
Chapter Twentv-Siv
from the fields and their drink is a sip of water fromsome n^xmang brook. If I could not be'a Sea^ ot-

The gray dove had listened carefully to this sneeehand seemed to find comfort in it, for it hushed Tts

ZT'h-y ^""^^ *'^" *^^ '^- Goodman dTscovere.Cay^s dashpan, which was on the ground quiteIlr

care to own it. Whoever fashioned it of gold andcovered It with diamonds did not add to its usefl^^snor do I consider it as beautiful as the bright SlnJof tin one usually sees. No yeUow color is evS sohandsome as the silver sheen of tin," and he t^edto look at his tin legs and body with approval
I cannot qmte agree with you there," replied theScarecrow "My straw stuffing has a lighf;elllwcolor, and it is not only pretty to look at but it crSkLImost delightfully when I move."

'^rurnaes

"Let us admit that all colors are good in theirSW T;"
'"' *'^ ''^ Woodman,'who Tas toofand-hearted to quarrel; "but you must agree withme that a dishpan that is yellow is unnaturS mlt
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