PAGE TEN

The Tiny Folk |

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

M was baking day at Laurie's

house. His mother was busy get-
ting out the bake board, egg beat-
er, and mixing bowl.
" “I want to help too, Mommy.
May I help you, please?” Laurie
coaxed. It is storming too hard for
me to go out to play.”

“Yes, I suppose you may help
& bit,” Mother agreed. “You hPlp'
me gather the rest of the things
for baking.”

“Here are your measuring
spoons and your big mixing spoon,”
Laurie sald as he placed them on
the table. “And here is vour cookie
cutter.”

His mother looked. then hid a
little smile as she asked. “Why aid
you get out that cookie cutter?” ‘

Laurie grinned up at her. “Well, |
I just thought we could make
some cowboy cookies. Couldn't we,
Mommy ?"

“Yes, T suppose
swered Mrs. Page
are a very good

we can,” an- |
“That s, if vou
bov and don't|

"bother me whila T am getting the |

R RS

dough mixed. If vou
too many questicns
a mistake and put
stead of ginger™
Laurie thought that was a great
loke. His mother alwavs made Ints

keep asking
T mizht make
in pepper in-

of ginger . and he never|
tasted a ©in them ye!

He wa easured out
niolasses g ! fln1

It seemed a
1't 89
\"35‘

soda, spices and s
long time, but it re;
very long, until

the "dough
ready. Quickly he ran to the sink
could

to wash his hands

make cookies ton
Mother put a small roll

on the floured boar

so he
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| might come, and soon

have time to say “oh dear!
al!l gone.
| our ginger cowboys.”

€d it out flat with the rolling pin
Laurie took'up the cookies cutter,
and pressed it carefully into the
cough. “There's one cowboy” he
said. “Now Tl make some more."
Very carefully he made three more
gingerbread men, while his moth-
er lifted them with the spatula
and put them on to the cookie
slieet.

“Let me make eyes and nose
and mouth in them,” Laurie asked.
“I'll put raisins for eyes, and a bit
of red cherry for a mouth.”

“That is a good idea,” sald Als
mother, “and here are a few pea-
ruts that would make good but-
tons on the cowboy’s coats.” i

Laurie laughed and laughed.
“Oh, this is fun, Mommy. I just
love to help you when you are|

baking. Now put them in the oven |
to bake.”

Soon the cookies were done. How
good and spicy they smelled!
Laurie suggested. “Since it is
storming too much to play ou'-
side without getting wet, call up
Susan and David and ask them to
come to play at our house"

Mrs, Dale said Susan and David
the three
children were having fun bullding
houses with blocks. David hauled
the blocks In the yellow dump
truck while Laurie and  Susan
made the houses. |

“Now here is a surprise for you."
Laurie said, his eves dancing with
excitement. “Here are cowbcy
cookies that T made for you." ’

“Oh, goody, goody,” Susan and
David jumped up and clapped theirl‘
hands. They laughed at the big
fat brown cookies with eyes, nose,’
mouth and buttons. ‘“Thank you
for our good cookies,” they said.’
“IL {s fun to come visiting and |
then get a surprise like this.”

Then the three of them sat on
the floor to eat their cookies,
giggling as they ate off first ‘he
loas, then the arms, and, last of
all, the head. As they finished,
Susan sald, “We ate our cowboyv
cookies so fast they didn't even
I'm
“But that {s the end of

SKILLED INDIANS “
The Haida Indians long excelled
all other Pacific coast tribes in
wood-carving and painting.
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Charlottetown's Finest Dance Hall
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WHO SUFFERED MOST? prisoners in their own yard. Be-

Suffer though you may, be sure
Others suffer even more. ‘
—Old Mother Nature,

These were hard times for a lot
of folk. It was a question for whom
they were the hardest. Johnny
Chuck, Bobby Coon, Nimbleheels
the Jumping Mouse, and Striped
Chipmunnk were asleep. So they
knew nothing about the hard
times. Jimmy Skunk was asleep,
too ,and so was Buster Bear. They
were not as sound asleep as the
others, but they were sleepy enough
not to think of even trying to
go out.

Of course Happy Jack Squir-
rel, Chatterer the Red Squirrel,

and Timmy the Flying Squirrel,
being thrifty folks, didnt' go hun- |
gry. But some of the other folks
went very hungry indeed. Even'
after the snow had settled enough |
for Reddy Fox and Mrs. Reddy|
to get about, they had to do af
lot of hunting to find enough to!
keep them alive. They were sure
that no one in all the Green For- |
est or on the Green Meadows|
was having such a hard time as|
they were. They were thin, and|
always hungry.

Now on his den in the ledges,|
Yowler the Bobcat was feeling,
just like Reddy and Mrs. Reddy. He |
was sure that no one was or could
be as hungry as himself. Old Man
Coyote had that same feeling. All;
of them spent every moment they |
were awake hunting for food. And
each was sure that he suffered
most.

Over in the Green Forest were
Lightfoot the Deer, Mrs. Light-
foot, and the two fawns now too
big to be called fawns. They were|
living in the yard they had trod- |

of paths trodden in the
and kept trodden down as
snow falls. These paths
crgss and re-cross. The yard ls}
made in a place where the deer
can get enough browse. They live |
on the tender twigs and leaf-buds
of certain trees, and when they
can get about easily they seldom
20 hungry. But if when they make |
their yard they do not make it|
large enough they may be in trou-
ble before the winter is over. They
will be if there are many snow-
storms and the snow becomes too
deep for them to move about out-
side the yard.

