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THE BIG SPLASH

Those at all
Seldom wHl be badly scared
—Old Mother

One of Paddy the Beaver's child-
en, named Slaptai, had discover-

vd at the edze ot ne mnd,I
v visitor whom he er seel, went right on eating the bark.juntil he was very near. Prickles
sefore. It was I the young presently, Prickles began to back paid no attention to him. He just
son of Prickles Porky the Por-'goff the log. There was a queer kept right on eating the bark from
;upine. He had arrived at that' rystling sound as he backed. It/that aspen stick.
pond with Mother Por only & was the rustling of the Lhousand[ Suddenly there was a sharp
short time before Slaptiill swam Jjttle spears he carried in his coat. 'sound from the upper end of the
across the little ¢ ac- The young beaver heard it, and pond. Instantly, Slaptail turned and
quainted w1 He stopped gnawing bark from lhe;dn'ed under water. As he did so,
had never seon i be- stick. He watched Prickles with!he lifted his thick flat tail and
fore, nor had Prick seen cyriosity. Without thinking whet brought it down on the water with
a beaver hefore. So ev looked he was doing, the young porcuplne‘n hard slap. He brought it down
each other ! rather suddenly lifted the thousand little so hard that he sent a sho“er|
impolitey ! very near spears called quills so that theylwater all over the young porcupine
of a size 7 t the showed above the long hair of m»‘and sent him scuttling back up on
sther the qt > had coat. Startled by the queer sight the shore. He hadn't been prepar-
wer seen Slaptail slid into the water. There}ed for anything like that, and it
Slaptail went ashore a 20t & he floated, watching Prickles a bit had frightened him badly. You see,
T -~ doubtfully. I-:ickles didn’t look like'he didn't know anything about
the same person. beavers, and how they warn each
2 Prickles waddled over to the stick other by slapping the water with
REFR%GERAT!ON Slaptail had just left, and beganltheir tails. pping
Household Vs meal to eat the bark with relish. As he| E——
counters, walk-in coolers, at the ‘tihousand }llmle s;h)ea,rsd ag;l "
splay cases, etr ‘peared down in his coat an Th T F lk
(“:?'le service  and repanr once more looked as he had \\hen‘ e lny O
any make of lectrical re- Slaptail first saw him |
frigeration equipment. How did you do that?” asked|
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times well prepared, He dragged 1t to the water's edge

Nature.

W. Burgess

/stick of aspen from a tree which
|

'he had cut down the night before.

very near the log on which Prick-
les was sitting. Then he began

{gnawing off the bark and eating| “I like that kind of bark, too,”
it. “T like that kind of bark too,”| Prickles had said,

Prickles had sald. |
Slaptail didn't take the hint. He wasn't really afraid. He swam in

(A real story of real children
the young beaver from the water.! for very young children) l
“How did I do what?” mumbled |
Prickles with his mouth full. | Grandma Puss was very old and
“How diid you change your coat|Very wise. She was the big grey
<0 suddenly?”  asked the young|CAt that lived at Uncle Bob's
heaver. |farm. Her fur was as soft and
“1 didn't change my coat. Hnw!v\nrm as the fur on a coat collar,
could 1 change my coat? Can ).nufand it was just the color of ashes
change your coat?” mumbled Prick-|OF pale grey smoke. Her eyes were
les, and went on chewing bark. |8reen and so wise lookxng, She had
Slaptail confessed that he could-|lived on the farm for eight years
n't change his coat, and that he| NOW S0 knew about all there was
didn't know anyone who could| {OF cats to know. ,
change his coat. Slowly he began| Darky, the mother of the Kkit-
{to move back. He hesitated about|!ens, was her daughter. — Darky
joining this odd stranger, but he was shiny black with four white
1

feet and a white chest. She was
Itene’s special pet and spent most
of her time in the house.

Today the kittens were playing
about in the box. They rolled over
each other, making little meowing
sounds. Then they climbed up on
her back and bit at her ears. When
they got too rough, she cuffed
them gently on the ears with her
soft paws.

The door opened and Irene came
in. Darky stood up, waving her
tail straight in the air, for this
was her way of saying “Hello.”
Irene patted her, then bent to pick
up the smoky gray kitten, Then
she turned and walked out of the
barn.

Darky was troubled. What did
that mean? Why did Irene take
the kitten? What was she going
to do with it? Just then Grandma
Puss came down from the loft.
“You stay here with my babies”
mewed Darky. “Im going to see
vhere Irene went with Smoky.”

Darky squeezed out under the
partly open barn door, and ran
across the barn yard, along the
path and up to the kitchen door.
There was Irene in the back porch.
Then she saw her kitten. Irene
| had put it down by a saucer of
| warm milk and was trying to
| 'teach 1t to drink.

Like a flash Darky ran over to
| her baby. She meowed softly and
| smelled it all over. She gave it a
| few quick licks then picked it up,|
by the back of the neck, for that
is the way mother cats carrying
| their kittens. There is loose skin
at the back of the kitten's neck,
and Darky grasped this firmly in
her teeth, though she was not
biting. Then holding her head
high, she started off to the barn
with the kitten.

How happy she was to be back
|in the barn again and safe in her
own box! Grandma Puss had cud-
dled up the two kittens that were
left, but she got up when Darky
came, The mother cat put Smokv
down, and started to lick him all
cver. She washed and scrubbed
him with her wet pink tongue.
| and this brushed his fur as well.
for her tongue was rough and
acted like a comb. Then she clean.
ed up the yellow kitten and the
black one. When she was satis-
fied that they were as pretty as
thev could be, she curled proudly
down in the box, while her three
babies snuggled in beside her for
their morning nap. She purred
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this little lullaby to them.

Sleep, sleep, little kittens
Curled under my arm

Your mother will watch
To keep you from harm.

Two Killed In
Crossing Accident

MONTREAL, (CP)—Two persons
were killed Thursday when their
truck ran into the side of a Can-
adian National Railways train at
a level crossing at Charlemagne,
near the eastern end of Montreal
island.

The dead: Ovila David, 78, of
Montreal East, and Romeo Bleau,
62, of Riviere des Prairies.

The train was en route
Riviere A Pierre to Montreal
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[ TH' BAD THING ABOUT TH'
SHMOOS WAS, THEY WAS
TOO GOOD FO'

1 GUESS IT'S AWRIGHT

IN FRONT A TH" AHEAD,

I SHORE GOT o

THIN IMPORTUNT PAL j
T'AST YA, -

A\‘l 77 L2
51' -

Tilly The Toiler

JUST A MOMENT, PLEASE .

IM TRYING TO FIND

By Bob Gustafson

CERTAINLY NOT/ you CouLD

VISIT THE

GOT BIDETRACKED PLAYIN' COP
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By George McManu:

MM-M- THERE'S
MAGGIE TALKIN' TO
ART TISTICK=
HOW AM T GONNA

Cope 1954 King Fearaces Spaflcate. toc . Wodd nghn comrved

CANT STOP TO TALK
NOW= I PROMISED TO
MEET DINTY IN 20
MINUTES -~

HEAVENS, HOW SWANK |
HIE MOTHER, MARE

ANTOINETTE DE CHAMPAGNE, }

HI§ FATHER, SAHIB DE -~

DON'T LET FATHER HEAR US
TALKING ABOUT THE PEDIGREE,

1 THINK IT'S GIVING HIM AN
EFEMORIW COMPLEX




