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my hel while 1 build a big

| The Tiny Folk|

(A real story of real children
for very young children) l
Baby Linda, Laurie’s eight
month old sister, laughed and
crowed in her crib. She had just
wakened from her nap, and was
as happy as could be Laurie
heard her, so at once he coaxed
his mother to go and bring her
. down.
“Oh, Mommy," Taurie cried as
he reached her, “she's Deedle,
Deedle Dumpling. Sece, she has
one shoe off and one shoe on.”
“Yes, and the other bootee is a-
bout off too,” laugHed his mo-
ther, as she picked up the baby.
“Who would she be if she kick-
eod them both off?” Laurie want-
. ed to know.
“1 guess she would just be her-
self,” laughed Mrs. Puge. Down

big gearage with my blocks.”

The two children played hap-
pily for some time, Linda laugh-
ed and crowed as she shook her
rattle, or  crawled around ‘the
play pen after it. She took off
her bootee again and scrubbed
her doll's face with it. She talk-
ed to Laurie in her own baby
way, and he talked back to her.

All at once Laurie started to
cry, ‘Oh, Mommy,” he sobbed,
running over to  his mother,

“Linda has been a bad, bad girl.
Look what she did to poor Brown

Bear. She pulled out his tongye.”
And the tears ran down his
cheeks.

Bear

Mother took the Brown
and looked at it. Yes, the little
red tongue Wwas missing. Quickly
she jumped up and crossed over
to the play pen. She looked in-
side Linda's mouth, but it wasn't
there. She opened the baby's tiny
fists, but no red tongue was to

the stairs they went, with Linda|pe geen.

kicking her fect and laughing at!

Laurie as he sang.

“Deedle, deedle, dumpling. my son
John

Went to bed with his

£

stockings | him,” answered Laurle

“How did she get Brown Bear?

she asked Laurie.
“I just put him down Dbeside
me, and she reached out and took
and he

started to cry again.

on.
One shoe off, and one shoe on,

Deedle. dcedle

John."

In a few minutes Linda  was
ready to play in her play  pen
Laurie ran to get her vellow plas-

rattle, and he!

tic duck. he

dum»nling my son}'

— | missing tongue.

“Don't crv.” said his mother.
‘I can easily sew another tongue
| into Brown Bear's mouth. I do
"wish T could find it”

“I'll get a bit of pink ‘terial
from your sewing box,” said
r| Laurie as he started off. He
coudn't say “material”’ very well,
but he knew what it meant.

+¢ beside you." said .
ave Brown Bear, Bugs Just as he came back wnh'n
Ginger hey can be | tiny piece of pink, Mrs. Page said.

) it is. I found the

“oh! there
Now Brown Bear

St. PATRICKS DANCE

At
CLOVER CLUB
Wednesday, March 17th
Dancing 9:30 to 12:30
$2.00 per couple
Phone reservations 6022

will be as good as new in a few
minutes.” She got the needle,
thread and thimble and sewed
the red felt  tongue firmly ~ in
place.

“Thank you. Mommy,” Laurie
sald as he hugged Brown Bear.
“I'm happy now. But I'll be care-
ful not to let sister reach him a-
gain. It might hurt her, and !t

And he was all smiles again.

The elght-oared shells used in
the historic boat race between Ox-

long.

SPRING PARK
RESIDENTS

Are invited to a meeting
in the

Community Hall,
Thursday, March 18th
at 8 P. M.

Discussion:—

Lack of School
Accommodation.

REFRIGERATION

Household, also ment
counters, walk-in coolers,
display cases, etc.
‘ We service and repair
any make of electrical re-
frigeration equipment.

WIRING
CONTRACTORS

Contact us for any wiring
job from installing = switch
to wiring your home.

Motors, Washers and Ap-
pliances — we repair them
all

Storey Electric

PHONE 3237
175 Grafton Street

n Bear. !
certainly did hurt Brown ar” | Chite porcupine?”

d 60 feet
ford and Cambridge are L long time before one of Chatterer's

- ——
coat instead of a red one. "That's

By Thornton
CHATTERER IS SHOWN

Some folks you always have to|own eyes.”

show
Before they'll believe & fact is|made his

S0.

Chatterer the Red Squirrel is one
of those folks who wants to see |
for himself. Because of thls,|
Chatterer is not too well liked
by the other Green Forest folk.
He has a way of too often being
where he isn’'t wanted. It was
Sammy Jay who told Chatterer
about Baby Prickles.

“You should see Pr’ickly Porky's
latest baby,” said Sammy.
“Why should I see a baby por-
cupine? I've seen baby porcupines
before,” replied Chatterer.
“you've never seen one like this
one,” said Sammy Jay. and Lherq
was something about the way he
said it that made Chatterer wond-
er

“All baby porcupines look alike,”

declared Chatterer.
“No they don't,” retorted Sammy
Jay. “You never would repeat that
statement if you should see this
baby.”

“What is there about it so dif-
ferent?” demanded Chatterer.

“He is white instead of black,”
declared Sammy Jay, and chuckled
at the expression on Chatterer's
face.

«I don't believe it. No, sir, I don’t
believe it,” said Chatterer. “Who
ever heard of such a thing as a

“What about a white Red Squir-
rel?” asked Sammy Jay slyly.
For once Chatterer seemed to
have lost his tongue. You see, a
own children had had a white
different,” said he at length.
Chuckling, Sammy Jay flew away.
“I don't believe it,” Chatterer kept
saying over and over to himself.

