Bedtime Tale for
the Little Folks

By Howard Garis

UNCLE WIGGILY AND THE PAN-
C.

(CopyTight, 1916, by McClure Newspa-
per Syndicate.)
BY HOWARD R. GARIS.

i
1 have a treat for you tomorrow
morning, Uncle Wiggly,” said Nurse
Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the muskrat lady.
housekeeper to the rabbit gentleman,
* one evening as they sat in the sitting
L' ncle Wigglley was reading the
ning paper about how Jollle and
)|ny Longtall, the mouse children, went
10 the Etore for a cheess loliypop and
fost. But their papa found them.
“What surprise Is it, Janie?” asked
. Me: Longears.
T _*You are going to have vlm'akel for
huln‘-st:- said Miss Fuzzy
R * criey Uncle Wigailey A Ju]]y
u mr was. “That Is a surprise! If
} there is oze thing Iiike it 13 psncakes"'
‘Avd then he felt S0 fine he sang this
mue song:

H'B'ho loves pancakes crisp and hot?
bweetness from the honey pi
—MlﬂJed oer them ‘while lhe blaze
p the chi -a. haze

* From the bumlng hickory swirls

yut the kitchen, then it curls

Een into the parlor where

ou may eat those pancakes rare.”

"Oh. you get out!” laughed Nurse
.Jane, a5 she wound the c]ock “You
an’t eat pancakes in my D

-*I know T can't and T Aamt “ant to;

* spoke the bunny uncle. “I just put that

in for ﬂm. 1 can hardly wait for morn-
‘ fpg!™ he said as he went to bed to
-~dream about the pancakes. »
Bat alaet The mext morning, when
. Tacle Wiggily hopped out of bed, and
surted down stalrs to eat his break-
. fast there was no nice smell of burning
honey, either.
1 wonder what can nas happened?*
thought Mr, Longears, “Nurse Jane
must be ill, or she would have been

down ‘long ago to get breakfast. Mi!s Fer
{e

v! Oh, Jan w'- crl
Wigsily. “hat's the, mal
£"0h, everything,” sadly nnswe‘red tha
wuskrat lady up in her room. “Lh:
Such & dreadeo) headache, that T cant
e, and Tm afmld 1 't bake your
yancakes, It fs to
»*Never mlnd. aald Unclo Wiggiley,
Hndly, “T e my otwn cakes, T
think. Rut nm I wnl bring up 2 cup
of tea for you. It may make your head

b

ter,
£ night before, ana then, pun‘l‘ns a little

Uncle Wigglly made the tea and
\une Jane thanked him for bringing

"l “don’t believe you know how to
make the cakes,” she said. “If you wait
until tomorrow morning, I'll be able to
get around and:

“Say no more!” laughed Uncle Wig-
glly. “Just you go to sleep and forget
your headache. I'm sure I can bake the
pancakes. You have the flour and wa-
ter batter all mixed, you know, and all
I'll have to do will be to pour some of
(it out 1n a little rmmd Epot like a big

silver dollar on the hot griddle and—
there you are!”

“Well, maybe you can do It” sald
Nurse Jane, as she turned over and

c]oued her eyes, for her head hi
n in the kitchen of the hollow
stump bungnlow went the bunny. He
stirred up the pancake dough, or bat-
that’ Nurse Jane had mixed the

dab of the batter on the hot griddie

that was on the stove, the rabbit gen-
tleman watched the pancake beginning
to bake.

Little holes came in the top and then
the cake turned brown and began to
It smoked mnre and more and
then It began to b

“Ha! somethlng ls wmns ‘here,” sald
ncle Wigglly, “That cake {s spoiled.
lll throw it away and make anoth-
er.™ He did, but the second one burned,
and, just as the third one was also
burning, who should come along but
Dr. Possum. who got up early to pay a
1visit to Mr. Whitewash, the polar bear,
who had a cold In his
at's the trouble, Uncle Wiggily?”
l e doctor animal, coming
a.round to the Kitchen door.
«] seem to be burning all my pan-
cakes,” explained the rabbit gentleman,
nu he told how Nurse Jane was {ll, and
w he was getting his own breakfast.
"But something is wro.g, though I
lan t know what it is " said the bunny.
[gt me see how you do it,” spoke Dr.

Pos:
Uncle Wigglly poured some more bat-
n the hot griddle. That cake
ana burned, too.
o wanaert cried Possum.
“You must turn the cakes over, just as
sou turn eggs. When they are brown
on one side, flop them over on the oth-
er, 50 they can cook. That's why they
burn—because you don't turn them.

‘No wonder!” cried Uncle Wigsily.
“How silly of me! Where is the pan-
cake turner?”
They looked all over the kitchen for

ut it was not to be found, Mrs.
Wibblewobble, the duck lady, had bor-
| rowed it and forgot to bring it back,
|and Nurse Jane forgot to tell Uncle
| Wiggily about it

“YWell, without a_ turner you ecan‘t
pake cakes,” sald Dr. Possum, and it

began to look as though Uncle “‘iggﬂy

i would have none for his breakfast.”

| But, all of 2 sudden, along came Too~

dle Flat- ta!! the little beaver animal
‘T o0

I bay. dle‘s tail was flat just like a
pancake turner, and when he a
dipped it in cold snow, so he would not

‘turned over the hot pan-
e for Uncle Wigglly ahd they wers
ficely baked and browned on both
Sides, Then the bunny made enough
for himselt "and Dr. Possum, and o
course. for Toodle, the beaver boy.
'So they had a nice breakfast after
d Nurse Jane's head was

time. And if the
e, Joeamt climb
indow and take halr
ish the cat's Fack T tell
t Uncle Wigglly and the

be burned. h

my w!
brush to pol!
Yoa next abou!
jost squirrel.



