Readings for 3/20
Ms. Darlene’s Class
“A Fisherman Robbed”
by Thornton Burgess
As for poor Plunger, he shook
himself, screamed angrily once or
twice, then appeared to think that it
was wisest to make the best of a bad
matter and that there were more fish
where that one had come from, for he
once more began to sail in circles over
the Big River, searching for a fish near
the surface. Peter watched him until he
saw him catch another fish and fly
away with it in triumph. King Eagle
watched him, too, but having had a

good breakfast, he was quite willing to
let Plunger enjoy his catch in peace.
Late that afternoon Peter visited the
Old Orchard, for he just had to tell
Jenny Wren all about what he had
seen that morning.
“King Eagle is king simply because
he is so big and fierce and strong,”
sputtered Jenny. “He isn’t kingly in his
habits, not the least bit. He never
hesitates to rob those smaller than
himself, just as you saw him rob
Plunger. He is very fond of fish, and
once in a while he catches one for
himself when Plunger isn’t around to
be robbed, but he isn’t a very good
fisherman, and he isn’t the least bit

fussy about his fish. Plunger eats only
fresh fish which he catches himself, but
King Eagle will eat dead fish which he
finds on the shore. He doesn’t seem to
care how long they have been dead
either.”
“Doesn’t he eat anything but fish?”
asked Peter innocently.
“Well,” retorted Jenny Wren, her
eyes twinkling, “I wouldn’t advise you
to run across the Green Meadows in
sight of King Eagle. I am told he is
very fond of Rabbit. In fact he is very
fond of fresh meat of any kind. He
even catches the babies of Lightfoot
the Deer when he gets a chance. He is
so swift of wing that even the

members of the Duck family fear him,
for he is especially fond of fat Duck.
Even Honker the Goose is not safe
from him. King he may be, but he
rules only through fear. He is a whiteheaded old robber. The best thing I
can say of him is that he takes a mate
for life and is loyal and true to her as
long as she lives, and that is a great
many years. By the way, Peter, did you
know that she is bigger than he is, and
that the young during the first year
after leaving their nest, are bigger than
their parents and do not have white
heads? By the time they get white
heads they are the same size as their
parents.”

“That’s odd and it’s hard to
believe,” said Peter.
“It is odd, but it is true just the
same, whether you believe it or not,”
retorted Jenny Wren, and whisked out
of sight into her home.

