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JACK AND THE LOST DOG 
JACK walked sadly down the road to his Grandfather's house. 

Mick, his puppy, was lost again, and none of the neighbours had 
seen him. 

Yes and Grandad doesn't care " said Jack sadly to himself. " In 
fact he's glad−'cause of his silly flower-beds." 

Jack was only seven, and there was no one to help him to find 
Mick; for he had no brothers or sisters, his parents were in India, and 
his Grandfather disliked dogs. Besides, this was the third time Mick 
had got lost. 

" He's more trouble than he's worth," said Grandad at teatime. 
"And I'm not going to pay any more rewards to errand boys or anyone 
else who brings him home, so it's no use sticking notices on the front 
gate. " 

" But, Grandad, if you'll only tell me what else I can do to keep 
him from running away, I'll do it all myself, and not bother you any 
more." 

" I don't see that you can do anything now. He ought never to 
have gone about without his collar; and now get on with your tea." 



 3

" But-but " stammered Jack. If only Grandad would understand 
how he wanted his dog, and what tremendously good friends they 
were! 

" Have you been to the Police Station to make inquiries, my 
boy?" 

" No, do they have lost dogs there?"  
" Sometimes. " 
Jack asked no more questions, and after tea he went straight 

off to the Police Station, which was quite near. 
A very big policeman, without a helmet, opened the door. Jack 

had never seen a bareheaded policeman before, and decided that 
they looked much nicer with helmets. There was nothing to be afraid 
of about this one, at any rate. 

" Please have you seen my pappy?" asked Jack. " He's a 
rough-haired terrier, and…" 

" Come in, little man, and we'll look at the lost dog list. When did 
you lose him?" 

" Yesterday. He went out after breakfast, and hasn't come back. 
He hadn't got his collar on. " 

" H'mmm." The policeman was looking through a fat book. " 
Here we are; this sounds like it. Small rough-haired terrier, white, with 
black patches, brown ears, no collar, well looked after, and lively. " 

" Yes, yes, that's Mick all right. Is he here?" 
" No, Sonny. We don't keep them here, but I know where he is. 

This dog was taken to the Dogs' Home last night. D'you know where 
that is?" 

" No." 
" H'mmm. Well, it's in town. You must get someone to take you. 

They only keep them for a week; and they'll charge you a shilling fine. 
That's all I can do for you, Sonny; and I hope it's the right dog." 

" Oh, it's sure to be Mick," said Jack. " And thank you very 
much. I'll bring him to show you when I've got him back, if you'd like 
to see him. Should you?" 

" I should. " 
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" All right. I'd like to come and see you again. Tm going to be a 
policeman when I'm grown up." 

When Jack arrived home his Grandfather was out. But that did 
not matter, for Jack suddenly remembered that he had promised not 
to bother him any more about Mick. With this thought his hopes 
vanished, for he could not go alone to the Dogs' Home. He did not 
know the way. He also discovered that he only had two pennies and 
three halfpennies left, and would have no more pocket-money until -
next week, and only sixpence then. He would have to wait a fortnight 
before he had enough to pay for Mick. But even if he could wait that 
long, it would be too late, if the Home kept lost dogs only for a week. 

He was very miserable, and rather relieved that Grandad was 
out, for when he was out Jack had supper in the kitchen with Mary, 
who would always read to him. But to-night he hardly listened, even 
though she read his favourite story. 

In bed that night Jack decided what to do. He would ask 
Grandad to let him have his next two Saturday sixpences, and then 
get Mary to take him to the Dogs' Home. 

However, in the morning, Grandad was rather grumpy, and 
Jack went to school without asking for the shilling. Everything went 
wrong at school that morning, and he was kept in to do his arithmetic 
again. This made him late for dinner, and so Grandad was cross. 
Fortunately it was Wednesday, and there was no afternoon school. 

After dinner Jack wandered about the house, then the garden, 
and finally decided to go for a walk. It was a very hot afternoon, and 
he wandered slowly down the road, going nowhere in particular, and 
was startled when someone said, " Hallo, Jack ". It was Miss 
Macdonald. 

She was gardening, and looked hot and tired. Jack said, " Good 
afternoon ", and then stood and watched her pull up a pile of 
dandelions. 

" Shall I come and help you?" he asked at last. 
" Thank you, Jack," she said. " I'd be very glad if you would. 

You'll find another little fork in the tool-shed." 
Jack fetched the fork. "Yes, that's the one. Now, you begin over 

there, and we'll go on till we meet." 
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They weeded for half an hour, more or less, in silence, for Jack 
was never talkative when really busy. 

" There," said Miss Macdonald, when they had finished. " That 
looks much better, doesn't it?" 

" Yes," agreed Jack, " but the grass wants cutting, you know. 
Shall I do it?" 

" That's very nice of you, dear; but it's rather hard work for such 
a hot day. " 

" Oh no! And it's only a very little lawn. Do let me do it." 
When Jack, feeling extremely hot, had mowed the lawn, Miss 

Macdonald had disappeared. He found her in the kitchen getting tea. 
" Thanks ever so much, Jack," she said. " You do look hot and 

grubby. Run and have a wash, and you'll stay to tea, won't you?" 
" Thank you, Miss Macdonald, but I'd better go home; you see, 

Grandad doesn't know where I am." 
" Well, suppose you run and ask him if you can have tea with 

me to-day. And here's your gardener's fee." She put a shilling into 
Jack's hand. 

" Oh no!" said Jack. " Gentlemen aren't paid for helping ladies." 
And he gave her back the shilling. " But " − − 

He suddenly remembered that he very badly needed a shilling. 
He had forgotten Mick while he was gardening. " Yes, dear?" 

" I-I do want a shilling very much at the moment, 'cause Mick's 
run away, and it'll be a shilling to get him from the Dogs' Home, and− 
er −but I couldn't let you pay me for helping you." 

Miss Macdonald thought for a moment; then she said: " Go and 
tell Grandad I'd like you to stay to tea-you really must stay now, then 
you can tell me all about Mick. I'll keep the shilling, and after tea we'll 
go to the Dogs' Home. Will that do?" 

" Rather! Thank you very much." 
Jack ran home, and came joyfully back, with permission to stay 

to tea. 
They arrived at the Dogs' Home just before closing time. There 

were dozens of dogs. Big dogs, little dogs, and middle-sized dogs, of 
all colours and shapes; and as Miss Macdonald and Jack passed the 
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pens, they all looked up eagerly, hoping that someone had come to 
take them home again at last. But Jack was so anxious to find Mick 
that he did not stop to pat any of them, though usually he could not 
pass a dog without making friends with it. 

At last Mick was found and paid for, and carried off by a 
triumphant Jack. Mick was as joyful and excited as he; but as they 
went out, all the other dogs barked and whined their disappointment. 
Jack could not understand why people were so cruel as not to rescue 
their lost dogs. 

Grandad was in his study when Jack arrived home, but Mary 
was in the kitchen. She was glad to see Mick again, and prepared 
him an extra special supper. 

" He's awfully hungry, you know, Mary," said Jack. " And jolly 
glad to be home again, aren't you, old chap? I bet he won't go off 
again, now he knows what it's like to be in a Dogs' Home. 

I do wish Grandad liked him, though." 
While Jack was having his supper alone in the dining-room, 

Grandad came in. Jack told him all about his afternoon with Miss 
Macdonald and their rescue of Mick. " Can he come in, Grandad? 
He's ever so glad to be home, and I know he wants to see you." 

" Very well, if he doesn't get on the chairs, or leave hairs on my 
trousers." 

Jack ran and opened the door; Mick, who was on the mat, 
bounded in, went straight to Grandad and licked his hands; and when 
Grandad patted his head he looked up as much as to say, I knew I'd 
win in the end ". 

" We mustn't let him go off by himself again, must we, Jack? He 
is rather a jolly little fellow." 

M. E. S. 
 

THE LUCKY KITTEN 
DO you know a black cat in China is said to bring good luck? 

Well here is one story the Chinese tell children to explain it. 
" Tortoise years ago " as they say (which means a very very 

long time ago) a small black kitten was born, and every member of 
her family despised and mocked at her because she looked so 
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different from themselves. Her brothers and sisters, and all the 
members of the clan, possessed coats of tortoiseshell, grey, white, or 
mixed colours, so they called the strange-looking little kitten U-Mao 
(Black One).  

She grew up a clever little cat, but her one great longing was for 
people to forget her unfortunate colour. 

