


1

Rootabaga Sto ries



2

Also Avail able from Luther an Li brary.org

The Cats’ Ara bian Nights by Abby Mor ton Diaz
Tales from Cat land for Lit tle Kit tens by An Old Tabby by Tabitha Gri malkin



3

About The Lutheran Li brary

The Lutheran Li brary is a non-profit pub lisher of good Chris tian books. All are avail able in
a va ri ety of for mats for use by any one for free or at very lit tle cost. There are never any li cens- 
ing fees.

We are Bible be liev ing Chris tians who sub scribe whole heart edly to the Augs burg Con fes- 
sion as an ac cu rate sum mary of Scrip ture, the chief ar ti cle of which is Jus ti fi ca tion by Faith.
Our pur pose is to make avail able solid and en cour ag ing ma te rial to strengthen be liev ers in
Christ.

Prayers are re quested for the next gen er a tion, that the Lord will plant in them a love of the
truth, such that the hard-learned lessons of the past will not be for got ten.

Please let oth ers know of these books and this com pletely vol un teer en deavor. May God
bless you and keep you, help you, de fend you, and lead you to know the depths of His kind ness
and love.



4

Rootabaga Sto ries

By Carl Sand burg
AU THOR OF “SLABS OF THE SUN BURNT WEST,” “SMOKE AND STEEL,” “CHICAGO

PO EMS,” “CORN HUSKERS”

Il lus tra tions and dec o ra tions by Maud and Miska Pe ter sham

New York
HAR COURT, BRACE AND COM PANY

© 1922 / 2020
(CC BY 4.0)

Luther an Li brary.org

http://www.lutheranlibrary.org/


5

Ded i ca tion

To
Spink and Sk a bootch



6

Con tents

Also Avail able from Luther an Li brary.org
About The Lutheran Li brary
Ded i ca tion
Con tents
Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]
Rootabaga Sto ries
1. Three Sto ries About the Find ing of the Zigzag Rail road, the Pigs with
Bibs On, the Cir cus Clown Ovens, the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions, the
Vil lage of Cream Puffs.

How They Broke Away to Go to the Rootabaga Coun try
How They Bring Back the Vil lage of Cream Puffs When the Wind
Blows It Away
How the Five Rusty Rats Helped Find a New Vil lage

2. Five Sto ries About the Potato Face Blind Man
The Potato Face Blind Man Who Lost the Di a mond Rab bit on His
Gold Ac cor dion
How the Potato Face Blind Man En joyed Him self on a Fine Spring
Morn ing
Poker Face the Ba boon and Hot Dog the Tiger
The To bog gan-to-the-Moon Dream of the Potato Face Blind Man
How Gimme the Ax Found Out About the Zigzag Rail road and Who
Made It Zigzag

3. Three Sto ries About the Gold Buck skin Whincher
The Story of Blixie Bim ber and the Power of the Gold Buck skin
Whincher
The Story of Ja son Squiff and Why He Had a Pop corn Hat, Pop corn
Mit tens and Pop corn Shoes
The Story of Rags Habakuk, the Two Blue Rats, and the Cir cus Man
Who Came with Spot Cash Money



7

4. Four Sto ries About the Deep Doom of Dark Door ways
The Wed ding Pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle and
Who Was in It
How the Hat Ashes Shovel Helped Snoo Foo
Three Boys With Jugs of Mo lasses and Se cret Am bi tions
How Bimbo the Snip’s Thumb Stuck to His Nose When the Wind
Changed

5. Three Sto ries About Three Ways the Wind Went Wind ing
The Two Sky scrapers Who De cided to Have a Child
The Dol lar Watch and the Five Jack Rab bits
The Wooden In dian and the Shaghorn Buf falo

6. Four Sto ries About Dear, Dear Eyes
The White Horse Girl and the Blue Wind Boy
What Six Girls with Bal loons Told the Gray Man on Horse back
How Henry Hag gly hoagly Played the Gui tar with His Mit tens On
Never Kick a Slip per at the Moon

7. One Story—“Only the Fire-Born Un der stand Blue”
Sand Flat Shad ows

8. Two Sto ries About Corn Fairies, Blue Foxes, Flong boos and Hap pen- 
ings That Hap pened in the United States and Canada

How to Tell Corn Fairies If You See ’Em
How the An i mals Lost Their Tails and Got Them Back Trav el ing From
Phil a del phia to Medicine Hat

Rootabaga Pi geons
1. Two Sto ries Told by the Potato Face Blind Man.

The Sky scraper to the Moon and How the Green Rat with the Rheuma- 
tism Ran a Thou sand Miles Twice
Slip foot and How He Nearly Al ways Never Gets What He Goes Af ter

2. Two Sto ries About Bugs and Eggs.
Many, Many Wed dings in One Cor ner House
Shush Shush, the Big Buff Banty Hen Who Laid an Egg in the Post- 
mas ter’s Hat

3. Five Sto ries About Ha track the Horse, Six Pi geons, Three Wild Baby- 
lo nian Ba boons, Six Um brel las, Bozo the But ton Buster.

How Rag bag Mammy Kept Her Se cret While the Wind Blew Away
the Vil lage of Hat Pins



8

How Six Pi geons Came Back to Ha track the Horse Af ter Many Ac ci- 
dents and Six Tele grams
How the Three Wild Baby lo nian Ba boons Went Away in the Rain Eat- 
ing Bread and But ter
How Six Um brel las Took Off Their Straw Hats to Show Re spect to the
One Big Um brella
How Bozo the But ton Buster Busted All His But tons When a Mouse
Came

4. Two Sto ries About Four Boys Who Had Dif fer ent Dreams.
How Googler and Gag gler, the Two Christ mas Ba bies, Came Home
with Mon key Wrenches
How Johnny the Wham Sleeps in Money All the Time and Joe the
Wimp Shines and Sees Things

5. Two Sto ries Told by the Potato Face Blind Man About Two Girls with
Red Hearts.

How Deep Red Roses Goes Back and Forth Be tween the Clock and
the Look ing Glass
How Pink Pe ony Sent Spuds, the Ballplayer, Up to Pick Four Moons

6. Three Sto ries About Moon light, Pi geons, Bees, Egypt, Jesse James,
Span ish Onions, the Queen of the Cracked Heads, the King of the Pa per
Sacks.

How Dippy the Wisp and Slip Me Liz Came in the Moon shine Where
the Potato Face Blind Man Sat with His Ac cor dion
How Hot Bal loons and His Pi geon Daugh ters Crossed Over into the
Rootabaga Coun try
How Two Sweet heart Dip pies Sat in the Moon light on a Lum ber Yard
Fence and Heard About the Soon ers and the Boomers

7. Two Sto ries Out of the Tall Grass.
The Haystack Cricket and How Things Are Dif fer ent Up in the Moon
Towns
Why the Big Ball Game Be tween Hot Grounders and the Grand
Standers Was a Hot Game

8. Two Sto ries Out of Ok la homa and Ne braska.
The Huck abuck Fam ily and How They Raised Pop Corn in Ne braska
and Quit and Came Back
Yang Yang and Hoo Hoo, or the Song of the Left Foot of the Shadow
of the Goose in Ok la homa



9

9. One Story About Big Peo ple Now and Lit tle Peo ple Long Ago.
How a Sky scraper and a Rail road Train Got Picked Up and Car ried
Away from Pig’s Eye Val ley Far in the Pickax Moun tains

10. Three Sto ries About the Let ter X and How It Got into the Al pha bet.
Pig Wisps
Kiss Me

Copy right No tice



10

Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

Pig Wisps and Shovel Ears, Bal loon Pick ers and Baked Clowns, Whit- 
son Whim ble and the Potato Face Blind Man are some of the peo ple found
in Rootabaga County. You can get there with “a ticket to ride where the rail- 
road tracks run off into the sky and never come back… as far away as the
rail road rails go and then forty ways far ther yet.” Carl Sand burg wrote these
sto ries for his daugh ters “Spink”, “Sk a bootch” and “Swipes”. If you watch
care fully you just might find them in some of these tales.

 
CARL SAND BURG (1878-1967) won two Pulitzer Prizes for his po etry and

one for his mas ter ful bi og ra phy of Abra ham Lin coln. Dur ing his life time,
Sand burg was widely re garded as “a ma jor fig ure in con tem po rary lit er a- 
ture”, es pe cially for vol umes of his col lected verse, in clud ing Chicago Po- 
ems (1916), Corn huskers (1918), and Smoke and Steel (1920). He en joyed
“un ri valed ap peal as a poet in his day, per haps be cause the breadth of his
ex pe ri ences con nected him with so many strands of Amer i can life”, and at
his death in 1967, Pres i dent Lyn don B. John son ob served that “Carl Sand- 
burg was more than the voice of Amer ica, more than the poet of its strength
and ge nius. He was Amer ica.” [All from Wikipedia]

 
The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes

good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]
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Please have pa tience with us when you come across ty pos. Over time we
are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If you would like to
send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure they are cor rected.
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1. Three Sto ries About the Find‐ 
ing of the Zigzag Rail road, the
Pigs with Bibs On, the Cir cus
Clown Ovens, the Vil lage of

Liver-and-Onions, the Vil lage of
Cream Puffs.

PEO PLE:

GIMME THE AX

PLEASE GIMME

AX ME NO QUES TIONS

THE TICKET AGENT

WING TIP THE SPICK

THE FOUR UN CLES

THE RAT IN A BLIZ ZARD

THE FIVE RUSTY RATS

MORE PEO PLE:

BAL LOON PICK ERS
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BAKED CLOWNS

POLKA DOT PIGS

How They Broke Away to Go to the
Rootabaga Coun try

Gimme the Ax lived in a house where ev ery thing is the same as it al- 
ways was.

“The chim ney sits on top of the house and lets the smoke out,” said
Gimme the Ax. “The door knobs open the doors. The win dows are al ways
ei ther open or shut. We are al ways ei ther up stairs or down stairs in this
house. Ev ery thing is the same as it al ways was.”

So he de cided to let his chil dren name them selves.
“The first words they speak as soon as they learn to make words shall be

their names,” he said. “They shall name them selves.”
When the first boy came to the house of Gimme the Ax, he was named

Please Gimme. When the first girl came she was named Ax Me No Ques- 
tions.

And both of the chil dren had the shad ows of val leys by night in their
eyes and the lights of early morn ing, when the sun is com ing up, on their
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fore heads.
And the hair on top of their heads was a dark wild grass. And they loved

to turn the door knobs, open the doors, and run out to have the wind comb
their hair and touch their eyes and put its six soft fin gers on their fore heads.

And then be cause no more boys came and no more girls came, Gimme
the Ax said to him self, “My first boy is my last and my last girl is my first
and they picked their names them selves.”

Please Gimme grew up and his ears got longer. Ax Me No Ques tions
grew up and her ears got longer. And they kept on liv ing in the house where
ev ery thing is the same as it al ways was. They learned to say just as their fa- 
ther said, “The chim ney sits on top of the house and lets the smoke out, the
door knobs open the doors, the win dows are al ways ei ther open or shut, we
are al ways ei ther up stairs or down stairs—ev ery thing is the same as it al- 
ways was.”

Af ter a while they be gan ask ing each other in the cool of the evening af- 
ter they had eggs for break fast in the morn ing, “Who’s who? How much?
And what’s the an swer?”

“It is too much to be too long any where,” said the tough old man,
Gimme the Ax.

And Please Gimme and Ax Me No Ques tions, the tough son and the
tough daugh ter of Gimme the Ax, an swered their fa ther, “It is too much to
be too long any where.”

So they sold ev ery thing they had, pigs, pas tures, pep per pick ers, pitch- 
forks, ev ery thing ex cept their rag bags and a few ex tras.

When their neigh bors saw them sell ing ev ery thing they had, the dif fer ent
neigh bors said, “They are go ing to Kan sas, to Kokomo, to Canada, to
Kanka kee, to Kala ma zoo, to Kam chatka, to the Chat ta hoochee.”

One lit tle snif fer with his eyes half shut and a mit ten on his nose,
laughed in his hat five ways and said, “They are go ing to the moon and
when they get there they will find ev ery thing is the same as it al ways was.”

All the spot cash money he got for sell ing ev ery thing, pigs, pas tures,
pep per pick ers, pitch forks, Gimme the Ax put in a rag bag and slung on his
back like a rag picker go ing home.

Then he took Please Gimme, his old est and youngest and only son, and
Ax Me No Ques tions, his old est and youngest and only daugh ter, and went
to the rail road sta tion.
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The ticket agent was sit ting at the win dow sell ing rail road tick ets the
same as al ways.

“Do you wish a ticket to go away and come back or do you wish a ticket
to go away and never come back?” the ticket agent asked wip ing sleep out
of his eyes.

“We wish a ticket to ride where the rail road tracks run off into the sky
and never come back—send us far as the rail road rails go and then forty
ways far ther yet,” was the re ply of Gimme the Ax.
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“So far? So early? So soon?” asked the ticket agent wip ing more sleep
out his eyes. “Then I will give you a new ticket. It blew in. It is a long slick
yel low leather slab ticket with a blue spanch across it.”

Gimme the Ax thanked the ticket agent once, thanked the ticket agent
twice, and then in stead of thank ing the ticket agent three times he opened
the rag bag and took out all the spot cash money he got for sell ing ev ery- 
thing, pigs, pas tures, pep per pick ers, pitch forks, and paid the spot cash
money to the ticket agent.

Be fore he put it in his pocket he looked once, twice, three times at the
long yel low leather slab ticket with a blue spanch across it.

Then with Please Gimme and Ax Me No Ques tions he got on the rail- 
road train, showed the con duc tor his ticket and they started to ride to where
the rail road tracks run off into the blue sky and then forty ways far ther yet.

The train ran on and on. It came to the place where the rail road tracks
run off into the blue sky. And it ran on and on chick chick-a-chick chick-a-
chick chick-a-chick.

Some times the en gi neer hooted and tooted the whis tle. Some times the
fire man rang the bell. Some times the open-and-shut of the steam hog’s nose
choked and spit pfisty-pfoost, pfisty-pfoost, pfisty-pfoost. But no mat ter
what hap pened to the whis tle and the bell and the steam hog, the train ran
on and on to where the rail road tracks run off into the blue sky. And then it
ran on and on more and more.

Some times Gimme the Ax looked in his pocket, put his fin gers in and
took out the long slick yel low leather slab ticket with a blue spanch across
it. “Not even the Kings of Egypt with all their climb ing camels, and all their
speedy, spot ted, lucky lizards, ever had a ride like this,” he said to his chil- 
dren.

Then some thing hap pened. They met an other train run ning on the same
track. One train was go ing one way. The other was go ing the other way.
They met. They passed each other.

“What was it—what hap pened?” the chil dren asked their fa ther.
“One train went over, the other train went un der,” he an swered. “This is

the Over and Un der coun try. No body gets out of the way of any body else.
They ei ther go over or un der.”

Next they came to the coun try of the bal loon pick ers. Hang ing down
from the sky strung on strings so fine the eye could not see them at first,
was the bal loon crop of that sum mer. The sky was thick with bal loons. Red,
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blue, yel low bal loons, white, pur ple and or ange bal loons—peach, wa ter- 
melon and potato bal loons—rye loaf and wheat loaf bal loons—link sausage
and pork chop bal loons—they floated and filled the sky.

The bal loon pick ers were walk ing on high stilts pick ing bal loons. Each
picker had his own stilts, long or short. For pick ing bal loons near the
ground he had short stilts. If he wanted to pick far and high he walked on a
far and high pair of stilts.

Baby pick ers on baby stilts were pick ing baby bal loons. When they fell
off the stilts the hand ful of bal loons they were hold ing kept them in the air
till they got their feet into the stilts again.

“Who is that away up there in the sky climb ing like a bird in the morn- 
ing?” Ax Me No Ques tions asked her fa ther.

“He was singing too happy,” replied the fa ther. “The songs came out of
his neck and made him so light the bal loons pulled him off his stilts.”

“Will he ever come down again back to his own peo ple?”
“Yes, his heart will get heavy when his songs are all gone. Then he will

drop down to his stilts again.”
The train was run ning on and on. The en gi neer hooted and tooted the

whis tle when he felt like it. The fire man rang the bell when he felt that way.
And some times the open-and-shut of the steam hog had to go pfisty-pfoost,
pfisty-pfoost.

“Next is the coun try where the cir cus clowns come from,” said Gimme
the Ax to his son and daugh ter. “Keep your eyes open.”

They did keep their eyes open. They saw cities with ovens, long and
short ovens, fat stubby ovens, lean lank ovens, all for bak ing ei ther long or
short clowns, or fat and stubby or lean and lank clowns.

Af ter each clown was baked in the oven it was taken out into the sun- 
shine and put up to stand like a big white doll with a red mouth lean ing
against the fence.

Two men came along to each baked clown stand ing still like a doll. One
man threw a bucket of white fire over it. The sec ond man pumped a wind
pump with a liv ing red wind through the red mouth.

The clown rubbed his eyes, opened his mouth, twisted his neck, wig gled
his ears, wrig gled his toes, jumped away from the fence and be gan turn ing
hand springs, cart wheels, som er saults and flipflops in the saw dust ring near
the fence.
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“The next we come to is the Rootabaga Coun try where the big city is the
Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions,” said Gimme the Ax, look ing again in his
pocket to be sure he had the long slick yel low leather slab ticket with a blue
spanch across it.

The train ran on and on till it stopped run ning straight and be gan run ning
in zigzags like one let ter Z put next to an other Z and the next and the next.

The tracks and the rails and the ties and the spikes un der the train all
stopped be ing straight and changed to zigzags like one let ter Z and an other
let ter Z put next af ter the other.

“It seems like we go half way and then back up,” said Ax Me No Ques- 
tions.

“Look out of the win dow and see if the pigs have bibs on,” said Gimme
the Ax. “If the pigs are wear ing bibs then this is the Rootabaga coun try.”

And they looked out of the zigzag ging win dows of the zigzag ging cars
and the first pigs they saw had bibs on. And the next pigs and the next pigs
they saw all had bibs on.

The checker pigs had checker bibs on, the striped pigs had striped bibs
on. And the polka dot pigs had polka dot bibs on.

“Who fixes it for the pigs to have bibs on?” Please Gimme asked his fa- 
ther.

“The fa thers and moth ers fix it,” an swered Gimme the Ax. “The checker
pigs have checker fa thers and moth ers. The striped pigs have striped fa thers
and moth ers. And the polka dot pigs have polka dot fa thers and moth ers.”

And the train went zigzag ging on and on run ning on the tracks and the
rails and the spikes and the ties which were all zigzag like the let ter Z and
the let ter Z.

And af ter a while the train zigzagged on into the Vil lage of Liver-and-
Onions, known as the big gest city in the big, big Rootabaga coun try.

And so if you are go ing to the Rootabaga coun try you will know when
you get there be cause the rail road tracks change from straight to zigzag, the
pigs have bibs on and it is the fa thers and moth ers who fix it.

And if you start to go to that coun try re mem ber first you must sell ev ery- 
thing you have, pigs, pas tures, pep per pick ers, pitch forks, put the spot cash
money in a rag bag and go to the rail road sta tion and ask the ticket agent for
a long slick yel low leather slab ticket with a blue spanch across it.

And you mustn’t be sur prised if the ticket agent wipes sleep from his
eyes and asks, “So far? So early? So soon?”
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How They Bring Back the Vil lage of Cream
Puffs When the Wind Blows It Away

A girl named Wing Tip the Spick came to the Vil lage of Liver-and-
Onions to visit her un cle and her un cle’s un cle on her mother’s side and her
un cle and her un cle’s un cle on her fa ther’s side.

It was the first time the four un cles had a chance to see their lit tle re la- 
tion, their niece. Each one of the four un cles was proud of the blue eyes of
Wing Tip the Spick.

The two un cles on her mother’s side took a long deep look into her blue
eyes and said, “Her eyes are so blue, such a clear light blue, they are the
same as corn flow ers with blue rain drops shin ing and danc ing on sil ver
leaves af ter a sun shower in any of the sum mer months.”

And the two un cles on her fa ther’s side, af ter tak ing a long deep look
into the eyes of Wing Tip the Spick, said, “Her eyes are so blue, such a
clear light shin ing blue, they are the same as corn flow ers with blue rain- 
drops shin ing and danc ing on the sil ver leaves af ter a sun shower in any of
the sum mer months.”
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And though Wing Tip the Spick didn’t lis ten and didn’t hear what the
un cles said about her blue eyes, she did say to her self when they were not
lis ten ing, “I know these are sweet un cles and I am go ing to have a sweet
time vis it ing my re la tions.”

The four un cles said to her, “Will you let us ask you two ques tions, first
the first ques tion and sec ond the sec ond ques tion?”

“I will let you ask me fifty ques tions this morn ing, fifty ques tions to mor- 
row morn ing, and fifty ques tions any morn ing. I like to lis ten to ques tions.
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They slip in one ear and slip out of the other.”
Then the un cles asked her the first ques tion first, “Where do you come

from?” and the sec ond ques tion sec ond, “Why do you have two freck les on
your chin?”

“An swer ing your first ques tion first,” said Wing Tip the Spick, “I come
from the Vil lage of Cream Puffs, a lit tle light vil lage on the up land corn
prairie. From a long ways off it looks like a lit tle hat you could wear on the
end of your thumb to keep the rain off your thumb.”

“Tell us more,” said one un cle. “Tell us much,” said an other un cle. “Tell
it with out stop ping,” added an other un cle. “In ter rup tions nix nix,” mur- 
mured the last of the un cles. “It is a light lit tle vil lage on the up land corn
prairie many miles past the sun set in the west,” went on Wing Tip the
Spick.

“It is light the same as a cream puff is light. It sits all by it self on the big
long prairie where the prairie goes up in a slope. There on the slope the
winds play around the vil lage. They sing it wind songs, sum mer wind songs
in sum mer, win ter wind songs in win ter.”

“And some times like an ac ci dent, the wind gets rough. And when the
wind gets rough it picks up the lit tle Vil lage of Cream Puffs and blows it
away off in the sky—all by it self.”

“O-o-h-h,” said one un cle. “Um-m-m-m,” said the other three un cles.
"Now the peo ple in the vil lage all un der stand the winds with their wind

songs in sum mer and win ter. And they un der stand the rough wind who
comes some times and picks up the vil lage and blows it away off high in the
sky all by it self.

"If you go to the pub lic square in the mid dle of the vil lage you will see a
big round house. If you take the top off the round house you will see a big
spool with a long string wind ing up around the spool.

"Now when ever the rough wind comes and picks up the vil lage and
blows it away off high in the sky all by it self then the string winds loose of
the spool, be cause the vil lage is fas tened to the string. So the rough wind
blows and blows and the string on the spool winds looser and looser the far- 
ther the vil lage goes blow ing away off into the sky all by it self.

“Then at last when the rough wind, so for get ful, so care less, has had all
the fun it wants, then the peo ple of the vil lage all come to gether and be gin
to wind up the spool and bring back the vil lage where it was be fore.”

“O-o-h-h,” said one un cle. “Um-m-m-m,” said the other three un cles.
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“And some times when you come to the vil lage to see your lit tle re la tion,
your niece who has four such sweet un cles, maybe she will lead you
through the mid dle of the city to the pub lic square and show you the round- 
house. They call it the Round house of the Big Spool. And they are proud
be cause it was thought up and is there to show when vis i tors come.”

“And now will you an swer the sec ond ques tion sec ond—why do you
have two freck les on your chin?” in ter rupted the un cle who had said be fore,
“In ter rup tions nix nix.”

“The freck les are put on,” an swered Wing Tip the Spick. “When a girl
goes away from the Vil lage of Cream Puffs her mother puts on two freck les,
on the chin. Each freckle must be the same as a lit tle burnt cream puff kept
in the oven too long. Af ter the two freck les look ing like two lit tle burnt
cream puffs are put on her chin, they re mind the girl ev ery morn ing when
she combs her hair and looks in the look ing glass. They re mind her where
she came from and she mustn’t stay away too long.”

“O-h-h-h,” said one un cle. “Um-m-m-m,” said the other three un cles.
And they talked among each other af ter ward, the four un cles by them selves,
say ing:

“She has a gift. It is her eyes. They are so blue, such a clear light blue,
the same as corn flow ers with blue rain drops shin ing and danc ing on sil ver
leaves af ter a sun shower in any of the sum mer months.”

At the same time Wing Tip the Spick was say ing to her self, “I know for
sure now these are sweet un cles and I am go ing to have a sweet time vis it- 
ing my re la tions.”
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How the Five Rusty Rats Helped Find a New
Vil lage

One day while Wing Tip the Spick was vis it ing her four un cles in the
Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions, a bliz zard came up. Snow filled the sky and
the wind blew and made a noise like heavy wagon axles grind ing and cry- 
ing.

And on this day a gray rat came to the house of the four un cles, a rat
with gray skin and gray hair, gray as the gray gravy on a beef steak. The rat
had a bas ket. In the bas ket was a cat fish. And the rat said, “Please let me
have a lit tle fire and a lit tle salt as I wish to make a lit tle bowl of hot cat fish
soup to keep me warm through the bliz zard.”

And the four un cles all said to gether, “This is no time for rats to be
around—and we would like to ask you where you got the cat fish in the bas- 
ket.”

“Oh, oh, oh, please—in the name of the five rusty rats, the five lucky
rats of the Vil lage of Cream Puffs, please don’t,” was the ex cla ma tion of
Wing Tip the Spick.

The un cles stopped. They looked long and deep into the eyes of Wing
Tip the Spick and thought, as they had thought be fore, how her eyes were
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clear light blue the same as corn flow ers with blue rain drops shin ing on the
sil ver leaves in a sum mer sun shower.

And the four un cles opened the door and let the gray rat come in with
the bas ket and the cat fish. They showed the gray rat the way to the kitchen
and the fire and the salt. And they watched the rat and kept him com pany
while he fixed him self a cat fish soup to keep him warm trav el ing through
the bliz zard with the sky full of snow.

Af ter they opened the front door and let the rat out and said good-by,
they turned to Wing Tip the Spick and asked her to tell them about the five
rusty lucky rats of the Vil lage of Cream Puffs where she lived with her fa- 
ther and her mother and her folks.

"When I was a lit tle girl grow ing up, be fore I learned all I learned since I
got older, my grand fa ther gave me a birth day present be cause I was nine
years old. I re mem ber how he said to me, ‘You will never be nine years old
again af ter this birth day, so I give you this box for a birth day present.’

"In the box was a pair of red slip pers with a gold clock on each slip per.
One of the clocks ran fast. The other clock ran slow. And he told me if I
wished to be early any where I should go by the clock that ran fast. And if I
wished to be late any where I should go by the clock that ran slow.

"And that same birth day he took me down through the mid dle of the Vil- 
lage of Cream Puffs to the pub lic square near the Round house of the Big
Spool. There he pointed his fin ger at the statue of the five rusty rats, the five
lucky rats. And as near as I can re mem ber his words, he said:

“’Many years ago, long be fore the snow birds be gan to wear funny lit tle
slip-on hats and funny lit tle slip-on shoes, and away back long be fore the
snow birds learned how to slip off their slip-on hats and how to slip off their
slip-on shoes, long ago in the far away Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions, the
peo ple who ate cream puffs came to gether and met in the streets and picked
up their bag gage and put their be long ings on their shoul ders and marched
out of the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions say ing,”We shall find a new place
for a vil lage and the name of it shall be the Vil lage of Cream Puffs.
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"’They marched out on the prairie with their bag gage and be long ings in
sacks on their shoul ders. And a bliz zard came up. Snow filled the sky. The
wind blew and blew and made a noise like heavy wagon axles grind ing and
cry ing.

"’The snow came on. The wind twisted all day and all night and all the
next day. The wind changed black and twisted and spit ici cles in their faces.
They got lost in the bliz zard. They ex pected to die and be buried in the
snow for the wolves to come and eat them.
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"’Then the five lucky rats came, the five rusty rats, rust on their skin and
hair, rust on their feet and noses, rust all over, and es pe cially, most es pe- 
cially of all, rust on their long curved tails. They dug their noses down into
the snow and their long curved tails stuck up far above the snow where the
peo ple who were lost in the bliz zard could take hold of the tails like han- 
dles.

"’And so, while the wind and the snow blew and the bliz zard beat its ici- 
cles in their faces, they held on to the long curved tails of the rusty rats till
they came to the place where the Vil lage of Cream

Puffs now stands. It was the rusty rats who saved their lives and showed
them where to put their new vil lage. That is why this statue now stands in
the pub lic square, this statue of the shapes of the five rusty rats, the five
lucky rats with their noses down in the snow and their long curved tails
lifted high out of the snow.’

“That is the story as my grand fa ther told it to me. And he said it hap- 
pened long ago, long be fore the snow birds be gan to wear slip-on hats and
slip-on shoes, long be fore they learned how to slip off the slip-on hats and
to slip off the slip-on shoes.”

“O-h-h-h,” said one of the un cles. “Um-m-m-m,” said the other three un- 
cles.

“And some time,” added Wing Tip the Spick, "when you go away from
the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions and cross the Sham poo River and ride
many miles across the up land prairie till you come to the Vil lage of Cream
Puffs, you will find a girl there who loves four un cles very much.

“And if you ask her po litely, she will show you the red slip pers with
gold clocks on them, one clock to be early by, the other to be late by. And if
you are still more po lite she will take you through the mid dle of the town to
the pub lic square and show you the statue of the five rusty lucky rats with
their long curved tails stick ing up in the air like han dles. And the tails are
curved so long and so nice you will feel like go ing up and tak ing hold of
them to see what will hap pen to you.”
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2. Five Sto ries About the Potato
Face Blind Man

PEO PLE:

THE POTATO FACE BLIND MAN

ANY ICE TO DAY

PICK UPS

LIZZIE LAZARUS

POKER FACE THE BA BOON

HOT DOG THE TIGER

WHIT SON WHIM BLE

A MAN SHOV EL ING MONEY

A WA TER MELON MOON

WHITE GOLD BOYS

BLUE SIL VER GIRLS

BIG WHITE MOON SPI DERS

ZIZZIES

GIMME THE AX AGAIN
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The Potato Face Blind Man Who Lost the Di a‐ 
mond Rab bit on His Gold Ac cor dion

There was a Potato Face Blind Man used to play an ac cor dion on the
Main Street cor ner near est the postof fice in the Vil lage of Liver-and-
Onions.

Any Ice To day came along and said, “It looks like it used to be an 18
carat gold ac cor dion with rich pawn shop di a monds in it; it looks like it used
to be a grand ac cor dion once and not so grand now.”

“Oh, yes, oh, yes, it was gold all over on the out side,” said the Potato
Face Blind Man, “and there was a di a mond rab bit next to the han dles on
each side, two di a mond rab bits.”

“How do you mean di a mond rab bits?” Any Ice To day asked.
“Ears, legs, head, feet, ribs, tail, all fixed out in di a monds to make a nice

rab bit with his di a mond chin on his di a mond toe nails. When I play good
pieces so peo ple cry hear ing my ac cor dion mu sic, then I put my fin gers
over and feel of the rab bit’s di a mond chin on his di a mond toe nails, ‘At- 
taboy, li’l bunny, at taboy, li’l bunny.’”

“Yes I hear you talk ing but it is like dream talk ing. I won der why your
ac cor dion looks like some body stole it and took it to a pawn shop and took it
out and some body stole it again and took it to a pawn shop and took it out
and some body stole it again. And they kept on steal ing it and tak ing it out
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of the pawn shop and steal ing it again till the gold wore off so it looks like a
used-to-be-yes ter day.”

“Oh, yes, o-h, y-e-s, you are right. It is not like the ac cor dion it used to
be. It knows more knowl edge than it used to know just the same as this
Potato Face Blind Man knows more knowl edge than he used to know.”

“Tell me about it,” said Any Ice To day.
“It is sim ple. If a blind man plays an ac cor dion on the street to make

peo ple cry it makes them sad and when they are sad the gold goes away off
the ac cor dion. And if a blind man goes to sleep be cause his mu sic is full of
sleepy songs like the long wind in a sleepy val ley, then while the blind man
is sleep ing the di a monds in the di a mond rab bit all go away. I play a sleepy
song and go to sleep and I wake up and the di a mond ear of the di a mond
rab bit is gone. I play an other sleepy song and go to sleep and wake up and
the di a mond tail of the di a mond rab bit is gone. Af ter a while all the di a- 
mond rab bits are gone, even the di a mond chin sit ting on the di a mond toe- 
nails of the rab bits next to the han dles of the ac cor dion, even those are
gone.”

“Is there any thing I can do?” asked Any Ice To day.
“I do it my self,” said the Potato Face Blind Man. “If I am too sorry I just

play the sleepy song of the long wind go ing up the sleepy val leys. And that
car ries me away where I have time and money to dream about the new
won der ful ac cor dions and postof fices where ev ery body that gets a let ter and
ev ery body that don’t get a let ter stops and re mem bers the Potato Face Blind
Man.”
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How the Potato Face Blind Man En joyed Him‐ 
self on a Fine Spring Morn ing

On a Fri day morn ing when the flum my wis ters were yo del ing yis ters
high in the elm trees, the Potato Face Blind Man came down to his work sit- 
ting at the cor ner near est the postof fice in the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions
and play ing his gold-that-used-to-be ac cor dion for the plea sure of the ears
of the peo ple go ing into the postof fice to see if they got any let ters for
them selves or their fam i lies.

“It is a good day, a lucky day,” said the Potato Face Blind Man, “be cause
for a be gin ning I have heard high in the elm trees the flum my wis ters yo del- 
ing their yis ters in the long branches of the lin ger ing leaves. So—so—I am
go ing to lis ten to my self play ing on my ac cor dion the same yis ters, the
same yo dels, draw ing them like long glad breath ings out of my glad ac cor- 
dion, long breath ings of the branches of the lin ger ing leaves.”

And he sat down in his chair. On the sleeve of his coat he tied a sign, “I
Am Blind Too.” On the top but ton of his coat he hung a lit tle thim ble. On
the bot tom but ton of his coat he hung a tin cop per cup. On the mid dle but- 
ton he hung a wooden mug. By the side of him on the left side on the side- 
walk he put a gal va nized iron wash tub, and on the right side an alu minum
dish pan.
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“It is a good day, a lucky day, and I am sure many peo ple will stop and
re mem ber the Potato Face Blind Man,” he sang to him self like a lit tle song
as he be gan run ning his fin gers up and down the keys of the ac cor dion like
the yis ters of the lin ger ing leaves in the elm trees.

