Readings for 3/138

“A Fisherman Robbed”
by Thornton Burgess

Up, up, up he rose, going round
and round 1n a spiral. When he was
well up 1n the blue, blue sky, he began
to sail again 1n wide circles as when
Peter had first seen him. It wasn’t long
before he again paused and then shot
down towards the water. This ime he
abruptly spread his great wings just
before reaching the water so that he
no more than wet his feet. Once more
a fish had escaped him. But Plunger

seemed not in the least discouraged.


Tammy Glaser



He 1s a true fisherman and every
true fisherman possesses patience. Up
again he spiraled until he was so high
that Peter wondered how he could
possibly see a fish so far below. You
see, Peter didn’t know that 1t 1s easier
to see down 1nto the water from high
above 1t than from close to 1t. Then,
too, there are no more wonderful eyes
than those possessed by the members
of the Hawk family. Plunger the
Osprey 1s a Hawk called Fish Hawk.

A third time Plunger shot down
and this time, as in his first attempt, he
struck the water with a great splash
and disappeared. In an instant he
reappeared, shaking water from him in
a silver spray and flapping heawvily.




'T'’his time Peter could see a great
shining fish 1n his claws. It was heavy,
as Peter could tell by the way 1n which
Plunger flew. He headed towards a tall
tree on the other bank of the Big
River, there to enjoy his breakfast. He
was not more than halfway there when
Peter was startled by a harsh scream.

He looked up to see a great bird,
with wonderful broad wings, swinging
in short circles about Plunger. His
body and wings were dark brown, and
his head and tail were snowy white.
His great hooked beak was yellow and
his legs were yellow. Peter knew 1n an
instant who 1t was. 'There could be no
mistake. It was King Eagle, the Bald
Head, though his head 1sn’t bald at all.