One day she overheard her mother saying sadly to a friend " 
Our little U-Mao is sure to have a dreadful life of it, for who will ever 
give a home to a black cat, for fear she brings dark (bad) luck?" 

This frightened U-Mao very much, and she thought perhaps 
someone might kill her, so she decided to run away and hide herself. 
She started out one morning very early before dawn, and, as she 
skirted past a farm-yard, she saw the cocks busy awaking the hens.  

There were no little chickens, however, to be seen, that might 
make a tasty meal, but U-Mao was interested in a certain Formosa 
hen, which she recognized by its peculiar feathered coat and coal-
black feet and beak. Her mother had told her, whatever she did, 
never to dare to be seen looking at such, as they are very precious, 
and considered to be " luck-bringers ". Their bones are black, and 
said to be powerful in banishing the Spirit-of Sickness. So the 
Chinese make great pets of them. 

" Oh!  If only I could make people think my black coat brought 
good fortune," thought U-Mao, gazing at the Formosa hen from afar. 
She had a splendid memory, and her mother's lessons and advice 
she never forgot. When her brothers and sisters were far too lazy or 
busy playing to listen to a word,  U - Mao kept on asking questions to 
try and learn all she could.  

One day her mother had said gravely, " Remember that people 
say a stray cat walking over the low-tiled roofs in China brings good 
luck, but if a dog should jump up after it, such offends the gods of the 
roof corners and terrible calamities follow. Should you ever be chased 
by a dog up on the roof, jump off it at once, which will please the 
people, but never, never encourage the enemy to pursue you there." 

" I wonder if the people living in that house over there would 
think a black cat walking on their roof would be lucky or not ?" But 
just at that moment some cruel looking men suddenly appeared 
beside her, and in terror she rushed away and tore up on the roof for 
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safety. Just as she did so, a fat puppy dog spied her and gave eager 
chase.  

U-Mao was very frightened, but she was plucky and, instead of 
running right across the roof with the dog after her in hot pursuit, she 
turned round and faced him. Fortunately, he was quite close to the 
knife-edge of the roof, and hurling herself upon him with all her force, 
he slipped on the mossy tiles and somersaulted into the courtyard 
below. There was a cry of joy from an old lady who was watching 
them both in fear and trembling! 

" See, see," she shouted. " That number-one-excellent little cat 
with a spirit of high courage has saved us all from bad luck. She 
turned the evil mischief-making dog off the roof. Truly such a cat is a 
priceless treasure, and has come to guard our homestead from 
disaster." 

" We will keep her," said her old husband, who was gazing at U-
Mao fixedly, for he was thinking hard because he was so poor, he 
didn't know how he was going to keep a roof over their heads at all! 

" We will keep the little cat-guest," he said, “and by-and-by we 
can sell her kittens. Black cats in China are very rare, and if we say 
they act as guards for the roof and bring good luck, people will want 
them more than any other colour. Truly, fortune is shining down upon 
us." 

And so it was, for U-Mao's black kittens became quite famous 
in that district, and she certainly brought good luck to all her family! 

A. O. Stott. 
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" Lady Jane" 
WOA there! Come up, my beauty!" Martin backed his bicycle 

out of the tool-shed and then looked round hastily to make sure that 
Stella was nowhere in sight. She would be sure to tease if she heard 
a fellow pretending his bicycle was a horse. Big sisters were like that-
sometimes. 

Clip-clop! Clip-clop! What was that? Over the garden hedge a 
small figure astride a plump grey pony came into sight. It was the little 
girl who had come to live at Hilitop Farm. 

Martin watched her as she rode past the Bate, cheeks flushed 
and dark curls bobbing. She looked a jolly girl and her pony reminded 
him of old Dapple down on Uncle's farm. 

How he wished Dapple were here! 
Still, an imaginary horse was better than none, so " springing 

lightly into the saddle of his mustang " (as he put it), Martin cycled out 
through the gate and rode whistling down the lane. 
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The grey pony and her rider were already out of sight but, 
swerving round a corner, Martin suddenly came upon them again. 
Only now the grey pony was not cantering smoothly along. It was 
rearing and plunging directly in the path of an approaching steam 
roller. 

Martin jumped off his bicycle. " Er -can I help?" he said. 
The little girl turned a flushed face over her shoulder. "I don't 

know what is the matter with Lady Jane!" she said anxiously. " I've 
not had her long, and she's never been like this before!" 

" Perhaps if I lead her" said Martin, and sprang to the pony's 
head. 

Seeing what was happening, the driver of the engine shut off 
steam; but it made little difference. Though the grey pony ceased to 
plunge and rear, she refused to budge. Nor could the united efforts of 
Martin, the engine-driver, and her mistress get her to move. 

" Oh dear!" said the little girl. " I simply must get past 
somehow!" 

" Of course," agreed Martin. " It would be awfully bad training to 
give way to her. We'll get her past in the end." 

But there's no time!" wailed Lady Jane's mistress. " I must get 
to Auntie's by two o'clock! You see, she's going to town and Mummy 
wants some things specially for to-night. I've been out for a ride and 
said I would see Auntie on my way home. I ought to have gone in at 
first !" 

" Look here!" said Martin suddenly. "You take my bicycle and 
go on ahead. I'll get your pony past this engine and ride after you." 

" Oh, can you?" 
" Of course!" said Martin confidently. "I know a bit about ponies. 

There's one on Uncle's farm " 
" It's five to two now," put in the driver. 
That settled the matter. Down from the saddle slipped the girl 

and picked up Martin's bicycle. " Auntie's house is the cream-
coloured one down the first turning to the left outside the village," she 
said hastily. " Thanks ever so much. Be good, Lady Jane" And she 
was gone in a whirl of flying curls. 
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The grey pony gave a snort and made as if to follow, but after a 
step or two she came to a halt, her eyes rolling towards the steam 
roller. 

It was not easy to conquer the nervous creature's 
stubbornness. The driver even tried " a shove from behind ", but Lady 
Jane's nimble heels soon made him skip back. However, in the end 
patience and firmness won, and with a bound the grey pony had 
passed the steamroller. 

" There you are, sonny!" The driver grinned and climbed back 
into his cab, and with the utmost meekness Lady Jane began to 
canter down the road to the village. 

Thoroughly pleased with himself, Martin sat back in the saddle 
and gave her her head. When he grew up he might perhaps become 
a horse-trainer, with lions as a side line! 

He was in the midst of this daydream when the village came in 
sight. " Hi, Martin, stop a bit!" cried a group of boys who were 
standing by the gate of Granny Brown's sweet-shop. 

With a lordly gesture Martin pulled the reins: an effect which 
was rather spoilt by the fact that the steed in question took not the 
slightest notice. 

With the bit firmly between her teeth she cantered on, and 
Martin, red in the face and hauling vainly at the reins, was carried 
past his grinning friends. 

Down the village street went Lady Jane, and at the bottom, 
regardless of Martin's efforts to turn her, took the road to the right 
instead of to the left. Along a tree-shaded lane she went, and 
suddenly swerved aside into a winding cart-track. A moment later she 
burst into a farmyard and, scattering hens and ducks right and left, 
made straight for the open door of the farmhouse. There she poked 
her head inside and gave an inquiring whinny. 

A maid-servant followed by a plump rosy little woman came out 
of the kitchen, and Martin −redder than ever −slid down from Lady 
Jane's back and did his best to explain. 

Luckily, as he floundered and stammered, there was the tinkle 
of a bell, and cycling across the farmyard came the little girl with the 
curls. " I'm so sorry!" she said breathlessly. " Somebody told me 
they'd seen you ride up here. This is where I live, and Lady Jane too, 
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and I know how keen she is to get home. I saw Auntie in time and 
she wondered where my pony was." Then, in spite of herself, a 
dimple peeped and next moment they were all laughing together. 

"But you were awfully clever to get Lady Jane past the steam 
roller−wasn't he, Mummy?" said the little girl. " And, I say−my name is 
Shirley Holden. What's yours?" 

It ended by Martin staying to tea in the pleasant farmhouse 
kitchen, and afterwards he and Shirley rode races round the paddock, 
taking it in turns to ride the pony and the bicycle. 

" I like your bicycle," declared Shirley, when at last he said 
good-bye. " Not as much as Lady Jane, of course, but still it would be 
fun to swap round sometimes." 

So nowadays Martin does not pretend his bicycle is a horse. He 
has no need to. Irene Boyd. 

