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A FED STAR FOR MISTER CHIFPER

One upon & time there was a 1ittle boy called Mr. Chipper.
He had hair as bright and shiny as a brand-new penny. When pecple
asked him what color his hair was, Mr. Chipper always said, "Red."
He kmew that he had red halr because wwery night, after he had a
bath, he looked in the mirror and saw that hlie halr wag red. That
wae eagy to remember. He liked the color red, and he had a lot of
hal r.

Now Mr. Chipper liked the color red better than any other
eolor in the whole world. But the only red thing that Mr. Chlpper
had was a palr of red bubber boots. It is easy to see why if you
will look at Mry. Chipper and his red boots.

Try to imagine what would happen if the red in the boots
was placed next to the red in Mr. Chipper's hair, Do you think
that the twe reds would look very happy with each other? No! So
that's why Mr. Chipper's mother would let the only thing red he could
have be boote. She sald that boots were as far away from his hair
ag amthing else could possibly be =« and if Mr. Chipper had to have
something red, 1t had better be boots. In between the red halr and
the red boots, Mr. Chipper wore a green coat, That helped make the
distance between the two reds seem even greater == or sc Mr. Chipper's
mother thought.

Now Mr. Chipper 1ived on a country road. If he stood at his
front window long enough, he could see all the people who lived on
the road as they passed by -- Jean, a flute player; Don§, a teacher;

and Fernando, an artist.



-E—

But sometimes ¥r. Chipper got tired of standing at the front
window, waiting for all these people to pass by, Then he would put
on his green coat, and his red boots (which were as far away from his
halr as possible). And Mr. Chipper would go walking up the road.

Firet he would stop at Jean's house., Jean was always playing
the flute, "Playing the flute is a very serious and a very beautiful
business,” she would say to Mr. Chipper.

Then he would stop to see Don, who was always correcting
papers. "Teaching is & very serious and a very beautiful business,"
he would tell Mr. Chippenr.

Finally Mr. Chipper would stop to see Femmando, who was
always painting. "Painting 1s a very serious and a very beautiful
business," Femando would tell him,

Then Mr. Chipper would tum back down the road and follow
his red boots (which were as far away from his heir as possible)
until he was home again.

One very cold winter night Mr. Chipper stood at his front
window looking at stars, Most stars are white, or green, or blue.
But this night dr. Chipper saw a red star,

"That is your star, Mr. Chipper,” his mother said,

"You have red hair and red boots. Now you have a red star, too."

"I would like to hang that star in my room," lir. Chipper
sald, "Then it would shine st night when I go to sleep. If I woke
up, I could etill ses my red star.” So Hr. Chipper reached up for
the red star, which was still shining brightly in the cold winter
night. But he had forgotten that he was in the house, and he touched
the window instead.

S0 Mr. Chipper put on his green coat and his red boote (whioch

were ag far away from his head as poesible) and went outside into
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the cold winter night. He could still see his red star, but though
he etretched and stretched with all his might, he couldn't reach the
star, no matter how hard he tried, 4nd this time there was no glase
in between.

Mr. Chipper took one more long lock at his red star, shining
away up there in the cold winter night, Then he went back into the
house, took off his green coat and his red boots (which were as far
away from his hair as possible) and sald to his father, "Show me how
to build & staiyway. I will have to oclimb very high to reach my red
star, I want to bring it back with me and hang it in my room. Then
1t will shine at night when I go to sleep. And if I wake up, I'll
gtill be able to see my red star.”

"It will take a long time to bulld a stalrway that will
reach up %o your star, Mr. Chipper,” his father said. "But I will
help you ae much ag I ean.," -

The very next moming, after Mr. Chipper had put on his
green coat and his red boots (which were as far away from his hair
ag poesible), they began bullding. They started in with hammers
and saws, and soon they were making a tremendous racket,

"Will you be hammering long?" Jean called from her doorway.
"I can't hear myself play the flute when you make so much noise."

"How can I correct my papers?” Don said, "with all that
hsmmering going on."

"And what about my pa¥inting?” Femando asked. "Begides,
what are you building a stairway into the sky for?"

"I want to go up very high," Mr. Chipper sald," so that
I can pick my red star, and bfing 1t back with me, and hang it in
my room, so that it will shine when I go to gleep at night.”



"In that case,” Jean said politely, "it does not matter
how much nolise you make, Once, as I was playing my flute, I, o0,
reached out for a star., Playing a flute is a very serious and a
very beautiful business.,” And with that she went back to her flute,
and never once complained of the noise of the hammers and saws.

"I also know scmething about stars,” Don said. "Onoe, as
I was teaching, I, too, reached out for a star. Teaching is & very
gorious and a very beautiful bueinees., By all means, go on with
your stalyway. I will forget about the noise.” And with that he
went back to his papers, and never once gomplained of the nolse of
the hammers and saws.

"About stars, I am an authority,” Femando sald. "Once,
as I was painting, I, too, found a star. Painting iz a very serious
and a veyry beautiful business. I wish you good luck with your
stalrway,." And with that he went back to his pailnts, and never
ongd complained of the nolise of the hammers and saws.

Soon, however, Mr., Chipper had built his stalrway 80 far
up into the sky that no one ocould hear the neoise of the hammere and
saws at all. In fact, he was soon 80 high that he disappeared into
the clouds, and they couldn't even see him any longer.

Then all the neighborhood gossips said to Mr. Chipper's
mother and father, "That is the last of Mr. Chipper. Feople come
to no good end when they build that high., You'll never see iir.
Chipper again, How foolish of you to let him build eo high!”

But of course, that 1s always the way it happens. As soon
as you build so high that people no longer ocan see what you are deing,
they eay you have lost your way and will never come back, That,



naturally, 1s nonsenss,

Mr. Chipper's mother and father knew that the
neighborhood gossips were wrong, because once in a while
chipe from the stalrway would fall down out of the sky.
Some people thought 1t wae snow, but they were wrong.
These were chipe, not snowflakes, But some people never
believe the truth, even when it walks up to them and
seays hellos A chip or two would fall down from the sky,
and Mr, Chipper's father and mother knew that he was
golng up, and up, and up.

Mr. Chipper had been away for a long time when
one day they heard a strange nolse in the sky. Thls
time 1t was not the noise of hammers and saws, Instead
1t wae a soft ker-plunk, ker-plunk, ker-plunk. They
looked up the stairway, and what de you think they saw?
Mr. Chipper in his green coat and hie red boots == which
were a8 far away from his halr ae possible =~= coming down
the stalrs, very glowly, and very carefully. And what do
you think he was holding in his hands? The red star?

"I had toc make the stairway very high to reach my
red star," Mr. Chipper said, "Mow I can hang it in my
rocm. Then it will shine at night when I go to sleep.

If I wake up, I'll still be able to see my red star,”

When Jean, snd Don, and Femando came to admire hie
red star, Mr. Chipper said to them, "Building a stairway
to pick a red star 18 a very serious and very beautiful

businese." At this Jean, and Don, and Femando nodded




their heads, 8l1 three of them at once, They knew about
etars,

Of course, some people sald it wasn't a red star
at all that Mr., Chipper had brought back with him. They
gald 1t was his heart that he hung in hie room instead.
But that 1e the way it always happens, Some people never
believe the truth, evem when it walks up to them and says

hello.