Then came Pick Ups. Al ways it hap pened Pick Ups asked ques tions and
wished to know. And so this is how the ques tions and an swers ran when the
Potato Face filled the ears of Pick Ups with ex pla na tions.
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“What is the piece you are play ing on the keys of your ac cor dion so fast
some times, so slow some times, so sad some of the mo ments, so glad some
of the mo ments?”

"It is the song the mama flum my wis ters sing when they but ton loose the
win ter un der wear of the baby flum my wis ters and sing:

“Fly, you lit tle flum mies,
Sing, you lit tle wis ters.”

“And why do you have a lit tle thim ble on the top but ton of your coat?”
“That is for the dimes to be put in. Some peo ple see it and say, ‘Oh, I

must put in a whole thim ble ful of dimes.’”
“And the tin cop per cup?”
“That is for the base ball play ers to stand off ten feet and throw in nick- 

els and pen nies. The one who throws the most into the cup will be the most
lucky.”

“And the wooden mug?”
“There is a hole in the bot tom of it. The hole is as big as the bot tom. The

nickel goes in and comes out again. It is for the very poor peo ple who wish
to give me a nickel and yet get the nickel back.”

“The alu minum dish pan and the gal va nized iron wash tub—what are they
do ing by the side of you on both sides on the side walk?”

“Some time maybe it will hap pen ev ery body who goes into the postof fice
and comes out will stop and pour out all their money, be cause they might
get afraid their money is no good any more. If such a hap pen ing ever hap- 
pens then it will be nice for the peo ple to have some place to pour their
money. Such is the ex pla na tion why you see the alu minum dish pan and gal- 
va nized iron tub.”

“Ex plain your sign—why is it, ‘I Am Blind Too.’”
“Oh, I am sorry to ex plain to you, Pick Ups, why this is so which. Some

of the peo ple who pass by here go ing into the postof fice and com ing out,
they have eyes—but they see noth ing with their eyes. They look where they
are go ing and they get where they wish to get, but they for get why they
came and they do not know how to come away. They are my blind broth ers.
It is for them I have the sign that reads, ‘I Am Blind Too.’”

“I have my ears full of ex pla na tions and I thank you,” said Pick Ups.
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“Good-by,” said the Potato Face Blind Man as he be gan draw ing long
breath ings like lin ger ing leaves out of the ac cor dion—along with the song
the mama flum my wis ters sing when they but ton loose the win ter un der wear
of the baby flum my wis ters.
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Poker Face the Ba boon and Hot Dog the
Tiger

When the moon has a green rim with red meat in side and black seeds on
the red meat, then in the Rootabaga Coun try they call it a Wa ter melon
Moon and look for any thing to hap pen.

It was a night when a Wa ter melon Moon was shin ing. Lizzie Lazarus
came to the up stairs room of the Potato Face Blind Man. Poker Face the Ba- 
boon and Hot Dog the Tiger were with her. She was lead ing them with a
pink string.

“You see they are wear ing pa ja mas,” she said. “They sleep with you
tonight and to mor row they go to work with you like mas cots.”

“How like mas cots?” asked the Potato Face Blind Man.
“They are luck bringers. They keep your good luck if it is good. They

change your bad luck if it is bad.”
“I hear you and my ears get your ex pla na tions.”
So the next morn ing when the Potato Face Blind Man sat down to play

his ac cor dion on the cor ner near est the postof fice in the Vil lage of Liver-
and-Onions, next to him on the right hand side sit ting on the side walk was
Poker Face the Ba boon and on the left hand side sit ting next to him was Hot
Dog the Tiger.
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They looked like dum mies—they were so quiet. They looked as if they
were made of wood and pa per and then painted. In the eyes of Poker Face
was some thing far away. In the eyes of Hot Dog was some thing hun gry.
Whit son Whim ble, the patent clothes wringer man u fac turer, came by in his
big limou sine au to mo bile car with out horses to pull it. He was sit ting back
on the leather up hol stered seat cush ions.

“Stop here,” he com manded the chauf feur driv ing the car.
Then Whit son Whim ble sat look ing. First he looked into the eyes of

Poker Face the Ba boon and saw some thing far away. Then he looked into
the eyes of Hot Dog the Tiger and saw some thing hun gry. Then he read the
sign painted by the Potato Face Blind Man say ing, “You look at ’em and see
’em; I look at ’em and I don’t. You watch what their eyes say; I can only
feel their hair.” Then Whit son Whim ble com manded the chauf feur driv ing
the car, “Go on.”

Fif teen min utes later a man in over alls came down Main Street with a
wheel bar row. He stopped in front of the Potato Face Blind Man, Poker Face
the Ba boon, and Hot Dog the Tiger.

“Where is the alu minum dish pan?” he asked.
“On my left side on the side walk,” an swered the Potato Face Blind Man.
“Where is the gal va nized iron wash tub?”
“On my right side on the side walk.”
Then the man in over alls took a shovel and be gan shov el ing sil ver dol- 

lars out of the wheel bar row into the alu minum dish pan and the gal va nized
iron wash tub. He shov eled out of the wheel bar row till the dish pan was full,
till the wash tub was full. Then he put the shovel into the wheel bar row and
went up Main Street.

Six o’clock that night Pick Ups came along. The Potato Face Blind Man
said to him, “I have to carry home a heavy load of money tonight, an alu- 
minum dish pan full of sil ver dol lars and a gal va nized iron wash tub full of
sil ver dol lars. So I ask you, will you take care of Poker Face the Ba boon
and Hot Dog the Tiger?”

“Yes,” said Pick Ups, “I will.” And he did. He tied a pink string to their
legs and took them home and put them in the wood shed.

Poker Face the Ba boon went to sleep on the soft coal at the north end of
the wood shed and when he was asleep his face had some thing far away in it
and he was so quiet he looked like a dummy with brown hair of the jun gle
painted on his black skin and a black nose painted on his brown face. Hot
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Dog the Tiger went to sleep on the hard coal at the south end of the wood- 
shed and when he was asleep his eye lashes had some thing hun gry in them
and he looked like a painted dummy with black stripes painted over his yel- 
low belly and a black spot painted away at the end of his long yel low tail.

In the morn ing the wood shed was empty. Pick Ups told the Potato Face
Blind Man, “They left a note in their own hand writ ing on per fumed pink
pa per. It said, ‘Mas cots never stay long.’”

And that is why for many years the Potato Face Blind Man had sil ver
dol lars to spend—and that is why many peo ple in the Rootabaga Coun try
keep their eyes open for a Wa ter melon Moon in the sky with a green rim
and red meat in side and black seeds mak ing spots on the red meat.
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The To bog gan-to-the-Moon Dream of the
Potato Face Blind Man

One morn ing in Oc to ber the Potato Face Blind Man sat on the cor ner
near est the postof fice.

Any Ice To day came along and said, “This is the sad time of the year.”
“Sad?” asked the Potato Face Blind Man, chang ing his ac cor dion from

his right knee to his left knee, and singing softly to the tune he was fum- 
bling on the ac cor dion keys, “Be Happy in the Morn ing When the Birds
Bring the Beans.”

“Yes,” said Any Ice To day, “is it not sad ev ery year when the leaves
change from green to yel low, when the leaves dry on the branches and fall
into the air, and the wind blows them and they make a song say ing, ‘Hush
baby, hush baby,’ and the wind fills the sky with them and they are like a
sky full of birds who for get they know any songs.”

“It is sad and not sad,” was the blind man’s word.
“Lis ten,” said the Potato Face. “For me this is the time of the year when

the dream of the white moon to bog gan comes back. Five weeks be fore the
first snow flurry this dream al ways comes back to me. It says, ‘The black
leaves are fall ing now and they fill the sky but five weeks go by and then
for ev ery black leaf there will be a thou sand snow crys tals shin ing white.’”

“What was your dream of the white moon to bog gan?” asked Any Ice To- 
day.
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"It came to me first when I was a boy, when I had my eyes, be fore my
luck changed. I saw the big white spi ders of the moon work ing, rush ing
around climb ing up, climb ing down, sniz zling and snif fer ing. I looked a
long while be fore I saw what the big white spi ders on the moon were do ing.
I saw af ter a while they were weav ing a long to bog gan, a white to bog gan,
white and soft as snow. And af ter a long while of sniz zling and snif fer ing,
climb ing up and climb ing down, at last the to bog gan was done, a snow
white to bog gan run ning from the moon down to the Rootabaga Coun try.

"And slid ing, slid ing down from the moon on this to bog gan were the
White Gold Boys and the Blue Sil ver Girls. They tum bled down at my feet
be cause, you see, the to bog gan ended right at my feet. I could lean over and
pick up the White Gold Boys and the Blue Sil ver Girls as they slid out of
the to bog gan at my feet. I could pick up a whole hand ful of them and hold
them in my hand and talk with them. Yet, you un der stand, when ever I tried
to shut my hand and keep any of them they would sniz zle and snif fer and
jump out of the cracks be tween my fin gers. Once there was a lit tle gold and
sil ver dust on my left hand thumb, dust they sniz zled out while slip ping
away from me.

“Once I heard a White Gold Boy and a Blue Sil ver Girl whis per ing.
They were stand ing on the tip of my right hand lit tle fin ger, whis per ing.
One said, ‘I got pump kins—what did you get?’ The other said, ‘I got hazel
nuts.’ I lis tened more and I found out there are mil lions of pump kins and
mil lions of hazel nuts so small you and I can not see them. These chil dren
from the moon, how ever, they can see them and when ever they slide down
on the moon to bog gan they take back their pock ets full of things so lit tle we
have never seen them.”

“They are won der ful chil dren,” said Any Ice To day. “And will you tell
me how they get back to the moon af ter they slide down the to bog gan?”

“Oh, that is easy,” said Potato Face. “It is just as easy for them to slide
up to the moon as to slide down. Slid ing up and slid ing down is the same
for them. The big white spi ders fixed it that way when they sniz zled and
snif fered and made the to bog gan.”
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How Gimme the Ax Found Out About the
Zigzag Rail road and Who Made It Zigzag

One day Gimme the Ax said to him self, “To day I go to the postof fice
and around, look ing around. Maybe I will hear about some thing hap pen ing
last night when I was sleep ing. Maybe a po lice man be gan laugh ing and fell
in a cis tern and came out with a wheel bar row full of gold fish wear ing new
jew elry. How do I know? Maybe the man in the moon go ing down a cel lar
stairs to get a pitcher of but ter-milk for the woman in the moon to drink and
stop cry ing, maybe he fell down the stairs and broke the pitcher and
laughed and picked up the bro ken pieces and said to him self, ‘One, two,
three, four, ac ci dents hap pen in the best reg u lated fam i lies.’ How do I
know?”

So with his mind full of sim ple and re fresh ing thoughts, Gimme the Ax
went out into the back yard gar den and looked at the dif fer ent neck tie pop- 
pies grow ing early in the sum mer. Then he picked one of the neck tie pop- 
pies to wear for a neck tie scarf go ing down town to the postof fice and
around look ing around.

“It is a good spec u la tion to look nice around look ing around in a neck tie
scarf,” said Gimme the Ax. “It is a neck tie with a pic ture like white face
pony spots on a green frog swim ming in the moon shine.”
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So he went down town. For the first time he saw the Potato Face Blind
Man play ing an ac cor dion on the cor ner next near est the postof fice. He
asked the Potato Face to tell him why the rail road tracks run zigzag in the
Rootabaga Coun try.

“Long ago,” said the Potato Face Blind Man, “long be fore the neck tie
pop pies be gan grow ing in the back yard, long be fore there was a neck tie
scarf like yours with white face pony spots on a green frog swim ming in the
moon shine, back in the old days when they laid the rails for the rail road
they laid the rails straight.”

"Then the zizzies came. The zizzy is a bug. He runs zigzag on zigzag
legs, eats zigzag with zigzag teeth, and spits zigzag with a zigzag tongue.

"Mil lions of zizzies came hizzing with lit tle hizzers on their heads and
un der their legs. They jumped on the rails with their zigzag legs, and spit
and twisted with their zigzag teeth and tongues till they twisted the whole
rail road and all the rails and tracks into a zigzag rail road with zigzag rails
for the trains, the pas sen ger trains and the freight trains, all to run zigzag on.

"Then the zizzies crept away into the fields where they sleep and cover
them selves with zigzag blan kets on spe cial zigzag beds.

"Next day came shov el men with their shov els, smooth en gi neers with
smooth blue prints, and wa ter boys with wa ter pails and wa ter dip pers for
the shov el men to drink af ter shov el ing the rail road straight. And I nearly
for got to say the steam and hoist op er at ing en gi neers came and be gan their
steam hoist and op er at ing to make the rail road straight.

"They worked hard. They made the rail road straight again. They looked
at the job and said to them selves and to each other, ‘This is it—we done it.’

"Next morn ing the zizzies opened their zigzag eyes and looked over to
the rail road and the rails. When they saw the rail road all straight again, and
the rails and the ties and the spikes all straight again, the zizzies didn’t even
eat break fast that morn ing.

"They jumped out of their zigzag beds, jumped onto the rails with their
zigzag legs and spit and twisted till they spit and twisted all the rails and the
ties and the spikes back into a zigzag like the let ter Z and the let ter Z at the
end of the al pha bet.

“Af ter that the zizzies went to break fast. And they said to them selves
and to each other, the same as the shov el men, the smooth en gi neers and the
steam hoist and op er at ing en gi neers, ‘This is it—we done it.’”
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“So that is the how of the which—it was the zizzies,” said Gimme the
Ax.

“Yes, it was the zizzies,” said the Potato Face Blind Man. “That is the
story told to me.”

“Who told it to you?”
“Two lit tle zizzies. They came to me one cold win ter night and slept in

my ac cor dion where the mu sic keeps it warm in win ter. In the morn ing I
said, ‘Good morn ing, zizzies, did you have a good sleep last night and
pleas ant dreams?’ And af ter they had break fast they told me the story. Both
told it zigzag but it was the same kind of zigzag each had to gether.”
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3. Three Sto ries About the Gold
Buck skin Whincher

PEO PLE:

BLIXIE BIM BER

PE TER POTATO BLOS SOM WISHES

JIM MIE THE FLEA

SILAS BAXBY

FRITZ AX EN BAX

JAMES SIXBIXDIX

JA SON SQUIFF, THE CIS TERN CLEANER

RAGS HABAKUK, THE RAG MAN

TWO DAUGH TERS OF THE RAG MAN

TWO BLUE RATS

A CIR CUS MAN WITH SPOT CASH

A MOV ING PIC TURE AC TOR

A TAXI CAB DRIVER
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The Story of Blixie Bim ber and the Power of
the Gold Buck skin Whincher

Blixie Bim ber grew up look ing for luck. If she found a horse shoe she
took it home and put it on the wall of her room with a rib bon tied to it. She
would look at the moon through her fin gers, un der her arms, over her right
shoul der but never—never over her left shoul der. She lis tened and picked
up ev ery thing any body said about the ground hog and whether the ground
hog saw his shadow when he came out the sec ond of Feb ru ary.

If she dreamed of onions she knew the next day she would find a sil ver
spoon. If she dreamed of fishes she knew the next day she would meet a
strange man who would call her by her first name. She grew up look ing for
luck.

She was six teen years old and quite a girl, with her skirts down to her
shoe tops, when some thing hap pened. She was go ing to the postof fice to
see if there was a let ter for her from Pe ter Potato Blos som Wishes, her best
chum, or a let ter from Jimmy the Flea, her best friend she kept steady com- 
pany with.

Jimmy the Flea was a climber. He climbed sky scrapers and flag poles and
smoke stacks and was a fa mous steeple jack. Blixie Bim ber liked him be- 
cause he was a steeple jack, a lit tle, but more be cause he was a whistler.

Ev ery time Blixie said to Jimmy, “I got the blues—whis tle the blues out
of me,” Jimmy would just nat u rally whis tle till the blues just nat u rally went
away from Blixie.
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On the way to the postof fice, Blixie found a gold buck skin whincher.
There it lay in the mid dle of the side walk. How and why it came to be there
she never knew and no body ever told her. “It’s luck,” she said to her self as
she picked it up quick.

And so—she took it home and fixed it on a lit tle chain and wore it
around her neck.

She did not know and no body ever told her a gold buck skin whincher is
dif fer ent from just a plain com mon whincher. It has a power. And if a thing
has a power over you then you just nat u rally can’t help your self.

So—around her neck fixed on a lit tle chain Blixie Bim ber wore the gold
buck skin whincher and never knew it had a power and all the time the
power was work ing.

“The first man you meet with an X in his name you must fall head over
heels in love with him,” said the silent power in the gold buck skin
whincher.

And that was why Blixie Bim ber stopped at the postof fice and went back
again ask ing the clerk at the postof fice win dow if he was sure there wasn’t a
let ter for her. The name of the clerk was Silas Baxby. For six weeks he kept
steady com pany with Blixie Bim ber. They went to dances, hayrack rides,
pic nics and high jinks to gether.

All the time the power in the gold buck skin whincher was work ing. It
was hang ing by a lit tle chain around her neck and al ways work ing. It was
say ing, “The next man you meet with two X’s in his name you must leave
all and fall head over heels in love with him.”

She met the high school prin ci pal. His name was Fritz Ax en bax. Blixie
dropped her eyes be fore him and threw smiles at him. And for six weeks he
kept steady com pany with Blixie Bim ber. They went to dances, hayrack
rides, pic nics and high jinks to gether.

“Why do you go with him for steady com pany?” her rel a tives asked.
“It’s a power he’s got,” Blixie an swered, “I just can’t help it—it’s a

power.”
“One of his feet is big ger than the other—how can you keep steady com- 

pany with him?” they asked again.
All she would an swer was, “It’s a power.”
All the time, of course, the gold buck skin whincher on the lit tle chain

around her neck was work ing. It was say ing, “If she meets a man with three
X’s in his name she must fall head over heels in love with him.”
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At a band con cert in the pub lic square one night she met James
Sixbixdix. There was no help ing it. She dropped her eyes and threw her
smiles at him. And for six weeks they kept steady com pany go ing to band
con certs, dances, hayrack rides, pic nics and high jinks to gether.

“Why do you keep steady com pany with him? He’s a mu si cal soup
eater,” her rel a tives said to her. And she an swered, “It’s a power—I can’t
help my self.”

Lean ing down with her head in a rain wa ter cis tern one day, lis ten ing to
the echoes against the strange wooden walls of the cis tern, the gold buck- 
skin whincher on the lit tle chain around her neck slipped off and fell down
into the rain wa ter.

“My luck is gone,” said Blixie. Then she went into the house and made
two tele phone calls. One was to James Sixbixdix telling him she couldn’t
keep the date with him that night. The other was to Jimmy the Flea, the
climber, the steeple jack.

“Come on over—I got the blues and I want you to whis tle ’em away,”
was what she tele phoned Jimmy the Flea.

And so—if you ever come across a gold buck skin whincher, be care ful.
It’s got a power. It’ll make you fall head over heels in love with the next
man you meet with an X in his name. Or it will do other strange things be- 
cause dif fer ent whinch ers have dif fer ent pow ers.
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The Story of Ja son Squiff and Why He Had a
Pop corn Hat, Pop corn Mit tens and Pop corn
Shoes

Ja son Squiff was a cis tern cleaner. He had green ish yel low ish hair. If you
looked down into a cis tern when he was lift ing buck ets of slush and mud
you could tell where he was, you could pick him out down in the dark cis- 
tern, by the lights of his green ish yel low ish hair.

Some times the buck ets of slush and mud tipped over and ran down on
the top of his head. This cov ered his green ish yel low ish hair. And then it
was hard to tell where he was and it was not easy to pick him out down in
the dark where he was clean ing the cis tern.

One day Ja son Squiff came to the Bim ber house and knocked on the
door.

“Did I un der stand,” he said, speak ing to Mrs. Bim ber, Blixie Bim ber’s
mother, “do I un der stand you sent for me to clean the cis tern in your back
yard?”

“You un der stand ex actly such,” said Mrs. Bim ber, “and you are wel come
as the flow ers that bloom in the spring, tra-la-la.”

“Then I will go to work and clean the cis tern, tra-la-la,” he an swered,
speak ing to Mrs. Bim ber. “I’m the guy, tra-la-la,” he said fur ther, run ning
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his ex cel lent fin gers through his green ish yel low ish hair which was shin ing
brightly.

He be gan clean ing the cis tern. Blixie Bim ber came out in the back yard.
She looked down in the cis tern. It was all dark. It looked like noth ing but all
dark down there. By and by she saw some thing green ish yel low ish. She
watched it. Soon she saw it was Ja son Squiff’s head and hair. And then she
knew the cis tern was be ing cleaned and Ja son Squiff was on the job. So she
sang tra-la-la and went back into the house and told her mother Ja son Squiff
was on the job.

The last buck et ful of slush and mud came at last for Ja son Squiff. He
squinted at the bot tom. Some thing was shin ing. He reached his fin gers
down through the slush and mud and took out what was shin ing.

It was the gold buck skin whincher Blixie Bim ber lost from the gold
chain around her neck the week be fore when she was look ing down into the
cis tern to see what she could see. It was ex actly the same gold buck skin
whincher shin ing and glit ter ing like a sign of hap pi ness.

“It’s luck,” said Ja son Squiff, wip ing his fin gers on his green ish yel low- 
ish hair. Then he put the gold buck skin whincher in his vest pocket and
spoke to him self again, “It’s luck.”

A lit tle af ter six o’clock that night Ja son Squiff stepped into his house
and home and said hello to his wife and daugh ters. They all be gan to laugh.
Their laugh ter was a tick lish laugh ter.

“Some thing funny is hap pen ing,” he said.
“And you are it,” they all laughed at him again with tick lish laugh ter.
Then they showed him. His hat was pop corn, his mit tens pop corn and

his shoes pop corn. He didn’t know the gold buck skin whincher had a power
and was work ing all the time. He didn’t know the whincher in his vest
pocket was say ing, “You have a let ter Q in your name and be cause you have
the plea sure and hap pi ness of hav ing a Q in your name you must have a
pop corn hat, pop corn mit tens and pop corn shoes.”

The next morn ing he put on an other hat, an other pair of mit tens and an- 
other pair of shoes. And the minute he put them on they changed to pop- 
corn.

So he tried on all his hats, mit tens and shoes. Al ways they changed to
pop corn the minute he had them on.
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He went down town to the stores. He bought a new hat, mit tens and
shoes. And the minute he had them on they changed to pop corn.

So he de cided he would go to work and clean cis terns with his pop corn
hat, pop corn mit tens and pop corn shoes on.

The peo ple of the Vil lage of Cream Puffs en joyed watch ing him walk up
the street, go ing to clean cis terns. Peo ple five and six blocks away could see
him com ing and go ing with his pop corn hat, pop corn mit tens and pop corn
shoes.
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When he was down in a cis tern the chil dren en joyed look ing down into
the cis tern to see him work. When none of the slush and mud fell on his hat
and mit tens he was easy to find. The light of the shin ing pop corn lit up the
whole in side of the cis tern.

Some times, of course, the white pop corn got full of black slush and
black mud. And then when Ja son Squiff came up and walked home he was
not quite so daz zling to look at.

It was a funny win ter for Ja son Squiff. “It’s a crime, a dirty crime,” he
said to him self. “Now I can never be alone with my thoughts. Ev ery body
looks at me when I go up the street.”

"If I meet a fu neral even the pall bear ers be gin to laugh at my pop corn
hat. If I meet peo ple go ing to a wed ding they throw all the rice at me as if I
am a bride and a groom all to gether.

"The horses try to eat my hat wher ever I go. Three hats I have fed to
horses this win ter.

“And if I ac ci den tally drop one of my mit tens the chick ens eat it.”
Then Ja son Squiff be gan to change. He be came proud.
“I al ways wanted a white beau ti ful hat like this white pop corn hat,” he

said to him self. “And I al ways wanted white beau ti ful mit tens and white
beau ti ful shoes like these white pop corn mit tens and shoes.”

When the boys yelled, “Snow man! yah-de-dah-de-dah, Snow man!” he
just waved his hand to them with an up ward ges ture of his arm to show he
was proud of how he looked.

“They all watch for me,” he said to him self, “I am dis tin quished—am I
not?” he asked him self.

And he put his right hand into his left hand and shook hands with him- 
self and said, “You cer tainly look fixed up.”

One day he de cided to throw away his vest. In the vest pocket was the
gold buck skin whincher, with the power work ing, the power say ing, “You
have a let ter Q in your name and be cause you have the plea sure and hap pi- 
ness of hav ing a Q in your name you must have a pop corn hat, pop corn mit- 
tens and pop corn shoes.”

Yes, he threw away the vest. He for got all about the gold buck skin
whincher be ing in the vest.

He just handed the vest to a rag man. And the rag man put the vest with
the gold buck skin whincher in a bag on his back and walked away.
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Af ter that Ja son Squiff was like other peo ple. His hats would never
change to pop corn nor his mit tens to pop corn nor his shoes to pop corn.

And when any body looked at him down in a cis tern clean ing the cis tern
or when any body saw him walk ing along the street they knew him by his
green ish yel low ish hair which was al ways full of bright lights.

And so—if you have a Q in your name, be care ful if you ever come
across a gold buck skin whincher. Re mem ber dif fer ent whinch ers have dif- 
fer ent pow ers.
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The Story of Rags Habakuk, the Two Blue
Rats, and the Cir cus Man Who Came with
Spot Cash Money

Rags Habakuk was go ing home. His day’s work was done. The sun was
down. Street lamps be gan shin ing. Bur glars were start ing on their night’s
work. It was no time for an hon est rag man to be knock ing on peo ple’s back
doors, say ing, “Any rags?” or else say ing, “Any rags? any bot tles? any
bones?” or else say ing “Any rags? any bot tles? any bones? any old iron?
any cop per, brass, old shoes all run down and no good to any body to-day?
any old clothes, old coats, pants, vests? I take any old clothes you got.”

Yes, Rags Habakuk was go ing home. In the gun ny sack bag on his back,
humped up on top of the rag humps in the bag, was an old vest. It was the
same old vest Ja son Squiff threw out of a door at Rags Habakuk. In the
pocket of the vest was the gold buck skin whincher with a power in it.

Well, Rags Habakuk got home just like al ways, sat down to sup per and
smacked his mouth and had a big sup per of fish, just like al ways. Then he
went out to a shanty in the back yard and opened up the gun ny sack rag bag
and fixed things out clas si fied just like ev ery day when he came home he
opened the gun ny sack bag and fixed things out clas si fied.
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The last thing of all he fixed out clas si fied was the vest with the gold
buck skin whincher in the pocket. “Put it on—it’s a glad rag,” he said, look- 
ing at the vest. “It’s a lucky vest.” So he put his right arm in the right arm- 
hole and his left arm in the left arm hole. And there he was with his arms in
the arm holes of the old vest all fixed out clas si fied new.

Next morn ing Rags Habakuk kissed his wife g’by and his eigh teen year
old girl g’by and his nine teen year old girl g’by. He kissed them just like he
al ways kissed them—in a hurry—and as he kissed each one he said, “I will
be back soon if not sooner and when I come back I will re turn.”

Yes, up the street went Rags Habakuk. And soon as he left home some- 
thing hap pened. Stand ing on his right shoul der was a blue rat and stand ing
on his left shoul der was a blue rat. The only way he knew they were there
was by look ing at them.

There they were, close to his ears. He could feel the far edge of their
whiskers against his ears.

“This never hap pened to me be fore all the time I been pick ing rags,” he
said. “Two blue rats stand by my ears and never say any thing even if they
know I am lis ten ing to any thing they tell me.”

So Rags Habakuk walked on two blocks, three blocks, four blocks,
squint ing with his right eye slant ing at the blue rat on his right shoul der and
squint ing with his left eye slant ing at the blue rat on his left shoul der.

“If I stood on some body’s shoul der with my whiskers right up in some- 
body’s ear I would say some thing for some body to lis ten to,” he mut tered.

Of course, he did not un der stand it was the gold buck skin whincher and
the power work ing. Down in the pocket of the vest he had on, the gold
buck skin whincher power was say ing, “Be cause you have two K’s in your
name you must have two blue rats on your shoul ders, one blue rat for your
right ear, one blue rat for your left ear.”

It was good busi ness. Never be fore did Rags Habakuk get so much old
rags.

“Come again—you and your lucky blue rats,” peo ple said to him. They
dug into their cel lars and gar rets and brought him bot tles and bones and
cop per and brass and old shoes and old clothes, coats, pants, vests.

Ev ery morn ing when he went up the street with the two blue rats on his
shoul ders, blink ing their eyes straight ahead and chew ing their whiskers so
they some times tick led the ears of old Rags Habakuk, some times women
came run ning out on the front porch to look at him and say, “Well, if he
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isn’t a queer old mys te ri ous rag man and if those ain’t queer old mys te ri ous
blue rats!”

All the time the gold buck skin whincher and the power was work ing. It
was say ing, “So long as old Rags Habakuk keeps the two blue rats he shall
have good luck—but if he ever sells one of the blue rats then one of his
daugh ters shall marry a taxi cab driver—and if he ever sells the other blue
rat then his other daugh ter shall marry a mov ing-pic ture hero ac tor.”

Then ter ri ble things hap pened. A cir cus man came. “I give you one thou- 
sand dol lars spot cash money for one of the blue rats,” he ex pos tu lated with
his mouth. “And I give you two thou sand dol lars spot cash money for the
two of the blue rats both of them to gether.”

“Show me how much spot cash money two thou sand dol lars is all
counted out in one pile for one man to carry away home in his gun ny sack
rag bag,” was the an swer of Rags Habakuk.

The cir cus man went to the bank and came back with spot cash green- 
backs money.

“This spot cash green backs money is made from the finest silk rags
printed by the na tional gov ern ment for the na tional re pub lic to make busi- 
ness rich and pros per ous,” said the cir cus man, ex pos tu lat ing with his
mouth.

“T-h-e f-i-n-e-s-t s-i-l-k r-a-g-s,” he ex pos tu lated again hold ing two fin- 
gers un der the nose of Rags Habakuk.

“I take it,” said Rags Habakuk, “I take it. It is a whole gun ny sack bag
full of spot cash green backs money. I tell my wife it is printed by the na- 
tional gov ern ment for the na tional re pub lic to make busi ness rich and pros- 
per ous.”

Then he kissed the blue rats, one on the right ear, the other on the left
ear, and handed them over to the cir cus man.

And that was why the next month his eigh teen year old daugh ter mar ried
a taxi cab driver who was so po lite all the time to his cus tomers that he
never had time to be po lite to his wife.

And that was why his nine teen year old daugh ter mar ried a mov ing-pic- 
ture hero ac tor who worked so hard be ing nice and kind in the mov ing pic- 
tures that he never had enough left over for his wife when he got home af ter
the day’s work.

And the lucky vest with the gold buck skin whincher was stolen from
Rags Habakuk by the taxi cab driver.
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4. Four Sto ries About the Deep
Doom of Dark Door ways

PEO PLE:

THE RAG DOLL

THE BROOM HAN DLE

SPOON LICK ERS

CHOCO LATE CHINS

DIRTY BIBS

TIN PAN BANGERS

CLEAN EARS

EASY TICK LERS

MU SI CAL SOUP EATERS

CHUBBY CHUBS

SLEEPY HEADS

SNOO FOO

BLINK, SWINK AND JINK

BLUNK, SWUNK AND JUNK
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MIS SUS SNIG GERS

EETA PEECA PIE

MEENY MINEY

MINEY MO

A POTATO BUG MIL LION AIRE

BIMBO THE SNIP

BEVO THE HIKE

A WARD AL DER MAN

A BARN BOSS

A WEATHER MAN

A TRAF FIC PO LICE MAN

A MON KEY

A WIDOW WOMAN

AN UM BRELLA HAN DLE MAKER

The Wed ding Pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and
the Broom Han dle and Who Was in It
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The Rag Doll had many friends. The Whisk Broom, the Fur nace Shovel,
the Cof fee Pot, they all liked the Rag Doll very much.

But when the Rag Doll mar ried, it was the Broom Han dle she picked be- 
cause the Broom Han dle fixed her eyes.

A proud child, proud but care less, banged the head of the Rag Doll
against a door one day and knocked off both the glass eyes sewed on long
ago. It was then the Broom Han dle found two black Cal i for nia prunes, and
fas tened the two Cal i for nia prunes just where the eyes be longed. So then
the Rag Doll had two fine black eyes brand new. She was even nick named
Black Eyes by some peo ple.

There was a wed ding when the Rag Doll mar ried the Broom Han dle. It
was a grand wed ding with one of the grand est pro ces sions ever seen at a rag
doll wed ding. And we are sure no broom han dle ever had a grander wed- 
ding pro ces sion when he got mar ried.

Who marched in the pro ces sion? Well, first came the Spoon Lick ers. Ev- 
ery one of them had a tea spoon, or a soup spoon, though most of them had
a big ta ble spoon. On the spoons, what did they have? Oh, some had but ter
scotch, some had gravy, some had marsh mal low fudge. Ev ery one had
some thing slick ery sweet or fat to eat on the spoon. And as they marched in
the wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle, they licked
their spoons and looked around and licked their spoons again.
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Next came the Tin Pan Bangers. Some had dish pans, some had fry ing
pans, some had potato peel ing pans. All the pans were tin with tight tin bot- 
toms. And the Tin Pan Bangers banged with knives and forks and iron and
wooden bangers on the bot toms of the tin pans. And as they marched in the
wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle they banged
their pans and looked around and banged again.

Then came the Choco late Chins. They were all eat ing choco lates. And
the choco late was slip pery and slick ered all over their chins. Some of them
spat tered the ends of their noses with black choco late. Some of them spread
the brown choco late nearly up to their ears. And then as they marched in the
wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle they stuck their
chins in the air and looked around and stuck their chins in the air again.

Then came the Dirty Bibs. They wore plain white bibs, checker bibs,
stripe bibs, blue bibs and bibs with but ter flies. But all the bibs were dirty.
The plain white bibs were dirty, the checker bibs were dirty, the stripe bibs,
the blue bibs and the bibs with but ter flies on them, they were all dirty. And
so in the wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle, the
Dirty Bibs marched with their dirty fin gers on the bibs and they looked
around and laughed and looked around and laughed again.

Next came the Clean Ears. They were proud. How they got into the pro- 
ces sion no body knows. Their ears were all clean. They were clean not only
on the out side but they were clean on the in side. There was not a speck of
dirt or dust or muss or mess on the in side nor the out side of their ears. And
so in the wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle, they
wig gled their ears and looked around and wig gled their ears again.

