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By Thornton W. Burgess

—_— ing. “What good is a tail like
WHOSE TAIL WAS FUNNY? -tLhal’.’"

—_— Slaptail was a little indignant.
If folks seem odd to you it's|“There’s nothing funny about my
clear, | 1ail,” said he. “It is your tail T

To them you may seem just u‘,lhat is funny. It is the funniest
| tail I ever have seen.”

It was the turn of the young
porcupine to be a little indignant
“There's nothing

queer.
—-Old Mother Nature. |

Mother Porky and Young Prick-
rs, her white-coated son who was
st old enough to follow her a-
yout, were spending some time
year one of Paddy -the Beaver's
yonds. There Prickles had made
he acquaintance of young Slap-
ail. The young beaver and the
‘oung porcupine were of about an
\ge. At first both had been a little
hy, but as they became better
\cquainted each regarded the
wher with increasing respect. They
iiscovered that both had one thing
n common, and that was the bark
M various kinds, especially aspen
yark, was favorite food.

“That's a funny tail of yours”
waid Prickles, as they were eat-
ng breakfast together one morn-

my mother's tail, and my fathers

all the Green Forest.”
the young porcupine was boasting
about something he knew nothing
about. ’ |

The young beaver looked at the
tail of Prickles,

seemed. He couldn't see of what
possible use it could be. It was
rather short, somewhat thick, and
was covered with queer little sharp-
pointed things that stuck out in

anything about those queer
things that looked like little whit-
ish thorns, Slaptail had a feeling

“There's

nothing queer
tail,” he insisted.

about

queer about my
" he insisted. "It is just like |Of
It is the most useful tail in
Of course

and the longer

looked the queerer that tail

knowing
little

directions. Without

foot of

He had see:

these
tail

look was a r

Young Slaptai

a young

that he wouldn’'t want to touch
that tail.
of other folks with tails, but none
was anything
prickly-looking
acquaintance.
On the other hand,
young Slaptail looked just as queer
to the young porcupine. That tail
was thicker and broader than his
own, and it had a queer look. That
queer
but of course the little porcupine
didn't know anything about rubber.
All he knew was, that it looked
queer.,
ashore. He was sitting up at the
tree trying to
make up his mind whether or not
to cut that tree down for
That thick broad tall was a brace.

n a number

like this

of his new

the tail of

ubbery look,

1 had come

food.

Continued on page 12

The Tiny F olkl

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

Playtime Lane was bare now, and,
while the center was firm and
dry, the sides were muddy. A few
small snowbanks hid along the
fences, as if they were too lazy
to melt away. But there had been
enough sunshine to melt some of
them, and that had made a big
puddle by Peter's gateway.

Peter, Helen, Susan, David and
Laurie were standing beside the
puddle, looking at the very muddy
water, *

“Why is it grown-ups don't like

puddles?” Peter wondered out|
loud.
“Especially mothers”

Susan. “I heard my mother telling
Mrs. Page that she would he glad
when this water and mud were
over.” .

“My mommy says I'll catch cold
it T get my snowsuit wet” Laurie
said, for he wanted to have a part
in the conversation.

“David splash in puddle. Won't
get wet,” laughed little David as
he tramped his one foot down

hard by the very edge. The water
flew sideways, but, since there was
only a little, it did not wet his
snowsuit.

“No, no, David.' scclded Susan.
“You must not do that agaln.
Mommy told you not to get wet.
Now come away."”

Comlnuedwnn‘ page 12

by AL CAPP

BEARLESS FOSDICK .

[~ THATS NO
CELLO,FELLO
HAT

—THAT'S

£~ EMBARRASSED BY LOOSE DANDRUFF ? WILDROOT CREAM-OIL REMOVES IT X KEEPS HAIR NEAT ALL DAY. 5=

ARE YOU INSANE,
FOSDICK?-THIS I5 A
REAL, RESPECTABLE
CELLO.”-

RESPE

BUT, CHIEF/— NO

CTABLE CELLO

BUT,
THAT'D BE.
ILLEGAL.
-MY NAME

f -4/

Blondie

WHERES MY )X DONT oD You FIND J
GET SO THE SLIPPER,
EXCITED/ DAGWOQD ?
WALL WITHIT

THIS AFTERNOON

PR 2 e —

u e

?

Cope. 1934, Kimg Framis

2

|
!

| FOUND
THE TACK

By Chic Young

b

N

NO, BUT

By Fran Striker

L GET THAT GOLD BACK A

1 KIN ONLY TELL YA

THAT I GOTTA GIT T*
PACK-EE-STAN, I'D
NEVER KEEP A SECRUT A

1 KIN Y
Ut
NOBUDDY BUT ME
KIN KNOW ! 1
MADE A
PROMUSS *

I
HIM,
E

PAKISTAN IS NEAR

A...IT'S ACROSS THE

ALAYAS FROM CHINA,
TC...YOU' 01

YUP...SHORE
A

MAKE FAST
TIME 00!

YOULL NEED VISAS...
YOU HAVE A PASSPOR'
1 REMEMBER... I'LL
HELP YOU GET THEM .

AH DID, DEAR ~BUT
WERE $0 SAD ~ON
ACCOUNT

T EX-STINK,MAH

EYE, DEAR/’-
LOOK -

Tilly The Toiler

Tt Te T i Bl T et

By Bob Gustafson

.adeq| Napoleon and Uncle Elby

Henry

«

YOU'RE LUCKY 1
STIL USIN' MY BRAIN

WiLp WAVES

¥ SAYIN) SON

}

Tippy and "Cap" Stubs

[[R—
_ | | oaNnciNe
1 FEEL

KINDA | —

SILLY--/—

GON TO A

ANMOLE LADY
LIKE ME! I'VE

- WHAT IF MR.
BUDGE SHOULD
FIND OUT--1I'D
NEVER HEAR TH’
LAST OF 1T--

SCHOOL-

\

- =i
By George McManui{

OH=- SHUT P

HELP T IF AND COME ON=I'M
YOUR TRAIN ANXIOUS TO GET 0N
GOT N HOME -
AHEAD OF
TIVE!

FOR GOODNESS' SAKE-
WHAT ARE YOU DONG

—

(< ¢ THEM- I SENT

BACK WHERE YOU

MINE HOME BY
DELIVERY TRUCK " ¢/

WELL, A DOGS NAME SHOULD
SUGGEST HIS CHARACTER. 50
A BIG POWERFUL DOG LIKE

HE IS

By Marry Hoenigsex

SUOULD HAVE AA—EE';&I;A E -MAN

NAME, LET'S CALL MI i

HERCULES
BUNYON

SAMSON PAUL
PRINGLE .




