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The Tiny FolkI

(A real story of real children
for very young children) l

Bright ~morning sunshine
sarkied on the snowy hill,  Ihe
/ ice in the swamp was smooth and
slear, for only a few tops of rushes
showed through here dnd -there. A
ward crust of frosty:snow and a
rew. ice patches on ‘the big hill
nade just a perfett place, for
zoasting., !

Laurie was visiting at his uncle’s
and he and his three cousins,
Peggy, Ellen and  Alan were al-
ready off for a morning's Iun
coasting on that hill by’ the
gwamp,

Peggy was the oldest, so she led
the way. “We had betfer try this
ice before we cross,” she said. “Th2
water is not deep, but we would
get wet feet if we broke through
the ice,” she stamped hard, and
tried hitting the ice with a heavy
stone, but not even a tiny crack
appeared. “It's safe,” she called to
the others. “Come along to the
1

with much laughter and noise
Ellen, Alan, and Laurle ran across
the ice, sliding on the smooth
spots, crushing down a few reeds
vith their rubbers. and sometim:s
sitting down quite unexpectodly.
Then they started to climb the
7ill, Tt was a rather long hill, and
hree year old Laurie found it
~ard to keep up with his older
2Gusins.

At last they were at the top.
Laurie sat on the slelgh, and Alan
wot on behind. Peggv gave them
1 little running push, and they

l
|

i*s round-the-world fligt in 1%

were off, Swarsh — whee — down
the hill they went! Faster the
sleigh went! Swish — they were
cutting across the ice. ‘This was
Laurie’s first coast on ahill that
high, and* he was just a wee bit
vightened. His eyes were very wide
and big and black, and he held
tightly to the sleigh. But Alan
was there with him, and he was
loughing and shouting, so it must
be all right.

The sleigh began to move more
slowly now. Little by little it lost
{ts speed, and at last it stopped.

Alan jumped off. “Come on
Laurie, “he sald. “Get off now,
and we'll go back up azain. See!
the girls have had their coast and
are starting up.” Laurie jumped
up, and started off too.

This time Laurie wasn't the
least bit afrald. “Go fast, little
sleigh, go fast,” he yelled as they
started down. “Whee — watch us
go. This is fun. “Go! go! go!” and
down they went, swishing along
the crusted snow, and gliding
over the smooth ice.

Laurie’s eyes snarkled with ¢he
fun. This time he was off as soan
as the sleigh slowed down. “Com=,
Pegay  and  Fllen,” he called
“Come, flen Let's go coasting
some more, I am not a bit afraid
row. This s ereat fun. We all iike
to coast. We all like to wo fast. Ou:
li{tle red sleigh and vour bir
Lrown one lik~ to go fast too. Let's
all 7o fast together.”

Sy all morning  four havpy
¢hildren had a merry time nn that
coasting hillL

The German dirigible Graf Zep-
pelin took 20 days, four hours for
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By /Thorntoon
A LUCKY BIRD

He's wise indeed when things are
tough,

Who knows when he has had
enough.

—Old Mother Nature.

there was no more tired pigeon
than Homer. He was far, far from
home where Farmer Brown's Boy
was watching for him. You see,
he was a homing pigeon whom
Farmer Brown's Boy had entered
in a long-distance race. The start-
ing point had been near the sea-
coast. A light wind had grown
stronger and stronger until the
pigeons could no longer fly against
it. Homer had not been willing
to give up. He had been blown
out to sea, blown so far out that
he. couldn’t even see land. All he
could see was water below, and

was so tired he felt as if he could-
n't lift his wings again; as if
fshould he try they would drop
right off.

It was then that off at one
‘side, rising and falling on the
waves, he saw what seemed to
him to be a strange sort of house.
! Anyway, he could s€e that on it were
the same kind of two-legged folks
"who live in houses on the land.
He turned and headed for it. A
great hope kept those wings, those
very very tired wings, going just
| long enough for him to reach that
strange house. Of course it wasn’t
iu house. It was a great ship that
| had come across the greal ocean.
| The instant Homer dropped on
the deck he was surrounded by
| passengers and sailors. Gentle
hands picked him up. At once the

"folks knew that he was a hom-|

Probably in all the Great Worhl“ sailor knew

sky above. He was in despair. He |

W. Burgess

ing or carrier pigeon and guessed
that he had blown out to sea.

A sailor with a love for furred
and feathered folk took charge

of him. Down on the forward deck
in a sheltered place a box was
provided for him; a box in which
rest undisturbed. That
that what

he could
Homer
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| He flew up on the rail of thoj
great ship. |
&=

needed most was the opportunity
to rest in peace and quiet, with
plenty of food and water at hand.