The Easy Tick lers were next in the pro ces sion. Their faces were shin ing.
Their cheeks were like bars of new soap. Their ribs were strong and the
meat and the fat was thick on their ribs. It was plain to see they were say- 
ing, “Don’t tickle me be cause I tickle so easy.” And as they marched in the
wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle, they tick led
them selves and laughed and looked around and tick led them selves again.

The mu sic was fur nished mostly by the Mu si cal Soup Eaters. They
marched with big bowls of soup in front of them and big spoons for eat ing
the soup. They whis tled and chuz zled and snoz zled the soup and the noise
they made could be heard far up at the head of the pro ces sion where the
Spoon Lick ers were march ing. So they dipped their soup and looked around
and dipped their soup again.
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The Chubby Chubs were next. They were roly poly, round faced smack- 
ers and snooz ers. They were not fat ba bies—oh no, oh no—not fat but just
chubby and easy to squeeze. They marched on their chubby legs and
chubby feet and chubbed their chubbs and looked around and chubbed their
chubbs again.

The last of all in the wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag Doll and the Broom
Han dle were the Sleepy heads. They were smil ing and glad to be march ing
but their heads were slimps ing down and their smiles were half fad ing away
and their eyes were half shut or a lit tle more than half shut. They stag gered
just a lit tle as though their feet were not sure where they were go ing. They
were the Sleepy heads, the last of all, in the wed ding pro ces sion of the Rag
Doll and the Broom Han dle and the Sleepy heads they never looked around
at all.

It was a grand pro ces sion, don’t you think so?
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How the Hat Ashes Shovel Helped Snoo Foo

If you want to re mem ber the names of all six of the Snig gers chil dren,
re mem ber that the three big gest were named Blink, Swink and Jink but the
three lit tlest ones were named Blunk, Swunk and Junk. One day last Jan u- 
ary the three big gest had a fuss with the three lit tlest. The fuss was about a
new hat for Snoo Foo, the snow man, about what kind of a hat he should
wear and how he should wear it. Blink, Swink and Jink said, “He wants a
crooked hat put on straight.” Blunk, Swunk and Junk said, “He wants a
straight hat put on crooked.” They fussed and fussed. Blink fussed with
Blunk, Swink fussed with Swunk, and Jink fussed with Junk. The first ones
to make up af ter the fuss were Jink and Junk. They de cided the best way to
set tle the fuss. “Let’s put a crooked hat on crooked,” said Jink. “No, let’s
put a straight hat on straight,” said Junk. Then they stood look ing and look- 
ing into each other’s shiny laugh ing eyes and then both of them ex ploded to
each other at the same time, “Let’s put on two hats, a crooked hat crooked
and a straight hat straight.”

Well, they looked around for hats. But there were not any hats any where,
that is, no hats big enough for a snow man with a big head like Snoo Foo.
So they went in the house and asked their mother for the hat ashes shovel.
Of course, in most any other house, the mother would be all wor ried if six
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chil dren came tramp ing and clomp ing in, bang ing the door and all six ejac- 
u lat ing to their mother at once, “Where is the hat ashes shovel?” But Mis sus
Snig gers wasn’t wor ried at all. She rubbed her chin with her fin ger and said
softly, “Oh lah de dah, oh lah de dah, where is that hat ashes shovel, last
week I had it when I was mak ing a hat for Mis ter Snig gers; I re mem ber I
had that hat ashes shovel right up here over the clock, oh lah de dah, oh lah
de dah. Go out and ring the front door bell,” she said to Jink Snig gers. Jink
ran away to the front door. And Mis sus Snig gers and the five chil dren
waited. Bling-bling the bell be gan ring ing and—lis ten—the door of the
clock opened and the hat ashes shovel fell out. “Oh lah de dah, get out of
here in a hurry,” said Mis sus Snig gers.

Well, the chil dren ran out and dug a big pail of hat ashes with the hat
ashes shovel. And they made two hats for Snoo Foo. One was a crooked
hat. The other was a straight hat. And they put the crooked hat on crooked
and the straight hat on straight. And there stood Snoo Foo in the front yard
and ev ery body who came by on the street, he would take off his hat to
them, the crooked hat with his arm crooked and the straight hat with his arm
straight. That was the end of the fuss be tween the Snig gers chil dren and it
was Jink, the lit tlest one of the big gest, and Junk, the lit tlest one of the lit- 
tlest, who set tled the fuss by look ing clean into each other’s eyes and laugh- 
ing. If you ever get into a fuss try this way of set tling it.
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Three Boys With Jugs of Mo lasses and Se‐ 
cret Am bi tions

In the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions, if one boy goes to the gro cery for a
jug of mo lasses it is just like al ways. And if two boys go to the gro cery for a
jug of mo lasses to gether it is just like al ways. But if three boys go to the
gro cery for a jug of mo lasses each and all to gether then it is not like al ways
at all, at all.

Eeta Peeca Pie grew up with wishes and wishes work ing in side him.
And for ev ery wish in side him he had a freckle out side on his face. When- 
ever he smiled the smile ran way back into the far side of his face and got
lost in the wish ing freck les.

Meeny Miney grew up with sus pi cions and sus pi cions work ing in side
him. And af ter a while some of the sus pi cions got fas tened on his eyes and
some of the sus pi cions got fas tened on his mouth. So when he looked at
other peo ple straight in the face they used to say, “Meeny Miney looks so
sad-like I won der if he’ll get by.”

Miney Mo was dif fer ent. He wasn’t sad-like and sus pi cious like Meeny
Miney. Nor was he full of wishes in side and freck les out side like Eeta
Peeca Pie. He was all mixed up in side with wishes and sus pi cions. So he
had a few freck les and a few sus pi cions on his face. When he looked other
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peo ple straight in the face they used to say, “I don’t know whether to laugh
or cry.”

So here we have ’em, three boys grow ing up with wishes, sus pi cions and
mixed-up wishes and sus pi cions. They all looked dif fer ent from each other.
Each one, how ever, had a se cret am bi tion. And all three had the same se cret
am bi tion.

An am bi tion is a lit tle creeper that creeps and creeps in your heart night
and day, singing a lit tle song, “Come and find me, come and find me.” The
se cret am bi tion in the heart of Eeta Peeca Pie, Meeney Miney, and Miney
Mo was an am bi tion to go rail road ing, to ride on rail road cars night and
day, year af ter year. The whis tles and the wheels of rail road trains were mu- 
sic to them.

When ever the se cret am bi tion crept in their hearts and made them too
sad, so sad it was hard to live and stand for it, they would all three put their
hands on each other’s shoul der and sing the song of Joe. The cho rus was
like this:

Joe, Joe, broke his toe,
On the way to Mex ico.
Came back, broke his back,
Slid ing on the rail road track.

One fine sum mer morn ing all three moth ers of all three boys gave each one
a jug and said, “Go to the gro cery and get a jug of mo lasses.” All three got
to the gro cery at the same time. And all three went out of the door of the
gro cery to gether, each with a jug of mo lasses to gether and each with his se- 
cret am bi tion creep ing around in his heart, all three to gether.

Two blocks from the gro cery they stopped un der a slip pery elm tree.
Eeta Peeca Pie was stretch ing his neck look ing straight up into the slip pery
elm tree. He said it was al ways good for his freck les and it helped his
wishes to stand un der a slip pery elm and look up.

While he was look ing up his left hand let go the jug han dle of the jug of
mo lasses. And the jug went ka-flump, ka-flum pety-flump down on the
stone side walk, cracked to pieces and let the mo lasses go run ning out over
the side walk.

If you have never seen it, let me tell you mo lasses run ning out of a bro- 
ken jug, over a stone side walk un der a slip pery elm tree, looks pe cu liar and
mys te ri ous.



67

Eeta Peeca Pie stepped into the mo lasses with his bare feet. “It’s a lotta
fun,” he said. “It tick les all over.” So Meeney Miney and Miney Mo both
stepped into the mo lasses with their bare feet.

Then what hap pened just hap pened. One got lit tler. An other got lit tler.
All three got lit tler.

“You look to me only big as a potato bug,” said Eeta Peeca Pie to
Meeney Miney and Miney Mo. “It’s the same like you look to us,” said
Meeney Miney and Miney Mo to Eeta Peeca Pie. And then be cause their
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se cret am bi tion be gan to hurt them they all stood with hands on each other’s
shoul ders and sang the Mex ico Joe song.

Off the side walk they strolled, across a field of grass. They passed many
houses of spi ders and ants. In front of one house they saw Mrs. Spi der over
a tub wash ing clothes for Mr. Spi der.

“Why do you wear that fry ing pan on your head?” they asked her.
“In this coun try all ladies wear the fry ing pan on their head when they

want a hat.”
“But what if you want a hat when you are fry ing with the fry ing pan?”

asked Eeta Peeca Pie.
“That never hap pens to any re spectable lady in this coun try.”
“Don’t you never have no new style hats?” asked Meeney Miney.
“No, but we al ways have new style fry ing pans ev ery spring and fall.”
Hid den in the roots of a pink grass clump, they came to a city of twisted-

nose spi ders. On the main street was a store with a show win dow full of
pink para sols. They walked in and said to the clerk, “We want to buy para- 
sols.”

“We don’t sell para sols here,” said the spi der clerk.
“Well, lend us a para sol apiece,” said all three.
“Gladly, most gladly,” said the clerk.
“How do you do it?” asked Eeta.
“I don’t have to,” an swered the spi der clerk.
“How did it be gin?”
“It never was oth er wise.”
“Don’t you never get tired?”
“Ev ery para sol is a joy.”
“What do you do when the para sols are gone?”
“They al ways come back. These are the fa mous twisted-nose para sols

made from the fa mous pink grass. You will lose them all, all three. Then
they will all walk back to me here in this store on main street. I can not sell
you some thing I know you will surely lose. Nei ther can I ask you to pay, for
some thing you will for get, some where some time, and when you for get it, it
will walk back here to me again. Look—look!”

As he said “Look,” the door opened and five pink para sols came waltz- 
ing in and waltzed up into the show win dow.

“They al ways come back. Ev ery body for gets. Take your para sols and go.
You will for get them and they will come back to me.”
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“He looks like he had wishes in side him,” said Eeta Peeca Pie. “He
looks like he had sus pi cions,” said Meeney Miney.

“He looks like he was all mixed up wishes and sus pi cions,” said Miney
Mo.

And once more be cause they all felt lone some and their se cret am bi tions
were creep ing and eat ing, they put their hands on their shoul ders and sang
the Mex ico Joe song.

Then came hap pi ness. They en tered the Potato Bug Coun try. And they
had luck first of all the first hour they were in the Potato Bug Coun try. They
met a Potato Bug mil lion aire.

“How are you a mil lion aire?” they asked him.
“Be cause I got a mil lion,” he an swered.
“A mil lion what?”
“A mil lion fleems.”
“Who wants fleems?”
“You want fleems if you’re go ing to live here.”
“Why so?”
“Be cause fleems is our money. In the Potato Bug Coun try, if you got no

fleems you can’t buy noth ing nor any thing. But if you got a mil lion fleems
you’re a Potato Bug mil lion aire.”

Then he sur prised them.
“I like you be cause you got wishes and freck les,” he said to Eeta Peeca

Pie, fill ing the pock ets of Eeta with fleems.
“And I like you be cause you got sus pi cions and you’re sad-like,” he said

to Meeney Miney fill ing Meeney Miney’s pock ets full of fleems.
“And I like you be cause you got some wishes and some sus pi cions and

you look mixed up,” he said to Miney Mo, stick ing hand fuls and hand fuls
of fleems into the pock ets of Miney Mo.

Wishes do come true. And sus pi cions do come true. Here they had been
wish ing all their lives, and had sus pi cions of what was go ing to hap pen, and
now it all came true.

With their pock ets filled with fleems they rode on all the rail road trains
of the Potato Bug Coun try. They went to the rail road sta tions and bought
tick ets for the fast trains and the slow trains and even the trains that back up
and run back ward in stead of where they start to go.

On the din ing cars of the rail roads of the Potato Bug Coun try they ate
won der ham from the fa mous Potato Bug Pigs, eggs from the Potato Bug



70

Hens, et cetera.
It seemed to them they stayed a long while in the Potato Bug Coun try,

years and years. Yes, the time came when all their fleems were gone. Then
when ever they wanted a rail road ride or some thing to eat or a place to sleep,
they put their hands on each other’s shoul ders and sang the Mex ico Joe
song. In the Potato Bug Coun try they all said the Mex ico Joe song was
won der ful.

One morn ing while they were wait ing to take an ex press train on the
Early Ohio & South west ern they sat near the roots of a big potato plant un- 
der the big green leaves. And far above them they saw a dim black cloud
and they heard a shak ing and a rustling and a spat ter ing. They did not know
it was a man of the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions. They did not know it was
Mr. Snig gers putting paris green on the potato plants.

A big drop of paris green spat tered down and fell onto the heads and
shoul ders of all three, Eeta Peeca Pie, Meeny Miney and Miney Mo.

Then what hap pened just hap pened. They got big ger and big ger—one,
two, three. And when they jumped up and ran out of the potato rows,
Mr. Snig gers thought they were boys play ing tricks.

When they got home to their moth ers and told all about the jug of mo- 
lasses break ing on the stone side walk un der the slip pery elm tree, their
moth ers said it was care less. The boys said it was lucky be cause it helped
them get their se cret am bi tions.

And a se cret am bi tion is a lit tle creeper that creeps and creeps in your
heart night and day, singing a lit tle song, “Come and find me, come and
find me.”
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How Bimbo the Snip’s Thumb Stuck to His
Nose When the Wind Changed

Once there was a boy in the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions whose name
was Bimbo the Snip. He for got nearly ev ery thing his fa ther and mother told
him to do and told him not to do.

One day his fa ther, Bevo the Hike, came home and found Bimbo the
Snip sit ting on the front steps with his thumb fas tened to his nose and the
fin gers wig gling.

“I can’t take my thumb away,” said Bimbo the Snip, “be cause when I put
my thumb to my nose and wig gled my fin gers at the ice man the wind
changed. And just like mother al ways said, if the wind changed the thumb
would stay fas tened to my nose and not come off.”

Bevo the Hike took hold of the thumb and pulled. He tied a clothes line
rope around it and pulled. He pushed with his foot and heel against it. And
all the time the thumb stuck fast and the fin gers wig gled from the end of the
nose of Bimbo the Snip. Bevo the Hike sent for the ward al der man. The
ward al der man sent for the barn boss of the street clean ing de part ment. The
barn boss of the street clean ing de part ment sent for the head vac ci na tor of
the vac ci na tion bu reau of the health de part ment. The head vac ci na tor of the
vac ci na tion bu reau of the health de part ment sent for the big main fixer of
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the weather bu reau where they un der stand the tricks of the wind and the
wind chang ing.

And the big main fixer of the weather bu reau said, “If you hit the thumb
six times with the end of a traf fic po lice man’s club, the thumb will come
loose.”

So Bevo the Hike went to a traf fic po lice man stand ing on a street cor ner
with a whis tle telling the wag ons and cars which way to go.

He told the traf fic po lice man, “The wind changed and Bimbo the Snip’s
thumb is fas tened to his nose and will not come loose till it is hit six times
with the end of a traf fic po lice man’s club.”

“I can’t help you un less you find a mon key to take my place stand ing on
the cor ner telling the wag ons and cars which way to go,” an swered the traf- 
fic po lice man.

So Bevo the Hike went to the zoo and said to a mon key, “The wind
changed and Bimbo the Snip’s thumb is fas tened to his nose and will not
come loose till it is hit with the end of a traf fic po lice man’s club six times
and the traf fic po lice man can not leave his place on the street cor ner telling
the traf fic which way to go un less a mon key comes and takes his place.”

The mon key an swered, “Get me a lad der with a whis tle so I can climb
up and whis tle and tell the traf fic which way to go.”

So Bevo the Hike hunted and hunted over the city and looked and
looked and asked and asked till his feet and his eyes and his head and his
heart were tired from top to bot tom.

Then he met an old widow woman whose hus band had been killed in a
sewer ex plo sion when he was dig ging sewer ditches. And the old woman
was car ry ing a bun dle of picked-up kin dling wood in a bag on her back be- 
cause she did not have money enough to buy coal.

Bevo the Hike told her, “You have trou bles. So have I. You are car ry ing
a load on your back peo ple can see. I am car ry ing a load and no body sees
it.”

“Tell me your trou bles,” said the old widow woman. He told her. And
she said, “In the next block is an old um brella han dle maker. He has a lad- 
der with a whis tle. He climbs on the lad der when he makes long long um- 
brella han dles. And he has the whis tle on the lad der to be whistling.”

Bevo the Hike went to the next block, found the house of the um brella
han dle maker and said to him, “The wind changed and Bimbo the Snip’s
thumb is fas tened to his nose and will not come loose till it is hit with the
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end of a traf fic po lice man’s club six times and the traf fic po lice man can not
leave the cor ner where he is telling the traf fic which way to go un less a
mon key takes his place and the mon key can not take his place un less he has
a lad der with a whis tle to stand on and whis tle the wag ons and cars which
way to go.”

Then the um brella han dle maker said, “To-night I have a spe cial job be- 
cause I must work on a long, long um brella han dle and I will need the lad- 
der to climb up and the whis tle to be whistling. But if you prom ise to have
the lad der back by tonight you can take it.”

Bevo the Hike promised. Then he took the lad der with a whis tle to the
mon key, the mon key took the place of the traf fic po lice man while the traf fic
po lice man went to the home of Bevo the Hike where Bimbo the Snip was
sit ting on the front steps with his thumb fas tened to his nose wig gling his
fin gers at ev ery body pass ing by on the street.

The traf fic po lice man hit Bimbo the Snip’s thumb five times with the
club. And the thumb stuck fast. But the sixth time it was hit with the end of
the traf fic po lice man’s thumb club, it came loose.

Then Bevo thanked the po lice man, thanked the mon key, and took the
lad der with the whis tle back to the um brella han dle maker’s house and
thanked him.

When Bevo the Hike got home that night Bimbo the Snip was in bed and
all tick led. He said to his fa ther, “I will be care ful how I stick my thumb to
my nose and wig gle my fin gers the next time the wind changes.”
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5. Three Sto ries About Three
Ways the Wind Went Wind ing

PEO PLE:

TWO SKY SCRAPERS

THE NORTH WEST WIND

THE GOLDEN SPIKE LIM ITED TRAIN

A TIN BRASS GOAT

A TIN BRASS GOOSE

NEWSIES

YOUNG LEATHER

RED SLIP PERS

A MAN TO BE HANGED

FIVE JACKRAB BITS

THE WOODEN IN DIAN

THE SHAGHORN BUF FALO

THE NIGHT PO LICE MAN
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The Two Sky scrapers Who De cided to Have a
Child

Two sky scrapers stood across the street from each other in the Vil lage of
Liver-and-Onions. In the day light when the streets poured full of peo ple
buy ing and sell ing, these two sky scrapers talked with each other the same
as moun tains talk.

In the night time when all the peo ple buy ing and sell ing were gone home
and there were only po lice men and taxi cab driv ers on the streets, in the
night when a mist crept up the streets and threw a pur ple and gray wrap per
over ev ery thing, in the night when the stars and the sky shook out sheets of
pur ple and gray mist down over the town, then the two sky scrapers leaned
to ward each other and whis pered.

Whether they whis pered se crets to each other or whether they whis pered
sim ple things that you and I know and ev ery body knows, that is their se cret.
One thing is sure: they of ten were seen lean ing to ward each other and whis- 
per ing in the night the same as moun tains lean and whis per in the night.

High on the roof of one of the sky scrapers was a tin brass goat look ing
out across prairies, and sil ver blue lakes shin ing like blue porce lain break- 
fast plates, and out across sil ver snakes of wind ing rivers in the morn ing
sun. And high on the roof of the other sky scraper was a tin brass goose



77

look ing out across prairies, and sil ver blue lakes shin ing like blue porce lain
break fast plates, and out across sil ver snakes of wind ing rivers in the morn- 
ing sun.

Now the North west Wind was a friend of the two sky scrapers. Com ing
so far, com ing five hun dred miles in a few hours, com ing so fast al ways
while the sky scrapers were stand ing still, stand ing al ways on the same old
street cor ners al ways, the North west Wind was a bringer of news.

“Well, I see the city is here yet,” the North west Wind would whis tle to
the sky scrapers.

And they would an swer, “Yes, and are the moun tains stand ing yet way
out yon der where you come from, Wind?”

“Yes, the moun tains are there yon der, and far ther yon der is the sea, and
the rail roads are still go ing, still run ning across the prairie to the moun tains,
to the sea,” the North west Wind would an swer.

And now there was a pledge made by the North west Wind to the two
sky scrapers. Of ten the North west Wind shook the tin brass goat and shook
the tin brass goose on top of the sky scrapers.

“Are you go ing to blow loose the tin brass goat on my roof?” one asked.
“Are you go ing to blow loose the tin brass goose on my roof?” the other

asked.
“Oh, no,” the North west Wind laughed, first to one and then to the other,

“if I ever blow loose your tin brass goat and if I ever blow loose your tin
brass goose, it will be when I am sorry for you be cause you are up against
hard luck and there is some body’s fu neral.”

So time passed on and the two sky scrapers stood with their feet among
the po lice men and the taxi cabs, the peo ple buy ing and sell ing,—the cus- 
tomers with parcels, pack ages and bun dles—while away high on their roofs
stood the goat and the goose look ing out on sil ver blue lakes like blue
porce lain break fast plates and sil ver snakes of rivers wind ing in the morn- 
ing sun.

So time passed on and the North west Wind kept com ing, telling the
news and mak ing prom ises.

So time passed on. And the two sky scrapers de cided to have a child.
And they de cided when their child came it should be a free child.
“It must be a free child,” they said to each other. “It must not be a child

stand ing still all its life on a street cor ner. Yes, if we have a child she must
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be free to run across the prairie, to the moun tains, to the sea. Yes, it must be
a free child.”

So time passed on. Their child came. It was a rail road train, the Golden
Spike Lim ited, the fastest long dis tance train in the Rootabaga Coun try. It
ran across the prairie, to the moun tains, to the sea.

They were glad, the two sky scrapers were, glad to have a free child run- 
ning away from the big city, far away to the moun tains, far away to the sea,
run ning as far as the far thest moun tains and sea coasts touched by the
North west Wind.

They were glad their child was use ful, the two sky scrapers were, glad
their child was car ry ing a thou sand peo ple a thou sand miles a day, so when
peo ple spoke of the Golden Spike Lim ited, they spoke of it as a strong,
lovely child.

Then time passed on. There came a day when the newsies yelled as
though they were crazy.

“Yah yah, blah blah, yoh yoh,” was what it sounded like to the two sky- 
scrapers who never both ered much about what the newsies were yelling.
“Yah yah, blah blah, yoh yoh,” was the cry of the newsies that came up
again to the tops of the sky scrapers.

At last the yelling of the newsies came so strong the sky scrapers lis tened
and heard the newsies yam mer ing, “All about the great train wreck! All
about the Golden Spike dis as ter! Many lives lost! Many lives lost!”

And the North west Wind came howl ing a slow sad song. And late that
af ter noon a crowd of po lice men, taxi cab driv ers, newsies and cus tomers
with bun dles, all stood around talk ing and won der ing about two things next
to each other on the street car track in the mid dle of the street. One was a tin
brass goat. The other was a tin brass goose. And they lay next to each other.
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The Dol lar Watch and the Five Jack Rab bits

Long ago, long be fore the way lacks lost the won der ful stripes of oat
straw gold and the spots of tim o thy hay green in their mar velous curv ing
tail feath ers, long be fore the doo-doo-jangers whis tled among the hon ey- 
suckle blos soms and the bit ter-basters cried their last and dy ing wran gling
cries, long be fore the sad hap pen ings that came later, it was then, some
years ear lier than the year Fifty Fifty, that Young Leather and Red Slip pers
crossed the Rootabaga Coun try.

To be gin with, they were walk ing across the Rootabaga Coun try. And
they were walk ing be cause it made their feet glad to feel the dirt of the earth
un der their shoes and they were close to the smells of the earth. They
learned the ways of birds and bugs, why birds have wings, why bugs have
legs, why the glad dy whingers have spot ted eggs in a bas ket nest in a
booblow tree, and why the chizzy whizzies scrape off lit tle fid dle songs all
sum mer long while the sum mer nights last.

Early one morn ing they were walk ing across the corn belt of the
Rootabaga Coun try singing, “Deep Down Among the Dag ger Dancers.”
They had just had a break fast of cof fee and hot han ky pank cakes cov ered
with cow’s but ter. Young Leather said to Red Slip pers, “What is the best se- 
cret we have come across this sum mer?”
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“That is easy to an swer,” Red Slip pers said with a long flish of her long
black eye lashes. “The best se cret we have come across is a rope of gold
hang ing from ev ery star in the sky and when we want to go up we go up.”

Walk ing on they came to a town where they met a man with a sorry face.
“Why?” they asked him. And he an swered, “My brother is in jail.”

“What for?” they asked him again. And he an swered again, “My brother
put on a straw hat in the mid dle of the win ter and went out on the streets
laugh ing; my brother had his hair cut pom pom padour and went out on the
streets bare headed in the sum mer time laugh ing; and these things were
against the law. Worst of all he sneezed at the wrong time and he sneezed
be fore the wrong per sons; he sneezed when it was not wise to sneeze. So he
will be hanged to mor row morn ing. The gal lows made of lum ber and the
rope made of hemp—they are wait ing for him to mor row morn ing. They
will tie around his neck the hang man’s neck tie and hoist him high.”

The man with a sorry face looked more sorry than ever. It made Young
Leather feel reck less and it made Red Slip pers feel reck less. They whis- 
pered to each other. Then Young Leather said, “Take this dol lar watch. Give
it to your brother. Tell him when they are lead ing him to the gal lows he
must take this dol lar watch in his hand, wind it up and push on the stem
winder. The rest will be easy.”

So the next morn ing when they were lead ing the man to be hanged to the
gal lows made of lum ber and the rope made of hemp, where they were go ing
to hoist him high be cause he sneezed in the wrong place be fore the wrong
peo ple, he used his fin gers wind ing up the watch and push ing on the stem
winder. There was a snap ping and a slatch ing like a gas en gine slip ping into
a big pair of dragon fly wings. The dol lar watch changed into a dragon fly
ship. The man who was go ing to be hanged jumped into the dragon fly ship
and flew whong ing away be fore any body could stop him.

Young Leather and Red Slip pers were walk ing out of the town laugh ing
and singing again, “Deep Down Among the Dag ger Dancers.” The man
with a sorry face, not so sorry now any more, came run ning af ter them. Be- 
hind the man and run ning af ter him were five long-legged spi der jack-rab- 
bits.

“These are for you,” was his ex cla ma tion. And they all sat down on the
stump of a booblow tree. He opened his sorry face and told the se crets of
the five long-legged spi der jack-rab bits to Young Leather and Red Slip pers.
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They waved good-by and went on up the road lead ing the five new jack-
rab bits.

In the next town they came to was a sky scraper higher than all the other
sky scrapers. A rich man dy ing wanted to be re mem bered and left in his last
will and tes ta ment a com mand they should build a build ing so high it would
scrape the thun der clouds and stand higher than all other sky scrapers with
his name carved in stone let ters on the top of it, and an elec tric sign at night
with his name on it, and a clock on the tower with his name on it.

“I am hun gry to be re mem bered and have my name spo ken by many
peo ple af ter I am dead,” the rich man told his friends. “I com mand you,
there fore, to throw the build ing high in the air be cause the higher it goes the
longer I will be re mem bered and the longer the years men will men tion my
name af ter I am dead.”

So there it was. Young Leather and Red Slip pers laughed when they first
saw the sky scraper, when they were far off along a coun try road singing
their old song, “Deep Down Among the Dag ger Dancers.”

“We got a show and we give a per for mance and we want the whole town
to see it,” was what Young Leather and Red Slip pers said to the mayor of
the town when they called on him at the city hall. “We want a li cense and a
per mit to give this free show in the pub lic square.”

“What do you do?” asked the mayor.
“We jump five jack-rab bits, five long-legged spi der jack-rab bits over the

high est sky scraper you got in your city,” they an swered him.
“If it’s free and you don’t sell any thing nor take any money away from

us while it is day light and you are giv ing your per for mance, then here is
your li cense per mit,” said the mayor speak ing in the man ner of a politi cian
who has stud ied pol i tics.

Thou sands of peo ple came to see the show on the pub lic square. They
wished to know how it would look to see five long-legged, spi der jack-rab- 
bits jump over the high est sky scraper in the city.

Four of the jack-rab bits had stripes. The fifth had stripes—and spots. Be- 
fore they started the show Young Leather and Red Slip pers held the jack-
rab bits one by one in their arms and pet ted them, rubbed the feet and rubbed
the long ears and ran their fin gers along the long legs of the jumpers.

“Zingo,” they yelled to the first jack-rab bit. He got all ready. “And now
zingo!” they yelled again. And the jack-rab bit took a run, lifted off his feet
and went on and on and up and up till he went over the roof of the sky- 
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scraper and then went down and down till he lit on his feet and came run- 
ning on his long legs back to the pub lic square where he started from, back
where Young Leather and Red Slip pers pet ted him and rubbed his long ears
and said, “That’s the boy.”

Then three jack-rab bits made the jump over the sky scraper. “Zingo,”
they heard and got ready. “And now zingo,” they heard and all three to- 
gether in a row, their long ears touch ing each other, they lifted off their feet
and went on and on and up and up till they cleared the roof of the sky- 
scraper. Then they came down and down till they lit on their feet and came
run ning to the hands of Young Leather and Red Slip pers to have their long
legs and their long ears rubbed and pet ted.

Then came the turn of the fifth jack-rab bit, the beau ti ful one with stripes
and spots. “Ah, we’re sorry to see you go, Ah-h, we’re sorry,” they said,
rub bing his long ears and feel ing of his long legs.

Then Young Leather and Red Slip pers kissed him on the nose, kissed the
last and fifth of the five long-legged spi der jack-rab bits.

“Good-by, old bunny, good-by, you’re the dandi est bunny there ever
was,” they whis pered in his long ears. And he, be cause he knew what they
were say ing and why they were say ing it, he wig gled his long ears and
looked long and steady at them from his deep eyes.

“Zango,” they yelled. He got ready. “And now zango!” they yelled
again. And the fifth jack-rab bit with his stripes and spots lifted off his feet
and went on and on and on and up and up and when he came to the roof of
the sky scraper he kept on go ing on and on and up and up till af ter a while
he was gone all the way out of sight.

They waited and watched, they watched and waited. He never came
back. He never was heard of again. He was gone. With the stripes on his
back and the spots on his hair, he was gone. And Young Leather and Red
Slip pers said they were glad they had kissed him on the nose be fore he went
away on a long trip far off, so far off he never came back.
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The Wooden In dian and the Shaghorn Buf‐ 
falo

One night a milk white moon was shin ing down on Main Street. The
side walks and the stones, the walls and the win dows all stood out milk
white. And there was a thin blue mist drifted and shifted like a woman’s
veil up and down Main Street, up to the moon and back again. Yes, all Main
Street was a mist blue and a milk white, mixed up and soft all over and all
through.

It was past mid night. The Wooden In dian in front of the cigar store
stepped down off his stand. The Shaghorn Buf falo in front of the hab er- 
dasher shop lifted his head and shook his whiskers, raised his hoofs out of
his hoof-tracks.

Then—this is what hap pened. They moved straight to ward each other. In
the mid dle of Main Street they met. The Wooden In dian jumped strad dle of
the Shaghorn Buf falo. And the Shaghorn Buf falo put his head down and ran
like a prairie wind straight west on Main Street.

At the high hill over the big bend of the Clear Green River they stopped.
They stood look ing. Drift ing and shift ing like a woman’s blue veil, the blue
mist filled the val ley and the milk white moon filled the val ley. And the
mist and the moon touched with a lin ger ing, wist ful kiss the clear green wa- 
ter of the Clear Green River.
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So they stood look ing, the Wooden In dian with his cop per face and
wooden feath ers, and the Shaghorn Buf falo with his big head and heavy
shoul ders slump ing down close to the ground.

And af ter they had looked a long while, and each of them got an eye ful
of the high hill, the big bend and the moon mist on the river all blue and
white and soft, af ter they had looked a long while, they turned around and
the Shaghorn Buf falo put his head down and ran like a prairie wind down
Main Street till he was ex actly in front of the cigar store and the hab er- 
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dasher shop. Then whisk! both of them were right back like they were be- 
fore, stand ing still, tak ing what ever comes.

This is the story as it came from the night po lice man of the Vil lage of
Cream Puffs. He told the peo ple the next day, “I was sit ting on the steps of
the cigar store last night watch ing for bur glars. And when I saw the Wooden
In dian step down and the Shaghorn Buf falo step out, and the two of them
go down Main Street like the wind, I says to my self, mar vel ish, ’tis mar vel- 
ish, ’tis mar vel ish.”
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6. Four Sto ries About Dear,
Dear Eyes

PEO PLE:

THE WHITE HORSE GIRL

THE BLUE WIND BOY

THE GRAY MAN ON HORSE BACK

SIX GIRLS WITH BAL LOONS

HENRY HAG GLY HOAGLY

SU SAN SLACK EN TWIST

TWO WOOL YARN MIT TENS

PE TER POTATO BLOS SOM WISHES

HER FA THER

MANY SHOES

SLIP PERS

A SLIP PER MOON

The White Horse Girl and the Blue Wind Boy
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When the dishes are washed at night time and the cool of the evening
has come in sum mer or the lamps and fires are lit for the night in win ter,
then the fa thers and moth ers in the Rootabaga Coun try some times tell the
young peo ple the story of the White Horse Girl and the Blue Wind Boy.

The White Horse Girl grew up far in the west of the Rootabaga Coun try.
All the years she grew up as a girl she liked to ride horses. Best of all things
for her was to be strad dle of a white horse lop ing with a loose bri dle among
the hills and along the rivers of the west Rootabaga Coun try.

She rode one horse white as snow, an other horse white as new washed
sheep wool, and an other white as sil ver. And she could not tell be cause she
did not know which of these three white horses she liked best.

“Snow is beau ti ful enough for me any time,” she said, “new washed
sheep wool, or sil ver out of a rib bon of the new moon, any or ei ther is white
enough for me. I like the white manes, the white flanks, the white noses, the
white feet of all my ponies. I like the fore locks hang ing down be tween the
white ears of all three—my ponies.”