 
 

THE SHORT-TAILED FIELD VOLE 
By Phyllís Kelway 

THROUGH a grassy tunnel a portly small person in grey-brown 
fur ran on short legs, nosing here and there, with her blunt nose into 
the grass stems. The tunnel was not below ground, but had been 
made through the thickly laced roots of grass, a long way below the 
waving plumes of seed that shivered in the breeze overhead.  

The short-tailed field vole was quite different from her sprightly 
neighbour, the long-tailed field-mouse. She was fat instead of lean, 
placid instead of nervous, and she had a short tail instead of a long 
one. She had not the white waistcoat of the long-tail, but a dingy grey 
chest and clerical-grey paws. 

Taking the base of a grass stem in her teeth she felled it neatly 
to the ground, and dragging it behind her, she retired to a round 
cubby hole on one side of the tunnel. There she sat back and nibbled 
the end of the grass, passing it hand over hand into her mouth until 
nothing remained. 

" This water meadow produces the juiciest grass I have ever 
tasted," she murmured to herself, washing her hands with her 
yellowed tongue, and smoothing her whiskers. 
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Around her lay small heaps of grass blades which some vole 
had discarded. The piles were still green, showing that meals had 
recently been eaten. The vole felled a number of grasses, nibbled a 
buttercup root and the head of a white clover, and then scuttled back 
along the tunnel. Several other pathways branched off from the main 
road, but every one was roofed over by grasses, and not once did the 
vole poke her head into the open.  

The chief dangers feared by voles are hawks and owls from 
above, and cats, weasels and stoats from the level. Weasels follow 
the poor voles along their passages, but the larger stoat is a little too 
bulky to slip through the narrow holes. 

Presently the vole reached a huge tuft of grass. She could not 
see the waving stems, for she was running close to the roots, and no 
one from above could possibly have discovered the large and rather 
untidy nest lying snug at the base. Into this nest Mrs. Short-tailed 
Field Vole vanished, closing the walls cleverly behind her. The nest 
was built of dry grasses, but each stem had been shredded so fine 
that the pieces looked more like coarse threads. 

Inside were seven tiny, pink-skinned baby voles, quite helpless, 
and with their eyes shut. They had no fur yet, only naked little bodies, 
and they were too small even to squeak. As they could not speak to 
their mother, Mrs. Vole kept murmuring to herself, pulling the blankets 
about her children while she carried on a one-sided conversation. 

" Couldn't have found a safer nursery," said she. " Right away 
from that poaching cat belonging to the farm, nasty hunting creature 
that he is. Not that I have seen him very often, but I certainly smelt 
him. No owl or hawk or fox is as bad as a poaching cat. " You do 
know where you are with them, but with a cat, no. The only animal 
who could possibly find this nest would be the weasel, and I haven't 
smelt him about for many a long day. Maybe he has gone off to the 
woods after young birds. How I pity the mother birds these July days, 
when the youngsters are just from the nest. Be quiet, childl" 

Mrs. Vole spanked one of her pink babies with her tongue, then 
picked him up in her teeth and pushed him into another position. " 
Naughty!" said she for no reason at all, except that she must say 
something; she was a kind-hearted, homely animal, liking plenty of 
company and always living in a colony with lots of other voles. 

The banks behind the nest were riddled with holes made by the 
voles. Some were only tunnels beneath the grass, and some were 
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just below the surface of the earth, for voles do not dig very deep 
when they are building their homes. 

" There, children," cried Mrs. Vole, licking each baby all over his 
pink back, " you are clean for an hour, so go to sleep at once," and 
Mrs. Vole laid her own plump grey figure beside her offspring in that 
dry, well-hidden nest, and forthwith fell asleep herself. 

 

 

Forgetful Joe 
JOE'S memory−or his lack of it was the joke of the family. He 

forgot his books when he went to school; he left his bicycle out in the 
rain all night; if he did remember a message it was generally a week 
too late. His friends were too used to it to mind, though Dad and 
Mother looked grave sometimes. As for Joe himself, he said he could 
not help it and left it at that. 

And then came the letter from Uncle Phil, asking him to stay for 
a month. He was a most fascinating person−a naturalist who had 
travelled all over the world. Joe was so excited that he turned 
cartwheels all round the room and Mother did not stop him. She was 
pleased as well. 

" Only, you must try not to be so careless," she told him. 
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Joe promised and meant what he said. Twenty minutes later he 
had forgotten. 

The visit was even pleasanter than he had expected. Uncle Phil 
was a big man with very blue eyes and a jolly laugh, and they were 
the best of friends in two minutes. Joe liked the house, which was full 
of books and curios; he liked the old-fashioned garden, and most of 
all he liked Sancho, the brown bear who lived in a huge pen. 

" He was just a cub when I picked him up," said Uncle Phil. " 
Someone had shot his mother, and the poor little beggar was 
starving. You've forgotten that, haven't you, Sancho?"  

He scratched the shaggy head, which was thrust against the 
wire netting, and Sancho grunted with pleasure. 

" Would he let me do that?" asked Joe eagerly. 
Uncle Phil laughed. " Well, you'll have to wait until he knows 

you a little better. Bring him fruit sometimes and he'll soon make 
friends." 

And, sure enough, before long the bear would trot to the front of 
the pen whenever he saw the boy coming. Sometimes Griggs, the 
gardener, grumbled about the number of apples which disappeared, 
but there was a twinkle at the back of his eye all the same, and Uncle 
Phil only laughed. One thing he would not allow, however− Joe must 
never go inside the pen or touch the gate. 

"But he wouldn't hurt," said the boy one morning. " He plays 
with you like a big puppy." 

Uncle Phil smiled. " He knows me and he knows I'm boss. 
Hullo, that's a nuisance!" 

" What's the matter?" asked Joe. 
"The bolt has worked loose. Find Griggs, youngster, and tell 

him to mend it before it gives. I'd see to it myself, but I must be off if I 
mean to catch that train." 

"Yes," said Joe, but he lingered a little, watching Sancho roll in 
the sunshine. 

" Hurry up!" said his uncle rather sharply. " It's got to be 
mended at once. Understand, Joe?" 

Joe nodded and went off at a run. His intentions had never 
been better, but unluckily, as he was passing the kitchen window, 
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Cook called him in to look at the new kitten. And in the excitement of 
admiring it and playing with it he forgot all about his errand. 

Two hours later he met Griggs in the yard. The gardener was in 
such a hurry that he bumped into Joe and almost upset him. 

" Sorry," he said, " but anyhow, you'd best get inside, Master 
Joe, with that brute loose about the village." 

" Not the bear?" he gasped. 
" Yes; Constable Ross told me. He was off to borrow Mr. 

Borrett's rifle." 
" But they won't shoot him ?" 
" How can I tell?" snapped Griggs. " He might easy turn nasty. 

Anyhow, I want the use of the phone." 
He bustled into the house and left Joe standing on the sun-

warmed flags with only one thought in his mind. Sancho was in 
danger−Sancho with his friendly puppy ways−and it was all his fault. 

And then suddenly he knew what he must do. He turned and 
hurried into the garden and clown the drive, and as he went he felt in 
his pockets. Yes, there were three apples wedged at the bottom-big 
juicy ones, which he had picked that morning. 

Yards before he reached the village he heard a clatter of 
voices. There was a crowd of women in front of Mrs. Sutton's cottage, 
and Mrs. Sutton was in the middle of it, crying and twisting her apron. 

"The nasty beast," she sobbed. " Walking in like that−and Jim 
away at work. He've broke the sugar-bowl an' torn my curtains an'−" 

" Where is he?" interrupted Joe eagerly. 
" In the kitchen. Now you be careful, Master Joe. Oh!"−her 

voice rose to a scream− " stop him someone," for Joe, dodging the 
hands which would have grabbed him, had scrambled over the sill of 
the open window and dropped into the room. He meant to be there 
before Ross with his rifle. 

His arrival was greeted by a snarl. A brown body heaved up 
from the floor and Joe, with a gasp, backed against the wall. This was 
not Sancho, but a much bigger bear. His coat was matted with dust 
and there was an ugly gleam in his eyes. 
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He began to move towards the boy and Joe stiffened. He had 
never realized before how many different things a person can think 
about in one second. Someone shrieked to him to climb through the 
window again, but there was no time for that. With shaking fingers he 
drew out one of the apples and dropped it on the floor. 

