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AE\L B BB\ roro kR
POPO AND ; CHILDREN OF HAITI
FI Fl N A X ARNA I:EJJNTEMPS

LANGSTON HUGHES
lllustrated by E. SIMMS CAMPBELL

These funny names belong to a sral
black boy and gie who live: an'the liand
oIS What hun th hadle=an e
Il e e
the world. Yet it all happened on a trop-
ical island far away.

Moving day is an exciting event; for
Popo and Fifina it meant a few bundles
slung upon burros and a long dusty walk
from their home in the hills down to th
little town by the sea. Setfling down in
a new home was fun, but mama Anna be-
came_homesick, and they paid a visit to
the hills; then small Popo fad the adven-
ure of the "Drums at Night." Rather soon
after that he had to start his work in the
world, in a fine carpenter shop, and there
he learned one of the great hero-stories of
his land, A very live picture of this little
world is given, ending with the thrilling visit
1o the light-house, and a tropical storm.

Simplicity, realism, a postic charm—all
these appeal fo the small children who will
meot Haiti for the first fime in this book.

Langston Hughes, who is still a young
man, has spent several years in many for-
aign countries, France, ltaly, Germany,
‘West Africa. He spent fifteen months in
Motico teaching English, learning Spanish
and attending bull fights. He was in Hati
all last summer gathering material for this
book. Arna Bontemps has also taught as
well as written and he knows from his two
small children that they love to read. Both
§icas . tlon ors welllinawn o heie poe-
try and each has a successful novel. This is
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The men who had been pushing the boat out
into the deeper water jumped aboard and began
working the sculls; and promptly the little bark
with its curious cargo drifted out into the blye
bay.

Popo stretched out on the rock, rested his
chin in his hand, and began daydreaming. He
wondered what kind of boat Papa Jean had
gone out in, and where he might be at that very
moment. Was he selling things to the steamers
anchored near the horizon? Or was he out be-
yond the harbor on the big tossing waves with i
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She shook her finger before her face play-
fully.

“You are teasing me, petit monde,” she said
affectionately, “I don’t always think of smart
things.”

They ran up the slope to the rue Bord de la

Mer. Then they turned toward the public foun-

tain and began walking in the middle of the

street. Popo kicked his feet in the soft dust and

' scampered off ahead, but Fifina was like a little
lady. She walked sedately, swinging her arms.
Sure enough there were two women at the

w fountain with their milk burros. These were
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toward the shed. But the goat was blinded by the
rain and did not seem to understand that Popo
was trying to help him. Suddenly, the confused
creature turned around abruptly and butted
Popo in the stomach. It was not a very hard butt,
i but it caught Popo off balance; and over he went
‘ into a mud puddle.

1 When Popo pulled himself out of the mud, he

heard loud laughter. He was surprised and
frightened but not hurt.

“That goat doesn’t know what’s good for
him,” he said sadly.

“That’s the trouble with most goats, Popo,”
Papa Jean said. “They don’t know what’s good
for them.”

The little group started on again, and very
soon they were home.

“Come in and stop with us till the rain is
over,” Mamma Anna told Aunt Melanie.
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