And liv ing neigh bor to the White Horse Girl in the same prairie coun try,
with the same black crows fly ing over their places, was the Blue Wind Boy.
All the years he grew up as a boy he liked to walk with his feet in the dirt
and the grass lis ten ing to the winds. Best of all things for him was to put on
strong shoes and go hik ing among the hills and along the rivers of the west
Rootabaga Coun try, lis ten ing to the winds.

There was a blue wind of day time, start ing some times six o’clock on a
sum mer morn ing or eight o’clock on a win ter morn ing. And there was a
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night wind with blue of sum mer stars in sum mer and blue of win ter stars in
win ter. And there was yet an other, a blue wind of the times be tween night
and day, a blue dawn and evening wind. All three of these winds he liked so
well he could not say which he liked best.

“The early morn ing wind is strong as the prairie and what ever I tell it I
know it be lieves and re mem bers,” he said, “and the night wind with the big
dark curves of the night sky in it, the night wind gets in side of me and un- 
der stands all my se crets. And the blue wind of the times be tween, in the
dusk when it is nei ther night nor day, this is the wind that asks me ques tions
and tells me to wait and it will bring me what ever I want.”

Of course, it hap pened as it had to hap pen, the White Horse Girl and the
Blue Wind Boy met. She, strad dling one of her white horses, and he, wear- 
ing his strong hik ing shoes in the dirt and the grass, it had to hap pen they
should meet among the hills and along the rivers of the west Rootabaga
Coun try where they lived neigh bors.

And of course, she told him all about the snow white horse and the horse
white as new washed sheep wool and the horse white as a sil ver rib bon of
the new moon. And he told her all about the blue winds he liked lis ten ing
to, the early morn ing wind, the night sky wind, and the wind of the dusk be- 
tween, the wind that asked him ques tions and told him to wait.

One day the two of them were gone. On the same day of the week the
White Horse Girl and the Blue Wind Boy went away. And their fa thers and
moth ers and sis ters and broth ers and un cles and aunts won dered about them
and talked about them, be cause they didn’t tell any body be fore hand they
were go ing. No body at all knew be fore hand or af ter ward why they were go- 
ing away, the real hon est why of it.

They left a short let ter. It read:

To All Our Sweet hearts, Old Folks and Young Folks:

We have started to go where the white horses come from and where the blue winds be gin.
Keep a cor ner in your hearts for us while we are gone.

THE WHITE HORSE GIRL.

THE BLUE WIND BOY.
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That was all they had to guess by in the west Rootabaga Coun try, to
guess and guess where two dar lings had gone.

Many years passed. One day there came rid ing across the Rootabaga
Coun try a Gray Man on Horse back. He looked like he had come a long
ways. So they asked him the ques tion they al ways asked of any rider who
looked like he had come a long ways, “Did you ever see the White Horse
Girl and the Blue Wind Boy?”

“Yes,” he an swered, "I saw them.
“It was a long, long ways from here I saw them,” he went on, "it would

take years and years to ride to where they are. They were sit ting to gether
and talk ing to each other, some times singing, in a place where the land runs
high and tough rocks reach up. And they were look ing out across wa ter,
blue wa ter as far as the eye could see. And away far off the blue wa ters met
the blue sky.

"‘Look!’ said the Boy, ‘that’s where the blue winds be gin.’
"And far out on the blue wa ters, just a lit tle this side of where the blue

winds be gin, there were white manes, white flanks, white noses, white gal- 
lop ing feet.

"‘Look!’ said the Girl, ‘that’s where the white horses come from.’
"And then nearer to the land came thou sands in an hour, mil lions in a

day, white horses, some white as snow, some like new washed sheep wool,
some white as sil ver rib bons of the new moon.

“I asked them, ‘Whose place is this?’ They an swered, ‘It be longs to us;
this is what we started for; this is where the white horses come from; this is
where the blue winds be gin.’”

And that was all the Gray Man on Horse back would tell the peo ple of
the west Rootabaga Coun try. That was all he knew, he said, and if there was
any more he would tell it.

And the fa thers and moth ers and sis ters and broth ers and un cles and
aunts of the White Horse Girl and the Blue Wind Boy won dered and talked
of ten about whether the Gray Man on Horse back made up the story out of
his head or whether it hap pened just like he told it.

Any how this is the story they tell some times to the young peo ple of the
west Rootabaga Coun try when the dishes are washed at night and the cool
of the evening has come in sum mer or the lamps and fires are lit for the
night in win ter.
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What Six Girls with Bal loons Told the Gray
Man on Horse back

Once there came rid ing across the Rootabaga Coun try a Gray Man on
Horse back. He looked as if he had come a long ways. He looked like a
brother to the same Gray Man on Horse back who said he had seen the
White Horse Girl and the Blue Wind Boy.

He stopped in the Vil lage of Cream Puffs. His gray face was sad and his
eyes were gray deep and sad. He spoke short and seemed strong. Some- 
times his eyes looked as if they were go ing to flash, but in stead of fire they
filled with shad ows.

Yet—he did laugh once. It did hap pen once he lifted his head and face to
the sky and let loose a long rip ple of laughs.

On Main Street near the Round house of the Big Spool, where they wind
up the string that pulls the light lit tle town back when the wind blows it
away, there he was rid ing slow on his gray horse when he met six girls with
six fine braids of yel low hair and six bal loons apiece. That is, each and ev- 
ery one of the six girls had six fine long braids of yel low hair and each
braid of hair had a bal loon tied on the end. A lit tle blue wind was blow ing
and the many bal loons tied to the braids of the six girls swung up and down
and slow and fast when ever the blue wind went up and down and slow and
fast.
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For the first time since he had been in the Vil lage, the eyes of the Gray
Man filled with lights and his face be gan to look hope ful. He stopped his
horse when he came even with the six girls and the bal loons float ing from
the braids of yel low hair.

“Where you go ing?” he asked.
“Who—hoo-hoo? Who—who—who?” the six girls cheeped out.
“All six of you and your bal loons, where you go ing?”
“Oh, hoo-hoo-hoo, back where we came from,” and they all turned their

heads back and forth and side ways, which of course turned all the bal loons
back and forth and side ways be cause the bal loons were fas tened to the fine
braids of hair which were fas tened to their heads.

“And where do you go when you get back where you came from?” he
asked just to be ask ing.

“Oh, hoo-hoo-hoo, then we start out and go straight ahead and see what
we can see,” they all an swered just to be an swer ing and they dipped their
heads and swung them up which of course dipped all the bal loons and
swung them up.

So they talked, he ask ing just to be ask ing and the six bal loon girls an- 
swer ing just to be an swer ing.

At last his sad mouth broke into a smile and his eyes were lit like a
morn ing sun com ing up over har vest fields. And he said to them, “Tell me
why are bal loons—that is what I want you to tell me—why are bal loons?”

The first lit tle girl put her thumb un der her chin, looked up at her six bal- 
loons float ing in the lit tle blue wind over her head, and said: “Bal loons are
wishes. The wind made them. The west wind makes the red bal loons. The
south wind makes the blue. The yel low and green bal loons come from the
east wind and the north wind.”

The sec ond lit tle girl put her first fin ger next to her nose, looked up at
her six bal loons dip ping up and down like hill flow ers in a small wind, and
said:

“A bal loon used to be a flower. It got tired. Then it changed it self to a
bal loon. I lis tened one time to a yel low bal loon. It was talk ing to it self like
peo ple talk. It said, ‘I used to be a yel low pump kin flower stuck down close
to the ground, now I am a yel low bal loon high up in the air where no body
can walk on me and I can see ev ery thing.’”

The third lit tle girl held both of her ears like she was afraid they would
wig gle while she slid with a skip, turned quick, and look ing up at her bal- 
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loons, spoke these words:
“A bal loon is foam. It comes the same as soap bub bles come. A long

time ago it used to be slid ing along on wa ter, river wa ter, ocean wa ter, wa- 
ter fall wa ter, fall ing and fall ing over a rocky wa ter fall, any wa ter you want.
The wind saw the bub ble and picked it up and car ried it away, telling it,
‘Now you’re a bal loon—come along and see the world.’”

The fourth lit tle girl jumped straight into the air so all six of her bal loons
made a jump like they were go ing to get loose and go to the sky—and when
the lit tle girl came down from her jump and was stand ing on her two feet
with her head turned look ing up at the six bal loons, she spoke the short est
an swer of all, say ing:

“Bal loons are to make us look up. They help our necks.”
The fifth lit tle girl stood first on one foot, then an other, bent her head

down to her knees and looked at her toes, then swing ing straight up and
look ing at the fly ing spot ted yel low and red and green bal loons, she said:

“Bal loons come from or chards. Look for trees where half is or anges and
half is or ange bal loons. Look for ap ple trees where half is red pip pins and
half is red pip pin bal loons. Look for wa ter mel ons too. A long green bal loon
with white and yel low belly stripes is a ghost. It came from a wa ter melon
said good-by.”

The sixth girl, the last one, kicked the heel of her left foot with the toe of
her right foot, put her thumbs un der her ears and wig gled all her fin gers,
then stopped all her kick ing and wig gling, and stood look ing up at her bal- 
loons all quiet be cause the wind had gone down—and she mur mured like
she was think ing to her self:

“Bal loons come from fire chasers. Ev ery bal loon has a fire chaser chas- 
ing it. All the fire chasers are made ter ri ble quick and when they come they
burn quick, so the bal loon is made light so it can run away ter ri ble quick.
Bal loons slip away from fire. If they don’t they can’t be bal loons. Run ning
away from fire keeps them light.”

All the time he lis tened to the six girls the face of the Gray Man kept
get ting more hope ful. His eyes lit up. Twice he smiled. And af ter he said
good-by and rode up the street, he lifted his head and face to the sky and let
loose a long rip ple of laughs.

He kept look ing back when he left the Vil lage and the last thing he saw
was the six girls each with six bal loons fas tened to the six braids of yel low
hair hang ing down their backs.
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The sixth lit tle girl kicked the heel of her left foot with the toe of her
right foot and said, “He is a nice man. I think he must be our un cle. If he
comes again we shall all ask him to tell us where he thinks bal loons come
from.”

And the other five girls all an swered, “Yes,” or “Yes, yes,” or “Yes, yes,
yes,” real fast like a bal loon with a fire chaser af ter it.
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How Henry Hag gly hoagly Played the Gui tar
with His Mit tens On

Some times in Jan u ary the sky comes down close if we walk on a coun try
road, and turn our faces up to look at the sky.

Some times on that kind of a Jan u ary night the stars look like num bers,
look like the arith metic writ ing of a girl go ing to school and just be gin ning
arith metic.

It was this kind of a night Henry Hag gly hoagly was walk ing down a
coun try road on his way to the home of Su san Slack en twist, the daugh ter of
the rutabaga king near the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions. When Henry Hag- 
gly hoagly turned his face up to look at the sky it seemed to him as though
the sky came down close to his nose, and there was a writ ing in stars as
though some girl had been do ing arith metic ex am ples, writ ing num ber 4
and num ber 7 and 4 and 7 over and over again across the sky.

“Why is it so bit ter cold weather?” Henry Hag gly hoagly asked him self,
“if I say many bit ter bit ters it is not so bit ter as the cold wind and the cold
weather.”

“You are good, mit tens, keep ing my fin gers warm,” he said ev ery once
in a while to the wool yarn mit tens on his hands.
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The wind came tear ing along and put its chilly, icy, clammy clamps on
the nose of Henry Hag gly hoagly, fas ten ing the clamps like a nip ping, grip- 
ping clothes pin on his nose. He put his wool yarn mit tens up on his nose
and rubbed till the wind took off the chilly, icy, clammy clamps. His nose
was warm again; he said, “Thank you, mit tens, for keep ing my nose warm.”

He spoke to his wool yarn mit tens as though they were two kit tens or
pups, or two lit tle cub bears, or two lit tle Idaho ponies. “You’re my chums
keep ing me com pany,” he said to the mit tens.
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“Do you know what we got here un der our left el bow?” he said to the
mit tens, "I shall men tion to you what is here un der my left el bow.

"It ain’t a man dolin, it ain’t a mouth or gan nor an ac cor dion nor a con- 
certina nor a fid dle. It is a gui tar, a Span ish Spin nish Splishy gui tar made
spe cial.

"Yes, mit tens, they said a strong young man like me ought to have a pi- 
ano be cause a pi ano is handy to play for ev ery body in the house and a pi ano
is handy to put a hat and over coat on or books or flow ers.

"I sniz zled at ’em, mit tens. I told ’em I seen a Span ish Spin nish Splishy
gui tar made spe cial in a hard ware store win dow for eight dol lars and a half.

"And so, mit tens—are you lis ten ing, mit tens?—af ter corn husk ing was
all husked and the oats thrash ing all thrashed and the rutabaga dig ging all
dug, I took eight dol lars and a half in my in side vest pocket and I went to
the hard ware store.

"I put my thumbs in my vest pocket and I wig gled my fin gers like a man
when he is proud of what he is go ing to have if he gets it. And I said to the
head clerk in the hard ware store, ’Sir, the ar ti cle I de sire to pur chase this
evening as one of your high class cus tomers, the ar ti cle

I de sire to have af ter I buy it for my self, is the ar ti cle there in the win- 
dow, sir, the Span ish Spin nish Splishy gui tar.’

“And, mit tens, if you are lis ten ing, I am tak ing this Span ish Spin nish
Splishy gui tar to go to the home of Su san Slack en twist, the daugh ter of the
rutabaga king near the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions, to sing a ser e nade
song.”

The cold wind of the bit ter cold weather blew and blew, try ing to blow
the gui tar out from un der the left el bow of Henry Hag gly hoagly. And the
worse the wind blew the tighter he held his el bow hold ing the gui tar where
he wanted it.

He walked on and on with his long legs step ping long steps till at last he
stopped, held his nose in the air, and sniffed.

“Do I sniff some thing or do I not?” he asked, lift ing his wool yarn mit- 
tens to his nose and rub bing his nose till it was warm. Again he sniffed.

“Ah hah, yeah, yeah, this is the big rutabaga field near the home of the
rutabaga king and the home of his daugh ter, Su san Slack en twist.”

At last he came to the house, stood un der the win dow and slung the gui- 
tar around in front of him to play the mu sic to go with the song.
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“And now,” he asked his mit tens, “shall I take you off or keep you on? If
I take you off the cold wind of the bit ter cold weather will freeze my hands
so stiff and bit ter cold my fin gers will be too stiff to play the gui tar. I will
play with mit tens on.”

Which he did. He stood un der the win dow of Su san Slack en twist and
played the gui tar with his mit tens on, the warm wool yarn mit tens he called
his chums. It was the first time any strong young man go ing to see his
sweet heart ever played the gui tar with his mit tens on when it was a bit ter
night with a cold wind and cold weather.

Su san Slack en twist opened her win dow and threw him a snow-bird
feather to keep for a keep sake to re mem ber her by. And for years af ter ward
many a sweet heart in the Rootabaga Coun try told her lover, “If you wish to
marry me let me hear you un der my win dow on a win ter night play ing the
gui tar with wool yarn mit tens on.”

And when Henry Hag gly hoagly walked home on his long legs step ping
long steps, he said to his mit tens, “This Span ish Spin nish Splishy gui tar
made spe cial will bring us luck.” And when he turned his face up, the sky
came down close and he could see stars fixed like num bers and the arith- 
metic writ ing of a girl go ing to school learn ing to write num ber 4 and num- 
ber 7 and 4 and 7 over and over.
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Never Kick a Slip per at the Moon

When a girl is grow ing up in the Rootabaga Coun try she learns some
things to do, some things not to do.

“Never kick a slip per at the moon if it is the time for the Danc ing Slip per
Moon when the slim early moon looks like the toe and the heel of a
dancer’s foot,” was the ad vice Mr. Wishes, the fa ther of Pe ter Potato Blos- 
som Wishes, gave to his daugh ter.

“Why?” she asked him.
“Be cause your slip per will go straight up, on and on to the moon, and

fas ten it self on the moon as if the moon is a foot ready for danc ing,” said
Mr. Wishes.

"A long time ago there was one night when a se cret word was passed
around to all the shoes stand ing in the bed rooms and clos ets.

"The whis per of the se cret was: ‘To-night all the shoes and the slip pers
and the boots of the world are go ing walk ing with out any feet in them. To-
night when those who put us on their feet in the day time, are sleep ing in
their beds, we all get up and walk and go walk ing where we walk in the
day time.’

"And in the mid dle of the night, when the peo ple in the beds were sleep- 
ing, the shoes and the slip pers and the boots ev ery where walked out of the
bed rooms and the clos ets. Along the side walks on the streets, up and down
stair ways, along hall ways, the shoes and slip pers and the boots tramped and
marched and stum bled.
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"Some walked pussy foot, slid ing easy and soft just like peo ple in the
day time. Some walked clump ing and clump ing, com ing down heavy on the
heels and slow on the toes, just like peo ple in the day time.

"Some turned their toes in and walked pi geon-toe, some spread their toes
out and held their heels in, just like peo ple in the day time. Some ran glad
and fast, some lagged slow and sorry.

"Now there was a lit tle girl in the Vil lage of Cream Puffs who came
home from a dance that night. And she was tired from danc ing round
dances and square dances, one steps and two steps, toe dances and toe and
heel dances, dances close up and dances far apart, she was so tired she took
off only one slip per, tum bled onto her bed and went to sleep with one slip- 
per on.

"She woke up in the morn ing when it was yet dark. And she went to the
win dow and looked up in the sky and saw a Danc ing Slip per Moon danc ing
far and high in the deep blue sea of the moon sky.

"‘Oh—what a moon—what a danc ing slip per of a moon!’ she cried with
a lit tle song to her self.

"She opened the win dow, say ing again, ‘Oh! what a moon!’—and kicked
her foot with the slip per on it straight to ward the moon.

"The slip per flew off and flew up and went on and on and up and up in
the moon shine.

“It never came back, that slip per. It was never seen again. When they
asked the girl about it she said, ‘It slipped off my foot and went up and up
and the last I saw of it the slip per was go ing on straight to the moon.’”

And these are the ex pla na tions why fa thers and moth ers in the
Rootabaga Coun try say to their girls grow ing up, “Never kick a slip per at
the moon if it is the time of the Danc ing Slip per Moon when the ends of the
moon look like the toe and the heel of a dancer’s foot.”



100

7. One Story—“Only the Fire-
Born Un der stand Blue”

PEO PLE:

FIRE THE GOAT

FLIM THE GOOSE

SHAD OWS

Sand Flat Shad ows

Fire the Goat and Flim the Goose slept out. Stub pines stood over them.
And away up next over the stub pines were stars.

It was a white sand flat they slept on. The floor of the sand flat ran
straight to the Big Lake of the Boom ing Rollers.
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And just over the sand flat and just over the boom ing rollers was a high
room where the mist peo ple were mak ing pic tures. Gray pic tures, blue and
some times a lit tle gold, and of ten sil ver, were the pic tures.

And next just over the high room where the mist peo ple were mak ing
pic tures, next just over were the stars.

Over ev ery thing and al ways last and high est of all, were the stars.
Fire the Goat took off his horns. Flim the Goose took off his wings.

“This is where we sleep,” they said to each other, “here in the stub pines on
the sand flats next to the boom ing rollers and high over ev ery thing and al- 
ways last and high est of all, the stars.”

Fire the Goat laid his horns un der his head. Flim the Goose laid his
wings un der his head. “This is the best place for what you want to keep,”
they said to each other. Then they crossed their fin gers for luck and lay
down and went to sleep and slept. And while they slept the mist peo ple
went on mak ing pic tures. Gray pic tures, blue and some times a lit tle gold
but more of ten sil ver, such were the pic tures the mist peo ple went on mak- 
ing while Fire the Goat and Flim the Goose went on sleep ing. And over ev- 
ery thing and al ways last and high est of all, were the stars.

They woke up. Fire the Goat took his horns out and put them on. “It’s
morn ing now,” he said.

Flim the Goose took his wings out and put them on. “It’s an other day
now,” he said.

Then they sat look ing. Away off where the sun was com ing up, inch ing
and push ing up far across the rim curve of the Big Lake of the Boom ing
Rollers, along the whole line of the east sky, there were peo ple and an i mals,
all black or all so gray they were near black.

There was a big horse with his mouth open, ears laid back, front legs
thrown in two curves like har vest sick les.

There was a camel with two humps, mov ing slow and grand like he had
all the time of all the years of all the world to go in.

There was an ele phant with out any head, with six short legs. There were
many cows. There was a man with a club over his shoul der and a woman
with a bun dle on the back of her neck.

And they marched on. They were go ing nowhere, it seemed. And they
were go ing slow. They had plenty of time. There was noth ing else to do. It
was fixed for them to do it, long ago it was fixed. And so they were march- 
ing.
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Some times the big horse’s head sagged and dropped off and came back
again. Some times the humps of the camel sagged and dropped off and came
back again. And some times the club on the man’s shoul der got big ger and
heav ier and the man stag gered un der it and then his legs got big ger and
stronger and he stead ied him self and went on. And again some times the
bun dle on the back of the neck of the woman got big ger and heav ier and the
bun dle sagged and the woman stag gered and her legs got big ger and
stronger and she stead ied her self and went on.

This was the show, the hip po drome, the spec tac u lar cir cus that passed on
the east sky be fore the eyes of Fire the Goat and Flim the Goose.

“Which is this, who are they and why do they come?” Flim the Goose
asked Fire the Goat.
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“Do you ask me be cause you wish me to tell you?” asked Fire the Goat.
“In deed it is a ques tion to which I want an hon est an swer.”
“Has never the fa ther or mother nor the un cle or aunt nor the kith and

kin of Flim the Goose told him the what and the which of this?”
“Never has the such of this which been put here this way to me by any- 

body.”
Flim the Goose held up his fin gers and said, “I don’t talk to you with my

fin gers crossed.”
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And so Fire the Goat be gan to ex plain to Flim the Goose all about the
show, the hip po drome, the mastodonic cy clo pean spec ta cle which was pass- 
ing on the east sky in front of the sun com ing up.

“Peo ple say they are shad ows,” be gan Fire the Goat. "That is a name, a
word, a lit tle cough and a cou ple of syl la bles.

“For some peo ple shad ows are comic and only to laugh at. For some
other peo ple shad ows are like a mouth and its breath. The breath comes out
and it is noth ing. It is like air and no body can make it into a pack age and
carry it away. It will not melt like gold nor can you shovel it like cin ders. So
to these peo ple it means noth ing.”

And then there are other peo ple," Fire the Goat went on. "There are other
peo ple who un der stand shad ows. The fire-born un der stand. The fire-born
know where shad ows come from and why they are.

"Long ago, when the Mak ers of the World were done mak ing the round
earth, the time came when they were ready to make the an i mals to put on
the earth. They were not sure how to make the an i mals. They did not know
what shape an i mals they wanted.

"And so they prac ticed. They did not make real an i mals at first. They
made only shapes of an i mals. And these shapes were shad ows, shad ows
like these you and I, Fire the Goat and Flim the Goose, are look ing at this
morn ing across the boom ing rollers on the east sky where the sun is com ing
up.

"The shadow horse over there on the east sky with his mouth open, his
ears laid back, and his front legs thrown in a curve like har vest sick les, that
shadow horse was one they made long ago when they were prac tic ing to
make a real horse. That shadow horse was a mis take and they threw him
away. Never will you see two shadow horses alike. All shadow horses on
the sky are dif fer ent. Each one is a mis take, a shadow horse thrown away
be cause he was not good enough to be a real horse.

"That ele phant with no head on his neck, stum bling so grand on six legs
—and that grand camel with two humps, one big ger than the other—and
those cows with horns in front and be hind—they are all mis takes, they were
all thrown away be cause they were not made good enough to be real ele- 
phants, real cows, real camels. They were made just for prac tice, away back
early in the world be fore any real an i mals came on their legs to eat and live
and be here like the rest of us.
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"That man—see him now stag ger ing along with the club over his shoul- 
der—see how his long arms come to his knees and some times his hands
drag be low his feet. See how heavy the club on his shoul ders loads him
down and drags him on. He is one of the old est shadow men. He was a mis- 
take and they threw him away. He was made just for prac tice.

"And that woman. See her now at the end of that pro ces sion across the
boom ing rollers on the east sky. See her the last of all, the end of the pro- 
ces sion. On the back of her neck a bun dle. Some times the bun dle gets big- 
ger. The woman stag gers. Her legs get big ger and stronger. She picks her- 
self up and goes along shak ing her head. She is the same as the oth ers. She
is a shadow and she was made as a mis take. Early, early in the be gin nings
of the world she was made, for prac tice.

“Lis ten, Flim the Goose. What I am telling you is a se cret of the fire-
born. I do not know whether you un der stand. We have slept to gether a night
on the sand flats next to the boom ing rollers, un der the stub pines with the
stars high over—and so I tell what the fa thers of the fire-born tell their
sons.”

And that day Fire the Goat and Flim the Goose moved along the sand
flat shore of the Big Lake of the Boom ing Rollers. It was a blue day, with a
fire-blue of the sun mix ing it self in the air and the wa ter. Off to the north
the boom ing rollers were blue sea-green. To the east they were some times
streak pur ple, some times chang ing blue bell stripes. And to the south they
were sil ver blue, sheet blue.

Where the shadow hip po drome marched on the east sky that morn ing
was a long line of blue-bird spots.

“Only the fire-born un der stand blue,” said Fire the Goat to Flim the
Goose. And that night as the night be fore they slept on a sand flat. And
again Fire the Goat took off his horns and laid them un der his head while he
slept and Flim the Goose took off his wings and laid them un der his head
while he slept.

And twice in the night, Fire the Goat whis pered in his sleep, whis pered
to the stars, “Only the fire-born un der stand blue.”
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8. Two Sto ries About Corn
Fairies, Blue Foxes, Flong boos

and Hap pen ings That Hap‐ 
pened in the United States and

Canada

PEO PLE:

SPINK

SK A BOOTCH

A MAN

CORN FAIRIES

BLUE FOXES

FLONG BOOS

A PHIL A DEL PHIA PO LICE MAN

PAS SEN GER CON DUC TOR

CHICAGO NEWS PA PERS

THE HEAD SPOT TER OF THE WEATHER MAK ERS AT MEDICINE HAT
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How to Tell Corn Fairies If You See ’Em

If you have ever watched the lit tle corn be gin to march across the black
lands and then slowly change to big corn and go march ing on from the lit tle
corn moon of sum mer to the big corn har vest moon of au tumn, then you
must have guessed who it is that helps the corn come along. It is the corn
fairies. Leave out the corn fairies and there wouldn’t be any corn.

All chil dren know this. All boys and girls know that corn is no good un- 
less there are corn fairies.

Have you ever stood in Illi nois or Iowa and watched the late sum mer
wind or the early fall wind run ning across a big corn field? It looks as if a
big, long blan ket were be ing spread out for dancers to come and dance on.
If you look close and if you lis ten close you can see the corn fairies come
danc ing and singing—some times. If it is a wild day and a hot sun is pour ing
down while a cool north wind blows—and this hap pens some times—then
you will be sure to see thou sands of corn fairies march ing and coun ter- 
march ing in mock ing grand marches over the big, long blan ket of green and
sil ver. Then too they sing, only you must lis ten with your lit tlest and new est
ears if you wish to hear their singing. They sing soft songs that go pla-sizzy
pla-sizzy-sizzy, and each song is softer than an eye wink, softer than a Ne- 
braska baby’s thumb.

And Spink, who is a lit tle girl liv ing in the same house with the man
writ ing this story, and Sk a bootch, who is an other lit tle girl in the same
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house—both Spink and Sk a bootch are ask ing the ques tion, “How can we
tell corn fairies if we see ’em? If we meet a corn fairy how will we know
it?” And this is the ex pla na tion the man gave to Spink who is older than Sk- 
a bootch, and to Sk a bootch who is younger than Spink:—

All corn fairies wear over alls. They work hard, the corn fairies, and they
are proud. The rea son they are proud is be cause they work so hard. And the
rea son they work so hard is be cause they have over alls.

But un der stand this. The over alls are corn gold cloth, wo ven from leaves
of ripe corn mixed with ripe Oc to ber corn silk. In the first week of the har- 
vest moon com ing up red and chang ing to yel low and sil ver the corn fairies
sit by thou sands be tween the corn rows weav ing and stitch ing the clothes
they have to wear next win ter, next spring, next sum mer.

They sit cross-legged when they sew. And it is a law among them each
one must point the big toe at the moon while sewing the har vest moon
clothes. When the moon comes up red as blood early in the evening they
point their big toes slant ing to ward the east. Then to wards mid night when
the moon is yel low and half way up the sky their big toes are only half
slanted as they sit cross-legged sewing. And af ter mid night when the moon
sails its sil ver disk high over head and to ward the west, then the corn fairies
sit sewing with their big toes pointed nearly straight up.

If it is a cool night and looks like frost, then the laugh ter of the corn
fairies is some thing worth see ing. All the time they sit sewing their next
year clothes they are laugh ing. It is not a law they have to laugh. They
laugh be cause they are half-tick led and glad be cause it is a good corn year.

And when ever the corn fairies laugh then the laugh comes out of the
mouth like a thin gold frost. If you should be lucky enough to see a thou- 
sand corn fairies sit ting be tween the corn rows and all of them laugh ing,
you would laugh with won der your self to see the gold frost com ing from
their mouths while they laughed.

Trav el ers who have trav eled far, and seen many things, say that if you
know the corn fairies with a real knowl edge you can al ways tell by the
stitches in their clothes what state they are from.

In Illi nois the corn fairies stitch fif teen stitches of ripe corn silk across
the wo ven corn leaf cloth. In Iowa they stitch six teen stitches, in Ne braska
sev en teen, and the far ther west you go the more corn silk stitches the corn
fairies have in the corn cloth clothes they wear.
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In Min ne sota one year there were fairies with a blue sash of corn-flow ers
across the breast. In the Dako tas the same year all the fairies wore pump- 
kin-flower neck ties, yel low four-in-hands and yel low as cots. And in one
strange year it hap pened in both the states of Ohio and Texas the corn
fairies wore lit tle wristlets of white morn ing glo ries.

The trav eler who heard about this asked many ques tions and found out
the rea son why that year the corn fairies wore lit tle wristlets of white morn- 
ing glo ries. He said, “When ever fairies are sad they wear white. And this
year, which was long ago, was the year men were tear ing down all the old
zigzag rail fences. Now those old zigzag rail fences were beau ti ful for the
fairies be cause a hun dred fairies could sit on one rail and thou sands and
thou sands of them could sit on the zigzags and sing pla-sizzy pla-sizzy,
softer than an eye-wink, softer than a baby’s thumb, all on a moon light
sum mer night. And they found out that year was go ing to be the last year of
the zigzag rail fences. It made them sorry and sad, and when they are sorry
and sad they wear white. So they picked the won der ful white morn ing glo- 
ries run ning along the zigzag rail fences and made them into lit tle wristlets
and wore those wristlets the next year to show they were sorry and sad.”

Of course, all this helps you to know how the corn fairies look in the
evening, the night time and the moon light. Now we shall see how they look
in the day time.

In the day time the corn fairies have their over alls of corn gold cloth on.
And they walk among the corn rows and climb the corn stalks and fix
things in the leaves and stalks and ears of the corn. They help it to grow.

Each one car ries on the left shoul der a mouse brush to brush away the
field mice. And over the right shoul der each one has a cricket broom to
sweep away the crick ets. The brush is a whisk brush to brush away mice
that get fool ish. And the broom is to sweep away crick ets that get fool ish.

Around the mid dle of each corn fairy is a yel low-belly belt. And stuck in
this belt is a pur ple moon shaft ham mer. When ever the wind blows strong
and nearly blows the corn down, then the fairies run out and take their pur- 
ple moon shaft ham mers out of their yel low-belly belts and nail down nails
to keep the corn from blow ing down. When a rain storm is blow ing up ter ri- 
ble and driv ing all kinds of ter ri bles across the corn field, then you can be
sure of one thing. Run ning like the wind among the corn rows are the
fairies, jerk ing their pur ple moon shaft ham mers out of their belts and nail- 
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ing nails down to keep the corn stand ing up so it will grow and be ripe and
beau ti ful when the har vest moon comes again in the fall.

Spink and Sk a bootch ask where the corn fairies get the nails. The an swer
to Spink and Sk a bootch is, “Next week you will learn all about where the
corn fairies get the nails to nail down the corn if you will keep your faces
washed and your ears washed till next week.”

And the next time you stand watch ing a big corn field in late sum mer or
early fall, when the wind is run ning across the green and sil ver, lis ten with
your lit tlest and new est ears. Maybe you will hear the corn fairies go ing
pla-sizzy pla-sizzy-sizzy, softer than an eye wink, softer than a Ne braska
baby’s thumb.
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How the An i mals Lost Their Tails and Got
Them Back Trav el ing From Phil a del phia to
Medicine Hat

Far up in North Amer ica, near the Saskatchewan river, in the Win nipeg
wheat coun try, not so far from the town of Moose Jaw named for the jaw of
a moose shot by a hunter there, up where the bliz zards and the chi nooks be- 
gin, where no body works un less they have to and they nearly all have to,
there stands the place known as Medicine Hat.

And there on a high stool in a high tower on a high hill sits the Head
Spot ter of the Weather Mak ers.

When the an i mals lost their tails it was be cause the Head Spot ter of the
Weather Mak ers at Medicine Hat was care less.

The tails of the an i mals were stiff and dry be cause for a long while there
was dusty dry weather. Then at last came rain. And the wa ter from the sky
poured on the tails of the an i mals and soft ened them.

Then the chilly chills came whistling with icy mit tens and they froze all
the tails stiff. A big wind blew up and blew and blew till all the tails of the
an i mals blew off.

It was easy for the fat stub hogs with their fat stub tails. But it was not so
easy for the blue fox who uses his tail to help him when he runs, when he
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eats, when he walks or talks, when he makes pic tures or writes let ters in the
snow or when he puts a snack of ba con meat with stripes of fat and lean to
hide till he wants it un der a big rock by a river.

It was easy enough for the rab bit who has long ears and no tail at all ex- 
cept a white thumb of cot ton. But it was hard for the yel low flong boo who
at night lights up his house in a hol low tree with his fire yel low torch of a
tail. It is hard for the yel low flong boo to lose his tail be cause it lights up his
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way when he sneaks at night on the prairie, sneak ing up on the flang way ers,
the hip pers and hang jasts, so good to eat.

