littie Red Feather, why do you " Not much 1" said the Late Bat, rather rudely, "if you follow
waeyour time rocking here, low down in the it far enough, you will hit the moon; you've taken a wrong

meadow grass, when ail the wide world is callîng. turning somewhere, you ought to be much lower dlown!1
Don't youl waflt to glide with the birds, and run wjth the field- So Red Feather turned Gil ing eta on n hurrîed back,
mice, an climb with the brown squirrels? What is the use of rather disappointed. But it was ail downhill, fortunately, and'
setting a bright red feather in your cap when neyer a soul can set- before very long, hie could hear the wind singing to the tree-tops;
it? Listen to me, little Red Feather, white 1 ing you the Song of hie woke up a spider who was sleeping?,on a larch stem, and asked :
the sea! Which road shall I take to these? and the spider, who was

And the West Wind sang the Atlantic song. He sang it right angry at being awakened, said, very roughly: "Go away, go
through, and there are a hundred and fourteen verses-no less! away, you are madi, you red-feathered clown. The sea is long
He sang of the wild water and the smooth, of the wheeling, crying miles fromn here, and what would you do if you found it?" But
guils, of the seaweed and the pebbles and the shelîs, and the shîps already Gliding Petal's hoofs were tap-tapping through the dead
and their pathways-the silver rond running out to the moon, beech-leaves of Iast year, as hie travelled westward t rough the
and the golden traclc leading to sunset; and Red Feather listened wood. In the doorway of bis house a little red squirrel lay dozing.
spell-bound, tapping time upon the grass-blade with bis fairy Every squirrel is a fairy's friend, so Red Feather touched him on
foot, for like ail the little people, lie was passionately fond of the shoulder, " Witt you tell me, Sir Squirrel, if this ie the way
music, and the West Wind was singing himi a new song. to the sea?"

Slowly the music faded and died and the West Wind tucked bis " First turning to the right and go on tilt yoru're tired; but it's a
harp under his arm and said: very long way, said the squirrel, " at least, the West Wînd told

wiThey are waiting for me in the East, and I have a love-tryst me so
ith the morning star. Good-niht, ittle Red Feather! "
And the fairy slipped ownfrom bis grass-bladc, and curled ED FEATHER felt a little jealous that the West Win<I had

himself up under a clover-leaf and slept on the edge of the RNi-een telling other people, but lie aiso felt proud because lie
moonight, and the tumbling tides madie music in bis dream. was going to the sea and the squirrel wasn't. So he drew himself

He woke early and washed bis face in the morning dew. l'le up a little haughtily and said: 1I shahl be there in the morningi
blue-belîs were ringing ail round him, but he shook bis head rather Good-ni lit"
sadly, for the finer sea-music was still in his ears. Then %e rode on for many hours tilt even the tireiess Glidin

"Good-morning, Little Red Feather!" It was the West Wind Petai began to droop bis head and stumble in the leaves. Th e
oing back. Of course, wise People would have called himn the was a grey light in the East when hie met the Water Rat, who is
eat Wind now, but wise ppe are very often quite wrong, and, the wisest of ail the meadow creatures, who live by their wits.

of course, hie was still the Wet lind, though he was going home. The Water Rat listened to bis story with head on one side, then
"Wby don't you bid a good-bye to the heather? he dropped the stalk he was nibbling, and said : ;

Why on' yo clmb rom he ap f te la? It is a very long way to the sea; you wili be very frightened
Why on' yousadle yur oný,RedFeaterwhen you get there; you will have no friends, and the foam

AWhy don't you raddle ourpne etherse fainies are very fierce and dislike strangers. You had better turn
And hydo'tyunidtothset

The grey Vul's abroad wth a wing to the weather, Red Feather said: "I will not go back, but my pony ie tired,
The spindrîft flies jolly and free, and 1 don't know what to do."
Oh! Why don't you saddle your pony, Red Feather, 'Take the saddle and bridle off your horse," said the Water
And why don't you ride to the sea?' Rat, "and let him go, and then come with me and 1 wil show youi

how to get to the seal1"
JED FEATHER listened intently as the wind's song died in So Red Feather unbuckled the gossamer girths, and let GlidingR the West. Petal go free, and he trotted home to the beechwood. And the
"Why don't you saddle your pony, Red Feather?" Water Rat led his fairy friend through grass tunnels and through

He clîtmbed slowly down f rom hie perch and strolled tait buttercup forests, until the sound o water tinkling over
under *a convenient mushroom, for a light rain hiadt begun to fait~ stones broke upon their cars.
and the fainies always prefer to keep dry if possible. Hie at down Then the Water Rat said, " This ie the river, and every day it
and gazed medit aitivýey, chia on hand, at the raindrops as they passes my door as it goes to the sea. I will find you a boat and Sg
quivered in the gras.you shaîl sait to the sea without any trouble, and much uicker

"The grey gull's abroad with a wing to the weather," ,,tînGhding Petal could carry y ou; but 1 think you are very
1 think I would hike- to see a grey, guil , " thought the fairy, "and foolish to go, and you will meet danger when you meet the Foam

what's a 'spindrift,' 1. Wonder. muet ask the West Wînd when Faines!" y
he cornes back, but he is alwaiin such a hurry. 1 neyer knew But Red Feather said lie would go; so the Water Rat nibbled
him to staso long as hie did ast aight. What a beautiful song an inch of bark from the birch tree and put bis friend upon it
that wasl Vest Imueýt certainly see thesea!" and shovedi it out into the stream, and Red Feather whirled away,

' 'Why don't you saddle your pony, Red Feather?" . .. westward)n his tiny boat.
He looked across to the open space wherle -lidinq Petal tugged And this i: the song that the river sang as it rocked the fairy

ht is picket-rope, sle n spun byth spiders, and lie said: shalloponisbet-
1I will ride to-night, this very inight as soon as the moonbeams Where the foam-white crests are falling

corne out of the purple; to-night,I1 will ride to the sea!" On the golden sands in glee,
And though the West W'ind was far out of hearin, e sana Where the wildfowl gather, caling,

soag that camne into his beach, and he shouted it so loudly,t t There'e a home for you and me;
the mushroomn rafters rang and the bluebell chimes were dumb. Far beyond ail bond and tether;,

o' Tired amn 1 of rocking ini the heath-bells and the grasses, Where the four winde meet together
Tired arn I of dancing in the starlit woodland rings i AdThe aWoetfonr u edFhethee,
Had I only haif the freedomn of the West Wind as he. passes lhrea ho ieme of th, ed ea hr
And only half the speed and haîf the splendor of his winIasedeam o hesa
I wouid fltter down the moonbeams to the sea of whichh e singal When the skies are dark and leaden,

'tird a 1 o eny whn te bildig brds i oerWben the raîn drives homne the bee,
Tired amn 1 of eonvyn when the budngbirs goly o, Inyour Woods the eaves shaîl redden,

Tire arnI o loain~ henthe usy eesObyFron your fields the bloomn shaîl fiee;
Tired arn I of dreaming and of drowsing in la the wild October weather

the coyer, Broken boughe are grief to gather
0f the grasses round about me and the patch At the foot of every tree,

of smmersky;But the foam jes white, Red Feather,
Ha teN.'et?ýin ueqeI Wonder, In the gardens of the oea!how so very tired arn I?


