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The Tiny Folkl

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

Popcorn, David's kitten, was
curled up, sound asleep, in Mrs.
Dale's knitting basket. Do you

think that is a queer name for a
kitten? Just wait till T tell yon,
then you will see why David gave
that name to the new baby kit-
ten.

Popcorn's fur is as white as the

snow that sparkles outside the
window. It !s long. soft, and as|
fluffy as the angel hair used on

Christmas trees, for Popcorn is an
Angora kitten. Popcorn is really;
a ocuddly little bundle that purrs
happily when David takes It in his
arms. He just loves to plav with
v ball, or to chase a nirce of paner |
tied on a string Every evening
after supper, David and Popcorn
have a game of hide and seek Pop-

corn hides behind a big chalr
peering out with his eves
‘Then he jumps ont 1. What
fun there Is! And what e ton!

One stormy morning David wa
playing on the floor with his
blocks. The night hefore he and
his Daddy had made a high. high
tower of blocks It had eone un

higher and higher  till  the last
hlock was used. and t had not
fallen. Now David was trving to|
make one bv himself |

Carefullv he placed each block
fust so. for dv had sald
each had to ¥ sty ioht
and lovel or it - mh'sr Th's|

was the third time he had ‘rled.|
snd the blocks were standing up|
well. He placed #nother b'ack. The

|after him,

tower moved a wee, wee bit, but
did not fall. Another block! Care-
ful now! Another block! Just one
more left. David held his breath
\as he carefully, oh so carefully, put
| the last block in place. There stood
the tower, straight and tall

“Come, Mommy,” he called
proudly. “See the high tower I
made, all by myself.”

Just at that moment Popcorn
came flying in from the next room,
chasing David’s tiny red ball. The
ball rolled straight for the blocks.
So did Popcorn! In an Instant,
there was an awful crash, and the
blocks flew in every direction.

Poor Popcorn! He was sure some
strange, terrible animal must be
He streaked through
the door, and flew up the stalrs.
His eves were as, big as saucers,
and his tail was fluffed out as big
as his round chubby self.

David got as big a surprise as
his kitten. He was ready to cry
when his tower fell, but Popcorn
looked so funny, that he laughed
instead. Up the stairs he went.

“‘Here. Popcorn,” he called.
\WWhere are you? Tt's all right ‘o
come out. Come, kitty, kitty,

« kitty "
Still no sign of Popcorn! David

lifted the spread and looked under
his bed. Away back in the farthest
corner crouched poor Popcorn. His
eves were still black and big with
fright

David crawled in and picked up
the little furry, fluffy ball, and
gently patted him till he stopped
shivering. Then David laughed and

Frnny Popcorn.” he sald. “Did
you think some terrible animal
was after you? Come on down-
stairs again. Poor Popcorn. I know
that popcorn flies far when It

7 |
m Jpops out of the hot pan, but- you

! flew farther and faster than any T
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ever saw' And, still giggling, he

went back down the stairs.

TORONTO. (CP) — Elderly wo-
men bhegan to “spruce up" when
men were admitted to the
United Church home in
Burnaby, B. C, church leaders
|meeting in  Toronto were told
| Wednesday. Rev. Robert Christie,
assistant secretary of the board of
evangelism and social service of
{the United Church urged that
homes should be for men and wo-
‘men.
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By Thorntoo
MAKES A FIND

Seeming trifles sometimes lead
To the knowledge you most need.
—Blacky the Crow.

great relief, no one was there.
He wasted no time in getting away
from that immediate neighbor-
hood. Blacky knew what he had
found what he had been looking
| for. He knew that this was the
Of all the feathered and furredtree in which Hooty or Mrs. Hooty
| folk in the Green Forest, Blacky was spending much time.

[the Crow is one of the smart-| You see, Blacky knew what those
|est. There are no sharper eyes little bundles of fur and feathers
than, and few as sharp as, those of  were. He knew that they were all
Blacky the Crow. He long ago learn-|that remalned of furred and feath-

BLACKY

ed how important Litle things,!ered folk caught and eaten by
sometimes very little things, can|one of those owls. He knew that
be. So Blacky is always watching in the crops in the owl folk, the fur

and feathers and bones that can=
not be digested are rolled into these
small bundles and then owls spit
them out.

“I guess I'm lucky

for little things that may lead|
to big things, to important things.

These days, at the end of winter,
Blacky was doing some spying.
He was trying to find just where
in the Green Forest Hooty the
Owl and Mrs. Hooty, biggest mem-
bers of their family, were living.
Every night Blacky heard the
hunting calls of the two big feath-
ered hunters and he always shiv-
ered when he heard them. But
in the day time he never heard
those hunting calls, and so far
he had not once seen either of
the two big owls, He suspected
that they were sleeping or at least
resting in some secret place where
they were not likely to be disturb-
ed.