The an i mals picked a com mit tee of rep re sen ta tives to rep re sent them in a
par ley hoo to see what steps could be taken by talk ing to do some thing.
There were sixty-six rep re sen ta tives on the com mit tee and they de cided to
call it the Com mit tee of Sixty Six. It was a dis tin guished com mit tee and
when they all sat to gether hold ing their mouths un der their noses (just like a
dis tin guished com mit tee) and blink ing their eyes up over their noses and
clean ing their ears and scratch ing them selves un der the chin look ing
thought ful (just like a dis tin guished com mit tee) then any body would say
just to look at them, “This must be quite a dis tin guished com mit tee.”

Of course, they would all have looked more dis tin guished if they had
had their tails on. If the big wavy streak of a blue tail blows off be hind a
blue fox, he doesn’t look near so dis tin guished. Or, if the long yel low torch
of a tail blows off be hind a yel low flong boo, he doesn’t look so dis tin- 
guished as he did be fore the wind blew.

So the Com mit tee of Sixty Six had a meet ing and a par ley hoo to de cide
what steps could be taken by talk ing to do some thing. For chair man they
picked an old flong boo who was an um pire and used to um pire many mix-
ups. Among the flong boos he was called “the um pire of um pires,” “the king
of um pires,” “the prince of um pires,” “the peer of um pires.” When there
was a fight and a snag and a wran gle be tween two fam i lies liv ing next door
neigh bors to each other and this old flong boo was called in to um pire and to
say which fam ily was right and which fam ily was wrong, which fam ily
started it and which fam ily ought to stop it, he used to say, “The best um pire
is the one who knows just how far to go and how far not to go.” He was
from Mass a chu setts, born near Chap paquid dick, this old flong boo, and he
lived there in a horse chest nut tree six feet thick half way be tween South
Hadley and Northamp ton. And at night, be fore he lost his tail, he lighted up
the big hol low cave in side the horse chest nut tree with his yel low torch of a
tail.

Af ter he was nom i nated with speeches and elected with votes to be the
chair man, he stood up on the plat form and took a gavel and banged with the
gavel and made the Com mit tee of Sixty Six come to or der.

“It is no pic nic to lose your tail and we are here for busi ness,” he said,
bang ing his gavel again.
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A blue fox from Waco, Texas, with his ears full of dry blue bon net leaves
from a hole where he lived near the Bra zos river, stood up and said,
“Mr. Chair man, do I have the floor?”

“You have what ever you get away with—I get your num ber,” said the
chair man.

“I make a mo tion,” said the blue fox from Waco, “and I move you, Sir,
that this com mit tee get on a train at Phil a del phia and ride on the train till it
stops and then take an other train and take more trains and keep on rid ing till
we get to Medicine Hat, near the Saskatchewan river, in the Win nipeg
wheat coun try where the Head Spot ter of the Weather Mak ers sits on a high
stool in a high tower on a high hill spot ting the weather. There we will ask
him if he will re spect fully let us be seech him to bring back weather that will
bring back our tails. It was the weather took away our tails; it is the weather
can bring back our tails.”

“All in fa vor of the mo tion,” said the chair man, “will clean their right
ears with their right paws.”

And all the blue foxes and all the yel low flong boos be gan clean ing their
right ears with their right paws.

“All who are against the mo tion will clean their left ears with their left
paws,” said the chair man.

And all the blue foxes and all the yel low flong boos be gan clean ing their
left ears with their left paws.

“The mo tion is car ried both ways—it is a raz mataz,” said the chair man.
“Once again, all in fa vor of the mo tion will stand up on the toes of their
hind legs and stick their noses straight up in the air.” And all the blue foxes
and all the yel low flong boos stood up on the toes of their hind legs and
stuck their noses straight up in the air.

“And now,” said the chair man, “all who are against the mo tion will stand
on the top and the apex of their heads, stick their hind legs straight up in the
air, and make a noise like a woof woof.”

And then not one of the blue foxes and not one of the yel low flong boos
stood on the top and the apex of his head nor stuck his hind legs up in the
air nor made a noise like a woof woof.

“The mo tion is car ried and this is no pic nic,” said the chair man.
So the com mit tee went to Phil a del phia to get on a train to ride on.
“Would you be so kind as to tell us the way to the union de pot,” the

chair man asked a po lice man. It was the first time a flong boo ever spoke to a
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po lice man on the streets of Phil a del phia.
“It pays to be po lite,” said the po lice man.
“May I ask you again if you would kindly di rect us to the union de pot?

We wish to ride on a train,” said the flong boo.
“Po lite per sons and an gry per sons are dif fer ent kinds,” said the po lice- 

man.
The flong boo’s eyes changed their lights and a slow torch of fire sprang

out be hind where his tail used to be. And speak ing to the po lice man, he
said, “Sir, I must in form you, pub licly and re spect fully, that we are The
Com mit tee of Sixty Six. We are hon or able and dis tin guished rep re sen ta tives
from places your hon est and ig no rant ge og ra phy never told you about. This
com mit tee is go ing to ride on the cars to Medicine Hat near the
Saskatchewan river in the Win nipeg wheat coun try where the bliz zards and
chi nooks be gin. We have a spe cial mes sage and a se cret er rand for the Head
Spot ter of the Weather Mak ers.”

“I am a po lite friend of all re spectable peo ple—that is why I wear this
star to ar rest peo ple who are not re spectable,” said the po lice man, touch ing
with his point ing fin ger the sil ver and nickel star fas tened with a safety pin
on his blue uni form coat.

“This is the first time ever in the his tory of the United States that a com- 
mit tee of sixty-six blue foxes and flong boos has ever vis ited a city in the
United States,” in sin u ated the flong boo.

“I beg to be mis taken,” fin ished the po lice man. “The union de pot is un- 
der that clock.” And he pointed to a clock near by.

“I thank you for my self, I thank you for the Com mit tee of Sixty Six, I
thank you for the sake of all the an i mals in the United States who have lost
their tails,” fin ished the chair man.

Over to the Phil a del phia union de pot they went, all sixty-six, half blue
foxes, half flong boos. As they pat tered pitty-pat, pitty-pat, each with feet
and toe nails, ears and hair, ev ery thing but tails, into the Phil a del phia union
de pot, they had noth ing to say. And yet though they had noth ing to say the
pas sen gers in the union de pot wait ing for trains thought they had some thing
to say and were say ing it. So the pas sen gers in the union de pot wait ing for
trains lis tened. But with all their lis ten ing the pas sen gers never heard the
blue foxes and yel low flong boos say any thing.

“They are say ing it to each other in some strange lan guage from where
they be long,” said one pas sen ger wait ing for a train.
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“They have se crets to keep among each other, and never tell us,” said an- 
other pas sen ger.

“We will find out all about it read ing the news pa pers up side down to- 
mor row morn ing,” said a third pas sen ger.

Then the blue foxes and the yel low flong boos pat tered pitty-pat, pitty-
pat, each with feet and toe nails, ears and hair, ev ery thing ex cept tails, pat- 
tered scritch scratch over the stone floors out into the train shed. They
climbed into a spe cial smok ing car hooked on ahead of the en gine.

“This car hooked on ahead of the en gine was put on spe cial for us so we
will al ways be ahead and we will get there be fore the train does,” said the
chair man to the com mit tee.

The train ran out of the train shed. It kept on the tracks and never left the
rails. It came to the Horse shoe Curve near Al toona where the tracks bend
like a big horse shoe. In stead of go ing around the long wind ing bend of the
horse shoe tracks up and around the moun tains, the train acted dif fer ent. The
train jumped off the tracks down into the val ley and cut across in a straight
line on a cut-off, jumped on the tracks again and went on to ward Ohio.

The con duc tor said, “If you are go ing to jump the train off the tracks, tell
us about it be fore hand.”

“When we lost our tails no body told us about it be fore hand,” said the old
flong boo um pire.

Two baby blue foxes, the youngest on the com mit tee, sat on the front
plat form. Mile af ter mile of chim neys went by. Four hun dred smoke stacks
stood in a row and tubs on tubs of sooty black soot marched out.

“This is the place where the black cats come to be washed,” said the first
baby blue fox.

“I be lieve your af fi davit,” said the sec ond blue fox.
Cross ing Ohio and In di ana at night the flong boos took off the roof of the

car. The con duc tor told them, “I must have an ex pla na tion.” “It was be- 
tween us and the stars,” they told him.

The train ran into Chicago. That af ter noon there were pic tures up side
down in the news pa pers show ing the blue foxes and the yel low flong boos
climb ing tele phone poles stand ing on their heads eat ing pink ice cream with
iron axes.

Each blue fox and yel low flong boo got a news pa per for him self and each
one looked long and care ful up side down to see how he looked in the pic- 
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ture in the news pa per climb ing a tele phone pole stand ing on his head eat ing
pink ice cream with an iron ax.

Cross ing Min ne sota the sky be gan to fill with the snow ghosts of Min ne- 
sota snow weather. Again the foxes and flong boos lifted the roof off the car,
telling the con duc tor they would rather wreck the train than miss the big
show of the snow ghosts of the first Min ne sota snow weather of the win ter.

Some went to sleep but the two baby blue foxes stayed up all night
watch ing the snow ghosts and telling snow ghost sto ries to each other.

Early in the night the first baby blue fox said to the sec ond, “Who are the
snow ghosts the ghosts of?” The sec ond baby blue fox an swered, “Ev ery- 
body who makes a snow ball, a snow man, a snow fox or a snow fish or a
snow pat ty cake, ev ery body has a snow ghost.”

And that was only the be gin ning of their talk. It would take a big book to
tell all that the two baby foxes told each other that night about the Min ne- 
sota snow ghosts, be cause they sat up all night telling old sto ries their fa- 
thers and moth ers and grand fa thers and grand moth ers told them, and mak- 
ing up new sto ries never heard be fore about where the snow ghosts go on
Christ mas morn ing and how the snow ghosts watch the New Year in.

Some where be tween Win nipeg and Moose Jaw, some where it was they
stopped the train and all ran out in the snow where the white moon was
shin ing down a val ley of birch trees. It was the Snow bird Val ley where all
the snow birds of Canada come early in the win ter and make their snow
shoes.

At last they came to Medicine Hat, near the Saskatchewan River, where
the bliz zards and the chi nooks be gin, where no body works un less they have
to and they nearly all have to. There they ran in the snow till they came to
the place where the Head Spot ter of the Weather Mak ers sits on a high stool
in a high tower on a high hill watch ing the weather.

“Let loose an other big wind to blow back our tails to us, let loose a big
freeze to freeze our tails onto us again, and so let us get back our lost tails,”
they said to the Head Spot ter of the Weather Mak ers.

Which was just what he did, giv ing them ex actly what they wanted, so
they all went back home sat is fied, the blue foxes each with a big wavy
brush of a tail to help him when he runs, when he eats, when he walks or
talks, when he makes pic tures or writes let ters in the snow or when he puts
a snack of ba con meat with stripes of fat and lean to hide till he wants it un- 
der a big rock by the river—and the yel low flong boos each with a long yel- 
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low torch of a tail to light up his home in a hol low tree or to light up his
way when he sneaks at night on the prairie, sneak ing up on the flang wayer,
the hip per or the hang jast.
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Rootabaga Pi geons
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1. Two Sto ries Told by the Potato
Face Blind Man.

PEO PLE:

BLIXIE BIM BER

BLIXIE BIM BER’S MOTHER

THE POTATO FACE BLIND MAN

A GREEN RAT WITH THE RHEUMA TISM

BRICK LAY ERS

MOR TAR MEN

RIV ET ERS

A SKY SCRAPER

SLIP FOOT

A STAIR WAY TO THE MOON

A TRAPEZE
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The Sky scraper to the Moon and How the
Green Rat with the Rheuma tism Ran a Thou‐ 
sand Miles Twice

Blixie Bim ber’s mother was chop ping hash. And the hatchet broke. So Blixie
started down town with fif teen cents to buy a new hash hatchet for chop ping
hash.

Down town she peeped around the cor ner next near est the postof fice where
the Potato Face Blind Man sat with his ac cor dion. And the old man had his
legs crossed, one foot on the side walk, the other foot up in the air.

The foot up in the air had a green rat sit ting on it, ty ing the old man’s shoe- 
strings in knots and dou ble knots. When ever the old man’s foot wig gled and
wrig gled the green rat wig gled and wrig gled.

The tail of the rat wrapped five wraps around the shoe and then fas tened
and tied like a pack age.

On the back of the green rat was a long white swipe from the end of the
nose to the end of the tail. Two lit tle white swipes stuck up over the eye lashes.
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And five short thick swipes of white played pussy-wants-a-cor ner back of the
ears and along the ribs of the green rat.

They were talk ing, the old man and the green rat, talk ing about al li ga tors
and why the al li ga tors keep their baby shoes locked up in trunks over the win- 
ter time—and why the rats in the moon lock their mit tens in ice boxes.

“I had the rheuma tism last sum mer a year ago,” said the rat. “I had the
rheuma tism so bad I ran a thou sand miles south and west till I came to the Egg
Towns and stopped in the Vil lage of Eggs Up.”

“So?” quizzed the Potato Face.
"There in the Vil lage of Eggs Up, they asked me, ‘Do you know how to

stop the moon mov ing?’ I an swered them, ‘Yes, I know how—a baby al li ga tor
told me—but I told the baby al li ga tor I wouldn’t tell.’

 
"Many years ago there in that Vil lage of Eggs Up they started mak ing a

sky scraper to go up till it reached the moon. They said, ‘We will step in the el- 
e va tor and go up to the roof and sit on the roof and eat sup per on the moon.’

"The brick lay ers and the mor tar men and the iron riv et ers and the wheel- 
bar row ers and the plas ter ers went higher and higher mak ing that sky scraper,
till at last they were half way up to the moon, say ing to each other while they
worked, ‘We will step in the el e va tor and go up to the roof and sit on the roof
and eat sup per on the moon.’

"Yes, they were half way up to the moon. And that night look ing at the
moon they saw it move and they said to each other, ‘We must stop the moon
mov ing,’ and they said later, ‘We don’t know how to stop the moon mov ing.’

"And the brick lay ers and the mor tar men and the iron riv et ers and the
wheel bar row ers and the plas ter ers said to each other, ‘If we go on now and
make this sky scraper it will miss the moon and we will never go up in the el e- 
va tor and sit on the roof and eat sup per on the moon.’

"So they took the sky scraper down and started mak ing it over again, aim ing
it straight at the moon again. And one night stand ing look ing at the moon they
saw it move and they said to each other, ‘We must stop the moon mov ing,’
say ing later to each other, ‘We don’t know how to stop the moon mov ing.’

"And now they stand in the streets at night there in the Vil lage of Eggs Up,
stretch ing their necks look ing at the moon, and ask ing each other, ‘Why does
the moon move and how can we stop the moon mov ing?’

“When ever I saw them stand ing there stretch ing their necks look ing at the
moon, I had a zig-zag ache in my left hind foot and I wanted to tell them what
the baby al li ga tor told me, the se cret of how to stop the moon mov ing. One
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night that ache zig-zagged me so—way in side my left hind foot—it zig-zagged
so I ran home here a thou sand miles.”

 
The Potato Face Blind Man wrig gled his shoe—and the green rat wrig gled

—and the long white swipe from the end of the nose to the end of the tail of
the green rat wrig gled.

“Is your rheuma tism bet ter?” the old man asked.
The rat an swered, “Any rheuma tism is bet ter if you run a thou sand miles

twice.”
And Blixie Bim ber go ing home with the fif teen cent hash hatchet for her

mother to chop hash, Blixie said to her self, “It is a large morn ing to be
thought ful about.”
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Slip foot and How He Nearly Al ways Never
Gets What He Goes Af ter

Blixie Bim ber flipped out of the kitchen one morn ing, first say ing good-by
to the dish-pan, good-by to the dish-rag, good-by to the dish-towel for wip ing
dishes.

Un der one arm she put a bas ket of pe onies she picked, un der the other arm
she put a bas ket of jon quils she picked.

Then she flipped away up the street and down town where she put the bas- 
kets of pe onies and jon quils one on each side of the Potato Face Blind Man.

“I picked the pink and laven der pe onies and I picked the yel low jon quils
for you to be smelling one on each side of you this fine early sum mer morn- 
ing,” she said to the Potato Face. “Have you seen any body good to see lately?”

“Slip foot was here this morn ing,” said the old man.
“And who is Slip foot?” asked Blixie.
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"I don’t know. He says to me, ’I got a foot al ways slips. I used to wash win- 
dows—and my foot slips. I used to be king of the col lar but tons, king of a mil- 
lion dol lars—and my foot slips. I used to be king of the peanuts, king of a mil- 
lion dol lars again. I used to be king of the oys ter cans, sell ing a mil lion cans a
day. I used to be king of the peanut sacks, sell ing ten mil lion sacks a day. And
ev ery time I was a king my foot slips. Ev ery time I had a mil lion dol lars my
foot slips.

Ev ery time I went high and put my foot higher my foot slips. Some body
gave me a slip foot. I al ways slip.’"
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“So you call him Slip foot?” asked Blixie.
“Yes,” said the old man.
“Has he been here be fore?”
"Yes, he was here a year ago, say ing, ‘I marry a woman and she runs away.

I run af ter her—and my foot slips. I al ways get what I want—and then my foot
slips.’

"I ran up a stair way to the moon one night. I shov eled a big sack full of lit- 
tle gold beans, lit tle gold bricks, lit tle gold bugs, on the moon and I ran down
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the stair way from the moon. On the last step of the stair way, my foot slips—
and all the lit tle gold beans, all the lit tle gold bricks, all the lit tle gold bugs,
spill out and spill away. When I get down the stair way I am hold ing the sack
and the sack holds noth ing. I am all right al ways till my foot slips.

“I jump on a trapeze and I go swing ing, swing ing, swing ing out where I am
go ing to take hold of the rain bow and bring it down where we can look at it
close. And I hang by my feet on the trapeze and I am swing ing out where I am
just ready to take hold of the rain bow and bring it down. Then my foot slips.”

“What is the mat ter with Slip foot?” asks Blixie.
“He asks me that same ques tion,” an swered the Potato Face Blind Man.

“He asks me that ev ery time he comes here. I tell him all he needs is to get his
slip foot fixed so it won’t slip. Then he’ll be all right.”

“I un der stand you,” said Blixie. “You make it easy. You al ways make it
easy. And be fore I run away will you prom ise me to smell of the pink and
laven der pe onies and the yel low jon quils all day to day?”

“I prom ise,” said the Potato Face. “Prom ises are easy. I like prom ises.”
“So do I,” said the lit tle girl, “It’s prom ises push ing me back home to the

dish-pan, the dish-rag, and the dish-towel for wip ing dishes.”
“Look out you don’t get a slip foot,” warned the old man as the girl flipped

up the street go ing home.
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2. Two Sto ries About Bugs and
Eggs.

PEO PLE:

LIT TLE BUGS

BIG BUGS

THE RAG DOLL

THE BROOM HAN DLE

HAM MER AND NAILS

THE HOT COOKIE PAN

THE ICE TONGS

THE COAL BUCKET

THE BUSHEL BAS KET

JACK KNIFE

KIN DLING WOOD

SPLIN TERS

 

SHUSH SHUSH

THE POST MAS TER
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THE HARD WARE MAN

THE PO LICE MAN

THE POST MAS TER’S HAT

A BUFF BANTY EGG

Many, Many Wed dings in One Cor ner House

There was a cor ner house with cor ners ev ery way it looked. And up in the cor- 
ners were bugs with lit tle bug houses, bug doors to open, bug win dows to look
out of.

In the sum mer time if the evening was cool or in the win ter time if the
evening was warm, they played games—bugs-up, bugs-down, run-bugs-run,
beans-bugs-beans.

This cor ner house was the place the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle came
to af ter their wed ding. This was the same time those old peo ple, Ham mer and
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Nails, moved into the cor ner house with all the lit tle Ham mers and all the lit tle
Nails.

So there they were, the young cou ple, the Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle,
and that old fam ily, Ham mer and Nails, and up in the cor ners among the eave
troughs and the roof shin gles, the bugs with lit tle bug houses, bug doors to
open, bug win dows to look out of, and bug games—bugs-up, bugs-down, run-
bugs-run, or beans-bugs-beans.

Around the cor ner of the house ev ery Sat ur day morn ing came the Hot
Cookie Pan with a pan of hot cook ies for Sun day, Mon day, Tues day, Wednes- 
day and the rest of the week.

The Ice Tongs came with ice, the Coal Bucket came with coal, the Potato
Sack came with pota toes. And the Bushel Bas ket was al ways go ing or com ing
and say ing un der his breath, “Bushels, bushels, bushels.”
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One day the bugs in the lit tle bug houses opened the bug doors and looked
out of the bug win dows and said to each other, “They are wash ing their shirts
and sewing on but tons—there is go ing to be a wed ding.”

And the next day the bugs said, “They are go ing to have a wed ding and a
wed ding break fast for Jack Knife and Kin dling Wood. They are ask ing ev ery- 
body in the kitchen, the cel lar, and the back yard, to come.”

The wed ding day came. The peo ple came. From all over the kitchen, the
cel lar, the back yard, they came. The Rag Doll and the Broom Han dle were
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there. Ham mer and Nails and all the lit tle Ham mers and all the lit tle Nails
were there. The Ice Tongs, the Coal Bucket, the Potato Sack, were all there—
and the Bushel Bas ket go ing and com ing and say ing un der his breath,
“Bushels, bushels, bushels.” And, of course, the Hot Cookie Pan was there
hop ping up and down with hot cook ies.

So Jack Knife and Kin dling Wood be gan liv ing in the cor ner house. A child
came. They named her Splin ters. And the Hot Cookie Pan and Splin ters met
and kissed each other and sat to gether in cozy cor ners close to each other.

And the bugs high up in the cor ners in the lit tle bug houses, they opened
the bug doors, looked out of the bug win dows and said, “They are wash ing
their shirts and sewing on but tons, there is a wed ding again—the Hot Cookie
Pan and Splin ters.”

And now they have many, many chil dren, the Hot Cookie Pan and Splin- 
ters. Their chil dren have gone all over the world and ev ery body knows them.

“When ever you find a splin ter or a sliver or a shiny lit tle shav ing of wood
in a hot cookie,” the bugs in the lit tle bug houses say, “when ever you find a
splin ter or a sliver or a shiny lit tle shav ing of wood in a hot cookie, it is the
child of the Hot Cookie Pan and the girl named Splin ters, the daugh ter of Jack
Knife and Kin dling Wood, who grew up and mar ried the Hot Cookie Pan.”

And some times if a lit tle bug asks a big bug a queer, quiv vi cal, quizzi cal
ques tion hard to an swer, the big bug opens a bug door, looks out of a bug win- 
dow and says to the lit tle bug, “If you don’t be lieve what we tell you, go and
ask Ham mer and Nails or any of the lit tle Ham mers and Nails. Then run and
lis ten to the Bushel Bas ket go ing and com ing and say ing un der his breath,
‘Bushels, bushels, bushels.’”
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Shush Shush, the Big Buff Banty Hen Who
Laid an Egg in the Post mas ter’s Hat

Shush Shush was a big buff banty hen. She lived in a coop. Some times she
marched out of the coop and went away and laid eggs. But al ways she came
back to the coop.

And when ever she went to the front door and laid an egg in the door bell,
she rang the bell once for one egg, twice for two eggs, and a dozen rings for a
dozen eggs.

Once Shush Shush went into the house of the Snig gers fam ily and laid an
egg in the pi ano. An other time she climbed up in the clock and laid an egg in
the clock. But al ways she came back to the coop.

One sum mer morn ing Shush Shush marched out through the front gate, up
to the next cor ner and the next, till she came to the postof fice. There she
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walked into the of fice of the post mas ter and laid an egg in the post mas ter’s
hat.

The post mas ter put on his hat, went to the hard ware store and bought a keg
of nails. He took off his hat and the egg dropped into the keg of nails.

The hard ware man picked up the egg, put it in his hat, and went out to
speak to a po lice man. He took off his hat, speak ing to the po lice man, and the
egg dropped on the side walk.

The po lice man picked up the egg and put it in his po lice hat. The post mas- 
ter came past; the po lice man took off his po lice hat and the egg dropped down
on the side walk.

The post mas ter said, “I lost that egg, it is my egg,” picked it up, put it in his
post mas ter’s hat, and for got all about hav ing an egg in his hat.

Then the post mas ter, a long tall man, came to the door of the postof fice, a
short small door. And the post mas ter didn’t stoop low, didn’t bend un der, so he
bumped his hat and his head on the top of the door way. And the egg broke and
ran down over his face and neck.

And long be fore that hap pened, Shush Shush was home in her coop, stand- 
ing in the door say ing, “It is a big day for me be cause I laid one of my big buff
banty eggs in the post mas ter’s hat.”

There Shush Shush stays, liv ing in a coop. Some times she marches out of
the coop and goes away and lays eggs in pi anos, clocks, hats. But she al ways
comes back to the coop.

And when ever she goes to the front door and lays an egg in the door bell,
she rings the bell once for one egg, twice for two eggs, and a dozen rings for a
dozen eggs.
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3. Five Sto ries About Ha track the
Horse, Six Pi geons, Three Wild
Baby lo nian Ba boons, Six Um‐ 

brel las, Bozo the But ton Buster.

PEO PLE:

HA TRACK THE HORSE

PE TER POTATO BLOS SOM WISHES

RAG BAG MAMMY

GIMMES

 

WIF FLE THE CHICK

CHICKA MAUGA

CHAT TANOOGA

CHAT TA HOOCHEE

BLUE MIST

BUB BLES

WEDNES DAY EVENING IN THE TWI LIGHT AND THE GLOAM ING TELE GRAMS
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THE THREE WILD BABY LO NIAN BA BOONS

THREE UM BREL LAS

THE NIGHT PO LICE MAN

 

SIX UM BREL LAS

THE BIG UM BRELLA

STRAW HATS

DIPPY THE WISP

 

BOZO THE BUT TON BUSTER

A MOUSE

DEEP RED ROSES

THE BEANS ARE BURN ING

SWEETER THAN THE BEES HUM MING
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How Rag bag Mammy Kept Her Se cret While
the Wind Blew Away the Vil lage of Hat Pins

There was a horse-face man in the Vil lage of Cream Puffs. Peo ple called him
Ha track the Horse.

The skin stretched tight over his bones. Once a lit tle girl said, “His eyes
look like light ning bugs light ing up the sum mer night com ing out of two lit tle
doors.”

When Ha track the Horse took off his hat he reached his hand around be hind
and hung the hat on a shoul der bone stick ing out.

When he wanted to put on his hat he reached his hand around and took it
off from where it was hang ing on the shoul der bone stick ing out be hind.

One sum mer Ha track said to Pe ter Potato Blos som Wishes, “I am go ing
away up north and west in the Rootabaga Coun try to see the towns dif fer ent
from each other. Then I will come back east as far as I went west, and south as
far as I went north, till I am back again where my lit tle pal, Pe ter Potato Blos- 
som Wishes, lives in the Vil lage of Cream Puffs.”

So he went away, go ing north and west and com ing back east and south till
he was back again in his home town, sit ting on the front steps of his lit tle red
shanty, fix ing a kite to fly.

“Are you glad to come back?” asked Pe ter.
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“Yes, this is home, this is the only place where I know how the winds act
up so I can talk to them when I fly a kite.”

“Tell me what you saw and how you lis tened and if they handed you any
nice pack ages.”

“They handed me pack ages, all right, all right,” said Ha track the Horse.
“Away far to the west I came to the Vil lage of Hat Pins,” he went on. "It is

the place where they make all the hat pins for the hats to be pinned on in the
Rootabaga Coun try. They asked me about the Vil lage of Cream Puffs and how
the winds are here be cause the winds here blow so many hats off that the Vil- 
lage of Hat Pins sells more hat pins to the peo ple here than any where else.

"There is an old woman in the Vil lage of Hat Pins. She walks across the
town and around the town ev ery morn ing and ev ery af ter noon. On her back is
a big rag bag. She never takes any thing out of the rag bag. She never puts any- 
thing in. That is, no body ever sees her put any thing in or take any thing out.
She has never opened the rag bag telling peo ple to take a look and see what is
in it. She sleeps with the rag bag for a pil low. So it is al ways with her and no- 
body looks into it un less she lets them. And she never lets them.

"Her name? Ev ery body calls her Rag bag Mammy. She wears aprons with
big pock ets. And though she never speaks to big grown-up peo ple she is al- 
ways glad to meet lit tle grow ing peo ple, boys and girls. And es pe cially, most
of all, she likes to meet boys and girls who say, ‘Gimme’ (once, like that) or
‘Gimme, gimme’ (twice, like that) or ‘Gimme, gimme, gimme’ (three times)
or ‘Gimme, gimme, gimme, gimme, gimme, gimme’ (more times than we can
count). She likes to meet the gimmes be cause she digs into her pock ets and
brings out square choco late drops and round choco late drops and choco late
drops shaped like a half moon, bar ber pole candy with red and white stripes
wrapped around it, all day suck ers so long they last not only all day but all this
week and all next week, and dif fer ent kinds of jack stones, some that say
chink-chink on the side walks and some that say teentsy-weentsy chink-chink
when they all bunch to gether on the side walk. And some times if one of the
gimmes is cry ing and feel ing bad she gives the gimme a doll only as big as a
child’s hand but the doll can say the al pha bet and sing lit tle Chi nese As syr ian
songs.

“Of course,” said Ha track the Horse, reach ing his hand around to see if his
hat was hang ing on be hind, “of course, you have to have sharp ears and lis ten
close-up and be nice when you are lis ten ing, if you are go ing to hear a doll say
the al pha bet and sing lit tle Chi nese As syr ian songs.”
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“I could hear them,” said Pe ter Potato Blos som Wishes. “I am a nice lis- 
tener. I could hear those dolls sing the lit tle Chi nese As syr ian songs.”

“I be lieve you, lit tle pal of mine,” said Ha track. “I know you have the ears
and you know how to put your ears so you hear.”

“Of course, ev ery morn ing and ev ery af ter noon when Rag bag Mammy
walks across the town and around the town in the Vil lage of Hat Pins, peo ple
ask her what is in the rag bag on her back. And she an swers, ‘It is a nice day
we are hav ing,’ or ‘I think the rain will stop when it stops rain ing, don’t you?’
Then if they ask again and beg and plead, ‘What is in the rag bag? What is in
the rag bag?’ she tells them, ‘When the wind blows away the Vil lage of Hat
Pins and blows it so far away it never comes back, then—then, then, then—I
will tell you what is in the rag bag.’”

"One day the wind came along and blew the Vil lage of Hat Pins loose, and
af ter blow ing it loose, car ried it high off in the sky. And the peo ple were say- 
ing to each other, ‘Well, now we are go ing to hear Rag bag Mammy tell us
what is in the rag bag.’

"And the wind kept blow ing, car ry ing the Vil lage of Hat Pins higher and
far ther and far ther and higher. And when at last it went away so high it came
to a white cloud, the hat pins in the vil lage all stuck out and fas tened the vil- 
lage to the cloud so the wind couldn’t blow it any far ther.

"And—af ter a while they pulled the hat pins out of the cloud—and the vil- 
lage dropped back right down where it was be fore.

"And Rag bag Mammy goes ev ery morn ing and ev ery af ter noon with the
rag bag on her back across and around the town. And some times peo ple say to
her, ‘The next time the wind blows us away—the next time the wind will blow
us so far there won’t be any cloud to fas ten hat pins in—and you will have to
tell us what is in the rag bag.’ And Rag bag Mammy just an swers, ‘Yes, yes—
yes—yes,’ and goes on her way look ing for the next boy or girl to say,
‘Gimme’ (once, like that) or ‘Gimme, gimme’ (twice, like that) or ‘Gimme,
gimme, gimme, gimme, gimme’ (more times than we can count).

“And if a child is cry ing she digs into her pock ets and pulls out the doll that
says the al pha bet and sings lit tle Chi nese As syr ian songs.”

“And,” said Pe ter Potato Blos som Wishes, “you have to lis ten close up with
your ears and be nice when you are lis ten ing.”

“In the Vil lage of Hat Pins that the wind nearly blew away for ever,” said
Ha track the Horse.

And Pe ter Potato Blos som Wishes skipped away down from the lit tle red
shanty, skipped down the street, and then be gan walk ing slow say ing to her- 
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self, “I love Ha track the Horse like a grand un cle—his eyes look like light ning
bugs light ing up the sum mer night com ing out of two lit tle doors.”
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How Six Pi geons Came Back to Ha track the
Horse Af ter Many Ac ci dents and Six Tele‐ 
grams

Six crooked lad ders stood against the front of the shanty where Ha track the
Horse lived.

Yel low roses all on fire were climb ing up and down the lad ders, up and
down and cross ways.

And lean ing out on both sides from the crooked lad ders were vines of yel- 
low roses, lean ing, curv ing, nearly fall ing.

Ha track the Horse was wait ing. This was the morn ing Wif fle the Chick was
com ing.

“Sit here on the cracker box and lis ten,” he said to her when she came; “lis- 
ten and you will hear the roses say ing, ‘This is climb ing time for all yel low
roses and climb ing time is the time to climb; how did we ever learn to climb
only by climb ing? Lis ten and you will hear—st..th..st..th..st..th..it is the feet of
the yel low roses climb ing up and down and lean ing out and curv ing and nearly
fall ing ..st..th..st..th..’”
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So Wif fle the Chick sat there, early in the sum mer, en joy ing her self, sit ting
on a cracker box, lis ten ing to the yel low roses climb around the six crooked
lad ders.

Ha track the Horse came out. On his shoul ders were two pi geons, on his
hands two pi geons. And he reached his hand around be hind his back where his
hat was hang ing and he opened the hat and showed Wif fle the Chick two pi- 
geons in the hat.

“They are lovely pi geons to look at and their eyes are full of lessons to
learn,” said Wif fle the Chick. “Maybe you will tell me why you have their feet
wrapped in ban dages, hos pi tal lin i ment ban dages full of hos pi tal lin i ment
smells? Why do you put soft mit tens on the feet of these pi geons so lovely to
look at?”

“They came back yes ter day, they came back home,” was the an swer. “They
came back limp ing on their feet with the toes turned in so far they nearly
turned back ward. When they put their bleed ing feet in my hands one by one
each one, it was like each one was writ ing his name in my hand with red ink.”

