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Bill
Squiggs
“of Squash
Center
is ten

years old
and no
Jone could
accuse
him of
being the
teachers
pet —
no sirree,
not Bill.
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EAR MISS FAULKNER:
Will you please teell the
story of Zirac and his friends?
I like your stories very much.
Your friend,
CAROLINE M. KNEUZ.

By GEORGENE FAULKNER.
ey "V"“ . NCE upon a time a

N ' '_ - raven, a rat and a
L8 %1 tortoise, who were
AR R O . all friends, were
o valhav‘lng a little
_ . friendly chat to-

A Qo ot “- ‘“ gether. when they
= e saw a wild goat
=2y e running toward
them with great speed. They took it for
granted that the goat was pursued by a
hunter and so they all hid themselves. The
tortoise slipped into the water, the rat
crept into a hole in the ground and the
raven’ flew up into a tree and hid in the
thick branches. The goat came rushing
along and suddenly she stopped to rest
by a fountain, when the raven, ywho had
looked all around and could see no one,
called out to the tortolse, “The goat is
afraid- to take a drink of water!" The
tortoice then peeped out from his shell
and, seeing the frightened goat, he said,
“Drink boldly, my friend, for the water is
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' very clear!"

. @ @
After the goat took a drink he looked
about and trembled so that the tortoise

said, “Pray tell me the reason that you
seem to be in spch distress.” “Reason
enough,” sald the goat, “for I have 'just
escaped from a hunter and even now he
may be upon me.”

“l am glad your are safe,” gald the tor-
toise, “but do not be so frightened; you
are among friends now and if you ecare
for our friendship siay here with us and
we will try to help you. The wise men
sgay that a number of rriends will lessen
trouble.”

Then the raven flew down trom the tree
and the rat crawled out from his hole, and
they both told the goat that they would
like to have him for a friend. The goat

il u”lhl li ' 'I‘Ihllh
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then promised to become one of them and
each promised the other to prove himself
a troe friend whatever might happen to
them in the future. After this agreement
the friends lived in peace and harmony for
2 long time and they apent many happy
days together.

One day the tortoise, the raven and the
rat met together by the side of the foun-
tain, but the goat was missing and they
were greatly troubled about him. *“Maybe
the hunter has caught our friend I" said the
tortoise. “Let us go out and seek for him,”
said the raven, and he flew through the air
looking for the goat. At length, to his
great sorrow, he saw down beneath him
the poor goat, entangled in a hunter’s net.
The raven then flew back to the fountain
and flew down and teld the tortoise and
the ravéen what he had seen. “What shall
we do to help him?" they cried in great
grief.
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“We have promised our friendship, and
that we would try to protect one another
in time of trouble; it would be shameful
to break our bond and not live up to all
we sald,” sald the tortoise. “Yes,” said
the raven, “we must find some way to de-
liver our poor friend goat out of his cap-
tivity,” and this is for you to do, Zirac.”
Now, the rat was nicknamed Zirae, and
he said, “I will”be glad to do all in my
power to help our poor friend, but how
shall it be done?" Let us go at once,” said
the raven. I will carry you in my bill
and take you to the place where our poor
friend, the goat; is a prisoner, and then
you must set him trge."

So the raven took the rat in his bill and
carried him to the place where the goat
was entangled in the net. When Zirac came
down to the ground he said, “Have patience,
my friend, and I will soon set you free,”
and then the rat began to.gnaw and gnaw
at the rope until at last he cut the rope
that held the foot of the goat and the goat
was free.

“Thank you, my small friend, I shall al-
ways be grateful to you,” sald the goat
Just then they looked up and saw their

friend the tortoise creeping slowly toward

them, and the goat cried out, “Oh, why
have you'come hither, friend tortoise?”

gets to
school

on time
and a
few days
) the
teacher

" scolded

him for
being
late.
Then she
told him
togo home.
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Now

there
.are a
lot of

things
Bill Iikes

better
than work

80 lets

add a few
Iines to
the pictures
and see
what
Bill did.
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Tlc Ratmu T ool Zirac to Reodss t?u Goct.

rourlhnenee. replied the tortoise. “Dear,
faithful friend,” said the goat, “your com-
mmuwbhlmugudtuthshu

of my own liberty, for if the hunter should
come, how could you make your escape?
I can run very fast and escape from him,”

" sad pews, but the raven said:

st

the raven can find safety in flight and
Zirac, the rat, can .creep into some hole,
but you who are so slow of foot, how can
you be safe? I am very much afraid that
you will become his prey.”

No sooner had the goat spoken these
words than the hunter suddenly appeared.
The goat, being free, ran away as fast as
he 'could run, the raven flew into the air
and Zirac slipped into a hole and hid, and
just as the goat had said, the slow-paced
old tortoise remained without any help.
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When the hunter saw that his net was
broken and that the goat was missing he
was very angry. He began to look about
on the ground to see who had done this
mischtief, and unfortunately, in this search-
ing he discovered the poor, slow torfolse.
“Oh, oh!" exclaimed the hunter, “thin is
very -good; here is a plump tortolse, and
that is worth something. I shall not have
to go home empty-handed after all” The
poor tortoise tried to hide in hl“ shell, but
the man picked him up, put him in a sack,
thréw the gack over his shoulder =and

. started for home.
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After he had gone the t]hrec frignds
came out from thelir hiding places and met
together, and the raven sald: “While I
was fiylng overhead I saw the hunter pick
up the tortoise and carry him away in a
sack. The friends all began to cry at tis
“Dear
friends, our tears and moans cannot help
the tortoise; we must find out some way
fo save his life. We can only prove that
we are true friends by our actions. Onur

dear companion, the tortolse, 18 a prisoner;

now we must find some way of setting him
free, if that is possible.” “This is good
advice,” replied Zirae, “and I think I know
how it ean be done. Let our friend, the
goat, show herself to the bunter and he
will then put down bis sack and run after
her.” “All right,” agreed the goat, “that
is a good plan. 1 will pretend to be very
lame and go limping before the hunter
and then he will think that he can overtake
mandﬂ:ulandnwumm;w
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- time to knaw & hole in the

. with all his might.

-escaped.-’
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from the sack, while the rat W

our friend, the tortolse, mAy escay
Thhplanwumehumw £
three friends immediately put 1t fnte
tice. The goat ran in fromt of X
and began to imp as though he
‘wounded ; he appeared at every stpp
so feeble and faint that the hunte
that he could catch him easlly.
ing down the sack, he ran after &

That cunning creature M hir
on, and just as the hunter would e
him he would spring away. He
hunter a wild goose chase, M
he had lured him out of sight
this time Zirae, the rat, was gn
smmatdedthemouthot&l
by and by he set free the poor €
went :tonce mdhtdhimld!hl
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At length the hunter m
running after the goat and uﬂ
chase and returned to pick uP i
“Well,” he sald, “at mﬂl have s
heru,eﬂmiflt!smtlm
g0 weary from running after M'
know a tortoise cannot make use ¢
tle legs and run away.” MM_
tothebaghemmw#':
rope hadbeenm!ndlnd
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“There muatb.m nd
mmurorm."mmm
could I h-lﬂlﬂtthﬂlolt.lﬂ
tortoise in this mysterious manni
see, the hunter did not know wha
true friendship ean work, when
pledged to help one another.

wmmrourmm :
thanked each other for help g
it was needed and they congratulated
another upon their escapés;
made fresh “vows of  friendshi t-;hﬁ -3
clared that they would never ;&#..
death parted them. aa f we ¢o
that forest we might f : :
still living In peace

{This 1s on old ¢ ._
“Tales of Laughter” &