The bear stopped and sniffed at it. Evidently he decided that it 
smelled good, for with one scrunch of his teeth it was gone. But the 
pause had given Joe time to steady himself− time, too, to notice a 
large cupboard, the door of which stood open. 

The bear was advancing again, but he had enjoyed the apple 
and was in a better temper. When a second rolled past him he turned 
and chased it along the floor. Joe set his teeth and tiptoed after him. 
The third apple pitched over the bear's shoulder into the cupboard. 
For a second it seemed as if he had not noticed it. Then he shambled 
after it, and Joe slammed and bolted the door. He did not wait to 
listen to his prisoner's indignant growls, but almost fell over the 
window−sill into the garden again. 

The crowd outside was much larger than he had expected. Half 
the men of the village seemed to have rushed back from work, and 
among them he saw the policeman, a big red-faced stranger and, 
much to his surprise, Uncle Phil. Everyone began to talk at once. 

" You should never ha' done it," began Ross, " but as for 
pluck−" 

" That's so," put in the stranger, "and I'm grateful. That's the 
most valuable beast in my menagerie. Not a hair the worse and 
caught as neat−" 

Uncle Phil was the only one to finish. He was short and to the 
point. " What ever made you do it ?" he asked. 

Joe swallowed hard. " I'm not plucky," he muttered. " I thought it 
was Sancho." 

Uncle Phil stared. " But Sancho is asleep in his pen. Griggs 
mended the bolt this morning." 

" I never told him," said Joe. " I forgot." 
" I see," said Uncle Phil slowly. Then he laughed. " Well, never 

mind, I fancy this will have mended your memory as well." 



 18

" If has," agreed Joe fervently, and bit his lips hard as everyone 
began to cheer him. And, sure enough, he has scarcely ever 
forgotten a message since. 

J. H. Ambrose. 

UNDER THE BRIDGE 
UNDER the bridge over Grand-father's river  
Minnows are darting and swimming all day,  
And as their silver tails glisten and quiver 
I know quite well what they're trying to say 
 
" We are so glad it's such beautiful weather; 
We are so glad that you're watching us play; 
Do watch the games we're all playing together."  
That's what the fishes are trying to say. 
 
Here on the bridge where I watch your tails winking,  
Fish, I'm so happy, so happy to-day, 
Though I can't put into words what I'm thinking,  
You know quite well what I'm trying to say! 
Ethel Talbot. 
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JESTER AND JOCK 
JACK was not fond of lessons. He got his sums all wrong, 

made terrible mistakes in spelling, thought that Russia was an island, 
and that three times seven was twenty-three ; and when he was 
given bad marks or the cane, just grinned and said he was sorry, but 
he'd been thinking of something else.  

And the "something else " was generally Jock, his brown, curly-
tailed mongrel dog. He would have lived to bring Jock to school-just 
as Mary brought her little lamb! −but that was forbidden. 

Jock was better at lessons than Dick was, for he never forgot 
what his master taught him, and could do all kinds of tricks. When 
Dick said: " Dead!" Jock flung himself down on the ground and would 
not move so much as an eyelid till Dick said, " All alive O!” He 
balanced sugar on his nose, jumped through Dick's hoop, and would 
dance round and round on his hind-legs. 

But if Dick wasn't easy to teach in school, he taught himself to 
do some remarkable things, which were the envy of his companions. 
He could turn cart-wheels, one after another; he could stand on his 
head, he could walk with his hands on the ground and his heels in the 
air. 
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"That lad and his dog are as good as a circus!" Schoolmaster 
had to admit. "I only wish he would mind his book; he's as sharp as a 
needle over some things." 

You may imagine that Dick was a cheerful boy, and so he was, 
but he hadn't a very cheerful home. He lived with his old 
grandmother, who was crippled with rheumatism, and could seldom 
leave her bed except sometimes to sit in an easy chair by the 
window.  

Dick loved his Grannie and wished he could earn enough 
money to buy her a wheeled chair, such as the old Squire had, so 
that he could take her out into the sunshine. All he could do was to 
give her a performance of his own and Jock's tricks in front of her 
window, which mightily pleased her. 

One day Dick was teaching Jock to do new tricks in a meadow 
not far from his Grannie's cottage. He had found there some thin 
planks and an old stump or two which some timber-fellers had left in 
one corner. At once he set one of the planks to rest on two of the 
stumps, making a bridge about three or four feet from the ground.  

Having done this, he stood still for a moment in deep thought. 
Then, flinging off his cap, his coat and shoes, he got up on to the 
plank. He ran swiftly along it, then, jumping down from it, turned rapid 
cartwheels, landed again on his feet, went over the planks again, and 
repeated the performance. The next thing to do was to teach Jock to 
mount the plank and to follow him over it on his hind-legs. That took 
time, but at last it was done. 

" Enough for to-day, old boy," Dick said. " We'll do better to-
morrow." 

When to-morrow came he had thought of another splendid 
turn", and by the end of the day was able to cross the plank on his 
hands, heels in air, still followed by Jock on his hindlegs. 

Just once more, old fellow!" And he gave Jock an encouraging 
pat. 

When he was half-way across the plank, he heard a deep voice 
exclaim : " Well, I'm blessed!" Having reached the ground again, 
turned his wheels and come right side up, he saw two men leaning 
over the meadow gate, watching him. One of them, who was very 
short, beckoned to Dick. Dick went to the gate, smoothing his 
rumpled hair and panting. 
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I say, sonnie," said the short man, "what circus did you train 
in?" 

“I didn't train, sir," said Dick. "I just do things when I feel like it." 
“Do you, indeed!" said the man, "and your dog seems to feel 

like it ', too!” 
" Clever fellow, isn't he?" said Dick, proudly. 
“Seems to me there are two clever fellows," said the other man, 

who was very tall. "What about it, Joe?" he added, turning to his 
companion. 

“Ask him," said Joe. 
The tall man leaned over the gate and put a hand on Dick's 

shoulder. “Ever heard of Badger's Circus?" he said. 
“Rath-er!" answered Dick. "It's due here in a day or two. I'm 

saving up to go to it. It's a splendid show− the clowns− ‘The Long and 
the Short of It ', they call themselves-are topping, and there's Lucky 
Jim, the acrobat, and −” 

 
“You needn't save up," the tall man interrupted. " We--my pal 

and I--want you to come to it to-night." 
“To-night!" said Dick. " But it's over at Thenborough, isn't it?" 
“Yes--over at Thenborough. I'm sorry to tell you Lucky Jim's met 

with an accident. Fell last night from the trapeze−hurt his back. We've 
just brought him over here to the Cottage Hospital." 

“You've brought him?" said Dick, looking puzzled. " Are you 
from the Circus, then?" 

“What about The Long and the Short of It ?" Joe chipped in, 
grinning at Dick. 

“Why, of course !" exclaimed Dick. "Now I remember you”. 
"Now, look here," said the tall man, " we're put to it to know how 

to fill Lucky Jim's place to-night. We were talking it over as we walked 
back along the road. Will you come, eh?" 

" Come?" said Dick. " I don't quite understand−−” 
“Come along with us and take Jim's place ‘till he's well." 
“In−in Badger's Circus ?−−and Jock?" said Dick. 
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“That's right," said the short man. "You come along. We mean 
business, and will pay you well. If you'll come straight away, we'll 
have time to run through a programme. Jim's clothes will about fit 
him, eh, partner?" 

“Like a glove!" said the tall man. 
Dick was too excited to think what he was doing. It did not 

occur to him what a fright his Grannie might have when he failed to 
return to the cottage that evening. He only knew that he and Jock 
were going to perform in Badger's Circus. And then in a moment 
came another thought: he would earn some money, perhaps enough 
for Grannie to have her chair. He whistled to Jock, and set off with his 
new friends down the road to Thenborough. 

Lucky Jim's costume fitted him splendidly. How he wished his 
schoolfellows could see -him when he came down from the caravan, 
where he had charged his clothes, dressed in green satin and 
spangles. Jock wore a red-white-and-blue frill round his neck and 
looked as proud as Punch. 

A lady on a white horse had just finished her turn-dashing 
round the sawdust ring while she juggled with three golden balls -and 
then Dick heard a whisper in his ear, " Your turn, laddie." 
 
He trembled all over and clenched his hands. In another moment he 
and Jock were in the ring, and The Long and the Short of It, in their 
white clowns' dresses, with sparks on the ends of their noses, were 
greeting him with quips and cranks. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen," said Long, " let me introduce to you 
Jester and Jock−first time in any Circus Ring in England." 

