
The Shining Stones
by Margaret Wise Brown
Rip & Sally were wading in a brook.
All around them were high mountains. 
Sharp stones pricked their feet. Ice-cold 
water pricked their legs, but they went on 
and on up the brook to the place where 
no one had ever been before.

When they came to the place that no one 
had ever been before, they sat on a rock in the sun. 
They waved their feet in the sun. The sun 
warmed them and it shone down through 
the water onto the stones i the brook. 
There were red stones
and black stones, and there -vas one sone
that shined like the sun. Rip picked it
up. It was shining like gold all wet from
the water.

Then Sally saw a stone all shining like
the sun and she took it from the water.
Then another and another and another
shone among the rocks in the brook.

They forgot the icy water. All day
they were wading up and down looking for
the one stone shining among the other
stones.

Sally piled her stones on the dry rock
for the sun to shine on. But Rip kept his
in a pool in a hollow rock to keep them wet
and shining. Rip had six shining stones
and Sally had seven.

Rip had red stones, too, and a sort of a
clear-white stone. Sally didn't pick up any
of those. She only kept the shining stones.

Then an old man came up the stream.
He wore boots and he walked slowly.

“Old Man, Old Man," called Sally.
“Come and see the stones we have found
in the brook.”

“I have seen stones al] my life,”
old man.

“But these stones shine like the sun,”
called Sally.

‘They shine like bright gold�sh in the
water,” said Rip. ‘Come up and see for
yourself. They shine like pure gold.”

“Fools’ gold,"’ said the old man. ‘But
all gold is the same to fools and children,
Pure gold like �sh! Good-by, boy and girl.
Go buy stars with your fools’ gold,” he said.
And he went back down the brook. He
never came to the place where no one had
been before.

But every day Rip and Sally came back.
They went far up the stream and they
found many heavy little stones. Soon they
didn’t have time to count them all in one
day. The beautiful stones shined in the
sun and gleamed in the water, and no one
knew about them except Rip and Sally.

Next week you may. read another story about
Rip and Sally.


