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Yung man,” laughed the farmer,

“You're sort of a fool!

You'll never catch fish
In McElligot's Pool!”



“The pool is too small.
And, you might as well know 1t,
When people have junk

Here's the place that they throw it.

“You might catch a boot

Or you might catch a can.

You might catch a bottle,

But listen, young man...

If you sat fifty years

With your worms and your wishes,
You'd grow a long beard

Long before you'd catch fishes!”



“Cause you never can tell

What goes on down below!

“This pool might be bigger

Than you or I know!” y

iy
“"Hmmm..." answered Marco, \‘{‘
"It may be you're right. 3\
I've been here three hours /

Without one single bite.
There mfgb.t be no fish...

"...But, again,

Well, there might!”




This MIGHT be a pool, like I've read of in books, An underground river that starts here and flows
Connected to one of those underground brooks! Right under the pasture! And then...well, who knows?



It might go along, down where no one can see, It might keep on flowing...perhaps...who can tell?...

Right under State Highway Two-Hundred-and-Three! Right under the people in Sneeden’s Hotel!
Right under the wagons! Right under the toes Right under the grass where they're playing croquet!
Of Mrs. Umbroso who's hanging out clothes! Then under the mountains and far, far away!



This might be a river,
Now mightn'’t it be,

Connecting
McElligot’s | _ .
Pool - - - : 4 !
With - E ks -
The

Sea!

Then maybe some fish might be swimming toward me!

(If such a thing could be
They certainly wonld be!)





































