Then he added aside to Dick: " Now then-over you go, sonnie!" 
The band struck up a lively tune, and Dick did cartwheels all 

round the ring, while jock danced in the middle of it on his hindlegs. 
There was loud applause. Dick's heart beat wildly. Trick followed 
trick−again and again he had to make his bow. 

It was over at last, and Dick was in his everyday clothes again. 
" Well done, laddie−well done, indeed!" said the Circus master. 

" Now we want you to sign on and come along with us. We move on 
to Claypole at dawn. You can have a shake-down in one of the vans 
to-night." 
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In his excitement Dick was about to agree to this, but suddenly 
he remembered Grannie, still waiting anxiously, no doubt, for his 
return. It was terribly late-he had never been out so late before. 

“I'm sorry, sir," he said, " but I must get back, I must run home 
as fast as I can." And he gave his reason. 

"You're a good little chap," said the Circus master. " I won't 
keep you. You go and explain to your Grannie; I'll come over to-
morrow and have a chat with her. Where do you live?" 

Dick told him, then added: " Please, sir, shall I be able to earn 
enough to buy her a wheeled chair? I expect it's a very costly 
thing−one like Squire has up at the Hall." 

“You will be able to do more than that for her," said the Circus 
master. " Now, cut along, and don't lose your way. Though your dog 
won't go wrong, that's certain." He patted Jock on his head. " I'll be 
over to-morrow," he said again. 

" I'd like to have a chat with your Grandmother. Good night!" 
Then Dick and Jock raced home along the moonlit road. 

Jester and Jock! In after years they were known throughout all 
Europe in the Circus world. 

Lying at night in his caravan, or out in the open under the stars, 
Dick often thinks of the night when he wore Lucky Jim's little green 
satin suit and made his very first bow to the public.  

Then his thoughts go to an old white-haired lady being wheeled 
through the village in a comfortable chair and even, after treatment, 
walking again with the aid of a silver-topped cane, his present to her 
on her seventy-fifth birthday.  

He smiles as he gazes up at the twinkling stars, then stretches 
out a hand till it touches the soft head of faithful Jock by his side. An 
old dog now, he does no more tricks in the Ring−his place has been 
taken by a young terrier whom Dick has trained; but he never leaves 
his master's side, and every night a red-white-and-blue collar is put 
round his neck and he takes a sedate seat in the ring, where he 
watches his master's antics. 

May Pemberton. 
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PUPS FOR SALE 
PATCH was a little black and white pup. He did not possess a 

long pedigree, but all the same he was a nice little dog, and very 
clever. He lived with his mother and brothers in a loft over a stable 
and they used to have lovely times trying to catch the mice that lived 
there too, but they never did, for the mice were too quick for them. 

 One day as they were playing together, their master came up 
the ladder into the loft, and after playing with them for a bit and giving 
them some biscuits, he picked up Patch, tucked him under his arm, 
and took him down the ladder. Patch felt quite excited, for he had 
never left the loft before, and he wondered where he was going. His 
master carried him across a big yard, through a door and down a long 
street.  

The street frightened Patch very much, for it was full of 
enormous monsters, who raced up and down breathing smoke and 
roaring, and he felt sure they would both be eaten! So he hid his head 
and trembled. However, nothing happened, and presently he looked 
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out. The monsters had gone, and they were in a quiet road with a few 
little shops down one side. Into one of these they went. Inside it was 
full of birds and animals mostly living in cages ranged round the 
walls. What a noise they all made! The canaries singing as loud as 
they could and all the parrots calling out hullo! When they saw Patch 
and his master. " Could you sell this Pup for me?" said Patch's 
master, when the shopman came in. 

" Yes, we'll see what we can do," said the man, " but he's not a 
pedigree dog, so you mustn't expect a high price. We have already 
got two here, so he'll have company." 

As he spoke, he carried Patch over to a large cage near the 
window, on which hung a notice, " Pups for Sale ". There were two 
puppies inside, about the same size as Patch, one black and one 
brown. The man opened the lid and put Patch inside. H e felt a little 
strange at first, but he soon settled down to play with his new 
companions, so that he quite forgot his old home.  

The shop, too, was full of interest. He got to know some of the 
parrots, and tried to make friends with some rabbits in the next cage, 
but he found them very stupid and they did not understand his play, 
so he gave it up and romped with the other pups, and discussed with 
them the people who came into the shop. 

One day a lady came in, who wanted to buy a dog. She looked 
at the three, but could not decide which was the nicest, but finally she 
chose the brown one and carried him off. The others missed him very 
much and wondered whose turn it would be next. But several days 
passed and no one bought them, till one morning a little boy called 
Peter came in. The puppies looked at him with interest because they 
seemed to know he wanted to buy a dog, and both thought he looked 
as if he would be a very nice master. So they listened intently when 
he went up to the shopman and said 

" I want a Pup. How much is that little black and white one?" 
" Ten shillings," was the answer. " He's a nice little dog. 
Poor Peter's face fell, for he had only got eight-and-six. His 

uncle had sent five shillings for his birthday, and as he wanted a dog 
very much he had opened his money-box and taken out all his 
savings. He thought it might be enough, but now he wouldn't be able 
to have his dog after all. He was turning away regretfully, when the 
shopman said: 
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" How much have you got?" 
Peter told him. 
" Wait a minute," he said. " I'll ring up the owner, and see if he'll 

take less. Here, hold the dog for me," and putting Patch into Peter 's 
arms, he went off to phone. Patch licked Peter's hand, and asked as 
plainly as he could to be bought, because he liked Peter and thought 
he would be happy with him. 

" I do hope your master will take less," said Peter, " we could 
have some lovely games, and I've a nice red ball I'll give you." 

Patch was so excited that he tried to lick Peter's face. 
Then the shopman returned, and they both turned to see what 

the news was. He smiled. 
" It's all right," he said. " The owner will let him go because he 

knows he'll have a good home with you." 
Peter was overjoyed, and when he paid the man, he carried off 

an excited Patch to his new home. 
The poor little black Pup was left all alone with only the dull 

rabbits to talk to, but he soon found a home, for next time Patch and 
his new master passed the shop the cage was empty and the notice " 
Pups For Sale " had gone. 

B. Butler. 
 

"NOT TO-DAY, THANK YOU!” 
WE are charming little children, and we're very, very sweet  
When we go to tea with Auntie Maud, with lovely things to eat; 
But we really don't enjoy it quite so much as they suppose,  
For we mustn't do the nicest things that anybody knows. 
For we mustn't take the cherries from the cake we have for tea,  
And we mustn't spoon our cocoa out, not Billy, Joan, and me;  
And we mustn't swing upon the doors, or skate along the hall;  
And the chairs are not to bounce upon-it isn't done at all 
So we're very, very sorry that we're nowhere to be found, 
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'Cos our Auntie Maud has asked us out, and Mummie's hunting 
round. 

But we're hiding in the attic, where the mice and spiders play;  
And we'll love to come another time, but, thank you, not to-day! 
Edna D. Clark. 
 

THE TRAVELLER'S TALE 
RUFTY-TUFTY, the brown Rabbit, was roaming one bright 

spring morning across woods and meadows quite a long way from his 
native warren. 

The spring had made him restless, and his wife was much too 
busy looking after her babies in the nursery burrow to be a 
companion to him, so being bored and rather lonely, he had set off to 
see strange country. Up a steep hill, he loped, nibbling here and there 
a leaf or stem that took his fancy, till he came to a tall fence. He was 
very anxious to see what was beyond it, for the gentle breeze wafted 
strange sounds and scents to his alert senses. So he poked about till 
he found a place where he could get through, and in he went. He 
found himself in a vast meadow, sunny and sheltered, and he 
prepared to enjoy it, even if it did not appear to be very exciting, when 
he saw that he wasn't the only animal there, for coming towards him, 
over a gentle rise, were some huge and shaggy monsters. 
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" A bit like bulls," thought Rufty-Tufty, " but so large!" And what 
a lot of hair they had on their foreheads. Their rolling eyes were 
almost hidden, so they did not notice him at first, but came steadily 
forward, grazing as they came. 

