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The Tiny Folk

(A real story of real children
for very young children) |
Three yvear old Laurie looked
across. the field to Susan's house,
Susan was his nearest friend, and
she and her two vear old brother
David was his best playmates. Of
course there were other  children
on Playtime Lane, but many of
thiem went to scheol. Some of the
other younger ones lived nearer
the center of the villaze and just
ame out to play o in a while.
*Huwry, Mommy,” Laurie called
¥ his mother. “The sun is shinlng
out through the clouds now, so
we can go out to play. Here is mv
snowsuit. I want to race Susan *this
morning.”
Quick:v he
suit with his m
went his overshoces
to his sp 1 nnil
wavs hune red
teok them d
“Come, Fr
his little dog
I'!l be a good boy.”
went
He crossed throus!
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r's help
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snow-
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ran
al-
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he whistled
Gond-bve, )
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birk

door, and stu the field
to mect him wad, -
rournd, behind de him, as
if he too were enjoying the fresh
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2ir and crisp snow.
| “Hello, Laurie,” Susan sang out

a3 she came nearer, “Get down.
Frisky, You'll upset me. What
shall we do today?

“Let's dig a big hole in the
snowbank for a house, ‘“Laurie
suggested. I'll use this shovel

Where is yours?”

“I forgot to take mine in the
| other night, “Susan answered, “and
lz\ow it is under the snow and I
|can't find it

«Just a minute, T'll get my other
one. Alan gave me one for OChrist-
mas and you may use it”” And of?
Laurie dashed.

Soon the snow was flving as the

two children dug into the big so't|

Lank in the corner of the fence
I'risky seemed to think they were
q:gging for something special and
he got all excited. He started to
bark and dig too.

“Look at  Prisky” laughed
Susan. “T think he expects to find
a bone under this snow.”

After a lot of digging. the little
snow house was big enough for six
vear old Susan to crawl into. She
squeezed over to make room for
Laurie. What fun they had poking
out their heads and shouting at
v! Then they would jump
h again, shouting and giggling.
while the little dog dashed abou',
borking and barking.

Mother came to the door to s2e
vwhat all the fuss was about. When

she saw their house, she laughea |

and said, “That is quite a house
vou made for yourselves.
looks as if you need to make on®
for Frisky too. Here are two cookies
"cach for you, And here is one for
Frisky. He worked as hard bark-
ing as you did shovelling.”

They all ran for the door, but
Frisky was there first. Working

| hard really makes vou hungry, ani
Frisky wanted everyone to know |

he had worked hard. Before you
'could say “Jack Robinson” the
| cookies all had disappeared and
the children were off for more
y fun in thelr snow house.

Cape Breton was known as TIle
Royale during {ts French oc-
cupation between 1713 and 1758.

Nervous tension causes up to 75% of all
sickness, particularly sleeplessness, jitteriness
and irritability. Get a full night's sleep,
calm the nerves during the day with sale
mon-opiate sedative. Sesirin tablets—over ¥-
million packages sold first 18 months on the
market. No prescription
by druggists only. Money refunded
Sedicin fails to help you.

Tickets on sale at Hughes

RESERVE

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 18th
for
T. 8. Elliot’s Tragedy
“MURDER IN THE CATHEDRAL”
Presented by S. D. U. Dramatic Society in
P. W. C. AUDITORIUM—S8:15 P.M.

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

Drug Store, Reddin’s Drug
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[BURG/ESS BEDTINE STORI

By Thornton
BEAUTIFUL BUT SAD !

In loveliness is sadness found,
And shadows are in sunshine
bound. }
—Old Mother Nature,

The Great World was very love-
ly. The Green Forest, the Green
Meadows, the Old Pasture ,the
Smiling Pool, Laughing Brook and'
the Big River all were pure
white. All the world seemed snow-
bound. Everywhere it seemed as if
tiny diamonds .were flashing all
the colors of the rainbow as jolly,|
round, bright Mr. Sun smiled
down on the Great World. |

There was nothing ugly to be
seen anywhere. The snow, !hoi
| beautiful pure white snow and
covered all ugliness. It had even |
turned ugly things into beautiful |
things. No one could look out over
this white world without feeling
its loveliness.

Peter Rabbit, looking out from
the dear O.d Briar-patch, drew a
long breath. Never had he seen
a lovelier®sight. Yet at the same
time there was a great sadness
in that loveliness, and Peter felt
that too. That snow that made
even ugliness beautiful was &also
making hard times for many folk
in feathers and fur. While it had
’covered up ugly things, it had |

also covered up food. And at this
time of year many of the little
people of the Green Forest and
the Green Meadows had hard
!work to find food enough when
| there was no snow. !
“It is a good thing we can
‘“live on bark and twigs right here|
in the dear O!d Briar-patch,” said |
Peter to Mrs. Peter who had Jo'm-‘
ed him. “It is going to be hard
on some folks. It is going to be,
very hard on some. Not only is 1Li
going to be hard to find food,
but it is going to be hard to get|
| around to look for it. I'm glad
I'm not Reddy Fox.”

“Do you think this snow will
keep Reddy at home?” asked Mrs.
Peter.

“It may not keep him at home,
but he certainly won't get around
very fast. That fellow is going|
to go hungry if I know anything
about it. My dear, we should be
thankful that we can find any-
thing at all to eat. Yet here we
have plenty such as it is, right
| here in the dear Old Briar-patch,”
said Peter.