“Did you know they were com ing?” asked Wif fle.
“Ev ery day the last six days I get a tele gram, six tele grams from six pi- 

geons—and at last they come home. And ever since they come home they are
telling me they come be cause they love Ha track the Horse and the yel low
climb ing roses climb ing over the six crooked lad ders.”

“Did you name your pi geons with names?” asked Wif fle.
“These three, the sandy and golden brown, all named them selves by where

they came from. This is Chicka mauga, here is Chat tanooga, and this is Chat ta- 
hoochee. And the other three all got their names from me when I was feel ing
high and easy. This is Blue Mist, here is Bub bles, and last of all take a look at
Wednes day Evening in the Twi light and the Gloam ing.”

“Do you al ways call her Wednes day Evening in the Twi light and the
Gloam ing?”

“Not when I am mak ing cof fee for break fast. If I am mak ing cof fee for
break fast then I just call her Wednes day Evening.”

“Didn’t you tie the mit tens on her feet ex tra spe cial nice?”
"Yes—she is an ex tra spe cial nice pi geon. She cries for pity when she

wants pity. And she shuts her eyes when she doesn’t want to look at you. And
if you look deep in her eyes when her eyes are open you will see lights there
ex actly like the lights on the pas tures and the mead ows when the mist is drift- 
ing on a Wednes day evening just be tween the twi light and the gloam ing.
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“A week ago yes ter day they all went away. And they won’t tell why they
went away. Some body clipped their wings, cut off their fly ing feath ers so they
couldn’t fly—and they won’t tell why. They were six hun dred miles from
home—but they won’t tell how they counted the six hun dred miles. A hun dred
miles a day they walked, six hun dred miles in a week, and they sent a tele gram
to me ev ery day, one writ ing a tele gram one day and an other writ ing a tele- 
gram the next day—all the time walk ing a hun dred miles a day with their toes
turned in like pi geon toes turn in. Do you won der they needed ban dages, hos- 
pi tal lin i ment ban dages on their feet—and soft mit tens?”

“Show me the tele grams they sent you, one ev ery day, for six days while
they were walk ing six hun dred miles on their pi geon toes.”

So Ha track the Horse got the six tele grams. The read ing on the tele grams
was like this:

1. “Feet are as good as wings if you have to. CHICKA MAUGA.”
2. “If you love to go some where it is easy to walk. CHAT TANOOGA.”
3. “In the night sleep ing you for get whether you have wings or feet or nei- 

ther. CHAT TA HOOCHEE.”
4. “What are toes for if they don’t point to what you want? BLUE MIST.”
5. “Any body can walk hun dreds of miles putting one foot ahead of the

other. BUB BLES.”
6. “Pity me. Far is far. Near is near. And there is no place like home when

the yel low roses climb up the lad ders and sing in the early sum mer. Pity
me. WEDNES DAY EVENING IN THE TWI LIGHT AND THE GLOAM ING.”

“Did they have any ac ci dents go ing six hun dred miles walk ing with their
lit tle pi geon toes turned in?” asked Wif fle.

“Once they had an ac ci dent,” said Ha track, with Chat ta hoochee stand ing in
his hat, Chicka mauga on his right shoul der, Chat tanooga on his left, and hold- 
ing Blue Mist and Bub bles on his wrists. “They came to an old wooden bridge.
Chat ta hoochee and Wednes day Evening both cried out, ‘The bridge will fall if
we all walk on it the same time!’ But they were all six al ready on the bridge
and the bridge be gan sag ging and tum bled them all into the river. But it was
good for them all to have a foot bath for their feet, Wednes day Evening ex- 
plained.”

“I got a sus pi cion you like Wednes day Evening in the Twi light and the
Gloam ing best of all,” spoke up Wif fle.

“Well, Wednes day Evening was the only one I no ticed mak ing any men tion
of the yel low roses in her tele gram,” Ha track the Horse ex plained, as he
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picked up Wednes day Evening and reached her around and put her to perch on
the shoul der bone on his back.

Then the old man and the girl sat on the cracker box say ing noth ing, only
lis ten ing to the yel low roses all on fire with early sum mer climb ing up the
crooked lad ders, up and down and cross ways, some of them lean ing out and
curv ing and nearly fall ing.
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How the Three Wild Baby lo nian Ba boons Went
Away in the Rain Eat ing Bread and But ter

One morn ing when Ha track the Horse went away from his shanty, he put
three um brel las in the cor ner next to the front door.

His point ing fin ger pointed at the three um brel las as he said, “If the three
wild Baby lo nian Ba boons come sneak ing up to this shanty and sneak ing
through the door and sneak ing through the house, then all you three um brel las
open up like it was rain ing, jump straight at the ba boons and fas ten your han- 
dles in their hands. Then, all three of you stay open as if it was rain ing—and
hold those han dles in the hands of the ba boons and never let go till I come.”

Ha track the Horse went away. The three um brel las stood in the cor ner next
to the front door. And when the um brel las lis tened they could hear the three
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wild Baby lo nian Ba boons sneak ing up to the shanty. Soon the ba boons, all
hairy all over, bangs down their fore heads, came sneak ing through the door.
Just as they were sneak ing through the door they took off their hats to show
they were get ting ready to sneak through the house.

Then the three um brel las in the cor ner opened up as if it was rain ing; they
jumped straight at the three wild Baby lo nian Ba boons; and they fas tened their
han dles tight in the hands of the ba boons and wouldn’t let go.

So there were the three wild Baby lo nian Ba boons, each with a hat in his
left hand, and an open um brella in his right hand.

When Ha track the Horse came home he came, quiet. He opened the front
door, quiet. Then he looked around in side the house, quiet.

In the cor ner where he had stood the three um brel las, he saw the three wild
Baby lo nian Ba boons on the floor, sleep ing, with um brel las over their faces.

“The um brel las were so big they couldn’t get through the door,” said Ha- 
track the Horse. For a long time he stood look ing at the bangs hang ing down
the fore heads of the ba boons while they were sleep ing. He took a comb and
combed the bangs down the fore heads of the ba boons. He went to the cup- 
board and spread bread and but ter. He took the hats out of the left hands of the
ba boons and put the hats on their heads. He put a piece of bread and but ter in
the hand of each ba boon.

Af ter that he snipped each one across the nose with his fin ger (snip pety-
snip! just like that). They opened their eyes and stood up. Then he loos ened
the um brella han dles from their right hands and led them to the door.

They all looked out. It was rain ing. “Now you can go,” he told the ba boons.
And they all walked out of the front door, and they seemed to be snick er ing
and hid ing the snick ers.

The last he saw of them they were walk ing away in the rain eat ing bread
and but ter. And they took off their hats so the rain ran down and slid off on the
bangs of their fore heads.

Ha track the Horse turned to the um brel las and said, “We know how to
make a sur prise party when we get a visit from the Baby lo nian Ba boons with
their bangs fall ing down their fore heads—don’t we?”

That is what hap pened, as Ha track the Horse told it to the night po lice man
in the Vil lage of Cream Puffs.
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How Six Um brel las Took Off Their Straw Hats
to Show Re spect to the One Big Um brella

Wher ever Dippy the Wisp went she was al ways chang ing hats. She car ried
two hat boxes with big pic ture hats on her right arm. And she car ried two hat
boxes with big pic ture hats on her left arm. And she changed from green and
gold hats to pur ple and gray hats and then back to green and gold when ever
she felt like it.

Now the hill that runs down from the shanty of Ha track the Horse to ward
the Vil lage of Cream Puffs is a long, long hill. And one morn ing the old man
sat watch ing and away down at the bot tom of the long, long hill he saw four
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hat boxes. Some body was com ing to call on him. And he knew it was Dippy
the Wisp.

The hat boxes came up the hill. He saw them stop once, stop twice, stop
more times. So he knew Dippy the Wisp was chang ing hats, chang ing from
green and gold to pur ple and gray and then back to green and gold.

When at last she got to the top of the hill and came to the shanty of Ha track
the Horse, she said to him, “Make up a story and tell me. Make up the story
about um brel las. You have trav eled all over the Rootabaga Coun try, you have
seen so many um brel las, and such won der ful um brel las. Make me up a big el e- 
gant story about um brel las.”

So Ha track the Horse took his hat off his head, reached around and hung it
on one of the shoul der bones stick ing out be hind on his back. And the old man
looked with a far away look down the long, long hill run ning from his shanty
to ward the Vil lage of Cream Puffs. Then he told her this story:

 
One sum mer af ter noon I came home and found all the um brel las sit ting in

the kitchen, with straw hats on, telling each other who they are.
The um brella that feeds the fishes fresh buns ev ery morn ing stood up and

said, “I am the um brella that feeds the fishes fresh buns ev ery morn ing.”
The um brella that fixes the clocks free of charge stood up and said, “I am

the um brella that fixes the clocks free of charge.”
The um brella that peels the pota toes with a pen cil and makes a pink ink

with the peel ings, stood up and said, “I am the um brella that peels the pota toes
with a pen cil and makes a pink ink with the peel ings.”

The um brella that eats the rats with pep per and salt and a clean nap kin ev- 
ery morn ing, stood up and said, “I am the um brella that eats the rats with pep- 
per and salt and a clean nap kin ev ery morn ing.”

The um brella that washes the dishes with a wiper and wipes the dishes with
a washer ev ery morn ing stood up and said, “I am the um brella that washes the
dishes with a wiper and wipes the dishes with a washer ev ery morn ing.”

The um brella that cov ers the chim ney with a dish-pan be fore it rains stood
up and said, “I am the um brella that cov ers the chim ney with a dish-pan be fore
it rains.”

The um brella that runs to the cor ner to get cor ners for the hand ker chiefs
stood up and said, “I am the um brella that runs to the cor ner to get cor ners for
the hand ker chiefs.”

Now while the um brel las are all sit ting in the kitchen with their straw hats
on telling each other who they are, there comes a big black stranger of an um- 
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brella, walk ing into the kitchen with out open ing the door, walk ing in with out
knock ing, with out ask ing any body, with out telling any body be fore hand.

“Since we are telling each other who we are,” said the stranger, "since we
are telling each other who we are, I am go ing to tell you who I am.

"I am the um brella that holds up the sky. I am the um brella the rain comes
through. I am the um brella that tells the sky when to be gin rain ing and when to
stop rain ing.

“I am the um brella that goes to pieces when the wind blows and then puts
it self to gether again when the wind goes down. I am the first um brella, the last
um brella, the one and only um brella all other um brel las are named af ter, first,
last and al ways.”

When the stranger fin ished this speech telling who he was and where he
came from, all the other um brel las sat still for a lit tle while, to be re spect ful.

Then they all got up, took off their straw hats, walked up to the stranger
and laid those straw hats at his feet. They wanted to show him they had re spect
for him. Then they all walked out, first the um brella that feeds the fishes fresh
buns ev ery morn ing, then the um brella that fixes the clocks free of charge,
then the um brella that peels the pota toes with a pen cil and makes pink ink with
the peel ings, then the um brella that eats the rats with pep per and salt and a
clean nap kin, then the um brella that washes the dishes with a wiper and wipes
the dishes with a washer, then the um brella that cov ers the chim ney with a
dish-pan be fore it rains, then the um brella that runs to the cor ner to get cor ners
for the hand ker chiefs. They all laid their straw hats at the feet of the stranger
be cause he came with out knock ing or telling any body be fore hand and be cause
he said he is the um brella that holds up the sky, that big um brella the rain goes
through first of all, the first and the last um brella.

 
That was the way Ha track the Horse fin ished his story for Dippy the Wisp.

She was chang ing hats, get ting ready to go.
The old man put his loose bony arms around her and kissed her for a good-

by. And she put her lit tle dim pled arms around his neck and kissed him for a
good-by.

And the last he saw of her that day she was walk ing far away down at the
bot tom of the long, long hill that stretches from Ha track’s shanty to ward the
Vil lage of Cream Puffs.

And twice go ing down the long hill she stopped and changed hats, open ing
and shut ting the hat boxes, and chang ing hats from green and gold to pur ple
and gray and back to green and gold.
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How Bozo the But ton Buster Busted All His
But tons When a Mouse Came

One sum mer evening the stars in the sum mer sky seemed to be mov ing
with fishes, cats and rab bits.

It was that sum mer evening three girls came to the shanty of Ha track the
Horse. He asked each one, “What is your name?” And they an swered, first,
“Me? My name is Deep Red Roses”; sec ond, “Me? My name is The Beans are
Burn ing”; and last of all, “Me? My name is Sweeter Than the Bees Hum- 
ming.”

And the old man fas tened a yel low rose for luck in the hair of each one and
said, “You ought to be home now.”

“Af ter you tell us a story,” they re minded him.
“I can only tell you a sad story all mixed up tonight,” he re minded them,

“be cause all day to day I have been think ing about Bozo the But ton Buster.”
“Tell us about Bozo the But ton Buster,” said the girls, feel ing in their hair

and fix ing the yel low roses.
The old man sat down on the front steps. His eyes swept away off to ward a

cor ner of the sky heavy with mist where it seemed to be mov ing with fire tails,
fishes, cats, and rab bits of slow chang ing stars.
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“Bozo had but tons all over him,” said the old man, "the but tons on Bozo

fit ted so tight, and there were so many but tons, that some times when he took
his lungs full of new wind to go on talk ing a but ton would bust loose and fly
into the face of who ever he was speak ing to. Some times when he took new
wind into his lungs two but tons would bust loose and fly into the faces of two
peo ple he was speak ing to.

"So peo ple said, ‘Isn’t it queer how but tons fly loose when Bozo fills his
lungs with wind to go on speak ing?’ Af ter a while ev ery body called him Bozo
the But ton Buster.

"Now, you must un der stand, Bozo was dif fer ent from other peo ple. He had
a string tied to him. It was a long string hang ing down with a knot in the end.
He used to say, ‘Some times I for get where I am; then I feel for the string tied
to me, and I fol low the string to where it is tied to me; then I know where I am
again.’

"Some times when Bozo was speak ing and a but ton busted loose, he would
ask, ‘Was that a mouse? Was that a mouse?’ And some times he said to peo ple,
‘I’ll talk with you—if you haven’t got a mouse in your pocket.’

"The last day Bozo ever came to the Vil lage of Cream Puffs, he stood on
the pub lic square and he was all cov ered with but tons, more but tons than ever
be fore, and all the but tons fit ting tight, and five, six but tons bust ing loose and
fly ing into the air when ever he took his lungs full of wind to go on speak ing.

"‘When the sky be gan to fall who was it ran out and held up the sky?’ he
sang out. ‘It was me, it was me ran out and held up the sky when the sky be- 
gan to fall.’

"‘When the blue came off the sky, where did they get the blue to put on the
sky to make it blue again? It was me, it was me picked the blue birds and the
blue pi geons to get the blue to fix the sky.’

"‘When it rains now it rains um brel las first so ev ery body has an um brella
for the rain af ter ward. Who fixed that? I did—Bozo the But ton Buster.’

"‘Who took the rain bow off the sky and put it back again in a hurry? That
was me.’
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"‘Who turned all the barns up side down and then put them right side up
again? I did that.’

"‘Who took the salt out of the sea and put it back again? Who took the
fishes out of the sea and put them back again? That was me.’

"‘Who started the cat fish fight ing the cats? Who made the slip pery elms
slip pery? Who made the King of the Bro ken Bot tles a wan derer wan der ing
over the world mum bling, “Easy, easy”? Who opened the win dows of the stars
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and threw fishes, cats and rab bits all over the frames of the sky? I did, I did, I
did.’

"All the time Bozo kept on speak ing the but tons kept on bust ing be cause he
had to stop so of ten to fill his lungs with new wind to go on speak ing. The
pub lic square was filled with piles of but tons that kept bust ing off from Bozo
the But ton Buster that day.

"And at last a mouse came, a sneak ing, slip pery, quick lit tle mouse. He ran
with a flash to the string tied to Bozo, the long string hang ing down with a
knot in the end. He bit the knot and cut it loose. He slit the string with his teeth
as Bozo cried, ‘Ai! Ai! Ai!’

"The last of all the but tons busted loose off Bozo. The clothes fell off. The
peo ple came up to see what was hap pen ing to Bozo. There was noth ing in the
clothes. The man in side the clothes was gone. All that was left was but tons
and a few clothes.

“Since then when ever it rains um brel las first so ev ery body has an um brella
for the rain af ter ward, or if the sky looks like it is fall ing, or if a barn turns up- 
side down, or if the King of the Bro ken Bot tles comes along mum bling ‘Easy,
easy,’ or if fire tails, fishes, cats and rab bits come on the sky in the night, or if a
but ton busts loose and flies into some body’s face, peo ple re mem ber Bozo the
But ton Buster.”

 
When the three girls started home, each one said to Ha track the Horse, “It

looks dark and lone some on the prairie, but you put a yel low rose in my hair
for luck—and I won’t be scared af ter I get home.”
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4. Two Sto ries About Four Boys
Who Had Dif fer ent Dreams.

PEO PLE:

GOOGLER

GAG GLER

TWINS

THE FAM ILY DOC TOR

THE FA THER OF THE TWINS

THE MOTHER OF THE TWINS

PEN WIPERS AND PEN CIL SHARP EN ERS

SMOKE STACKS AND MON KEY WRENCHES

MON KEY FACES ON THE MON KEY WRENCHES

LEFT-HANDED MON KEY WRENCHES

 

POTATO FACE BLIND MAN

AX ME NO QUES TIONS

JOHNNY THE WHAM

JOE THE WIMP
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GRASSHOP PERS

THOU SAND DOL LAR BILLS

BRASS DOORS

LIZZIE LAZARUS

How Googler and Gag gler, the Two Christ mas
Ba bies, Came Home with Mon key Wrenches

1

Two ba bies came one night in snow storm weather, came to a tar pa per shack
on a cin der patch next the rail road yards on the edge of the Vil lage of Liver-
and-Onions.

The fam ily doc tor came that night, came with a bird of a spizz car throw ing
a big spot light of a head light through the snow of the snow storm on the
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prairie.
“Twins,” said the doc tor. “Twins,” said the fa ther and mother. And the wind

as it shook the tar pa per shack and shook the doors and the pad locks on the
doors of the tar pa per shack, the wind seemed to be howl ing softly, “Twins,
twins.”

Six days and Christ mas Eve came. The mother of the twins lit two can dles,
two lit tle two-for-a-nickel can dles in each lit tle win dow. And the mother
handed the fa ther the twins and said, “Here are your Christ mas presents.” The
fa ther took the two baby boys and laughed, “Twice times twice is twice.”

The two lit tle two-for-a-nickel can dles sput tered in each lit tle win dow that
Christ mas Eve, and at last sput tered and went out, leav ing the prairies dark and
lone some. The fa ther and the mother of the twins sat by the win dow, each one
hold ing a baby.

Ev ery once in a while they changed ba bies so as to hold a dif fer ent twin.
And ev ery time they changed they laughed at each other, “Twice times twice is
twice.”

One baby was called Googler, the other Gag gler. The two boys grew up,
and hair came on their bald red heads. Their ears, wet be hind, got dry. They
learned how to pull on their stock ings and shoes and tie their shoe strings. They
learned at last how to take a hand ker chief and hold it open and blow their
noses.

Their fa ther looked at them grow ing up and said, “I think you’ll make a
cou ple of peanut-wagon men pour ing hot but ter into pop corn sacks.”

The fam ily doc tor saw the rashes and the itches and the measles and the
whoop ing cough come along one year and an other. He saw the husky Googler
and the husky Gag gler throw off the rashes and the itches and the measles and
the whoop ing cough. And the fam ily doc tor said, “They will go far and see
much, and they will never be any good for sit ting with the sit ters and knit ting
with the knit ters.”

Googler and Gag gler grew up and turned hand springs go ing to school in
short pants, whistling with school books un der their arms. They went bare- 
footed and got stick ers in their hair and teased cats and killed snakes and
climbed ap ple trees and threw clubs up wal nut trees and chewed slip pery el- 
lum. They stubbed their toes and cut their feet on bro ken bot tles and went
swim ming in brick yard ponds and came home with their backs sun burnt so the
skin peeled off. And be fore they went to bed ev ery night they stood on their
heads and turned flip-flops.
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One morn ing early in spring the young frogs were shoot ing sil ver spears of
lit tle new songs up into the sky. Strips of fresh young grass were be gin ning to
flick the hills and spot the prairie with flicks and spots of new green. On that
morn ing, Googler and Gag gler went to school with fun and dan ger and dreams
in their eyes.

They came home that day and told their mother, “There is a war be tween
the pen wipers and the pen cil sharp en ers. Mil lions of pen wipers and mil lions
of pen cil sharp en ers are march ing against each other, march ing and singing,
Hay foot, straw foot, bel ly ful o’ bean soup. The pen wipers and the pen cil
sharp en ers, mil lions and mil lions, are march ing with drums, drum ming, Ta
rum, ta rum, ta rum tum tum. The pen wipers say, No mat ter how many mil- 
lion ink spots it costs and no mat ter how many mil lion pen cil sharp en ers we
kill, we are go ing to kill and kill till the last of the pen cil sharp en ers is killed.
The pen cil sharp en ers say, No mat ter how many mil lion shav ings it costs, no
mat ter how many mil lion pen wipers we kill, we are go ing to kill and kill till
the last of the pen wipers is killed.”

The mother of Googler and Gag gler lis tened, her hands folded, her thumbs
un der her chin, her eyes watch ing the fun and the dan ger and the dreams in the
eyes of the two boys. And she said, “Me, oh, my—but those pen wipers and
pen cil sharp en ers hate each other.” And she turned her eyes to ward the flicks
and spots of new green grass com ing on the hills and the prairie, and she let
her ears lis ten to the young frogs shoot ing sil ver spears of lit tle songs up into
the sky that day.

And she told her two boys, “Pick up your feet now and run. Go to the grass,
go to the new green grass. Go to the young frogs and ask them why they are
shoot ing songs up into the sky this early spring day. Pick up your feet now and
run.”

2

At last Googler and Gag gler were big boys, big enough to pick the stick ers out
of each other’s hair, big enough to pick up their feet and run away from any- 
body who chased them.

One night they turned flip-flops and hand springs and climbed up on top of
a peanut wagon where a man was pour ing hot but ter into pop corn sacks. They
went to sleep on top of the wagon. Googler dreamed of teas ing cats, killing
snakes, climb ing ap ple trees and steal ing ap ples. Gag gler dreamed of swim- 
ming in brick yard ponds and com ing home with his back sun burnt so the skin
peeled off.
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They woke up with heavy gun ny sacks in their arms. They climbed off the
wagon and started home to their fa ther and mother lug ging the heavy gun ny- 
sacks on their backs. And they told their fa ther and mother:

"We ran away to the Thim ble Coun try where the peo ple wear thim ble hats,
where the women wash dishes in thim ble dish pans, where the men go to work
with thim ble shov els.

"We saw a war, the left-handed peo ple against the right-handed. And the
smoke stacks did all the fight ing. They all had mon key wrenches and they tried
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to wrench each other to pieces. And they had mon key faces on the mon key
wrenches—to scare each other.

“All the time they were fight ing the Thim ble peo ple sat look ing on, the
thim ble women with thim ble dish pans, the thim ble men with thim ble shov els.
They waved hand ker chiefs to each other, some left-hand hand ker chiefs, and
some right-hand hand ker chiefs. They sat look ing till the smoke stacks with
their mon key wrenches wrenched each other all to pieces.”

Then Googler and Gag gler opened the heavy gun ny sacks. “Here,” they
said, “here is a left-handed mon key wrench, here is a right-handed mon key
wrench. And here is a mon key wrench with a mon key face on the han dle—to
scare with.”

Now the fa ther and mother of Googler and Gag gler won der how they will
end up. The fam ily doc tor keeps on say ing, “They will go far and see much
but they will never sit with the sit ters and knit with the knit ters.” And some- 
times when their fa ther looks at them, he says what he said the Christ mas Eve
when the two-for-a-nickel can dles stood two by two in the win dows, “Twice
times twice is twice.”
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How Johnny the Wham Sleeps in Money All
the Time and Joe the Wimp Shines and Sees
Things

Once the Potato Face Blind Man be gan talk ing about arith metic and ge og- 
ra phy, where num bers come from and why we add and sub tract be fore we
mul ti ply, when the first frac tions and dec i mal points were in vented, who gave
the rivers their names, and why some rivers have short names slip ping off the
tongue easy as whistling, and why other rivers have long names wear ing the
stub ends off lead pen cils.

The girl, Ax Me No Ques tions, asked the old man if boys al ways stay in the
home towns where they are born and grow up, or whether boys pack their
pack sacks and go away some where else af ter they grow up. This ques tion
started the old man telling about Johnny the Wham and Joe the Wimp and
things he re mem bered about them:

 
Johnny the Wham and Joe the Wimp are two boys who used to live here in

the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions be fore they went away. They grew up here,
carv ing their ini tials, J. W., on wish bones and peanuts and wheel bar rows. And
if any body found a wish bone or a peanut or a wheel bar row with the ini tials, J.
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W., carved on it, he didn’t know whether it was Johnny the Wham or Joe the
Wimp.

They met on sum mer days, put their hands in their pock ets and traded each
other grasshop pers learn ing to say yes and no. One kick and a spit meant yes.
Two kicks and a spit meant no. One two three, four five six of a kick and a spit
meant the grasshop per was count ing and learn ing num bers.

They promised what they were go ing to do af ter they went away from the
vil lage. Johnny the Wham said, “I am go ing to sleep in money up to my knees
with thou sand dol lar bills all over me for a blan ket.” Joe the Wimp said, “I am
go ing to see things and shine, and I am go ing to shine and see things.”

They went away. They did what they said. They went up into the grasshop- 
per coun try near the Vil lage of Eggs Over where the grasshop pers were eat ing
the corn in the fields with out count ing how much. They stayed in those fields
till those grasshop pers learned to say yes and no and learned to count. One
kick and a spit meant yes. Two kicks and a spit meant no. One two three, four
five six meant the grasshop pers were count ing and learn ing num bers. The
grasshop pers, af ter that, eat ing ears of corn in the fields, were count ing how
many and how much.

To day Johnny the Wham sleeps in a room full of money in the big bank in
the Vil lage of Eggs Over. The room where he sleeps is the room where they
keep the thou sand dol lar bills. He walks in thou sand dol lar bills up to his
knees at night be fore he goes to bed on the floor. A bun dle of thou sand dol lar
bills is his pil low. He cov ers him self like a man in a haystack or a straw stack,
with thou sand dol lar bills. The pa per money is piled around him in arm fuls
and sticks up and stands out around him the same as hay or straw.

And Lizzie Lazarus, who talked with him in the Vil lage of Eggs Over last
week, she says Johnny the Wham told her, "There is mu sic in thou sand dol lar
bills. Be fore I go to sleep at night and when I wake up in the morn ing, I lis ten
to their mu sic. They whis per and cry, they sing lit tle oh-me, oh-my songs as
they wrig gle and rus tle next to each other. A few with dirty faces, with torn
ears, with patches and fin ger and thumb prints on their faces, they cry and
whis per so it hurts to hear them. And of ten they shake all over, laugh ing.

"I heard one dirty thou sand dol lar bill say to an other spot ted with patches
and thumb prints, ‘They kiss us wel come when we come, they kiss us sweet
good-by when we go.’

“They cry and whis per and laugh about things and spe cial things and ex tra
ex tra spe cial things—pi geons, ponies, pigs, spe cial pi geons, ponies, pigs, ex tra
ex tra spe cial pi geons, ponies, pigs—cats, pups, mon keys, big bags of cats,
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pups, mon keys, ex tra ex tra big bags of spe cial cats, pups, mon keys—jew elry,
ice cream, ba nanas, pie, hats, shoes, shirts, dust pans, rat traps, cof fee cups,
hand ker chiefs, safety pins—di a monds, bot tles and big front doors with bells
on—they cry and whis per and laugh about these things—and it never hurts un- 
less the dirty thou sand dol lar bills with torn ears and patches on their faces say
to each other, ‘They kiss us wel come when we come, they kiss us sweet good-
by when we go.’”

 
The old Potato Face sat say ing noth ing. He fooled a lit tle with the ac cor- 

dion keys as if try ing to make up a tune for the words, “They kiss us wel come
when we come, they kiss us sweet good-by when we go.”

Ax Me No Ques tions looked at him with a soft look and said softly, “Now
maybe you’ll tell about Joe the Wimp.” And he told her:

 
Joe the Wimp shines the doors in front of the bank. The doors are brass,

and Joe the Wimp stands with rags and ashes and chamois skin keep ing the
brass shin ing.

“The brass shines slick and shows ev ery thing on the street like a look ing
glass,” he told Lizzie Lazarus last week. "If pi geons, ponies, pigs, come past,
or cats, pups, mon keys, or jew elry, ice cream, ba nanas, pie, hats, shoes, shirts,
dust pans, rat traps, cof fee cups, hand ker chiefs, safety pins, or di a monds, bot- 
tles, and big front doors with bells on, Joe the Wimp sees them in the brass.

“I rub on the brass doors, and things be gin to jump into my hands out of the
shine of the brass. Faces, chim neys, ele phants, yel low hum ming birds, and
blue corn flow ers, where I have seen grasshop pers sleep ing two by two and
two by two, they all come to the shine of the brass on the doors when I ask
them to. If you shine brass hard, and wish as hard as the brass wishes, and
keep on shin ing and wish ing, then al ways things come jump ing into your
hands out of the shine of the brass.”

 
“So you see,” said the Potato Face Blind Man to Ax Me No Ques tions,

“some times the prom ises boys make when they go away come true af ter ward.”
“They got what they asked for—now will they keep it or leave it?” said Ax

Me.
“Only the grasshop pers can an swer that,” was the old man’s re ply. “The

grasshop pers are older. They know more about jumps. And es pe cially
grasshop pers that say yes and no and count one two three, four five six.”
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And he sat say ing noth ing, fool ing with the ac cor dion keys as if try ing to
make up a tune for the words, “They kiss us wel come when we come, they
kiss us sweet good-by when we go.”
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5. Two Sto ries Told by the Potato
Face Blind Man About Two Girls

with Red Hearts.

PEO PLE:

BLIXIE BIM BER

THE POTATO FACE BLIND MAN

SHOUL DER STRAPS

HIGH HIGH OVER

SIX BITS

DEEP RED ROSES

A CLOCK

A LOOK ING GLASS

BAG GAGE

 

PINK PE ONY

SPUDS THE BALLPLAYER

FOUR MOON

PEA COCKS
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FROGS

OR ANGES

YEL LOW SILK HAND KER CHIEFS

How Deep Red Roses Goes Back and Forth
Be tween the Clock and the Look ing Glass

One morn ing when big white clouds were shoul der ing each other’s shoul- 
ders, rolling on the rollers of a big blue sky, Blixie Bim ber came along where
the Potato Face Blind Man sat shin ing the brass bick er jig gers on his ac cor dion.

“Do you like to shine up the brass bick er jig gers?” asked Blixie.
“Yes,” he an swered. “One time a long time ago the brass bick er jig gers were

gold, but they stole the gold away when I wasn’t look ing.”
He blinked the eye lids over his eye balls and said, “I thank them be cause

they took gold they wanted. Brass feels good to my fin gers the same as gold.”
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And he went on shin ing up the brass bick er jig gers on the ac cor dion, hum ming
a lit tle line of an old song, “To mor row will never catch up with yes ter day be- 
cause yes ter day started sooner.”

“Seems like a nice morn ing with the sun spilling bushels of sun shine,” he
said to Blixie, who an swered, “Big white clouds are shoul der ing each other’s
shoul ders rolling on the rollers of a big blue sky.”

“Seems like it’s April all over again,” he mur mured, al most like he wasn’t
talk ing at all.

“Seems just that way—April all over again,” mur mured Blixie, al most like
she wasn’t talk ing at all.

So they be gan drift ing, the old man drift ing his way, the girl drift ing her
way, till he drifted into a story. And the story he told was like this and in these
words:

 
"Deep Red Roses was a lovely girl with blue sky lights like the blue sky- 

lights of early April in her eyes. And her lips re minded peo ple of deep red
roses wait ing in the cool of the sum mer evening.

"She met Shoul der Straps one day when she was young yet. He promised
her. And she promised him. But he went away. One of the long wars be tween
two short wars took him. In a far away coun try, then, he mar ried an other girl.
And he didn’t come back to Deep Red Roses.

"Next came High High Over, one day when she was young yet. A dancer
he was, go ing from one city to an other city to dance, spend ing his af ter noons
and evenings and late nights danc ing, and sleep ing in the morn ing till noon.
And when he promised she promised. But he went away to an other city and af- 
ter that an other city. And he mar ried one woman and then an other woman. Ev- 
ery year there came a new story about one of the new wives of High High
Over, the dancer. And while she was young yet, Deep Red Roses for got all
about her prom ise and the prom ise of High High Over, the dancer who ran
away from her.

"Six Bits was the next to come along. And he was not a sol dier nor a dancer
nor any thing spe cial. He was a care less man, chang ing from one job to an- 
other, chang ing from pa per hang ing to plas ter ing, from fix ing shin gle roofs
where the shin gles were ripped to open ing cans with can open ers.

"Six Bits gave Deep Red Roses his prom ise and she gave him her prom ise.
But he was al ways late keep ing his prom ise. When the wed ding was to be
Tues day he didn’t come till Wednes day. If it was Fri day he came Sat ur day.
And there wasn’t any wed ding.
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"So Deep Red Roses said to her self, ‘I am go ing away and learn, I am go- 
ing away and talk with the wives of High High Over, the dancer, and maybe if
I go far enough I will find the wife of Shoul der Straps, the sol dier—and maybe
the wives of the men who promised me will tell me how to keep prom ises
kept.’

"She packed her bag gage till her bag gage was packed so full there was
room for only one more thing. So she had to de cide whether to put a clock or
whether to put a look ing glass in her bag gage.

"‘My head tells me to carry the clock so I can al ways tell if I am early or
late,’ she said to her self. ‘But my heart tells me to carry a look ing glass so I
can look at my face and tell if I am get ting older or younger.’

"At last she de cides to take the clock and leave the look ing glass—be cause
her head says so. She starts away. She goes through the door, she is out of the
house, she goes to the street, she starts up the street.

"Then her heart tells her to go back and change the clock for the look ing
glass. She goes back up the street, through the door, into the house, into her
room. Now she stands in front of the clock and the look ing glass say ing, ‘To-
night I sleep home here one more night, and to mor row morn ing I de cide
again.’

"And now ev ery morn ing Deep Red Roses de cides with her head to take
the clock. She takes the clock and starts away and then comes back be cause
her heart de cides she must have the look ing glass.