Rufty-Tufty began to feel a bit uneasy as they approached 
nearer, and thought he would get out of their way, so he bolted down 
the meadow, only stopping at the fence that divided it from the next. 
Here lie met a cheery little sparrow who chirped, as he sat on a rail: 

“Where are you off to, in such a hurry, brother Bunny?" 
“Oh! nowhere in particular," answered Rufty-Tufty, "but I don't 

care for those hairy bulls over there." 
“They are only bison," said the sparrow. " I find their hair most 

useful for lining my nest. If you stay here you'll see some much 
queerer creatures than that. This is an open-air zoo, you know; or 
perhaps you don't. You don't look very bright." 

With this very rude remark away he flew, leaving Rufty-Tufty 
gasping. 

However, he determined to continue his travels, so through the 
railing he went. The next enclosure seemed quite empty and he 
rambled round in peace. He found a nice sandy bank and dug in 
imagination a beautiful roomy burrow for his wife and children. He 
thought it would be fine to live in a zoo.  

 
He had heard that no one was allowed to shoot or trap the 

animals that lived there, and that they always had more than enough 
to eat. Then in a corner under some trees he saw some more strange 
creatures sitting down with their noses pointing skywards, calmly 
chewing the cud. They did not move, so Rufty-Tufty went a little 
nearer.  
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These creatures were camels, and Rufty-Tufty gazed at them in 
awe. Then one turned his head and caught sight of him. It gurgled in 
so terrifying manner that Rufty-Tufty again took to his heels. He 
began to feel a little tired of being in a zoo; it was too upsetting, and 
he thought he would look for the place where he had entered and go 
home, but he couldn't find it and at last, feeling quite exhausted, he 
crawled under a tuft of long grass and went to sleep. 

A hot breath of air and a snorting sound startled him from his 
slumbers. His eyes bulged, and for a moment or two he thought he 
was still dreaming, for he was surrounded by the most curious horses 
he had ever seen. He had seen dapple grey ones and piebald ones, 
but never I never I before had he seen striped ones! And these had 
broad black stripes from ears to tail.  

 

 
There was no one to tell him that they were zebras, and 

anyway, I don't suppose he'd have been any less startled had he 
known. The zebras were curious about the funny little long-eared 
creature that they had found in their paddock, and grunted to each 
other in a strange tongue. Then one lowered his head and nosed at 
Rufty-Tufty, who till then had been petrified with fright, but when he 
felt the zebra touching him, he let out a piercing squeal, jumped 
nearly two yards, and ran for his life. The zebras, as startled as he, 
flung up their heels and thundered away up the field. 

As for Rufty-Tufty, he never stopped running till lie was out of 
the park and well on his way home. Then he sat down, pulled himself 
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together, cleaned his fur, and set out again. He meant to make a 
great impression on the other rabbits with his tale of strange beasts, 
and pose as a bold adventurer. 

He got to the warren at sunset, and the rabbits were just 
coming out for their evening meal. They gathered round RuftyTufty 
and asked where he had been. Rufty-Tufty stuck out his chest, and 
told his adventures with great energy and detail, but, alas, instead of 
being thrilled the other rabbits laughed aloud. 

“Who ever heard of bulls with manes?" they cried. " And striped 
horses. Ha! Ha! What a joke! You must have had a nightmare." And 
still chuckling, they turned back to their supper. 

Rufty-Tufty was very annoyed and rather hurt, and he went 
home and told his wife the story, but even she didn't believe him. 

“You must have eaten too much turnip last night," said she. " 
You'll be seeing pink rabbits next." 
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THE SURPRISE CAT 
EVERYONE in the Park, the birds and the animals, and the 

children, knew the Surprise Cat. She was small and thin, with pretty 
ginger fur, and had arrived one day from nowhere in particular. They 
called her the Surprise Cat because she was always disappearing 
suddenly and appearing in another place. One minute she was 
climbing the chestnut tree and the next minute she was sleeping 
peacefully at the feet of her friend the stork. It was very bewildering. 

She was a friendly cat, and all the nurses let even their babies 
stroke her soft fur. She kept her claws for climbing trees and never 
scratched, not even when some playful baby, who did not know any 
better, pulled her tail. 

The stork liked nothing better than a chat with the Surprise Cat, 
but the other birds were more timid. The little sparrows, who ate the 
crumbs the children threw, fluttered away when they saw her coming. 
It was true that no one had ever seen her even chase a bird, but 
several young sparrows had disappeared mysteriously, and feathers 
had been found among the laurel bushes. So the sparrows kept as 
far away as possible. They distrusted the look in her green eyes. 

She hated the ducks, especially the Paddle Duck. If ever she 
took a stroll by the pond he would be sure to splash her, and water 
was the one thing she could not bear. This horror of water ran in her 
family. 

Every day at twelve o'clock, Giles the gardener would seat 
himself on a stool in the tool-shed and unwrap the dinner that his wife 
had packed up for him in the morning. There would be bread and 
cheese and perhaps a piece of pie, and always a large green bottle of 
cold tea. Directly, he took out the cork, he would feel something 
rubbing against his trousers and hear a purring sound. It was the 
Surprise Cat, waiting for a drink. Then Giles would pour some tea into 
an old saucer and she would lap it up. Food was hard to find for a cat 
who did not belong to anyone in particular, and she would have been 
thirsty many a day without her saucer of tea. 

Sometimes a lady with a yellow basket walked in the Park. 
When they saw her coming, the stag and the doe pressed their noses 
against the wire netting, and the sparrows chirped and twittered. The 
ducks stopped standing on their heads in the pond, and even the 
stork stood on both legs for a change. They all knew there was 
something good for them in her yellow basket −bread and buns and 
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lumps of sugar, apples and biscuits and canary seed, something for 
everyone. 

She kept a blue dish hidden under the laurels, especially for the 
Surprise Cat, and there was always some fish in the basket, a cod's 
head, a whiting, or a few tasty sardines. 

The Surprise Cat had one great enemy, a certain Black Dog 
who spent most of his time in the Park. The very sound of his bark 
made her fur bristle and her blood run cold. He had a habit of 
wagging his tail at the lady, and she patted his head and called him 
"Good Dog!" and perhaps gave him a mutton bone. But if she could 
have seen him the moment her back was turned, she would not have 
said "Good Dog!" 

No sooner had the Surprise Cat got her sharp white teeth into 
the cod's head than she heard a loud "Bow-wow!" and saw the Black 
Dog rushing towards her with his mouth wide open. She was a brave 
little ginger cat, but the thundering noise in her ears and the red 
cavern of a mouth coming closer and closer, bristling with pointed 
teeth, were too much for her. She fled up the nearest tree, and there 
she arched her back and spat and swore and said very impolite 
things to the Black Dog, for she had no manners to speak of, as she 
had never had a home and knew no better. But the Black Dog only 
chuckled and gobbled up the fish. 

Twice, in order to punish the black enemy, she dug up mutton 
bones he had hidden and left them on the path, where other dogs 
soon found them and scrunched them. The Black Dog guessed who 
had done this, and he cleared the blue dish even more thoroughly. 
Not so much as a sardine's tail remained when he had finished. 

One day the lady with the yellow basket happened to look back 
at the laurel bushes soon after she had fed the Surprise Cat, and she 
saw the Black Dog gobbling the fish while the Surprise Cat, looking 
twice her usual size as her fur was standing on end, spat at him from 
a branch. This sort of thing would never do! She drove away the thief, 
though he had almost cleared the dish, and then went to look for 
Giles. 

She and Giles plotted and planned together in the tool-shed. 
and Giles got some flat pieces of wood and a hammer and nails. With 
these materials, and a good deal of consideration, they made a 
wooden platform and nailed it very safely on the lowest branch of an 
elm tree, not too high−but out of the reach of any dog, even a dog 
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which could jump like the Black one. There the lady put the blue dish, 
and there, next time she came with the yellow basket, she gave the 
Surprise Cat her dinner. 

So the Surprise Cat ate her fish in peace on the platform, and 
licked her paws happily when she had done. The Black Dog ran 
round and round the tree, barking loudly and saying what he would 
do to her if he caught her stealing his bones again, but she paid not 
the least attention to him, the noisy creature. At last he was quite tired 
and hoarse with so much barking, and he went off to sulk behind the 
shelter. 

The Surprise Cat rubbed herself against the tree trunk and 
purred and waved her tail contentedly. Then she washed her face 
with particular care and strolled off to tell the good news to her friend 
the stork. 

Ruth Ainsworth. 
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THE GALLOPING PONIES 
EVERY morning at sunrise the little wild ponies came over the 

brow of the hill, stood for a moment sniffing the dawn wind, and then 
galloped over the wild moorland, down to the little fertile valley. 