“T don't believe it, and I won't

—Old Mother Nature. Forest where

W. Burgess

believe it until I see it with my

That very afternoon Chatterer
way through the tree-
tops to that part of the Green
he knew Mrs. Prick-
ly Porky had been living for some

find her. She was up in a big

“You should see Prickly Porky's
latest baby,” said Sammy.

hemlock tree. At first Chatterer
kept his tongue still. He didn't
want Mrs. Porky to know that he
was around. He first made sure
that there was no baby in that
tree with her. Then he began look=
ing over other trees, but found
no baby.
Finally, he happened to look
down into a hollow stump. It was
a low stump hollowed out in the
top. There was what looked like a
snowball.  Chatterer looked and
looked. There was no snow any=-
where else, yet this looked like
a ball of snow in that hollow
. stump. Finally he ran down to the
ground, and over to the stump.
He climbed up to the top and
looked down into the hollow. That
wasn't snow down in there. It was
white hair. Still he couldn’t believe
that it was a baby porcupine.
Without meaning to, he made a
jittle noise. Instantly that ball of
white hair became alive. A small
person scrambled to his feet. A

thousand little spears popped out of
the hair. A small prickly tail be-
gan to slap from side to side. Chat-
terer jumped off that stump rather
hastily. He climbed a tree, and
began to scold.

PROPER DISTANCE
Experts say television screens
are best watched from a distance
equal to 10 times the screen’s
diameter.

Rip Kirby
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LADY LIKE TH

SHE

WELL, NON, THERE WAS A

TICKET TO MIDVILLE...
RECOLLECT HER BECAUSE

IS BOUSHT A
A VERITABLE

BLOOPHOUND!

¥ X 00 SAY IT )
MYSELF, T'M Y/ﬂl‘

WAS CRYINS..o
J \

\
e

MISS ROBBINS'
|WHEREABOUTS!
WATCH 1T, i
SHORTY, UNLESS \ | |§
TRAT'S A TIN §
DERBY YOU'RE '{
WEARIN! H
I3
L
P — 2
e ~ e — ,

W
DISCOVERED

By Alex Raymond

ATTABOY.
DESMOND!

Tilly The Toiler

time. It didn't take him long to NQPO

SECRET
CORRAL..

%2 COME ON,DEPUTY. WELL RIDE
YOVER THE HILL AND SEE IF THERE'S ANY
RIGHWAYMEN NEAR SNEADS

JOB AND ILL FOLLOW

SNEAD, THOSE MEN WHO BOUGHT THE
HORGES PAID YUH IN BRITISH GOLD.
THEY MUST BE THE ONG%

.

T ———

| GOT ABETTER

Pwhy DIONT
Yo TELL PLAN, JOE.

THE
SHERIFF?

]
T'LL BE AT THE VILLAGE
INN, T'LL PAY YOU VERY
HANDSOMELY.., IF 7
YOU'LL HURRY THE Z
308.T MUST HURRY !

Li'l Abner

CAN'T GIT ONTA YORE

TH' MONEY AIN'T
WMPORTUNT... I JEST

JoB TILL 1 CALL A
LOTTA PEEPUL AN’
ASK 'EM..

...IF THEY KIN WAIT
WHILE T DO YORE JOB,

OH, MY... THAT
wiLL TAKE SO
LONG...ALL
THOSE CALLS.
Ny—

NO 'TWON'T, JES' ONE
CALL'LL DO TH' TRICK,
I'LL SHOW YA.

By Al Capp

AT DAWN, IT'LL ~WIF THET BIG

BE LEGALTO ELEPHANT GUN/ =

SHOOT YOU, L'L ABNER'S COMIN/P=

MY LITTLE HE'LL SHOOT PAPPY,
ED N-NICE AN’ EASY =

- WIF A NIGE., EASY GUNS/ =
?7-WONDER HOW NEAR

HE 15 —AH'LL_ WHOMP
UP A VISION/”

DON'T WORRY,
MADAM. | WON'T
DAMAGE. THE
HEAD!/~ | WANT
THAT, INTACT,
FOR MY TROPHY
ROOM!!

1 SLIPPED
OUT AND PICKED
UP MY COSTUME
FOR THE MASQUERADE
BALL TONIGHT

leon and Uncle Elby

r

YOU KNOCKED THIS BALL WTO MY YARD
%0 1M GONNA KEEZIT!!

By Bob Gustatson

WITH THIS HANGIN
OUTEN MY BAG, FOLKSLL THINK
1 DON'T KNOW HOW To PACK!
eee1LL GO BACK IN

'| AN’ CLIPOFF THE

|| sancovERS.

alt Kelly

—

By W

Dotty Dripple

DADDY, MAY I HAVE A

Tippy and "C:;':Ef;b‘s_

DIME FOR ICE CREAM P H{jy?

NIASNE

WELL, IT \WwaAs YOU
WHO 'SAID T WAS ;
GETTIN' TOO FAT AN
OUGHT TO DIET--!

YOU HAD A
DOLLAR OF
YOUR OWN/

D

BUT, TAFFY--I THOUGHT )

poog-

NoT
AMIGSIN'
S1EP-

HAVE 1T |
BUT HOWCOU

IF -,‘MI

THERE'S NO
PLEASIN'

EVRYONEF

HO! WARIMING PART Y/

WE WERE INVITED TO AT
MP. AND MRS,

DUNCAN 2

‘ [\ MATTER WITH YOu
LATELY- YOU FORGET

WELL=I"VE TOLD MY
BROTHER BIMMY TO
, GET ONE- L DON'T
7 KNOW WHAT 'S THE

EVERY THING ==

“" By Horry Hoenigses

HE'S UP AT HER

THE TIME, WHA'
0OG I WANTE!
Buy?

ENNEL ALL
PR I

N
THE

] [DoN'T SELL THE ONE IN THE

WINDOW YET, MR. SCHULTZ.
FATHER NEEDS A LITTLE
MORE CONDITIONING.




