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THE GUARDIAN, CHARLUYIETOWN

FEBRUARY 17, 19w

(A real story of real children
for very young children) I
stacked the

Lane had

] Mrs,
#  breakfast dishes by the sink, and

was now busy gathering the soiled

| clothes together, for she was go-
ing to wash. Susan and David were

busy playing on the couch with
their picture books.

*“You are very busy this morn-
”II aren’t you, Mommy?"” Susan

*Yes,” answered her mother. “I
have quite a few things to do, so
I must hurry along. You and
David just be good chldren and
play there quietly. .

“David good boy. David play
blocks,” smiled two year old David,
ns; he looked up at her.

“Mommy, why can’t I help you?”
Busan asked. “I'm a big girl now.

Next year I'll be going to school. |
dishes. |
the |

the
me do

I ‘know I can wash
Please, Mommy, let
dighes.”

Mrs. Lane paused for a moment.

“All right, then, you may'" sne
decided.

I'Hl get the water ready, and
you may wash the knives, forks
and spoons.”

In a very few minutes Susan was
busy at the sink. She had her
mother's red checked apron tied
under her arms, and she stood on

a kitchen chair. First, she wash-
ed the spoons; the big ones tnat
her mother and father used, the

small one that was her very own,
end the little silver spoon with
the bent handle that had David's
name on it. Next were the two
forks, then the two knives.

“Mommy, may I wash the cups
and saucers, please? I'll be very,
very careful,” Susan said.

“Be very careful then, dear, and
be sure to dry them well” Mrs.
Lane replied.

Susan was
the breakfast
bright yellow

delighted. She loved
dishes with their
poppies along the

edges. She was very careful
wash off every little crumb.
Tnen she put them on the dran

pan. She reached for the yellow
porridge bowls, and washed them
too. Then she did the foug plates.
It took quite a while, for fﬁlo was
being very sure that they wer:
clean, then dried them until they
were shining and sparklifg.

“Oh, Mommy, come and see

|
By Thorntoo
HOMER FEELS FOOLISH

| Boast not at all of what you do,
| For others may do more than you.
} —Old Mother Nature.

| Homer, the Roamer, as Farmer
| Brown's Boy called the pigeon he
had entered in several races, was
strutting about in the dooryard.
He had had a great adventure. In a

blown far out to sea by a wind
he was unable to fly against. Just
at the point where he felt so tired
that he must drop into the sea
a great ship came along and Hom-
er found safety on it. By the time

the great ship was near its port!

Homer was rested, and once more
took to his wings. So at last he
| reached home. Now as he strutted
about he told of his adventures.
He boasted of how much of the
Great World he had seen.

“I can always find my way home

however far away I may be taken,” |

boasted Homer.
Tommy Tit the Chickadee over-

| what I have done,” she called out

1 to her mother.

‘, Mrs. Page came over. Her ayes
got big with  surprise.
Susan!” she exclaimed, “You did
a.l the dishes for me. What a

| pleasant surprise! Just see how

| clean and shining tN:oy are. You
are a very smart little girl to be

‘such a big help to your, mother.”

| That day, when Mr,
home to dinner,
told him what Susan had done.

to Mr. Lane picked Susan up on his
“km-e and said, “Susan, Daddy is
! so pleased that you are such a big

| help to your Mommy. Now any day
| that you want to earn some monay,

vou can go out and wash dishes

for the neighbors.”

Susan giggled. “Stop teasing me,

Daddy. You come along and eat

your dinner off my shiny plates.

1t tastes twice as good today.

Tickets on sale at Hughes

RESERVE

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 18th
for
T. S. Elliot’s Tragedy
“MURDER IN THE CATHEDRAL"”
Presented by S. D. U. Dramatic Society in
P. W. C. AUDITORIUM—S:15 P.M.

Store, Old Spain and Zakem's Groceteria.
Admission 50c

Drug Store, Reddin's Drug

long-distance race he had been

ne came |
Susan’'s mother |

W. Burgess

‘heard him. Tommy's little black
| eyes twinkled. “Dee, dee ,dee, dee!

That's cried Tommy
| Tit.
| “I guess you would think it was
| something .if you had made such
long flights as I have,” retorted
Homer. “You folks that stay at
| home all the time don’t know what
it is like out in the Great World.
You probably would be lost in no
time at all. There are not many
| folks who can be carried as far
| away as I have been taken, and
then can know where home is
and fly straight back there.”

Tommy Tit's eyes twinkled more
than ever. “What do you know
about flying? What do you know
about pinding your way home?
Never boast until you have really
done something,” cried Tommy
Tit.

Homer puffed out his feathers
and strutted more than ever. “Do
you know of any
flown home from so far away
that it has taken two days of fly-
ing to get home?” he demanded.

“That's nothing. Dee, dee,
dee! That's nothing at all”

nothing,”

of birds

that.”
| “Just name one!”

“I could name dozens and
dozens,” replied Tommy TIit

dee,
re-
| torted Tommy Tit. “I know a lot
that would think noth-

“Why | ing at all of a little flight likciRlce Point W. I. met at the home

“Dee, dee, dee, dee! That's noth-
ing,” cried Tommy Tit,

think it is nothing at all. And
there's Boomber the Nighthawk.”

“Where is Boomer the Night-
hawk?” ‘demanded Homer, looking
all about.

Tommy Tit chuckled. “I didn't
mean to give you the idea he is
| here now,” explained Tommy Tit,
ﬁ"Hs will be here when spring
comes. I wouldn't wonder if he
has already started. I just men-
tioned him, because he flies the
farthest of any one I know. Yet
he always comes straight back,
and never gets lost. So, don't boast,
Homer, about what you can do.”