"If you go to her house this morn ing you will see her stand ing in the door- 
way with blue sky lights like the blue sky of early April in her eyes, and lips
that re mind you of deep red roses in the cool of the evening in sum mer. You
will see her leave the door way and go out of the gate with the clock in her
hands. Then if you wait you will see her come back through the gate, into the
door, back to her room where she puts down the clock and takes up the look- 
ing glass.

“Af ter that she de cides to wait un til to mor row morn ing to de cide again
what to de cide. Her head tells her one thing, her heart tells her an other. Be- 
tween the two she stays home. Some times she looks at her face in the look ing
glass and says to her self, ‘I am young yet and while I am young I am go ing to
do my own de cid ing.’”

 
Blixie Bim ber fin gered the end of her chin with her lit tle fin ger and said,

“It is a strange story. It has a stab in it. It would hurt me if I couldn’t look up at
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the big white clouds shoul der ing their shoul ders, rolling on the rollers of the
big blue sky.”

“It is a good story to tell when April is here all over again—and I am shin- 
ing up the brass bick er jig gers on my ac cor dion,” said the Potato Face Blind
Man.



176

How Pink Pe ony Sent Spuds, the Ballplayer,
Up to Pick Four Moons

Early one sum mer evening the moon was hang ing in the tree-tops. There
was a lisp of leaves. And the soft shine of the moon sift ing down seemed to
have some thing to say to the lisp of the leaves.

The girl named Blixie Bim ber came that par tic u lar sum mer evening to the
cor ner where the Potato Face Blind Man sat with his ac cor dion. She came
walk ing slow and thought ful to where he was sit ting in the evening shad ows.
And she told him about the sum mer moon in the tree-tops, the lisp of the
leaves, and the shine of the moon try ing to tell some thing to the lisp of the
leaves.

The old man leaned back, fum bled the keys of his ac cor dion, and said it
loos ened up things he re mem bered far back.

“On an evening like this, ev ery tree has a moon all of its own for it self—if
you climb up in a thou sand trees this evening you can pick a thou sand moons,”
the old man mur mured. “You re mind me tonight about se crets swim ming deep
in me.”
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And af ter hes i tat ing a lit tle—and think ing a lit tle—and then hes i tat ing
some more—the old man started and told this story:

 
There was a girl I used to know, one time, named Pink Pe ony. She was a

girl with cheeks and lips the pe onies talked about.
When she passed a bush of pe onies, some of the flow ers would whis per,

“She is love lier than we are.” And the other pe onies would an swer in a whis- 
per, “It must be so, it… must… be… so.”

Now there was a ballplayer named Spuds, came one night to take her rid- 
ing, out to a val ley where the pea cocks al ways cry be fore it rains, where the
frogs al ways gam ble with the golden dice af ter mid night.

And out in that val ley they came to a tall tree shoot ing sprag gly to the sky.
And high up in the sprag gly shoots, where the lisp of the leaves whis pers,
there a moon had drifted down and was caught in the branches.

“Spuds, climb up and pick that moon for me,” Pink Pe ony sang reck less.
And the ballplayer jumped out of the car, climbed up the tall tree, up and up
till he was high and far in the sprag gly branches where the moon had drifted
down and was caught.

Climb ing down, he handed the girl a sil ver hat full of peach-color pearls.
She laid it on the back seat of the car where it would be safe. And they drove
on.

They came to an other tall tree shoot ing sprag gly to the sky. And high up
the moon was caught.

“Pick that one, Spuds,” Pe ony sang reck less again. And when he came
climb ing down he handed her a cir cle of gold with a blood-color au tumn leaf.
And they put it on the back seat of the car where it would be safe. Then they
drove on.

“Spuds, you are good to me,” said Pink Pe ony, when he climbed an other
tree shoot ing sprag gly high in the sky, and came down with a brass pansy
sprin kled with two rain bows, for her. She put it on the back seat where it
would be safe. And they drove on.

One time more Spuds climbed up and came down with what he picked, up
where the moon was caught in the high sprag gly branches. “An Egyp tian col- 
lar frozen in di a mond cob webs, for you,” he said. “You are a dear, Spuds,” she
said, reck less, with a look into his eyes. She laid the Egyp tian col lar frozen in
di a mond cob webs on the back seat of the car where it would be safe—and
they drove on.
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They lis tened a while, they stopped the car and lis tened a longer while, to
the frogs gam bling with golden dice af ter mid night.

And when at last they heard the pea cocks cry ing, they knew it was go ing to
rain. So they drove home.

And while the pea cocks were cry ing, and just be fore they started home,
they looked in the back seat of the car at the sil ver hat full of peach-color
pearls, the cir cle of gold with a blood-color au tumn leaf, the brass pansy sprin- 
kled with two rain bows, the Egyp tian col lar frozen in di a mond cob webs.

Driv ing home, the spray of a vi o let dawn was on the east sky. And it was
nearly day light when they drove up to the front door of Pink Pe ony’s home.
She ran into the house to get a bas ket to carry the presents in.

She came run ning out of the house with a bas ket to carry the presents in.
She looked in the back seat; she felt with her hands and fin gers all over the

back seat.
In the back seat she could find only four or anges. They opened the or anges

and in each or ange they found a yel low silk hand ker chief.
To day, if you go to the house where Pink Pe ony and Spuds are liv ing, you

will find four chil dren play ing there, each with a yel low silk hand ker chief tied
around the neck in a mys tic slip knot.

Each child has a moon face and a moon name. And some times their fa ther
and mother pile them all into a car and they ride out to the val ley where the
pea cocks al ways cry be fore it rains—and where the frogs al ways gam ble with
golden dice af ter mid night.

And what they look long est at is a sum mer moon hang ing in the tree-tops,
when there is a lisp of leaves, and the shine of the moon and the lisp of the
leaves seem to be telling each other some thing.

So the Potato Face came to a fin ish with his story. Blixie Bim ber kissed
him good-night on the nose, say ing, “You loos ened up beau ti ful tonight.”
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6. Three Sto ries About Moon‐ 
light, Pi geons, Bees, Egypt,

Jesse James, Span ish Onions,
the Queen of the Cracked Heads,

the King of the Pa per Sacks.

PEO PLE:

DIPPY THE WISP

SLIP ME LIZ

THE POTATO FACE BLIND MAN

EGYPT

JESSE JAMES

SPAN ISH ONIONS

THE QUEEN OF THE CRACKED HEADS

THE KING OF THE PA PER SACKS

THE QUEEN OF THE EMPTY HATS

HOT BAL LOONS

A SNOOX
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A GRINGO

SWEET HEART DIP PIES

NAIL-EAT ING RATS

SOON ERS

BOOMERS

MORE PEO PLE:

CRACKED HEADS

CLOCK-EAT ING GOATS

BABY AL LI GA TORS

PINK AND PUR PLE PEANUTS

EMPTY HATS

BATS, CATS, RATS

RAG PICK ERS, RAG HAN DLERS

SQUIR RELS, FISH, BA BOONS, BLACK CATS

A STEEL CAR, AN AIR CAR

GO PHERS
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How Dippy the Wisp and Slip Me Liz Came in
the Moon shine Where the Potato Face Blind
Man Sat with His Ac cor dion

The sky shook a rain down one Sat ur day night over the peo ple, the postof fice,
and the peanut-stand in the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions.

And af ter the rain, the sky shook loose a moon so a moon shine came with
gold on the rain pools.

And a west wind came out of the west sky and shook the moon shine gold
on the tops of the rain pools.

Dippy the Wisp and Slip Me Liz came, two tough pony girls, two lim ber
prairie girls, in the moon shine hum ming lit tle humpty dumpty songs.

They came to the postof fice cor ner where the Potato Face Blind Man sat
hug ging his ac cor dion, won der ing what was next and who and why.
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He was say ing to him self, “Who was it told me the rats on the moon in the
mid dle of the win ter lock their mit tens in ice boxes?”

And just then Dippy the Wisp and Slip Me Liz came flip ping along say ing,
“It is a misty moisty evening in the moon shine, isn’t it?”

And he an swered, “The moon is a round gold door with sil ver tran soms
tonight. Bum ble bees and honey bees are chas ing each other over the gold
door of the moon and up over the sil ver tran soms.”

Dippy the Wisp took out a bee-bag, took bees out of the bee-bag, bal anced
the bees on her thumb, hum ming a humpty dumpty song. And Slip Me Liz,
look ing on, joined in on the humpty dumpty song. And, of course, the bees be- 
gan buzzing and buzzing their bee humpty dumpty song.

“Have you fas tened names on them?” asked the Potato Face.
“These three on my thumb, these three spe cial blue-vi o let bees, I put their

names on silk white rib bons and tied the rib bons to their knees. This is Egypt
—she has inkwells in her ears. This is Jesse James—he puts postage stamps on
his nose. This is Span ish Onions—she likes pearl-color hand ker chiefs around
her yel low neck.”

“Bees be long in bee-bags, but these are dif fer ent,” the old man mur mured.
“Run away bees, these are,” Dippy the Wisp went on. "They buzz away,

they come buzzing back, buzzing home, buzzing se crets, syl la bles, snitches.
"To day Egypt came buzzing home with her inkwells in her ears. And Egypt

buzzed, ’I flew and flew and I buzzed and buzzed far, far away, till I came
where I met the Queen of the Cracked Heads with her head all cracked. And
she took me by the foot and took me to the palace of the Cracked Heads with
their heads all cracked.

"’The palace was full of goats walk ing up and down the stairs, slid ing on
the ban is ters eat ing bingety bing clocks. Be fore he bites the clock and chews
and swal lows and eats the bingety bing clock, I no ticed, each goat winds up
the clock and fixes it to go off bling bling bingety bing, af ter he eats it down. I
no ticed that. And the fat, fat, puffy goats, the fat, fat, waddly goats, had ex tra
clocks hung on their horns—and the clocks, tired of wait ing, spoke to each
other in the bingety bing clock talk. I no ticed that too.
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"’I stayed all morn ing and I saw them feed the big goats big hunks and the
lit tle goats lit tle hunks and the big clocks big bings and the lit tle clocks lit tle
bings. At last in the af ter noon, the queen of the Cracked Heads came with her
cracked head to say good-by to me. She was sit ting on a lad der feed ing baby
clocks to baby al li ga tors, wind ing the clocks and fix ing the bingety bings, so
af ter the baby al li ga tors swal lowed the clocks, I heard them singing bling bling
bingety bing.
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"‘And the Queen was read ing the al pha bet to the lit tlest of the baby al li ga- 
tors—and they were say ing the al li ga tor A B C while she was say ing the A B
C of the Cracked Heads. At last she said good-by to me, good-by and come
again soon, good-by and stay longer next time.’

“‘When I went out of the door all the baby al li ga tors climbed up the lad der
and bingety blinged good-by to me. I buzzed home fast be cause I was lone- 
some. I am so, so glad to be home again.’”

The Potato Face looked up and said, “This is nice as the rats on the moon in
the mid dle of the win ter lock ing their mit tens in the ice box. Tell us next about
that blue-vi o let bum ble bee, Jesse James.”

“Jesse James,” said Dippy the Wisp, "Jesse James came buzzing home with
a postage stamp on his nose. And Jesse James buzzed, ‘I flew and I flew and
buzzed and buzzed far, far away till I came where I met the King of the Pa per
Sacks who lives in a palace of pa per sacks. I went in side the palace ex pect ing
to see pa per sacks ev ery where. But in stead of pa per sacks the palace was full
of pink and pur ple peanuts walk ing up and down the stairs wash ing their faces,
stitch ing hand ker chiefs.’

“’In the evening all the pink and pur ple peanuts put on their over shoes and
make pa per sacks. The King of the Pa per Sacks walks around and around
among them say ing,”If any body asks you who I am tell them I am the King of
the Pa per Sacks." And one lit tle peanut flipped up one time in the King’s face
and asked, “Say it again—who do you think you are?” And it made the King
so bit ter in his feel ings he reached out his hand and with a sweep and a swoop
he swept fifty pink and pur ple peanuts into a pa per sack and cried out, “A
nickel a sack, a nickel a sack.” And he threw them into a trash pile of tin cans.

“’When I went away he shook hands with me and said,”Good-by, Jesse
James, you old buzzer, if any body asks you tell them you saw the King of the
Pa per Sacks where he lives."

“‘When I went away from the palace, the doors and the win dow sills, the
cor ners of the roofs and the eave troughs where the rain runs off, they were all
full of pink and pur ple peanuts stand ing in their over shoes wash ing their faces,
stitch ing hand ker chiefs, call ing good-by to me, good-by and come again,
good-by and stay longer next time. Then I came buzzing home be cause I was
lone some. And I am so, so glad to be home again.’”

The Potato Face looked up again and said, “It is a misty moisty evening in
the moon shine. Now tell us about that blue-vi o let hon ey bee, Span ish Onions.”

And Dippy the Wisp tied a slip knot in the pearl-color hand ker chief around
the yel low neck of Span ish Onions and said, “Span ish Onions came buzzing
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back home with her face dirty and scared and she told us, ‘I flew and flew and
I buzzed and buzzed till I came where I met the Queen of the Empty Hats. She
took me by the foot and took me across the City of the Empty Hats, say ing un- 
der her breath, “There is a screw loose some where, there is a leak in the tank.”
Fat rats, fat bats, fat cats, came along un der empty hats and the Queen al ways
said un der her breath, “There is a screw loose some where, there is a leak in the
tank.” In the houses, on the street, rid ing on the rat tlers and the razz cars, the
only peo ple were hats, empty hats. When the fat rats changed hats with the fat
bats, the hats were empty. When the fat bats changed those hats with the fat
cats, the hats were empty. I took off my hat and saw it was empty. I be gan to
feel like an empty hat my self. I got scared. I jumped loose from the Queen of
the Empty Hats and buzzed back home fast. I am so, so glad to be home
again.’”

The Potato Face sat hug ging his ac cor dion. He looked up and said, “Put the
bees back in the bee-bag—they buzz too many se crets, syl la bles and snitches.”

“What do you ex pect when the moon is a gold door with sil ver tran soms?”
asked Slip Me Liz.

“Yes,” said Dippy the Wisp. “What do you ex pect when the bum ble bees
and the hon ey bees are chas ing each other over the gold door of the moon and
up over the sil ver tran soms?”

And the two tough pony girls, the two lim ber prairie girls, went away hum- 
ming a lit tle humpty dumpty song across the moon shine gold on the tops of
the rain pools.
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How Hot Bal loons and His Pi geon Daugh ters
Crossed Over into the Rootabaga Coun try

Hot Bal loons was a man who lived all alone among peo ple who sell slips,
flips, flicks and chicks by the dozen, by the box, by the box car job lot, back
and forth to each other.

Hot Bal loons used to open the win dow in the morn ing and say to the rag
pick ers and the rag han dlers, “Far, far away the pi geons are call ing; far, far
away the white wings are dip ping in the blue, in the sky blue.”

And the rag pick ers and the rag han dlers looked up from their rag bags and
said, “Far, far away the rags are fly ing; far, far away the rags are whistling in
the wind, in the sky wind.”

Now two pi geons came walk ing up to the door, the door knob and the door
bell un der the win dow of Hot Bal loons. One of the pi geons rang the bell. The
other pi geon, too, stepped up to the bell and gave it a ring.

Then they waited, ty ing the shoe strings on their shoes and the bon net
strings un der their chins, while they waited.
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Hot Bal loons opened the door. And they flew into his hands, one pi geon
apiece in each of his hands, flip ping and flut ter ing their wings, call ing, “Ka
loo, ka loo, ka lo, ka lo,” leav ing a let ter in his hands and then fly ing away
fast.

Hot Bal loons stepped out on the front steps to read the let ter where the light
was good in the day light be cause it was so early in the morn ing. The let ter was
on pa per scrib bled over in pi geon foot blue hand writ ing with many se crets and
syl la bles.
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Af ter Hot Bal loons read the let ter, he said to him self, “I won der if those
two pi geons are my two run away daugh ters, Dippy the Wisp and Slip Me Liz.
When they ran away they said they would cross the Sham poo river and go
away into the Rootabaga coun try to live. And I have heard it is a law of the
Rootabaga coun try when ever a girl crosses the Sham poo river to come back
where she used to be, she changes into a pi geon—and she stays a pi geon till
she crosses back over the Sham poo river into the Rootabaga coun try again.”

And he shaded his eyes with his hands and looked far, far away in the blue,
in the sky blue. And by look ing long and hard he saw far, far away in the sky
blue, the two white pi geons dip ping their wings in the blue, fly ing fast, cir- 
cling and cir cling higher and higher, to ward the Sham poo river, to ward the
Rootabaga coun try.

“I won der, I guess, I think so,” he said to him self, “I won der, I think so, it
must be those two pi geons are my two run away daugh ters, my two girls,
Dippy the Wisp and Slip Me Liz.”

He took out the let ter and read it again right side up, up side down, back and
forth. “It is the first time I ever read pi geon foot blue hand writ ing,” he said to
him self. And the way he read the let ter, it said to him:

Daddy, daddy, daddy, come home to us in the Rootabaga coun try where the pi geons call ka
loo, ka loo, ka lo, ka lo, where the squir rels carry lad ders and the wild cats ask rid dles and the
fish jump out of the rivers and speak to the fry ing pans, where the ba boons take care of the ba- 
bies and the black cats come and go in or ange and gold stock ings, where the birds wear rose
and pur ple hats on Mon day af ter noons up in the sky lights in the evening.

(SIGNED) DIPPY THE WISP,
SLIP ME LIZ.

And read ing the let ter a sec ond time, Hot Bal loons said to him self, “No
won der it is scrib bled over the pa per in pi geon foot blue hand writ ing. No won- 
der it is full of se crets and syl la bles.”

So he jumped into a shirt and a neck tie, he jumped into a hat and a vest,
and he jumped into a steel car, start ing with a snizz and a snoof till it be gan
run ning smooth and even as a cat foot.

“I will ride to the Sham poo river faster than two pi geons fly,” he said. “I
will be there.”

Which he was. He got there be fore the two pi geons. But it was no use. For
the rain and the rain storm was work ing—and the rain and the rain storm tore
down and took and washed away the steel bridge over the Sham poo river.
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“Now there is only an air bridge to cross on, and a steel car drops down,
falls off, falls through, if it runs on an air bridge,” he said.

So he was all alone with the rain and the rain storm all around him—and far
as he could see by shad ing his eyes and look ing, there was only the rain and
the rain storm across the river—and the air bridge.

While he waited for the rain and the rain storm to go down, two pi geons
came fly ing into his hands, one apiece into each hand, flip ping and flut ter ing
their wings and call ing, “Ka loo, ka loo, ka lo, ka lo.” And he could tell by the
way they be gan ty ing the shoe strings on their shoes and the bon net strings un- 
der their chins, they were the same two pi geons ring ing the door bell that
morn ing.

They wrote on his thumb nails in pi geon foot blue hand writ ing, and he read
their hand writ ing ask ing him why he didn’t cross over the Sham poo river. And
he ex plained, “There is only an air bridge to cross on. A steel car drops down,
falls off, falls through, if it runs on an air bridge. Change my steel car to an air
car. Then I can cross the air bridge.”

The pi geons flipped and flut tered, dipped their wings and called, “Ka loo,
ka loo, ka lo, ka lo.” And they scrib bled their pi geon feet on his thumb nail—
telling him to wait. So the pi geons went fly ing across the Sham poo river.

They came back with a bas ket. In the bas ket was a snoox and a gringo. And
the snoox and the gringo took ham mers, jacks, flanges, nuts, screws, bear ings,
ball bear ings, axles, axle grease, ax han dles, spits, spit ters, spit balls and spit- 
fires, and worked.

“It’s a hot job,” said the snoox to the gringo. “I’ll say it’s a hot job,” said
the gringo an swer ing the snoox.

“We’ll give this one the merry ra zoo,” said the snoox to the gringo, work- 
ing over time and dou ble time. “Yes, we’ll put her to the clean ers and shoot her
into high,” said the gringo, an swer ing the snoox, work ing over time and dou ble
time.

They changed the steel to air, made an air car out of the steel car, put Hot
Bal loons and the two pi geons into the air car and drove the air car across the
air bridge.

And nowa days when peo ple talk about it in the Rootabaga coun try, they
say, “The snoox and the gringo drove the air car across the air bridge clean and
cool as a whis tle in the wind. As soon as the car got off the bridge and over
into the Rootabaga coun try, the two pi geons changed in a flash. And Hot Bal- 
loons saw they were his two daugh ters, his two run away girls, Dippy the Wisp
and Slip Me Liz, stand ing and smil ing at him and look ing fresh and free as
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two fresh fish in a free river, fresh and free as two fresh bim bos in a bam boo
tree.”

He kissed them both, two long kisses, and while he was kiss ing them the
snoox and the gringo worked dou ble time and over time and changed the air
car back into a steel car.

And Dippy the Wisp and Slip Me Liz rode in that car—start ing with a snizz
and a snoof till it be gan run ning smooth and even as a cat foot—show ing their
fa ther, Hot Bal loons, where the squir rels carry lad ders and the wild cats ask
rid dles and the fish jump out of the rivers and speak to the fry ing pans, where
the ba boons take care of the ba bies and the black cats come and go in or ange
and gold stock ings, where the birds wear rose and pur ple hats on Mon day af- 
ter noons up in the sky lights in the evening.

And of ten on a Sat ur day night or a New Year Eve or a Christ mas morn ing,
Hot Bal loons re mem bers back how things used to be, and he tells his two girls
about the rag pick ers and the rag han dlers back among the peo ple who sell
slips, flips, flicks, and chicks, by the dozen, by the box, by the box car job lot,
back and forth to each other.
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How Two Sweet heart Dip pies Sat in the Moon‐ 
light on a Lum ber Yard Fence and Heard
About the Soon ers and the Boomers

Not so very far and not so very near the Vil lage of Liver-and-Onions is a
dippy lit tle town where dippy peo ple used to live.

And it was long, long ago the sweet heart dip pies stood in their win dows
and watched the dips of the star dip pers in the dip of the sky.

It was the dip pies who took the run ning wild ole an der and the cun ning wild
ram bler rose and kept them so the run ning wild win ters let them alone.

“It is easy to be a dippy… among the dip pies… isn’t it?” the sweet heart
dip pies whis pered to each other, sit ting in the leaf shad ows of the ole an der, the
ram bler rose.

The name of this dippy town came by ac ci dent. The name of the town is
Thumbs Up and it used to be named Thumbs Down and ex pects to change its
name back and forth be tween Thumbs Up and Thumbs Down.

The run ning wild ole an ders and the run ning wild ram bler roses grow there
over the big lum ber yards where all the old lum ber goes.

The dip pies and the dippy sweet hearts go out there to those lum ber yards
and sit on the fence moon light nights and look at the lum ber.
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The rusty nails in the lum ber get rustier and rustier till they drop out. And
when ever they drop out there is al ways a rat stand ing un der to take the nail in
his teeth and chew the nail and eat it.

For this is the place the nail-eat ing rats come to from all over the
Rootabaga coun try. Fa ther rats and mother rats send the young rats there to eat
nails and get stronger.

If a young rat comes back from a trip to the lum ber yards in Thumbs Up
and he meets an other young rat go ing to those lum ber yards, they say to each
other, “Where have you been?” “To Thumbs Up.” “And how do you feel?”
“Hard as nails.”

Now one night two of the dip pies, a sweet heart boy and girl, went out to
the big lum ber yards and sat on the fence and looked at the lum ber and the
run ning wild ole an ders and the run ning wild ram bler roses.

And they saw two big rusty nails, get ting rustier and rustier, drop out of the
lum ber and drop into the teeth of two young rats.

And the two young rats sat up on their tails there in the moon light un der the
ole an ders, un der the roses, and one of the young rats told the other young rat a
story he made up out of his head.

Chew ing on the big rusty nail and then swal low ing, telling more of the
story af ter swal low ing and be fore be gin ning to chew the nail again, this is the
story he told—and this is the story the two dip pies, the two sweet hearts sit ting
on the fence in the moon light, heard:

 
Far away where the sky drops down, and the sun sets open doors for the

nights to come through—where the run ning winds meet, change faces and
come back—there is a prairie where the green grass grows all around.

And on that prairie the go phers, the black and brown-striped ground squir- 
rels, sit with their backs straight up, sit ting on their soft paddy tails, sit ting in
the spring song mur mur of the south wind, say ing to each other, “This is the
prairie and the prairie be longs to us.”

Now far back in the long time, the go phers came there, chas ing each other,
play ing the-green-grass-grew-all-around, play ing cross tag, hop tag, skip tag,
billy-be-tag, billy-be-it.

The ra zor back hogs came then, eat ing pignuts, pota toes, paw paws, pump- 
kins. The wild horse, the buf falo, came. The moose, with sprag gly branches of
antlers spread ing out over his head, the moose came—and the fox, the wolf.

The go phers flipped a quick flip-flop back into their go pher holes when the
fox, the wolf, came. And the fox, the wolf, stood at the holes and said, “You
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look like rats, you run like rats, you are rats, rats with stripes. Bah! you are
only rats. Bah!”

It was the first time any body said “Bah!” to the go phers. They sat in a cir- 
cle with their noses up ask ing, “What does this ‘Bah!’ mean?” And an old
timer, with his hair fall ing off in patches, with the stripes on his soft paddy tail
patched with patches, this old timer of a go pher said, “‘Bah!’ speaks more than
it means when ever it is spo ken.”

Then the soon ers and the boomers came, say ing “Bah!” and say ing it many
new ways, till the fox, the wolf, the moose, the wild horse, the buf falo, the ra- 
zor back hog picked up their feet and ran away with out look ing back.

The soon ers and boomers be gan mak ing houses, sod houses, log, lum ber,
plas ter-and-lath houses, stone, brick, steel houses, but most of the houses were
lum ber with nails to hold the lum ber to gether to keep the rain off and push the
wind back and hold the bliz zards out side.

In the be gin ning the soon ers and boomers told sto ries, spoke jokes, made
songs, with their arms on each other’s shoul ders. They dug wells, help ing each
other get wa ter. They built chim neys to gether help ing each other let the smoke
out of their houses. And ev ery year the day be fore Thanks giv ing they went in
ca hoots with their post hole dig gers and dug all the post holes for a year to
come. That was in the morn ing. In the af ter noon they took each other’s cis tern
clean ers and cleaned all the cis terns for a year to come. And the next day on
Thanks giv ing they split tur key wish bones and thanked each other they had all
the post holes dug and all the cis terns cleaned for a year to come.

If the boomers had to have broom corn to make brooms the soon ers came
say ing, “Here is your broom corn.” If the soon ers had to have a gal lon of mo- 
lasses, the boomers came say ing, “Here is your gal lon of mo lasses.”

They handed each other big duck eggs to fry, big goose eggs to boil, pur ple
pi geon eggs for Easter break fast. Wagon loads of buff banty eggs went back
and forth be tween the soon ers and boomers. And they took big hayracks full
of buff banty hens and traded them for hayracks full of buff banty roost ers.

And one time at a pic nic, one sum mer af ter noon, the soon ers gave the
boomers a thou sand golden ice tongs with hearts and hands carved on the han- 
dles. And the boomers gave the soon ers a thou sand sil ver wheel bar rows with
hearts and hands carved on the han dles.

Then came pigs, pigs, pigs, and more pigs. And the soon ers and boomers
said the pigs had to be painted. There was a war to de cide whether the pigs
should be painted pink or green. Pink won.
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The next war was to de cide whether the pigs should be painted checks or
stripes. Checks won. The next war af ter that was to de cide whether the checks
should be painted pink or green. Green won.

Then came the long est war of all, up till that time. And this war de cided the
pigs should be painted both pink and green, both checks and stripes.

They rested then. But it was only a short rest. For then came the war to de- 
cide whether peach pick ers must pick peaches on Tues day morn ings or on Sat- 
ur day af ter noons. Tues day morn ings won. This was a short war. Then came a
long war—to de cide whether tele graph pole climbers must eat onions at noon
with spoons, or whether dish wash ers must keep their money in pig’s ears with
pad locks pinched on with pin cers.

So the wars went on. Be tween wars they called each other goofs and
snoofs, grave rob bers, pick pock ets, porch climbers, pie thieves, pie face mutts,
bums, big bums, big greasy bums, dum mies, mum mies, rum mies, sneez icks,
bo hunks, wops, snorkies, ditch dig gers, peanuts, fat heads, sap heads, pin heads,
pickle faces, horse thieves, rub ber necks, big pieces of cheese, big bags of
wind, snabs, scabs, and dirty snivel ing snitches. Some times when they got
tired of call ing each other names they scratched in the air with their fin gers
and made faces with their tongues out twisted like pret zels.

Af ter a while, it seemed, there was no corn, no broom corn, no brooms, not
even teeny sweep ings of corn or broom corn or brooms. And there were no
duck eggs to fry, goose eggs to boil, no buff banty eggs, no buff banty hens, no
buff banty roost ers, no wag ons for wagon loads of buff banty eggs, no
hayracks for hayrack loads of buff banty hens and buff banty roost ers.

And the thou sand golden ice tongs the soon ers gave the boomers, and the
thou sand sil ver wheel bar rows the boomers gave the soon ers, both with hearts
and hands carved on the han dles, they were long ago bro ken up in one of the
early wars de cid ing pigs must be painted both pink and green with both checks
and stripes.

And now, at last, there were no more pigs to paint ei ther pink or green or
with checks or stripes. The pigs, pigs, pigs, were gone.

So the soon ers and boomers all got lost in the wars or they screwed wooden
legs on their stump legs and walked away to big ger, big ger prairies or they
started away for the rivers and moun tains, stop ping al ways to count how many
fleas there were in any bunch of fleas they met. If you see any body who stops
to count the fleas in a bunch of fleas, that is a sign he is ei ther a sooner or a
boomer.
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So again the go phers, the black and brown striped ground squir rels, sit with
their backs straight up, sit ting on their soft paddy tails, sit ting in the spring
song mur mur of the south wind, say ing, “This is the prairie and the prairie be- 
longs to us.”

Far away to day where the sky drops down and the sun sets open doors for
the nights to come through—where the run ning winds meet, change faces and
come back—there the go phers are play ing the-green-grass-grew-all-around,
play ing cross tag, skip tag, hop tag, billy-be-tag, billy-be-it. And some times
they sit in a cir cle and ask, “What does this ‘Bah!’ mean?” And an old timer
an swers, “‘Bah!’ speaks more than it means when ever it is spo ken.”

That was the story the young rat un der the ole an ders, un der the roses, told
the other young rat, while the two sweet heart dip pies sat on the fence in the
moon light look ing at the lum ber and lis ten ing.

The young rat who told the story hardly got started eat ing the nail he was
chew ing, while the young rat that did the lis ten ing chewed up and swal lowed
down a whole nail.

As the two dip pies on the fence looked at the run ning wild ole an der and the
run ning wild ram bler roses over the lum ber in the moon light, they said to each
other, “It’s easy to be a dippy… among the dip pies… isn’t it?” And they
climbed down from the fence and went home in the moon light.
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7. Two Sto ries Out of the Tall
Grass.

PEO PLE:

JOHN JACK JO HANNES HUM MAD UM MADUF FER

FEED BOX

EVA EVE LYN EVAN GE LINE HUM MAD UM MADUF FER

SKY BLUE

THE HAR VEST MOON

A HAYSTACK CRICKET

BABY MOON

HALF MOON

SIL VER MOON

DOOR BELLS, CHIM NEYS, CEL LARS

THE NIGHT PO LICE MAN IN THE VIL LAGE OF CREAM PUFFS

BUT TER FIN GERS

THREE STRIKES

CUB BALLPLAY ERS
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The Haystack Cricket and How Things Are Dif‐ 
fer ent Up in the Moon Towns

There is an old man with wrin kles like wrin kled leather on his face liv ing
among the corn fields on the rolling prairie near the Sham poo river.

His name is John Jack Jo hannes Hum mad um maduf fer. His cronies and the
peo ple who know him call him Feed Box.

His daugh ter is a corn field girl with hair shin ing the way corn silk shines
when the corn is ripe in the fall time. The tas sels of corn silk hang down and
blow in the wind with a rusty dark gold, and they seem to get mixed with her
hair. Her name is Eva Eve lyn Evan ge line Hum mad um maduf fer. And her
chums and the peo ple who know her call her Sky Blue.

The eleventh month, No vem ber, comes ev ery year to the corn belt on that
rolling prairie. The wag ons bring the corn from the fields in the har vest days
and the cracks in the corn cribs shine with the yel low and gold of the corn.

The har vest moon comes, too. They say it stacks sheaves of the No vem ber
gold moon shine into gold corn shocks on the sky. So they say.
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On those morn ings in No vem ber that time of the year, the old man they call
Feed Box sits where the sun shines against the boards of a corn crib.

The girl they call Sky Blue, even though her name is Eva Eve lyn Evan ge- 
line Hum mad um maduf fer, she comes along one No vem ber morn ing. Her fa- 
ther is sit ting in the sun with his back against a corn crib. And he tells her he
al ways sits there ev ery year lis ten ing to the mice in the corn fields get ting
ready to move into the big farm house.

“When the frost comes and the corn is husked and put in the corn cribs, the
fields are cleaned and the cold nights come. Papa mouse and mama mouse tell
the lit tle ones it is time to sneak into the cel lar and the gar ret and the at tic of
the farm house,” said Feed Box to Sky Blue.

“I am lis ten ing,” she said, “and I can hear the papa mouse and the mama
mouse telling the lit tle ones how they will find rags and pa per and wool and
splin ters and shav ings and hair, and they will make warm nests for the win ter
in the big farm house—if no kits, cats nor kit ty cats get them.”

The old man, Feed Box, rubbed his back and his shoul ders against the
boards of the corn crib and washed his hands al most as if he might be wash ing
them in the gold of the au tumn sun shine. Then he told this hap pen ing:

 
This time of the year, when the mouse in the fields whis pers so I can hear

him, I re mem ber one No vem ber when I was a boy.
One night in No vem ber when the har vest moon was shin ing and stack ing

gold corn shocks in the sky, I got lost. In stead of go ing home I was go ing away
from home. And the next day and the next night in stead of go ing home I was
go ing away from home.

That sec ond night I came to a haystack where a yel low and gold cricket
was singing. And he was singing the same songs the crick ets sing in the
haystacks back home where the Hum mad um maduf fers raise hay and corn, in
the corn belt near the Sham poo river.

And he told me, this cricket did, he told me when he lis tened soft if ev ery- 
thing was still in the grass and the sky, he could hear golden crick ets singing in
the corn shocks the har vest moon had stacked in the sky.