Now as Blacky stole silently about |
through the Green Forest of course |
he was all the time looking up;
in the trees for that was where|
those owls would be. Rut at the |
same time Blacky's

that Hooty

Blacky Flew down to see what

|
shar
p they were.

eves
were nol missimg anything on the'
ground. So it was that he spied|", W—h”e
some odd looking little brown ob= Blacky. “I wonder where he is
jects at the foot of a tall, dead tree.| .4 1 wonder where Mrs. Hooty
Blacky Ilew»du\\-n to see what is. I'll stick around a little while.”
they were. Quite a lot of them So Blacky hid high up in a fir
were lying about. They seemed 10| 4106  from which he could watch.
be small packages of fur or feath- He didn't have to watch long.
ers, somotimes both, mattered to- Hooty the Owl appeared so0 sud-
gether. They were about the size| genly that it made Blacky blink.

of walnuts.
g . E
In sudden alarm Blacky looked He hadn't heard a sound ven

: up to the top of that tree, To his

Continued on page 12

just  now,” thought|

By Bob Gustafsoq
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GOGSH, TILLIE, I DONT KNOW| | PERFUME, WRITING PAPER,
WHAT O GIVE MY GIRL 7] CANDY, LIPSTICK, BOOKS,
FOR HER BIRTHDAY gl | PEN, COSTUME JEWELRY,

STOCKINGS, MANICURE

ILL GIVE
SUGGESTIONS,
NNY

GET, SOAP, ALARM CLOCK,
PLAYING CARDS, GAMES,

FEW

f

SOMETIMES 1 WISH HER

OLD MAN DIDN'T OWN
|A DRUGSTORE!

NAPOLEON, CHASE THAT CAT AWAY! T
WON'T HAVE A GOWPFiGH

Pogo

PRE-LENTEN DANCE
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MONDAY, MARCH 1st, 1954

In Aid of All Star Bowling Team.

Music by Downtowners Band

9:30 to 1 Adm. 60c.

Rip Kirby

By Alex Raymond

The Lone Ranger

W] __(ThaNkS FOR

Joe Palooka

WISH I COULD! BUT
IF IT'S MONEY YOU WANT,
VOU'LL HAVE TO GET IN
LINE. HASKIN BLEW
TOWN WITH
EVERYTHING BUT
THE TRUMPET
PLAVER'S DERBY?

Cope 1954 Kung Tooturs Syndcotn, lac,
Wokd nghs mmcrved,

THANKS TO YOU FOR 2R

EXPOSIN' THE KILLERS

AND TO YOU GENTS FOR THE
TESTIMONY THATLL 4

QONVlCT s '
‘\Vj‘@

WA
ONE QUESTION, 4
SHERIFF. WHO WAS

THAT MASKED MAN?, s | |
STARTING MONDAY:"6OLD!"

By Ham Fisher

PO

T COME DOWN WIT' ME

"

\i'l Abner

18 THAT -
AN ENGLISH

ACCENT ¢
]

NO...HOVVARD . YA

PEOPLE MISTAKES
FER ENGLISH,

LOTTA CULCHER AN’ SOME

UM...THAT'S ME OLE
MAN. HE'S NOIVISS !

) ! X

HEY...WOT'S TH'
IDEE_A WEARIN’

GIT A
m

By Al Capp

¢ WHEN YO' HANGS
HIM, P-PLEASE
DON'T LEAVE HIM
SWINGIN'INTH’
DRAFT. HE. KETCHES
COLD EASY ~

HOLD IT/”
I HAVEN'T

7 —I1T'6

TAK

~ABOUT THIS INFANT COMMITTIN'A
M|

URDER,
EXCUSE TO GET THE CITY TO
TAKE HIM OFF YOUR HANDS!!

BUT, SERGEANT ~
IF WE DON'TGIT 4
A HIM HANGED,NOW,
f? HOW'LL WE. EVAH
TEACH HIM RIGHT
FUM WRONG ?

UNFEELING BRUTES
LIKE YOU DON'T
DESERVE SUCHA
SWEET CHILD/”

JUST A CHEAP

W2 A\W&

]

W

1% HERE. ...

'NOR THE ) SEE ANYTHIN]

CINCINNATIWILL | STORM [ OF A LOOSE \| SOME FOLKS
NEVER BECOME THE) CENTBR,| CRAWFISH-7 || CLING ToMB.
SUNSHINE WUB \ BITHER . ) RIPAN’ AN'
OF THE U.S.AN’ GROWLIN' AN’
A. NOW. m@uﬂw THE

AT e
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!
~S? !

N

-

4, b

HORACE, IT SAYS HERE
THAT LIVING COSTS WILL

BE UP 200 PERCENT IN
THE YEAR 2054 /

179 A L40Y Y TELL YOU WHATs
CoUWESY, | WELL 8LIP You BOTH
DOUYBTow{ INTO APOT e Wil
BO/L THE WATER
AN’ COOK TH®
CeITTuR oFF /

3

I DON'T KNOW WHERE
IM GONNA GET THAT
KIND OF MONEY/

By Edwina

I'M SLEEPRPY FRO

REST WHEN WE
HAD COMPANY
FOR DINNER !

Tippy and ' CA;")"WS*fuBs
B 1 DONT SPOSE
YOU'D MOVE \F

THERE WAS A
FIREZ

C'MON--LE'S PLAY {

NOT GETTING MY

The Goorge Matthew Adume Servic. loe.

M

HUMPI? VHAT
CAN A DOG DO,
ANYWAY, TILL
HIS BOY GETS
HOME FROM
SCHOOL 171

EOw VA

Bringing Up Father

MY SHOWER
s BLSTED-
'LL USE

MAGGIE'S ~

M SHOWERNG
NOW=-STUPID!-~
USE THE OTHER
4 BATHROOM// ~

& CAN YOU HEAR

ME?

PENNY

By Harry Haenigsen

1 THOUGHT You
COULDN'T STAND EDNA.

WHERE ARE | OVER TO EDNA'S
You GOING, | HOUSE, MOTHER.
OEAR ?

THEN WY GO TO
HER HOUSE ?

4

=

7
DORIS_JUST PHONE
/Lz AND smo;_,g

TWAT EDNA 1S ON HER

»..z WAY OVER HERE.
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