[The Tiny Folk

(A real story ot real children
" for very young children) l

Shining little raifndrops pattered
down on the ‘thirsty grass and
flowers. Dusty brown sparrows
hopped about, eager to feel the soft
drops on their backs, for there
had been no puddles lately for
them to bathe in. The flowers
lifted their faces to be ‘washed. It
seemed as if everything was happy
about the rain.

“Oh dear, this old rain spoiled
our plans,” sighed Brenda. “‘We
can't play in the house.”

‘“We could play with my train
and my trucks,’’ suggested Lau-
rie. He was doing his best to en-
tertain Brenda, who was spending
a few days with him. Since she
was quite a bit older than he, and
a girl, they did not like playing
at the same things.

“I don't like playing with
trucks. You take them, and I'll]
read a book,” Brenda replied. ‘

“No, 1 want to play with you,”

By Thorton
THE LOST APPETITE

|Who sees, and seeks to understand,
| Will useful knowledge soon com-
mand.

Buster, one of Johnny Chuck’s
[children, the one once called Runty
because he was so small, was now
the biggest of the family. He was
'so big that his brother and sisters

'no longer picked on him as they
old ‘used to do when he was smallest.

None of the others had grown as
fast as had he, and that was be-

|cause he had found the very kind

Laurie insisted. “'I know. I got a | ¢t 1o0d to make one grow. It was

game that we can play. I have 1woi
sticks for playing golf. Just wait
until I get them.”

Laurie raced up to his room to
get his set of small croquet sticks. |
He brought down a blue one and |
a yellow one. “I'll take the green
one too, in case the head comes |
off one of the others,” he decided.
As he came through the kitchen
he saw Linda's red, white, and
blue rubber ball on the floor. ‘‘We
can use this instcad of the little
wooden ones, can’'t we, Mommy?"’
he asked.

“Very well,” replied his moth-
er, "but be very sure that you
hit the ball easy enough so that
it rolls along the floor. Indoors is
no place for a ball game, but, since
it is raining, you may play if you
are careful.”

“This is my golf ball, Brenda.
Come and play golf with me, 1‘

|

often watched Uncle Bill play out
at Green Gables. 1 know what to
do.  Tll hit this ball and roll it!
to you. Then you send it back to
me."” said Laurie.

Mrs. Page stood watching as
Laurie and Brenda began to play.
They rolled the ball gently and
had lots of fun,

Laurie didn't manage to stop it
everytime, and neither did Brenda,
but that only added more fun to
the game.

Baby Linda had been toddling
happily about the dining room,
chasing Frisky banging a spoon, or
wrapping herself up in an old scarf
of mother's. But when she heard
the other two laughing, she decid-
ed she was missing something and
went to find out.

She stodd in the doorway, watch-
ing closely for a few minutes. She
Joined in their shouts of laugher,
and clapped her hands when Lau-
vie chased the ball. “I'll have fun
too."”” she thought. She went over
and picked up the extra stick that

aurie had brought down. These
ttle sticks, called mallets, are
whout as big around as a pencil, as

food that most woodchucks never
taste. It was bread. Yes, sir, it was
bread. Aunty Sally had put out
bread every morning at her back
door, and Buster had discovered
it.

Being so big he was feeling very
independent. He had a home of
his own. Not far from where one
of his sisters was living. He could
see her doorstep from his own. It
was early morning now. He liked
to get up early in the morning.
He was sitting on his doorstep when
jolly round Mr. Sun started his
daily climb up in the blue, blue sky.
The young chuck was hungry. He
was trylng to make up his mind
whether to go for some sweet clov-
er, or go look for some more bread.
Befre he could decide he saw a
bush. A moment later someone in
sharp face peering around a small
a red coat stepped out from be-
hind that bush. It was Reddy Fox.

long as a step that you take, and
have a little wooden hammer on
one end. So you see they weren't
a bit heavy, and Linda could

easily handle one. !;
She took her mallet and sat down,

on the floor half way between
the other two children. *'Ball,
ball,”” she laughed, banging her
stick on the floor.

‘“‘Mommy, make Linda go away.
She's spoiling our game,”’ Laurie
complained.

‘“Just let her play a minute,
dear,”” coaxed his mother. “'She
has nobody to play with, and after
all, you are using her ball. Roll
the ball slowly past her and see
what she'll do.”

Brenda tapped the ball and it
rolled slowly toward Linda. She
hit at it with her mallet, and,
strangely enough, struck it so that
it spun off under the table. She
shrieked with laughter and crawled
after it, saying, ‘‘Ball, ball.” She
threw it towards Laurie. He was
enjoying the fun too, so rolled it
back to her. He and Brenda did
this three or four times, and
Linda crowed and chattered.

“‘There’'s the sun. I see the sun!
The shower is over,” shouted Lau-
rie. “Can we go out now?”

‘““Yes, I suppose so,’’ agrced Mrs.
Page. ““You can continue your ball
game out on the lawn.”

As they hurried out, Brenda
turned to Mrs. Page. ‘It was fun
to play with Linda. We enjoyed
it because she was happy too."”

““That is  usually the way,"”

smiled Laurie's mother. ‘“When you
give some one else pleasure, you
make yourself happy too.”

W. Burgess

It was the first time the young
chuck had ever seen Reddy Fox.
It seemed to him that he never
had seen such a fine coat. Reddy
stood looking over at the home

—Old Mother Nature. or the young chuck’s sister. She

was sitting up on her doorstep,
just as Buster was sitting up on
his. Buddenly Reddy Fox disappear-
ed. It was just as if the earth had
opened up and swallowed him.
Buster blinked. How in the world
could that fellow have disappear-
ed so suddenly? Buster felt dis-
appointed. He had wanted to get
acquainted with this handsome fel-
low with the red coat.

He had half a mind to go oall
on his sister and find out if she
had seen this handsome stranger
with the lovely red coat. He look-
ed over at her doorstep. She wasn't
on it. Then he saw her moving
along a private little path toward
a certain clover patch. She was on
her way to get her breakfast. That
reminded him of his own hunger.
Should he go over and join her?
They oould breakfast together, and
he could find out if she knew
anything about this handsome
stranger.

He was just about to start when
Reddy Fox appeared again. He was
creeping very slowly and carefully
down that. private little path be-
hind Buster's sister. Buster sud-
denly was suspicious. Should he
whitsle a warning? Before he could
make up his mind, there was &a
sudden rush, and Reddy Fox had
caught the unsuspecting young
chuck. It was then that Buster
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His sister was being carried away
by the handsomg stranger.

lost his appetite. His sister was
being carried away by the hand-
some stranger, and somehow Bust-
er knew that he would never see
her again. He didn't want any
breakfast. He had a dreadful all-
gone feeling.

He still didn't know who this
stranger was, put he did know,
and would never forget, that the
owner of that lovely red coat was
an enemy to watch for. From now
on, he would always be watching
for a glimpse of that red coat.

—_— -
PLANE EXPLODES, 5 DIE

IRONTON, Mo. (AP)—A twin-
engined plane éxploded on a flight
over southeast Missouri Saturday,
killing all five persons aboard. The
aircraft was carrying members of
the U. S. army to Michigan.

B. C. CANNERY BURNED

PORT ALBERNI, B.C, (CP)~—
Fire destroyed a $500,000. cannery
at Ceepeecee on the west coast of
Vancouver Island Thursday. Word
of the blaze was not received here
from the remote village until late

Friday.
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