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WHICH IS THE PKETTIER DOLL?
T here were two lit'tle girls. The name 

tha; o f the oth'er, Ea'chel. They were
c i  J

o f one was Mar-  
sis'ters. Mar'tha



THE FLYING WOOD-SAWYER.

handle o f my saw, as you see in the picture, grasping it 
with all the hands he had, and looking as though he had 
come on purpose to help me saw that log through.

For my part, I rather think he did help me ; for, while he 
kept his hold upon the other end o f the saw, I rested faster 
than I ever did before. I  stood as motionless as a statue ; 
for I feared that any movement would scare the bird away.

How soon I should have got through my sawing with his 
help, I cannot tell. But suddenly he seemed to think of 
something more important ; and away he went, like a streak 
of sunshine, off into the woods beyond me.

I have never seen my sawyer-bird since then. I call him 
my “  sawyer-bird ”  because I don’t know how else to name 
him. He was a strange bird to me : but he seemed like a 
good friend ; and I shall always remember him as he looked 
when trying to help me work that winter’s day.

Un cle  W il l ia m .