It was just that way mow. The

snow,
more

cause that yard was not big
enough, they had eaten nearly all
the tender twigs and buds when
they could be reached even when
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The snow was so deep that they
were prisoners in their own yard.

they stood up on their hind feet
and stretched as high as they
could. They suffered quite as much
from hunger as did Reddy Fox
and the other hunters in fur. They
were starving. But that hunger
was harder for them to bear,
than was the hunger of the other
folk. You see, all the time those
deer had food in plain sight. It
was just out of their reach. They
hadeaten nearly everything within
reach, and all the time they could
see just out of reach above them
the food they so sorely needed.
They did try to get food outside
their yard, but the snow was so
deep, that they could not walk
in it. All they could do was plunge
through it, and this work was too
hard. It tired them out. You see,
they were not strong because of
lack of food. So they could only
plunge far enough to get a bite
here and a bite there. And all
the time they could see what they
so sorely needed.

Of all those hungry folk in the
Green Forest who suffered most
do you think? .

CHURCHILL ENJOYS PLAY

LONDON Reuters —S8ir Winston
Churchill was just as enthusiastic

as gallery fans Monday night in
praising a production of “Hamlet”
at the OIld Vic theatre, starring

Richard Burton and Claire Boom.
The prime minister and Lady
Churchill remained to watch 138
curtain calls. Churchill remarked:
“The most interesting and virile
performance I have ever seen.”

By Alex Raymond

IT'S BEEN HOURS, AND
WORD FROM MR.

NO )/ PLEASE, DESMOND.
__// HASKIN 15 DOING ALL HE

CAN FOR JENNY AND
ME. WE CAN'T UPSET

YOU'RE CHECKING OUT,
MISS ROBBINS ¢

Y&5. I WANT TO LEAVE
THIS NITE WITH YOU FOR
MR, CLARENCE TWICKAM,

By Fran St;lker

2z X TONTO! WHAT
DOING THERE ?

HIM PARTNER OF MEN WHO |

1 GOT

KILL HERMIT AND STEAL
PONDS. HIM PLAN TO BLAME
MURDER ON ME/ .

N/ |

|

N\

J

3
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PACK JUST IN TIME TO GET
_aar THE MASKED MAN

By Ham Fisher

BRING ME A DOUBLE

BRING SOME A THAT HAMBU
1929 VINTEEGE... AN’ A
“FILLY MIGNOM” UNDER
6LASS...S0ME PRIZE
ASPARAGUS TIPS...

FRIES

Li'l Abner

RG WELL DONE.,,

A PITZA PIE... FRENCH

...SOME TOASTED

BAGELS... AN’ LES'
SEE...SMOKED

YOU AIN'T t LISSEN, SAP.. A GUY'S AS
LOOKIN’ AT ME, OLD AS HE FEELS.. AN’
PALLY...YER THAT'S GOT NUTHIN' T'DO
JIST OLDER WITH OPPERTOONATIES...
AN' HAD MORE I'M ONLY... UH,..THIRTY
OPRATOONATIES.., UK FOUR.,.

YEAH...
JIST LIKE
JACK BENNY.

Snor
*HIM”

YAS'MIT=RIGHT
BETWEEN TH'EVES.

MIGHTA USED
MAH MM;{!‘-BU‘!:

THE GUARDIAN, CHARLOTTETOWN
| Yilly The Toiler

By Bob.'Gusfafsog,
o) | B
LOOKING

B
2-20,

By Carl Anderson

KIN U5 HIDE INHERE
HERCE
M 15 LOOSE,

out A
A

E/GHT REET )

ALY
FIRE AN’
RoARS ¢

Dotty

DOTTY'S RIGHT-~

I SHOULDN'T GO

AROUND ON

SATURDAYS

LOOKING LIKE
BUM

Bv Edwina

WE'VE NMEVER MISSED
ANY OF YOUR PLAYS
OR PICTURES, MR.

YOU'VE YES, LIONEL,
CAPTURED ALL X |WE MEN HAVE
TH’ LADIES” ALWAYS' BEEN

HEARTS--! TE

THEY'RE EATIN'
DINNER-! AN
HERE WE ARE,
LOCKED OUT--

FRIENDLY I! ==
WELL, T'LL TRY

~

YOL

WHAT AILE
YOU LAUGH AT PAIN==

1 1 NEVER
KHMNEW TV

HAD SO MANY

STARS ONIT!

SIVE Ve 30
BOTTLE:
ATOMIC TONIG™

NOT
FAY, AUNT ELLEN, SHE
IMTATES EVERYTHING

SAME SWEATER, SAME COAT,

SAME HAIR-DO, SAME DRESS,

SMPLY EVERYTHING.,

DON'T YOU KNOW, DEAR, THAT
IMITATION IS THE SINCEREST
FORM OF FLATTERY?

YA WeLL, SHE CARRED
* Ay FLATTE!

=Y 100 FAR, | |
- i




