"Betsy McCall
and the
Bluebirds

Early last May, bluebirds came to the little birdhouse
in the tree behind our house and built a nest there.
And one day, when they were away, I looked in and
saw four tiny pale-blue eggs, as small as gumdrops. A
few weeks later, the eggs hatched into the dearest little
baby birds. They made the teeniest chirpy sounds, and
the mother bluebird flew in and out of the birdhouse
a zillion times a day to feed them. They held their
beaks open for her to drop food in. I watched them
from my window, every day. But one day last week,
the chirping stopped, and the food in our feeder was
not eaten. The next day, I looked again: The bread
crumbs were still there. So I climbed up and looked
inside the birdhouse. It was empty. All I saw was one
feather on the floor, but not a single bluebird. They
were GONE, and I felt awfully sad. But Daddy said
- there was nothing to be sad about. My bluebirds had
just flown away to a warmer place. And you know
what? He says they’ll come back next spring. He says
that they know a good home when they see one!
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Betsy’s pretty striped cotton She loves her new beige wool-
is nice for now and for fall tweed travel coat. Don’t you?

COPYRIGHT © 1962 BY MCCALL CORFORATION

BETSY'S DRESS AND COAT MAY BE SEEN AT J. C.

PENNEY STORES. FOR MORE INFORMATION. SEE PAGE 186
FOR PAPER DOLLS OF BETSY AND HER COUSIN

LINDA, PRINTED IN COLOR ON STURDY CARDBOARD,
PLUS 18 NEW COSTUMES TO CUT OUT FOR THEM,

SEND 25 CENTS IN COIN (PLEASE DO NOT

SEND STAMPS) TO MCCALL'S, DEPARTMENT D.

P.O. BOX 1390, NEW YORK 17. N.Y.

IN CANADA: MCCALL'S, 462 FRONT STREET WEST.
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