Boomer the Nighthawk was at

one who has, that very time in southern South

America, for he spends his winters
in Southern Argentina. Homer had
reason to feel a little foolish.

RICE POINT W. L

On February 3, members of

of Mr. and Mrs. Milton MacLaine.

cried Homer.‘The president, Mrs. John A. Mac-

Donald, opened the meeting.
Letters of thanks from those

“Every fall they go so far down in|who were remembered at Christ-

| the Sunny South that it is sum-
mer all the time. They go so far
that it takes days and days to fly
the spring they
and they never!the Institute funds. Mrs. Fletcher
little Hum- | MacEachern was appointed to act

there. Then in
come back here
miss their way. Even
mer the Hummingbird does that

myself wonder how those tiny

IT MAY BE
YOUR LIVER

1f life's not worth living
it may be your liver!

| It's & fact! It takes up to two pints of liver
bile a day to keep your digestive tract in top
shape! If your liver bile is not flowing {reely
your food may not digest . . . gas bloats up
your stomach . . . you feel constipated and
all the fun and sparkle go out of life. That's
when you need mild gentle Carter's Little
Liver Pills. These famous vegetable pills help
stimulate the flow of liver bile, S

digestion starts functioning propé

v and you
n! Don't
ever stay munk. Alvays keep Carter's Litte

l Liver Pills on hand. 37¢ at your druggist.

feel that hwry days are here agail

1t long-distance flying and find-
ing the way home are things to
boast about, then Hummer has a\Valem.lne gift.
right to boast. But he doesn’t. 1| Mrs.

mas by the Institute were read.
The secretary reported $56.10
as proceeds from the Christmas
concert. This sum was added to

ton the sick committee.
It was decided to remember a
friend of the Institute with a

Fletcher MacEachern was

appointed to purchase a gift for

wings of his can take him such|a new baby in the district. Mrs.
great distances, but he seems to

Raymond Taylor invited the mera-
bers to her home for the mnext
meeting, roll call to be answered
with a household hint.

At the close of the meeting Mrs.
Milton MacLaine was escorted to
a chair. An address was read by
Mrs. John MacDonald and Mrs.
Fletcher MacEachern, on behalf
of the Institute presented her with
a gift. Mrs. MacLaine fittingly
replied and all joined in singing
“Por She’s a Jolly Good Fellow.”

REMOTE CAPITAL

Kabul, the capital of Afghan-
| istan has a population of more
| than 200,000.

Rip Kirby

By Alex Raymond

MR, TWICKAM, T A
MAN OF ACTION. M
) IN MY OFFICE AT THREE

OCLOCK WITH ALL THE CASH YO!
CAN LAY YOUR HANDS ON..

OMIRE A
EET ME

U

JENNY, DARLING, STAY HERE
AT YOUR HOTEL. DON'T
SPEAK TO ANYONE UNTIL
YOU HEAR

CLARENCE, I'M SO
MIXED UP. I DON'T
KNOW WHAT'S RIGHT
ANY MORE.,

[

IN THIS MATTER,

I THINK WE SHOULD | THERE'S NO TIME,
GET MR. KIRBY'S ADVICE/ DESMOND, JENNY COMES

FIRGT, AND WE'VE
T 0 ~

S0 PROFESSOR RICE AND |
REPORTED THE HERMITS
MURDER TO THE MAN WHO
TOOK HIS PLACE. gume X

45,000 . SIGN THE
AGREEMENT,..TLL PICK
UP-THE LEGAL PAPZRS
TIMORROW. YOU NEVER
EXPECTED THIS,

LAWY

1IN 10 MINUT!

YOUNG YOKUM
PLAYS Hi% GHASTLY $10,000
GAG AT TH

E WEDDING/

ME DOWI
SAT

PAPERS READY l

HO HO...WOW...
BUT I' WHAT A GAP £7
ISFIED. MY
ER'LL_HAVE YER

SAY...T GOTTA GIT
TO TH’ BANK EARLY...
BEFORE TH' SUCKER
CHANGES ‘IS MIND.”

RIGHT® SOMETIMES I
THINK YER A BRILLYANT
FINANSHUL GIANT AN’
NOT JIST A JOIK .”

7 WONDER WHICH ONE HE'LL HIT? |
~MY EX-BOY FRIEND = OR HIS
a'#v%‘(‘ma RICHEST GIRL

WORLD ?

Tilly The Toiler

TVE REALLY GIVEN ALL MY
OLP CLOTHES TO THE
SALVATION ARMY, BUT

YOU CAN HAVE THS HAT/

= } THANKS, MAC!
"\
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By Bob Gustafson -

ol e

=g
NO CHUTNEY.? AcK!
IN THAT CASE , TLL
NEED ANOTHER FISH..
O IEN

’ _ By Walt Kelly

AN/
A BOTTLE
OF CHUTNEY,
AT LAST,

NOBOIR, THAT'® OL’
CUBEORD, MY P
CRAWFIOH

3
|

T'M AFRAID NOT-
SHE'LL PROBABLY
ET HOME T

-] _NOW You
BE A LIT':_E'
GENTLEMAN--
—

PLAYED IN A PICTURE
TOGETHER, ONCE -~

I'M GETTING N

TeaD NO !
A SCRATCHING

YOU'RE. TH' BUTLER.
AN’ NOTHIN'
ELSE !

s

By Gooréo McMa

T WAS
TITUS CANBEE-
HE WANTED OUR
OLD POGHOUSE -+
S0 T GAVE IT TO
Him/ 3
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PENNY By Harry Maenigsen
| e
i [PENNY, PLEASE PLAY YOUR D e TRATING ON
RECORDS MY REC
SOMEWHERE
ELSE.
Tf )))) ) i
\*. - —’