It was only a tiny place, around a tumbling brook, where there 
were a few trees sheltered from the strong winds, and where the 
grass beside the water grew lush and green. It was the ponies' 
favourite feeding place, and they came to it in the early hours of every 
day. 

One May morning as they came over the skyline of the hills, the 
oldest and wisest pony in the herd paused and pricked up his ears, 
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and all the other ponies stopped behind him snuffing the air, looking 
down towards the valley below, and tossing their shaggy manes. 
Beside the brook, in their favourite spot, was a strange greyish-white 
object, which they had not seen before. It was a small tent. 

The oldest and wisest pony mistrusted it, and he began to lead 
the herd away in another direction. Now, in the herd was a young 
pony, browner and less shaggy than the others, who was of an 
enterprising and inquisitive disposition. He did not want to miss the 
chance of a good breakfast, and he was curious to know more of the 
strange object down below. 

The oldest and wisest pony told him that strange greyish-white 
things like that probably belonged to humans, and that wherever 
humans went there was danger to wild shaggy ponies. They might be 
caught and made to work for the rest of their lives, and would not be 
free any more to gallop over the wild and lovely moors. 

But the little brown pony did not heed him, and leaving the 
others he went softly and warily down to the little valley. 

With ears pricked, and gently lifted hoofs, he came closer and 
closer to the little tent. Suddenly he paused, his wiry little body stiff 
with apprehension, for there, looking steadily at him from the opening 
in the tent, was the head of a human boy. The little brown pony was 
alert and ready to run away at the slightest movement, but the head 
kept still, and the kind grey eyes looked at him pleasantly; so, 
swishing his long tail, he began to munch the soft lush grass, thinking 
what a brave defiant young fellow he was, though all the time he had 
an eye on the stranger, and was ready to gallop off if need should 
arise. 

Suddenly he gave a jump, for although the head did not move, 
a hand appeared, slowly and without alarming jerks, and threw a 
small round green thing rolling along the ground towards him. It 
startled him badly, but he was terribly curious to know what it was, so 
he slowly edged up until he could touch it with his soft, brown nose. 

It smelt uncommonly good. The little brown pony gave a 
cautious bite, and then another, less cautious, and smacked his lips 
greedily. He ate it all. It was his first taste of apple and he thought it 
extremely good. 
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Presently, however, the boy got up and began coming towards 
him. With a thud of hoofs on the grass the little brown pony made off 
for the wild hillside again, and joined the other ponies. 

Next morning, again against the advice of his elders, he came 
down to the little valley once more. The boy was still there, squatting 
just inside the tent, with the flap tied back. Again his quiet grey eyes 
looked steadily and encouragingly at the little brown pony, so that he 
felt braver than ever, and a little hopeful that he might receive another 
apple to go with his breakfast of lush grass. 

He was not disappointed. The little green ball came gently 
rolling along the ground towards him, and after an even shorter 
interval than the day before, he ate it greedily and with great 
enjoyment. 

After that he got one every day, and even came to take them 
out of the boy's hand, and to rub his soft brown nose against the 
boy's rough coat, and to let the boy pat and stroke him. 

He boasted at first to the other ponies about his new friendship, 
but they all told him that his inquisitiveness and greediness would 
only too soon be rewarded by having to serve man for the rest of his 
days, and that he would lose his freedom to gallop at will on the open 
moors. So the little brown pony spent more and more of the time near 
the friendly boy, and did not mind the unkind remarks of the rest of 
the herd. 

And the little brown pony was lucky. For the boy with whom he 
had made friends was Ian, son of the gamekeeper in the lonely 
cottage away on the other side of the hills. And Ian loved all beasts 
and birds and had persuaded his father to let him sleep out in a tent 
in the summer months to see if he could see the wild hill ponies and 
try to tame one. 

His father had been a little scornful about it, but Ian had often 
seen the hoof marks around the brook in the little valley, and knew 
that the ponies must come there sometimes. He guessed it was in the 
early morning when no one else was about, and so he had camped 
there and had watched and waited for the dawn to see them come. 

And the love that has so often grown up between man and 
horse grew up between these two, and the little brown pony trusted 
the boy with the steady grey eyes and the quiet movements, and 
became tame and quiet with him. And he would take the boy on his 
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back galloping over the wild moorland, and they would enjoy the wind 
and weather together. And when the boy sat in a sheltered nook for 
his dinner, there was always something there for the pony. 

But because he was a boy who loved and understood animals, 
he never robbed the little brown pony of his freedom, and though they 
were friends until long after the boy had grown to be a man, the pony 
never had to work or to leave his wild and lovely moors. 

Margaret Turvey. 
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A-WUNG- The True Story of a Malayan Singing Monkey 
THERE was a tiger in the jungle near the rubber estate and that 

was why the monkeys hurried chattering away.  
A-wung always went everywhere with his mother, hanging on to 

her, with his arms round her waist. But she fled so quickly from the 
tiger that he fell off and was left behind. 

A little Tamil girl found him sitting under a tree, crying like a 
child, his knuckles in his eyes, and tears streaming down his wizened 
little face. She picked him up and carried him home with her. 

"It is a baby Singing Monkey," said her father. "Let us give it to 
Muken Doria. He will like to have it as a pet." 

Muken Doria means " Nosey Master ", and that was the name 
the Tamils had given the white man with the big nose who lived in the 
bungalow. 

Muken Doria was very pleased to have A-wung. He fed him 
with milk out of a fountain-pen filler, and made much of him, and soon 
A-wung was very happy. He forgot all about his mother, and loved 
Muken Doria better than anyone or anything. 

But as he grew bigger, he became dreadfully mischievous, and 
played all manner of tricks on his master. 

At last Muken Doria said: "A-wung must be shut up." He made 
a great big enclosure of wire netting, and in it he put a dear little 
house. And now A-wung lived in the enclosure and slept at night in 
the little house. When it rained, too, he always went into his house 



 40

and shut the door. After a while he would open it again and peep out 
very cautiously to see if the rain had stopped. If it was fine he would 
go and play, but if it was still raining he would shut himself in again 
very quickly. 

In the evenings, when Muken Doria came back from his work, 
A-wung was allowed out of his enclosure, and A-wung and Muken 
Doria went for a walk together holding hands. A-wung had to walk 
very erect and reach up very high to hold Muken Doria's hand, and 
when A-wung was small Muken Doria had to stoop ever so slightly to 
hold A-wung's hand, but when A-wung was a grown-up monkey, then 
both of them could walk quite upright. 

Sometimes A-wung let go of Muken Doria's hand and ran 
ahead of him, and, I'm sorry to say, he didn't always come when he 
was called, but became very busy with something and didn't seem to 
hear. 

Then Muken Doria turned his back and pretended he was going 
home without A-wung, and that always made A-wung hurry after him 
and take his hand again. 

One night, before A-wung was quite grown-up, he heard the 
Singing Monkeys singing in the distance−it was a big noise they 
made, almost more like howling than singing. 

A-wung listened very carefully, and all next day he made the 
funniest little noises in his throat, and before very long lie could sing 
too, but it took him a very long time to learn to sing as loudly as the 
other monkeys. 

A-wung didn't really like his enclosure very much. He had plenty 
of room in it to play about, but he had no chance of getting into 
mischief, and he did love getting into mischief, so he was always on 
the look-out for a way of escape. 

At last he found a weak spot in the wire netting, and he set to 
work on it, twisting the wires with his strong fingers and gnawing them 
with his teeth. It took him several days of hard work before he had 
made a hole big enough to get through, and then−−  

He must have known it was the last chance of mischief-making 
he would get for many a day, for he certainly made up his mind to do 
as much damage as he could while he was free. 
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Of course he went into the bungalow, and what a mess he 
made! 

He threw photographs and ornaments on the floor. He tore 
open cushions and threw their stuffing about the room, and, best of 
all, he found a box of cigarettes, tore them into little bits, chewed 
some of the tobacco and threw the rest over everything. 

And then he heard Muken Doria's step. 
A-wung did not wait to hear what he had to say about the state 

of his bungalow−he ran away as fast as he could. 
Muken Doria sent for his servant to tidy up the bungalow; then 

he mended the hole in the enclosure. A-wung watched from a safe 
distance. Muken Doria did not call him or pay any attention to him. 
Perhaps he didn't love A-wung any more! 

That night Muken Doria went for a walk by himself, and very 
lonely he looked without his monkey. 

