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uick Timmy! Under the
Lola!” called Mother• “ Sandman’s coming, and 晨 

if you want a story you’ll have to be IN BED.
For out of the night, when all good little 
children are tucked in bed, a silver cloud comes 
sailing thru the sky. It looks like an airplane.
It’s Ssh! the Sandman’s cloud. You can’t see 
it because your eyes are shut, but you can imagine it. Mother will open the window, 
then Ssh! the Sandman knows youVe in bed. He will stop his beautiful airplane cloud 
and listen to hear if all is quiet. He slips inside, sits on the edge of your bed, and tells 
you a story.

“Almost before he’s finished, m-m-m how sleepy you feel. You want another story? 
Oh, but the Sandman must be off to other little boys and girls all over the world, who 
are waiting for him to tell them a story, too. So he shoots a pocketful of moonbeams 
right into your eyes, to hold them shut tight all night long, until the sunbeams open 
them in the morning. 'To sleep, t־o s-l-e-e-p’ ••• he says, “ Good night, Timmy; g-o-o-d 
n-i-g-h-t. . .  Lola, rest your little heads . . .
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nee, in a far-away land, there lived a shepherd boy named Peter. He and 
his mother were very poor. One day when Peter was on a hill watching while his sheep 
grazed peacefully down below, a beautiful golden bird circled overhead and alighted on 

j j t  the branch of a tree. “ Shepherd,” sang the bird， “on the ground are many feathers• 
You have but to make them into wings and tie them to your shoulders and away to 
the Enchanted Mountains you can fly. There on the topmost peak a wonderful gift 
awaits you. Take what you want, and you and your mother will never be in need.״  
Quickly Peter gathered the feathers and made them into wings. He tied them to his 
shoulders and, like a bird, found he could fly.

Westward to the Enchanted Mountains he flew until he came to the topmost peak. 
Astonished, he saw that the rocks were covered with gold pieces. Peter gathered his 
arms full, and still there were plenty left. When he had all he could carry, he flew 
homeward again.

“ Mother，” cried Peter as he alighted at the door of their hut， “see what I have brought 
you.״  When she saw all the gold pieces she was overjoyed, and no matter how much 
they gave to the poor, they still had enough to live happily the rest of their days.
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