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Oh, the New -Year

Lyric by Lulu de la Paz

Tempo o Morchs

HCusic by 1. Alfonso
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UMPH, UMPHY AND .
(Continued from page 340)

This tickled the children, and
from then on the pigs were referred
to as Umph, Umphy, and Umpbher.
“Now let’s feed Umpher,” urged
Biddy.

She held him and Billy held the
bottle, but Umpher wiggled,
squirmed and squealed until the
children were nearly ready to give
up.

““The babiest of our babies seems
to be the hardest to manage,” com-
plained Biddy.

“He is simply not hungry,” de-
clared Billy.

“But I could never put him to
bed without his supper unless he did
something very, very naughty,”
Biddy explained.

“Oh. no, let’s never put our pig
children to bed without supper.
When they are naughty let's make

them sit still in a chair for an hour,
but never make them go without
supper,”’ protested Billy.

“Very well,” said Biddy, “‘you
take Umpher now and make him
sit in a chair for an hour. Then,
perhaps he will take his supper more
politely.”

"You do it. The mother always
does the punishing, unless you are
very, very, awful, awful bad.”

“Maybe little Umpher would
rather have his supper in a pan,”
suggested their mother, "let's try.”

Umpher only blew bubbles in
the milk when Billy held his mouth
to it, then laid down on the ground
and looked abused.

"Bring a spoon,” Billy com-
manded, "‘this pig must eat if he is
ever going to amount to much.”

Although  Umphet protested
loudly, Billy held his mouth open
while Biddy poured the milk down

his throat spoonful by spoonful.

“'Let’'s make a bed. Such little
things must get to bed early.”

“You may have the big box in
the wood shed until they are big-
ger,”" offered the father. "'Get somc
of that new hay from the loft for
them to sleep on.”

“Hay? But, daddy, they should
have a blanket and a pillow,” ob-
jected Biddy. “‘My dolls will not
mind dividing with such sweet lit-
tle pigs. Mother, couldn't they
have an old pillow?"”

The little girl looked so much
in carnest her mother could not re-
fuse, and the father started whist-
ling a little tune.

The children placed the blanket
in the box, leaving one end to cover
their pets. They arranged the pil-
low carefully. First they placed
Umph all comfortable with his head

(Please twrn to page 355)