Homer was in the strangest of
strange places, and among folks
all of whom were strangers. Yet
somenow he had a feeling that
he need no longer be afraid. He
had a feeling that his troubles
were over. They were, for the time
being. The great ship was not
heading straight in for the land.
It was heading for a port much
farther north, so for two days
Homer was still far out at sea,
with water everywhere. Somehow
he seemed to know this, and was
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Tilly The Toiler

By Bob Gustafson
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GearLESS FosDICK

by AL CAPP

- THAT'S ANYFACE, MASTER
OF 1,000,000 DISGUISES -
RELELASE THAT GIRL ,YOU
BRAZEN CRIMINAL, OR I'LL
SHOOT YOU IN THE
GAS-TANK 7

Cope Unted Fozture Syndicote . 1934

GET LOST'/-I'MJUST A
FUN-LOVING HELICOPTER!!

HA!f-NO SELF- RESPECTING
HELICOPTER WOULD GO
JOY-RIDING WITH LOOQSE
DANDRU

FF/!~GET WILDROOT
IL, CHARLIE /”:

BUT THAT
WOULD BE
ILLEGAL ff-MY

MY NAME IS FOSDICK,
AND YOU WILL NOTE
HOW NON-ALCOMOLK,
WILDROOT CREAM-

OIL KEEPS MY HAIR

NEAT BUT NOT

[~ ALCOHOLIC TONICS DRYING OUT YOUR SCALP ? “f' GET NON-ALCOHOLIC

A

[ WILDROOT CREAM=-OIL, CHARLIE - ",_'J

Rip Kirby

By Alex Raymond

YOURE JUST INTIME,M?LE.'.‘. oL élAM

18 SELLIN’ ALBERT THE CINCINNAT|
POST BUILDIN’.- ALBERTS GONE USE IT
FOR AWEATHER FACTORY.

TO MAKE 600D U.S. AN,

A.TYPE OF WeATHgR. U702

By Walt Kelly,

[EXCELLENT /DEA...WE |
NEED BETTER WEATHER
ADA'S BEEN

THAN CANADA'

SENDING U6 ... THEI 4 THER SUNUEE o1
DY,

EXPORT WEA
SHOPDY!

SLEEZY STUFF IN wm‘réd
No Y 10 IT..-WEARS
THIN IN MO TIME .... AND

THEIR SUMMER STOCK 16

INTERNATIONAL ﬁ%'”/p.’

TAKE THE GULF STREAM...
. SAH .4

AIN'T THE
LF6

ADV| ASH YOUR -
P m;ﬁ gomg ;/EA? |
1REA M,
NREGULATED-/
"‘gz ‘NLIAH-Y AlLL
GNAAL P OcEAN

By Buford

Dotty Dripple

HERE, DEAR--

MR. HASKIN, YOU

7ES, BUT I'LL
X BE FRANK, MR.

GEEING THIS MAN AND HIS

PARTNER MURDER
THE HERMITP

JYoe Palooka

WE GAVE HIM YOUR DESCRIPTIO
QF THE KILLERS, yacam

WHO TOLD YOU THERE WERE
WITNESSES AND WHERE TO

By Ham Fisher

YA COULD AST ‘ER T'COME OVER
AN’ JOIN TH' GANG... OH, AWRIGHT

...NO USE ARGUIN®.. T/

NO SIRREE-NO PARTY...
I'M GOING DIRECTLY
LOME,,.ANN HAS A

| STEAR WAITING.

Li'l Abner

YOU WiLL
DO

VAS'M. ANYTHING, $O LONG
AS TS EASY AN’

JF =

G'WAN, SCRAM...YA GOT
INUFF PITCHERS...TH"
CHAMP'S GOTTA REST! /]

SAY, KNOBBY.., 1D LIKE
T0 HAVE A WORD WITH
You.

HE HAS LOTS O’
FUN'WIF IT, TOOI

OH, HULLO, BARKIS...
COME IN, M'BOY.
TOUGH LUCK., T.I

Bringing Up Father

THIS GARBAGE IN THE

215,

HIM FINE - CE!

e et TWICKAM o WL o ' 2/ AND T PAID
MIGH IL I AT GOTIFIT {5 N M i
AY HELP JENNV? HORACE, WILL YOU DROP LU O Z (50¢ EXTRA FOR

.g,/lHE BOX/

200K ! TH BUTLER'S COAT FITS,

o1

AN’ I'M GOIN' IN TO

SEE HIM_FIRST-1
HE'S MY
FRIEND !

C: BLUNDERBUSS |5 BACK
FROM HI6 AFRICAN TRIP AND
16 COMING TO DINNER TONIGHT =
HE 16 BRINGING A DOCTOR
Fﬂwﬂr
RATS
% g aat

CHOKING ME <
S50 I'LL NEED
A DOCTOR-=

ARE WE LATE? HAS LIONEL
VAUGHN COME YET 72

orae McManué

/ ) )
[ aatve a0 wos
CEA

JIBL >, )
,)> MoOCONGO!

PENNY

rered

By Harry Maeniguen

DID YOU READ THE BOOK 1
ASSIGNED FOR HOMEWORK,
PENNY ?

WOULD YOU LIKE TO TELL
THE CLASS YOUR OPINION

WELL, THE BEGINNING WAS
WONDERFUL AND THE END
WAS TERRIFIC- -+

BUT IT SURE MADA b=
DRAGGED-OUT IN-BETWEEN!