“That being so, T hope you have
sense enough to stay here in the |

"him. It

W. Burgess

dear Old Briar-patch,” said Mrs.
Peter.

Peter was right about Reddy
Fox. Up in the Old Pasture Reddy
was what might be called snow-
bound. The snow was too soft for
him to walk on it. He had to
wade if he moved about. The snow
was s0 deep that wading was dif-
ficult. So Reddy was staying at
home. He saw no beauty in this
white world that stretched before
might be beautiful to

some folks, but it was not beauti-
Reddy Fox.

ful to Nor was it

Never had he seen a lovelier
sight.

beautiful to some others among
the folks in fur, most of whom
had been hungry for a long time
and knew they were going to be
even more hungry now. It was bad
enough to be hungry when it was
possible to hunt for food, but it
was worse to be hungry and not
be able to hunt,

So it was that in all his love-
liness there was much of sadness,
the sadness that comes from suf-
fering and helplessness. No wonder
Reddy Fox saw nothing beautiful
in this shimmering, shining world
of white.

“My dear,” saild he to Mrs.
Reddy, “This is the hardest time
this winter.”

Kakabeka falls near Port Ar-
thur ‘are 130 feet high and 400 feet
wide.

MORNING COUGHS

u cough, wheeze, ean't breathe or
sleep well because of atiacks of Asthma or
Bronchitls, get MENDACO from your drug-
gist today. This great medicine warka
through the Jungs and bronchial tubes te
help loosen and remove thiok, strangling
Ehlegm. ‘Thus curbs coughing, aids freer

reathing and thus permits natural, restful
slecp. Batisiaction or money back.

Rip Kirby

1 CAN'T LET HIM DO
IT! IT WOULDN'T BE FA
THE BEST THING T
CAN DO 1S GO AWAY
AND TAKE MY -
TROUBLES
WITH NE...

By Alex Raymond

CLARENCE, DEAREST:
GOODBYE. I'LL
ALWAYS REMEMBER
YOUR SWEETNESS
AND GENEROSITY,
\ JENNY,

!

By Ham Fisher

DARL

DIDN'T WANT TO

HIT DIGGER

AGAIN...DID
Youq

BACK

DO YOU WANT THE TRUTH?|
. .BETWEEN US...1 HELD

SEVERAL BLOWS..,
NO ONE ELSE
KNOWS THAT,

HERE COME. TH' |
HAPPY COUPLET
NOW, AH ~cHyCKLe!-
PLAYS ZU-ZU'S

L'k JOKE =~

COMING FROM THE
WORLD'S GREATEST,
JOE... I BLUSH
WITH ECSTASY.,,

NOW STOP THAT...

YOU REST WHILE / DA
1 WASH THE
DISHES,..YOU
MUST BE
EXHAUSTED.!

1 FEEL FRESH AS A
ISY... HOPE DIGGER FEELS
ALRIGHT.,.SUCH A NICE
FELLA...HE GOT A BAD
BREAK..THAT CUT.

PURTIEST GAL tr*m WORLD, OH, WAL= 1T DON'T
AH RECKON = P?P--HONEST MAT TER WHICH ONE
ABE'S GOT BOTH WATER P AH SH s

PISTOLS f7~ CAIN'T' TELL
HIS FUM MINE 7

O0TS I =
WATER'S WATER!Y

Tilly The Toiler

Napoleon and Uncle Elb

TO CAM Tv’ OLD NERVES!

NCT*NG LIKE A HOT VATER BAG
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By Walt Kelly
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‘CAUSE 1 CALLS HIM: 40,

CLIFFQRD,! HEY, THERSE
CLIFFORD . HEtE,BOY.S | AINT RIGHTLY | 0 CHisE,
QY CLIREED .- \HIe NAME. | DU

v cutt
’; v A 'A‘emzi,/
CLIFFORD — ' JAM IBOUT
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WOULD YOU LIKE TO PLAY

SOME EVENING ?

Tippy and p' Stubs

BRIDGE WITH THE BEAVENS

OMH,IT'S ALL RIGHT--1 JUST
WANTED TO PROVE THAT A
HUSBAND CAN HEAR WHAT
HE WANTS TO HEAR/

“HEARTS
AFLAME ?*,

M GOIN' To BE AN
ACTRESS WHEN I GROW
UP - L/ISSEN I-"AH, HEAR
TH NIGHTINGALES
SWEET SONG--*

CAP! PUT TIPPIE'N’
JASPURR IN TH’
OTHER. ROOM!

1A PRETTY CEPRESSED - -

I LGHTER TAKES MY _MCONEY-

WAGSIE TAKES MY LIBERT /-

HER RELATIONS TAKE VHATS

} LEFT—- 1M GONNA SEE
COR. SY KCS'S-=

i NOTHING SERIOUS -

IVE TOLD YOu Y.

EVERY/THING=
WHAT'S TH'

VERDICT- DOC?P

PEOPLE WANT TO
T;! AD‘{ANTAU"
/

TS THIS?

WELL,WEEPERS, BRUZ, WHY [/
IOV Y0U SAY THAT THE

FLYING MARE |6 A WRESTLING
uaomrmmwnrwzlp