And then at last, when he was nearly home again, a little hand 
was supped into his, and A-wung and Muken Doria were friends 
again. W. M. Horsbrugh. 
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FLITTER-MOUSE 
WE were standing in the garden in the dusk Elizabeth, Cynthia, 

and Ted. June had retired unwillingly to bed. Suddenly something 
swooped and flitted close to our faces. 

“Oh l" exclaimed Cynthia, startled, "whatever was that ?'' 
" The flitter-mousie flies!" said Elizabeth. 
Cynthia had not heard that pretty name for a bat before, and 

she watched the little creature with interest as he flitted silently about 
in his moth-like way.  

"Is he really a mouse?" she asked. 
" No," Ted answered, " not really. Can you hear him 

squeaking?" 
Cynthia listened. "No, I can't hear anything. Is he squeaking?" 
" He may be, but I can't tell either, neither can Elizabeth. I only 

know one person who can hear the squeak of a bat." 
“Who is that?" 
“Old Shepherd. Have you noticed him about the place He used 

to be the gardener, but is too rheumaticky to do much work now. But 
he still comes to do odd jobs, he does not like to feel ‘on the shelf '." 
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“I saw him talking to June yesterday. Can he hear bats 
squeak?" 

" Yes, and he once caught a bat for June." 
“He is a dear old man, and he and June are great pals," said 

Elizabeth. " She goes to tea with him in his little cottage whenever 
she can. He has no wife, and they sit at a table covered with a fresh 
newspaper, and eat slabs of bread and dripping, and drink mugs of 
cocoa, and talk. June loves it." 

Cynthia laughed. " I wouldn't mind myself," she said, " provided 
the talk was interesting. Tell me about the bat." 

“Well, June was very anxious to see one closely. So old 
Shepherd prepared a box. He made one side of wire netting, and put 
a hinged lid on the top. It took him some time to catch his bat. But he 
did catch one at last, up in the loft one day, and put it in the box." 

“I wish I could have seen it," said Cynthia. "What happened?" 
“Oh! the queer little thing just found a niche and hung himself 

upside down. He wrapped his wings around his body and tucked his 
ears inside as well." 

“He was a long-eared bat," said Ted. "And we were all jolly 
interested in him. There was always a crowd round his box." 

“Did he keep on hanging upside down?" asked Cynthia. " I 
shouldn't think that was very interesting." 

“Oh no! After a time he came down and sat on the floor and we 
could see him better. We gave him some insects to eat and some 
water to drink, but it was some time before he would eat. He was 
really quite a pretty creature to watch. As he moved about he waved 
his long ears too, and when he did eat anything he made a kind of 
tent of his wings, and ate inside it." 

“But what we most liked to see," said Elizabeth, " was the 
beautiful way in which he combed his fur." 

“Combed his fur?" 
“Yes. He began on his head, and drew his claw right down to 

the very tip of his tail. He made such a lovely straight parting, then he 
combed his fur over on each side, smart as you please." 
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“How wonderfull" exclaimed Cynthia. " I would like to have seen 
that. What happened to him? I suppose you gave him some 
ridiculous name." 

Elizabeth laughed. " We never got further than Batty," she said, 
" for we only had him a short time. After we had watched him a few 
days, June let him fly away. She said it was a shame to keep him in a 
cage. " 

“And so it was!" said Ted. " To-morrow, Cynthia, we will show 
you some bats in the old loft. The window is always left open and 
they fly in and out, and hang up in the rafters in the day-time. You 
won't be able to get close, but you'll see them." 

"It is queer they don't make a home of any kind. What happens 
to baby bats?" 

"I don't know. But old Shepherd says they hang upside down on 
their mother as she flies about. How firmly their claws must hold!" 

Elizabeth yawned. " Time for bed," she said. " Glad we don't 
have to sleep hanging upside down by our heels." 

Elizabeth Goald 
 
 
 

THE BABY HIMALAYAN BEAR 
I WAS staying up in the Himalayan Mountains at a place called 

Ranikhet. One evening, when I was returning home from the club, I 
heard a small, faint squeaking noise. It gave me rather a start 
because I was by myself, dusk was stealing overhead, and all around 
me were the tall, mysterious pine trees that grow in that part of India.  

I listened for a moment and once again the squeaking noise 
came to me, and this time there was a ring of pain and fright in that 
little squeak. I stood still and peered over the hillside and tried to see 
what it was that squeaked so sadly. 

Suddenly I saw a ball of dark fluffy stuff with two bright spots 
gleaming out of it, and then something moved. It was a paw. I felt 
thrilled. What do you think that it was? Why, a baby Himalayan bear. 
The little pet was caught in a crevice between two large boulders. So 
tightly was it pinned in that it could not free itself. 
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I thought to myself, shall I terrify the baby bear if I go down to 
it? Or will some instinct tell the bear that I am coming to its help? 
Then a brain wave came to me: perhaps the little bear is hungry or 
thirsty. I will get him some food and he will smell a good smell and 
realize that I am coming to his aid. I ran as quickly as I could to our 
bungalow, which was some distance off. I called for the khitmatgar 
(Indian butler man) and told him to get me some honey sandwiches 
and a bottle of warm milk. 

Back I went to the little bear, and when within about ten yards 
of him I stood rooted to the spot. There was the mother bear quite 
close to the imprisoned baby bear. What was I to do? I had a feeling 
that the mother bear longed for my help.  

Poor distracted mother, she roamed up and down, up and 
down, shaking her head from side to side. I noticed that she looked 
nervously up the hillside every now and then. What do you think she 
was watching up there? I am sure you will never guess, so I will tell 
you. There, perched well above our heads on a rather dangerous 
looking rock, was another little black bear−just the same size as the 
little captive! 

This discovery gave me courage, because now I felt sure that 
the mother bear did want me to help. 

I advanced very slowly and gently toward the little prisoner and 
offered him a honey sandwich on the end of a long stick. The mother 
bear never moved an inch but stood absolutely still and watched me 
feeding the wee one. I got nearer and nearer and eventually I held 
the bottle of warm milk to the bear's mouth. I had no idea that a bear 
could drink so cleverly, but now that I come to think of it, I can 
remember that I have seen a bear at a circus stand up and drink from 
a big bottle. 

The moment had at last arrived to try and release the bear. I 
pushed and pulled at the rocks, but nothing moved. In India it turns 
from daylight to dusk so quickly, and by now it was almost dark. I felt 
desolate and most unhappy when suddenly, oh, joy! −I heard 
footsteps approaching up the hill path. 

I called out in my best Hindustani, " Who goes there?" In 
answer to my cry a very fine old Indian came to me and said, " What 
does the Miss Sahib desire?" I showed the little bear to the Indian 
and explained my difficulties to him. The Indian begged me to wait 
and said that, "Allah willing ", he would return and free the wee bear. 
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It was now pitch dark, and the feeling of nervousness crept over me 
once more. Would the mother bear understand that I was really a 
friend? 

Fortunately I did not have long to wait before I heard the 
welcome sound of the returning footsteps of the old Indian. This man, 
with the help of a curious looking pick-axe, loosened one of the heavy 
boulders and, lo and behold, the baby bear was free! 

What do you think that the wee creature did on finding that it 
was at liberty once more? Rush off to its mother and leave me? No l 
the little pet did not leave me without saying “Thank you!" it came first 
and licked my hand and then went off to join its mother. Do you know 
that I felt really rather sad when baby bear left me, it was so small 
and soft and cosy? The last I saw of it in the darkness was a small 
black object being licked clean by its mother. 

The old Indian asked leave to take me home, and on the way 
he told me that good fortune had visited me, that those who were kind 
to a wild animal were always repaid sooner or later, and that the 
hillsides of the Himalayas would ever protect me from the dangers of 
the unseen. I thanked the old man and we parted at the gates of my 
bungalow. 

Two years later I was again up in the Himalayas with a party of 
friends. We had finished our picnic luncheon and I was strolling about 
beneath the pine trees, when suddenly there was a deafening crash, 
bang, thud, and a huge boulder came thundering down the hillside. It 
came to rest on the path along which I was walking and two yards 
from where I was standing. What is curious is that a khrait, a most 
deadly snake, was struck by this mass of rock and killed. Had the hills 
of the Himalayas protected me in my moment of extreme danger?  

I rather believe it had more to do with the Lord’s promise in the 
Bible; “Blessed are the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy.” Mt 5:7 

M. R. Baxter.  
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