I went to sleep lis ten ing to the singing of the yel low and gold crick ets in
that haystack. It was early in the morn ing, long be fore day light, I guess, the
two of us went on a trip away from the haystack.

We took a trip. The yel low and gold cricket led the way. “It is the call of the
har vest moon,” he said to me in a singing whis per. “We are go ing up to the
moon towns where the har vest moon stacks the corn shocks on the sky.”
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We came to a lit tle val ley in the sky. And the har vest moon had slipped
three lit tle towns into that val ley, three lit tle towns named Half Moon, Baby
Moon, and Sil ver Moon.

In the town of Half Moon they look out of the doors and come in at the
win dows. So they have taken all the door bells off the doors and put them on
the win dows. When ever we rang a door bell we went to a win dow.

In the town of Baby Moon they had win dows on the chim neys so the
smoke can look out of the win dow and see the weather be fore it comes out
over the top of the chim ney. And when ever the chim neys get tired of be ing
stuck up on the top of the roof, the chim neys climb down and dance in the cel- 
lar. We saw five chim neys climb down and join hands and bump heads and
dance a laugh ing chim ney dance.

In the town of Sil ver Moon the cel lars are not sat is fied. They say to each
other, “We are tired of be ing un der, al ways un der.” So the cel lars slip out from
be ing un der, al ways un der. They slip out and climb up on top of the roof.

And that was all we saw up among the moon towns of Half Moon, Baby
Moon and Sil ver Moon. We had to get back to the haystack so as to get up in
the morn ing af ter our night sleep.

 
“This time of the year I al ways re mem ber that No vem ber,” said the old

man, Feed Box, to his daugh ter, Sky Blue.
And Sky Blue said, “I am go ing to sleep in a haystack some time in No vem- 

ber just to see if a yel low and gold cricket will come with a singing whis per
and take me on a trip to where the door bells are on the win dows and the chim- 
neys climb down and dance.”

The old man mur mured, “Don’t for get the cel lars tired of be ing un der, al- 
ways un der.”
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Why the Big Ball Game Be tween Hot
Grounders and the Grand Standers Was a Hot
Game

Up near the Vil lage of Cream Puffs is a string of ball towns hid ing in the
tall grass. Pas sen gers in the rail road trains look out of the win dows and the tall
grass stands up so they can’t see the ball towns. But the ball towns are there
and the tall grass is full of pitch ers, catch ers, base men, field ers, short stops,
slug gers, south paws and back stops. They play ball till dark and af ter dark they
talk ball. The big fast ballplay ers in the Rootabaga Coun try all come from
these ball towns in the tall grass.

The towns used to have names like names in books. But now the names are
all like ball talk: Knock the Cover Off, Home Plate, Chest Pro tec tor, Grand
Stand, Nine In nings, Three Balls and Two Strikes, Bases Full and Two Out,
Big League, Bush League, Hot Grounder, Out Drop, Bee Liner, Muffs and
Pick Ups, Slide Kelly Slide, Paste It On the Nose.



204

Now the Night Po lice man in the Vil lage of Cream Puffs stopped in at the
Cigar Store one night and a gang of cub ballplay ers loaf ing and talk ing ball
talk asked him if there was any thing in the wind. And he told them this hap- 
pen ing:

 
"I was sit ting on the front steps of the postof fice last night think ing how

many let ters get lost and how many let ters never get an swered. A ballplayer
came along with a pack age and said his name was But ter Fin gers and he was
the heavy hit ter, the hard slug ger, for the Grand Stand ball team play ing a
cham pi onship game the day be fore with the Hot Grounders ball team. He
came to the Vil lage of Cream Puffs the day be fore the game, found a snoox
and a gringo and got the snoox and the gringo to make him a home run shirt.
Wear ing a home run shirt, he told me, you knock a home run ev ery time you
come to bat. He said he knocked a home run ev ery time he came to bat, and it
was his home runs won the game for the Grand Standers. He was car ry ing a
pack age and said the home run shirt was in the pack age and he was tak ing it
back to the snoox and the gringo be cause he promised he wouldn’t keep it, and
it be longed to the snoox and the gringo and they only rented it to him for the
cham pi onship game. The last I saw of him he was hot-foot ing it pitty-pat pitty-
pat up the street with the pack age.

“Well, I just said tra-la-loo to But ter Fin gers when along comes an other
ballplayer. He had a pack age too, and he said his name was Three Strikes, and
he was the left-handed south paw pitcher for the Hot Grounders team the day
be fore play ing a game against the Grand Stand team. He said he knew un less
he put over some classy pitch ing the game was lost and ev ery thing was goose
eggs. So he came to the Vil lage of Cream Puffs the day be fore the game, found
a snoox and a gringo and got the snoox and the gringo to make him a spit ball
shirt. A spit ball looks easy, he told me, but it has smoke and whiskers and no- 
body can touch it. He said he handed the Grand Standers a line of in shoots
close to their chins and they never got to first base. Three Strikes was car ry ing
a pack age and he said the spit ball shirt was in the pack age, and he was tak ing
it back to the snoox and the gringo be cause he promised he wouldn’t keep it
and it be longed to the snoox and the gringo and they only rented it to him. The
last I saw of him he was hot-foot ing it pitty-pat pitty-pat up the street with a
pack age.”

 
The gang of cub ballplay ers in the Cigar Store asked the Night Po lice man,

“Who won the game? Was it the Grand Standers or the Hot Grounders took the
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gravvy?”
“You can search me for the an swer,” he told the boys. “If the snoox and the

gringo come past the postof fice tonight when I sit on the front steps won der ing
how so many let ters get lost and how so many never get an swered, I will ask
the snoox and the gringo and if they tell me tonight I’ll tell you to mor row
night.”

And ever since then when they talk ball talk in the ball towns hid ing in the
tall grass they say the only sure way to win a ball game is to have a pitcher
with a spit ball shirt and over that a home run shirt, both made by a snoox and a
gringo.
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8. Two Sto ries Out of Ok la homa
and Ne braska.

PEO PLE:

JONAS JONAS HUCK ABUCK

MAMA MAMA HUCK ABUCK

PONY PONY HUCK ABUCK

 

A YEL LOW SQUASH

A SIL VER BUCKLE

A CHI NESE SIL VER SLIP PER BUCKLE

POP CORN

 

YANG YANG

HOO HOO

THEIR MOTHER

 

THE SHADOW OF THE GOOSE

THE LEFT FOOT OF THE SHADOW OF THE GOOSE
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AN OK LA HOMA HOME

The Huck abuck Fam ily and How They Raised
Pop Corn in Ne braska and Quit and Came
Back

Jonas Jonas Huck abuck was a farmer in Ne braska with a wife, Mama
Mama Huck abuck, and a daugh ter, Pony Pony Huck abuck.

“Your fa ther gave you two names the same in front,” peo ple had said to
him.

And he an swered, "Yes, two names are eas ier to re mem ber. If you call me
by my first name Jonas and I don’t hear you then when you call me by my sec- 
ond 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 al ways does the sec ond.”

And so they lived on a farm where they raised pop corn, these three, Jonas
Jonas Huck abuck, his wife, Mama Mama Huck abuck, and their pony-face
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daugh ter, Pony Pony Huck abuck.
Af ter they har vested the crop one year they had the barns, the cribs, the

sheds, the shacks, and all the cracks and cor ners of the farm, all filled with pop
corn.

“We came out to Ne braska to raise pop corn,” said Jonas Jonas, “and I
guess we got nearly enough pop corn this year for the pop corn pop pers and all
the friends and re la tions of all the pop corn pop pers in these United States.”

And this was the year Pony Pony was go ing to bake her first squash pie all
by her self. In one cor ner of the corn crib, all cov ered over with pop corn, she
had a se cret, a big round squash, a fat yel low squash, a rich squash all spot ted
with spots of gold.
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She car ried the squash into the kitchen, took a long sharp shin ing knife, and
then she cut the squash in the mid dle till she had two big half squashes. And
in side just like out side it was rich yel low spot ted with spots of gold.

And there was a shine of sil ver. And Pony Pony won dered why sil ver
should be in a squash. She picked and plunged with her fin gers till she pulled
it out.

“It’s a buckle,” she said, “a sil ver buckle, a Chi nese sil ver slip per buckle.”
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She ran with it to her fa ther and said, “Look what I found when I cut open
the golden yel low squash spot ted with gold spots—it is a Chi nese sil ver slip- 
per buckle.”

“It means our luck is go ing to change, and we don’t know whether it will
be good luck or bad luck,” said Jonas Jonas to his daugh ter, Pony Pony Huck- 
abuck.

Then she ran with it to her mother and said, “Look what I found when I cut
open the yel low squash spot ted with spots of gold—it is a Chi nese sil ver slip- 
per buckle.”

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

And that night a fire started in the barns, crib, sheds, shacks, cracks, and
cor ners, where the pop corn har vest was kept. All night long the pop corn
popped. In the morn ing the ground all around the farm house and the barn was
cov ered with white pop corn so it looked like a heavy fall of snow.

All the next day the fire kept on and the pop corn popped till it was up to
the shoul ders of Pony Pony when she tried to walk from the house to the barn.
And that night in all the barns, cribs, sheds, shacks, cracks and cor ners of the
farm, the pop corn went on pop ping.

In the morn ing when Jonas Jonas Huck abuck looked out of the up stairs
win dow he saw the pop corn pop ping and com ing higher and higher. It was
nearly up to the win dow. Be fore evening and dark of that day, Jonas Jonas
Huck abuck, and his wife Mama Mama Huck abuck, and their daugh ter Pony
Pony Huck abuck, all went away from the farm say ing, “We came to Ne braska
to raise pop corn, but this is too much. We will not come back till the wind
blows away the pop corn. We will not come back till we get a sign and a sig- 
nal.”

They went to Os kaloosa, Iowa. And the next year Pony Pony Huck abuck
was very proud be cause when she stood on the side walks in the street she
could see her fa ther sit ting high on the seat of a coal wagon, driv ing two big
spank ing horses hitched with shin ing brass har ness 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 sig nal.

The next year again was a proud year, ex actly as proud a year as they spent
in Os kaloosa. They went to Pa d u cah, Ken tucky, to De fi ance, Ohio; Peo ria,
Illi nois; In di anapo lis, In di ana; Walla Walla, Wash ing ton. And in all these
places Pony Pony Huck abuck saw her fa ther, Jonas Jonas Huck abuck, stand- 
ing in rub ber boots deep down in a ditch with a shin ing steel shovel shov el ing



211

yel low clay and black mud from down in the ditch high and high up over his
shoul ders. And though it was a proud year they got no sign, no sig nal.

The next year came. It was the proud est of all. This was the year Jonas
Jonas Huck abuck and his fam ily lived in El gin, Illi nois, and Jonas Jonas was
watch man in a watch fac tory watch ing the watches.

“I know where you have been,” Mama Mama Huck abuck would say of an
evening to Pony Pony Huck abuck. “You have been down to the watch fac tory
watch ing your fa ther watch the watches.”

“Yes,” said Pony Pony. “Yes, and this evening when I was watch ing fa ther
watch the watches in the watch fac tory, I looked over my left shoul der and I
saw a po lice man with a star and brass but tons and he was watch ing me to see
if I was watch ing fa ther watch the watches in the watch fac tory.”

It was a proud year. Pony Pony saved her money. Thanks giv ing came. Pony
Pony said, “I am go ing to get a squash to make a squash pie.” She hunted from
one gro cery to an other; she kept her eyes on the farm wag ons com ing into El- 
gin with squashes.

She found what she wanted, the yel low squash spot ted with gold spots. She
took it home, cut it open, and saw the in side was like the out side, all rich yel- 
low spot ted with gold spots.

There was a shine like sil ver. She picked and plunged with her fin gers and
pulled and pulled till at last she pulled out the shine of sil ver.

“It’s a sign; it is a sig nal,” she said. “It is a buckle, a slip per buckle, a Chi- 
nese sil ver slip per buckle. It is the mate to the other buckle. Our luck is go ing
to change. Yoo hoo! Yoo hoo!”

She told her fa ther and mother about the buckle. They went back to the
farm in Ne braska. The wind by this time had been blow ing and blow ing for
three years, and all the pop corn was blown away.

“Now we are go ing to be farm ers again,” said Jonas Jonas Huck abuck to
Mama Mama Huck abuck and to Pony Pony Huck abuck. “And we are go ing to
raise cab bages, beets and turnips; we are go ing to raise squash, rutabaga,
pump kins and pep pers for pick ling. We are go ing to raise wheat, oats, bar ley,
rye. We are go ing to raise corn such as In dian corn and kaf fir corn—but we are
not go ing to raise any pop corn for the pop corn pop pers to be pop ping.”

And the pony-face daugh ter, Pony Pony Huck abuck, was proud be cause
she had on new black slip pers, and around her an kles, hold ing the slip pers on
the left foot and the right foot, she had two buck les, sil ver buck les, Chi nese
sil ver slip per buck les. They were mates.
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Some times on Thanks giv ing Day and Christ mas and New Year’s, she tells
her friends to be care ful when they open a squash.

“Squashes make your luck change good to bad and bad to good,” says Pony
Pony.
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Yang Yang and Hoo Hoo, or the Song of the
Left Foot of the Shadow of the Goose in Ok la‐ 
homa

Yang Yang and Hoo Hoo were two girls who used to live in Bat tle Ax,
Michi gan, be fore they moved to Wagon Wheel Gap, Col orado, and back to
Bro ken Doors, Ohio, and then over to Open Win dows, Iowa, and at last down
to Al falfa Clover, Ok la homa, where they say, “Our Ok la homa home is in Ok- 
la homa.”

One sum mer morn ing Yang Yang and Hoo Hoo woke up say ing to each
other, “Our Ok la homa home is in Ok la homa.” And it was that morn ing the
shadow of a goose flew in at the open win dow, just over the bed where Yang
Yang and Hoo Hoo slept with their eyes shut all night and woke with their
eyes open in the morn ing.

The shadow of the goose flut tered a while along the ceil ing, flick ered a
while along the wall, and then af ter one more flut ter and flicker put it self on
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the wall like a pic ture of a goose put there to look at, only it was a liv ing pic- 
ture—and it made its neck stretch in a curve and then stretch straight.

“Yang yang,” cried Yang Yang. “Yang yang.”
“Hoo hoo,” sang Hoo Hoo. “Hoo hoo.”
And while Hoo Hoo kept on call ing a soft, low coax ing hoo hoo, Yang

Yang kept on cry ing a hard, noisy nag ging yang yang till ev ery body in the
house up stairs and down and ev ery body in the neigh bor houses heard her
yang-yang ing.

The shadow of the goose lifted its left wing a lit tle, lifted its right foot a lit- 
tle, got up on its goose legs, and walked around and around in a cir cle on its
goose feet. And ev ery time it walked around in a cir cle it came back to the
same place it started from, with its left foot or right foot in the same foot spot
it started from. Then it stayed there in the same place like a pic ture put there to
look at, only it was a liv ing pic ture with its neck some times stick ing up
straight in the air and some times bend ing in a long curv ing bend.

Yang Yang threw the bed cov ers off, slid out of bed and ran down stairs
yang-yang ing for her mother. But Hoo Hoo sat up in bed laugh ing, count ing
her pink toes to see if there were ten pink toes the same as the morn ing be fore.
And while she was count ing her pink toes she looked out of the cor ners of her
eyes at the shadow of the goose on the wall.

And again the shadow of the goose lifted its left wing a lit tle, lifted its right
foot a lit tle, got up on its goose legs, and walked around and around in a cir cle
on its goose feet. And ev ery time it walked around in a cir cle it came back to
the same place it started from, with its left foot or right foot back in the same
foot spot it started from. Then it stayed there in the same place where it put it- 
self on the wall like a pic ture to look at, only it was a liv ing pic ture with its
neck stick ing up straight in the air and then chang ing so its neck was bend ing
in a long curv ing bend.

And all the time lit tle Hoo Hoo was sit ting up in bed count ing her pink toes
and look ing out of the cor ners of her eyes at the shadow of the goose.

By and by lit tle Hoo Hoo said, “Good morn ing—hoo hoo for you—and
hoo hoo again, I was look ing at the win dow when you came in. I saw you put
your self on the wall like a pic ture. I saw you be gin to walk and come back
where you started from with your neck stick ing straight up and your neck
bend ing in a bend. I give you good morn ing. I blow a hoo hoo to you. I blow
two of a hoo hoo to you.”

Then the shadow of a goose, as if to an swer good morn ing, and as if to an- 
swer what Hoo Hoo meant by say ing, “I blow two of a hoo hoo to you,”
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stretched its neck stick ing up straight and long, longer than any time yet, and
then bended its neck in more of a bend than any time yet.

And all the time Hoo Hoo was sit ting in bed feel ing of her toes with her
fin gers to see if she had one toe for ev ery fin ger, and to see if she had one pink
lit tle toe to match her one pink lit tle fin ger, and to see if she had one fat flat
big toe to match her one fat flat thumb.

Then when the room was all quiet the shadow of the goose lifted its left
foot and be gan singing—singing just as the shadow of a goose al ways sings—
with the left foot—very softly with the left foot—so softly you must lis ten
with the soft est lit tle lis ten ers you have deep in side your ears.

And this was the song, this was the old-time, old-fash ioned left foot song
the shadow of the goose sang for Hoo Hoo:

Be a yang yang if you want to.
Be a hoo hoo if you want to.

The yang yangs al ways yang in the morn ing.
The hoo hoos al ways hoo in the morn ing.

Early in the morn ing the put ters sit putting,
Putting on your nose, putting on your ears,
Putting in your eyes and the lashes on your eyes,
Putting on the chins of your chinny chin chins.

And af ter singing the left foot song the shadow of the goose walked around in
a long cir cle, came back where it started from, stopped and stood still with the
proud stand still of a goose, and then stretched its neck stick ing up straight and
long, longer than any time yet, and then bended its neck bent and twisted in
longer bends than any time yet.

Then the shadow took it self off the wall, flut tered and flick ered along the
ceil ing and over the bed, flew out of the win dow and was gone, leav ing Hoo
Hoo all alone sit ting up in bed count ing her pink toes.

Out of the cor ners of her eyes she looked up at the wall of the room, at the
place where the shadow of the goose put it self like a pic ture. And there she
saw a shadow spot. She looked and saw it was a left foot, the same left foot
that had been singing the left foot song.

Soon Yang Yang came yang-yang ing into the room hold ing to her mother’s
apron. Hoo Hoo told her mother all the hap pen ings that hap pened. The mother
wouldn’t be lieve it. Then Hoo Hoo pointed up to the wall, to the left foot, the
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shadow spot left be hind by the shadow of the goose when it took it self off the
wall.

And now when Yang Yang and Hoo Hoo sleep all night with their eyes shut
and wake up in the morn ing with their eyes open, some times they say, “Our
Ok la homa home is in Ok la homa,” and some times they sing:

Be a yang yang and yang yang if you want to.
Be a hoo hoo and hoo hoo if you want to.
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9. One Story About Big Peo ple
Now and Lit tle Peo ple Long Ago.

PEO PLE:

PE TER POTATO BLOS SOM WISHES

THREE WHIS PER ING CATS

HAN NAH

HAN NAH MORE

SUSQUE HAN NAH

 

HOOM SLIM MER

How a Sky scraper and a Rail road Train Got
Picked Up and Car ried Away from Pig’s Eye
Val ley Far in the Pickax Moun tains
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Pe ter Potato Blos som Wishes sat with her three cats, Han nah, Han nah
More, and Susque han nah, one spring morn ing.

She was ask ing dif fer ent kinds of ques tions of the three cats. But she al- 
ways got the same an swers no mat ter what she asked them.

They were whis per ing cats. Han nah was a yes-yes cat and al ways whis- 
pered yes-yes and noth ing else. Han nah More was a no-no cat and al ways
whis pered no-no and noth ing else. And Susque han nah was a stut ter ing cat and
whis pered half way be tween yes and no, al ways hes i tat ing and noth ing else.

“The bye-low is whistling his bye-low and bye-low again,” Pe ter said to
her self with a mur mur. “It is spring in the tall tim bers and over the soft black
lands. The hoo hoo and the bid dy wid dies come north to make a home again.
The booblow blos soms put their cool white lips out into the blue mist. Ev ery
way I point my ears there is a bye-low whistling his bye-low and bye-low
again. The spring in the tim bers and black lands calls to the spring aching in
my heart.”

Now the three whis per ing cats heard what Pe ter Potato Blos som Wishes
was mur mur ing to her self about the spring heartache.

And Han nah, the yes-yes cat, an swered yes-yes. Han nah More, the no-no
cat, an swered no-no. And Susque han nah, the stut ter ing cat, hes i tated half way
be tween yes-yes and no-no.

And Pe ter rubbed their fur the right way, scratched them softly be tween the
ears, and mur mured to her self, “It is a don’t-care morn ing—I don’t care.”

And that morn ing her heart gave a hoist and a hist when she saw a speck of
a black bird spot far and high in the sky. Com ing nearer it hummed, zoomed,
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hong whonged… shut off the hong whong… stop-locked and drop-locked…
and came down on the ground like a big easy bird with big wings stopped.

Hoom Slim mer slid out, wiped his hands on the oil rags, put a smear of
axle grease on Pe ter’s chin, kissed her on the nose, pat ted her ears two pats—
and then they went into the house and had a late break fast which was her sec- 
ond break fast and his first.

“I flew till I came to Pig’s Eye Val ley in the Pickax Moun tains,” Hoom
Slim mer told her. "The pickax pigs there run dig ging with their pickax feet and
their pickax snouts. They are lean, long-legged pigs with pock ets all over, fat
pocket ears ahead and fat pocket tails be hind, and the pock ets full of rusty
dust. They dip their noses in their pock ets, sniff their noses full of rusty dust,
and sneeze the rusty dust in each other’s wrinkly, wrig gly, wrag gly faces.

"I took out a buzz shovel and scraper, pushed on the buzzer, and watched it
dig and scrape out a city. The houses came to my an kles. The fac to ries came to
my knees. The top of the roof of the high est sky scraper came up to my nose.

“A spi der ran out of a cel lar. A book fell out of his mouth. It broke into
rusty dust when I took hold of it. One page I saved. The read ing on it said mil- 
lions of peo ple had read the book and mil lions more would read it.”

Hoom Slim mer reached into a pocket. He took out in his hand a rail road
train with an en gine hooked on ahead, and a smok ing car, coaches and sleep- 
ing cars hooked on be hind.

“I cleaned it nice for you, Pe ter,” he said. “But the pickax pigs sneezed
rusty dust on it. Put it in your hand ker chief.”

“And now,” he went on, “I will wrap off the wrap pers on the sky scraper….
Look at it!… It is thirty sto ries high. On top is a flag pole for a flag to go up.
Half way down is a clock, with the hands gone. On the first floor is a restau rant
with signs, ‘Watch Your Hats and Over coats.’ Here is the of fice of the build- 
ing, with a sign on the wall, ‘Be Brief.’ Here the el e va tors ran up and down in
a hurry. On doors are signs, bankers, doc tors, lawyers, life in sur ance, fire in- 
sur ance, steam hoist and op er at ing en gi neers, bridge and struc tural iron and
steel con struc tion en gi neers, stocks, bonds, se cu ri ties, ar chi tects, writ ers, de- 
tec tives, win dow clean ers, jew elry, di a monds, cloaks, suits, shirts, sox, silk,
wool, cot ton, lum ber, brick, sand, corn, oats, wheat, pa per, ink, pen cils, knives,
guns, land, oil, coal, one door with a big sign, ‘We Buy and Sell Any thing,’
an other door, ‘We Fix Any thing,’ and more doors, ‘None Such,’ ‘The World’s
Finest,’ ‘The Best in the World,’ ‘Old est Es tab lish ment in the World,’ ‘The
World’s Great est,’ ‘None Greater,’ ‘Great est in the World,’ ‘Great est Ever
Known.’”
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And Hoom Slim mer put his arms around the sky scraper, lifted it on his
shoul der, and car ried it up stairs where Pe ter Potato Blos som said to put it, in a
cor ner of her sleep ing room. And she took out of her hand ker chief the rail road
train with the en gine hooked on ahead and the smok ing car, coaches and sleep- 
ing cars, hooked on be hind. And she put the rail road train just next to the bot- 
tom floor of the sky scraper so peo ple on the train could step off the train and
step right into the sky scraper.

“Lit tle rail road trains and lit tle sky scrapers are just as big for lit tle peo ple
as big rail road trains and big sky scrapers are for big peo ple—is it not such?”
she asked Hoom Slim mer.

And for an an swer he gave her a look ing glass half as long as her lit tle fin- 
ger and said, “The women in that sky scraper used to look at them selves from
head to foot in that look ing glass.”

Then Pe ter sang out like a spring bird song, “Now we are go ing to for get
the pickax pigs sneez ing rusty dust, and the Pig’s Eye Val ley and the Pickax
Moun tains. We are go ing out where the bye-low is whistling his bye-low and
bye-low again, where it is spring in the tall tim bers and over the soft black
lands, where the hoo hoo and the bid dy wid dies come north to make a home
again and the booblow blos soms put their cool white lips out into the blue
mist.”

And they sat un der a tree where the early green of spring crooned in the
black branches, and they could hear Han nah, Han nah More and Susque han- 
nah, whis per ing yes-yes, no-no, and a hes i tat ing stut ter half way be tween yes-
yes, and no-no, al ways hes i tat ing.
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10. Three Sto ries About the Let‐ 
ter X and How It Got into the Al‐ 

pha bet.

PEO PLE:

AN OYS TER KING

SHOVEL EARS

PIG WISPS

THE MEN WHO CHANGE THE AL PHA BETS

 

A RIVER LUM BER KING

KISS ME

FLAX EYES

WILD CATS

 

A RICH MAN

BLUE SIL VER

HER PLAY MATES, SINGING
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There are six hun dred dif fer ent sto ries told in the Rootabaga Coun try about
the first time the let ter X got into the al pha bet and how and why it was. The
au thor has cho sen three (3) of the short est and strangest of those sto ries and
they are told in the next and fol low ing pages.

Pig Wisps

There was an oys ter king far in the south who knew how to open oys ters
and pick out the pearls.

He grew rich and all kinds of money came rolling in on him be cause he
was a great oys ter opener and knew how to pick out the pearls.

The son of this oys ter king was named Shovel Ears. And it was hard for
him to re mem ber.

“He knows how to open oys ters but he for gets to pick out the pearls,” said
the fa ther of Shovel Ears.

“He is learn ing to re mem ber worse and worse and to for get bet ter and bet- 
ter,” said the fa ther of Shovel Ears.

 
Now in that same place far in the south was a lit tle girl with two braids of

hair twisted down her back and a face say ing, “Here we come—where from?”
And her mother called her Pig Wisps.



223

Twice a week Pig Wisps ran to the butcher shop for a soup bone. Be fore
start ing she crossed her fin gers and then the whole way to the butcher shop
kept her fin gers crossed.

If she met any play mates and they asked her to stop and play cross-tag or
jack stones or all-around-the-mul berry-bush or the-green-grass-grew-all-
around or drop-the-hand ker chief, she told them, “My fin gers are crossed and I
am run ning to the butcher shop for a soup bone.”

One morn ing run ning to the butcher shop she bumped into a big queer boy
and bumped him flat on the side walk.

“Did you look where you were run ning?” she asked him.
“I for got again,” said Shovel Ears. “I re mem ber worse and worse. I for get

bet ter and bet ter.”
“Cross your fin gers like this,” said Pig Wisps, show ing him how.
He ran to the butcher shop with her, watch ing her keep her fin gers crossed

till the butcher gave her the soup bone.
“Af ter I get it then the soup bone re minds me to go home with it,” she told

him. “But un til I get the soup bone I keep my fin gers crossed.”
Shovel Ears went to his fa ther and be gan help ing his fa ther open oys ters.

And Shovel Ears kept his fin gers crossed to re mind him to pick out the pearls.
He picked a hun dred buck ets of pearls the first day and brought his fa ther

the long est slip pery, shin ing rope of pearls ever seen in that oys ter coun try.
“How do you do it?” his fa ther asked.
“It is the crossed fin gers—like this,” said Shovel Ears, cross ing his fin gers

like the let ter X. “This is the way to re mem ber bet ter and for get worse.”
It was then the oys ter king went and told the men who change the al pha bets

just what hap pened.
When the men who change the al pha bets heard just what hap pened, they

de cided to put in a new let ter, the let ter X, near the end of the al pha bet, the
sign of the crossed fin gers.

On the wed ding day of Pig Wisps and Shovel Ears, the men who change
the al pha bets all came to the wed ding, with their fin gers crossed.

Pig Wisps and Shovel Ears stood up to be mar ried. They crossed their fin- 
gers. They told each other other they would re mem ber their prom ises.

And Pig Wisps had two ropes of pearls twisted down her back and a sweet
young face say ing, “Here we come—where from?”
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Kiss Me

Many years ago when pigs climbed chim neys and chased cats up into the
trees, away back, so they say, there was a lum ber king who lived in a river city
with many wild cats in the tim bers near by.

And the lum ber king said, “I am los ing my hair and my teeth and I am tired
of many things; my only joy is a daugh ter who is a danc ing shaft of light on
the ax han dles of morn ing.”

She was quick and wild, the lum ber king’s daugh ter. She had never kissed.
Not her mother nor fa ther nor any sweet heart ever had a love print from her
lips. Proud she was. They called her Kiss Me.

She didn’t like that name, Kiss Me. They never called her that when she
was lis ten ing. If she hap pened to be lis ten ing they called her Find Me, Lose
Me, Get Me. They never men tioned kisses be cause they knew she would run
away and be what her fa ther called her, “a danc ing shaft of light on the ax han- 
dles of morn ing.”

But—when she was not lis ten ing they asked, “Where is Kiss Me to day?”
Or they would say, “Ev ery morn ing Kiss Me gets more beau ti ful—I won der if
she will ever in her young life get a kiss from a man good enough to kiss her.”

One day Kiss Me was lost. She went out on a horse with a gun to hunt
wild cats in the tim bers near by. Since the day be fore, she was gone. All night
she was out in a snow storm with a horse and a gun hunt ing wild cats. And the
storm of the blow ing snow was com ing worse on the sec ond day.
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It was then the lum ber king called in a long, loose, young man with a
leather face and hay in his hair. And the king said, “Flax Eyes, you are the
lazi est care less man in the river lum ber coun try—go out in the snow storm
now, among the wild cats, where Kiss Me is fight ing for her life—and save
her.”

“I am the hero. I am the man who knows how. I am the man who has been
wait ing for this chance,” said Flax Eyes.
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On a horse, with a gun, out into the snow storm Flax Eyes rode that day.
Far, far away he rode to where Kiss Me, the quick wild Kiss Me, was stand ing
with her back against a big rock fight ing off the wild cats.

In that coun try the snow storms make the wild cats wilder—and Kiss Me
was tired of shoot ing wild cats, tired of fight ing in the snow, nearly ready to
give up and let the wild cats have her.

Then Flax Eyes came. The wild cats jumped at him, and he threw them off.
More wild cats came, jump ing straight at his face. He took hold of those wild- 
cats by the necks and threw them over the big rock, up into the trees, away
into the snow and the wind.

At last he took all the wild cats one by one and threw them so far they
couldn’t come back. He put Kiss Me on her horse, rode back to the lum ber
king and said lazy and care less, “This is us.”

The lum ber king saw the face of Flax Eyes was all cov ered with cross
marks like the let ter X. And the lum ber king saw the wild cats had torn the
shirt off Flax Eyes and on the skin of his chest, shoul ders, arms, were the cross
marks of the wild cats’ claws, cross marks like the let ter X.

So the king went to the men who change the al pha bets and they put the
cross marks of the wild cats’ claws, for a new let ter, the let ter X, near the end
of the al pha bet. And at the wed ding of Kiss Me and Flax Eyes, the men who
change the al pha bets came with wild cat claws crossed like the let ter X.
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Blue Sil ver

Long ago when the years were dark and the black rains used to come
with strong winds and blow the front porches off houses, and pick chim neys
off houses, and blow them onto other houses, long ago when peo ple had un- 
der stand ing about rain and wind, there was a rich man with a daugh ter he
loved bet ter than any thing else in the world.

And one night when the black rain came with a strong wind blow ing off
front porches and pick ing off chim neys, the daugh ter of the rich man fell
asleep into a deep sleep.

In the morn ing they couldn’t wake her. The black rain with the strong
wind kept up all that day while she kept on sleep ing in a deep sleep.

Men and women with mu sic and flow ers came in, boys and girls, her
play mates, came in—singing songs and call ing her name. And she went on
sleep ing.

All the time her arms were crossed on her breast, the left arm cross ing
the right arm like a let ter X.

Two days more, five days, six, seven days went by—and all the time the
black rain with a strong wind blow ing—and the daugh ter of the rich man
never woke up to lis ten to the mu sic nor to smell the flow ers nor to hear her
play mates singing songs and call ing her name.

She stayed sleep ing in a deep sleep—with her arms crossed on her breast
—the left arm cross ing the right arm like a let ter X.

So they made a long sil ver box, just long enough to reach from her head
to her feet.

And they put on her a blue sil ver dress and a blue sil ver band around her
fore head and blue sil ver shoes on her feet.

There were soft blue silk and sil ver sleeves to cover her left arm and her
right arm—the two arms crossed on her breast like the let ter X.

They took the sil ver box and car ried it to a cor ner of the gar den where
she used to go to look at blue lilacs and climb ing blue morn ing glo ries in
patches of sil ver lights.

Among the old leaves of blue lilacs and morn ing glo ries they dug a place
for the sil ver box to be laid in.
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And men and women with mu sic and flow ers stood by the sil ver box,
and her old play mates, singing songs she used to sing—and call ing her
name.

When it was all over and they all went away they re mem bered one thing
most of all.

And that was her arms in the soft silk and blue sil ver sleeves, the left
arm cross ing over the right arm like the let ter X.

Some body went to the king of the coun try and told him how it all hap- 
pened, how the black rains with a strong wind came, the deep sleep, the
singing play mates, the sil ver box—and the soft silk and blue sil ver sleeves
on the left arm cross ing the right arm like the let ter X.

Be fore that there never was a let ter X in the al pha bet. It was then the
king said, “We shall put the crossed arms in the al pha bet; we shall have a
new let ter called X, so ev ery body will un der stand a fu neral is beau ti ful if
there are young singing play mates.”
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