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The Tiny Folkl

(A real story of real chiulnnl

for very young children)

Now that Linda was walking, she!
iid not seem to be a baby any,
more. Laurie was tickled pink, for
now she could play more games
with him. He gave her rides on
the back of his tricycle,, and took
her for little walks around the
garden, over to the orchard, or
just up and down the driveway.

Of course, Linda had gone along
with the family when they had
gone to visit Grandfather. Laurie
had taken her for a walk around
Grandma's garden but brought her

in.

“Mommy, I'm going with Gran-
daddy to the big spring. That is
where he keeps the cream can and
[ want to see it. Where shall I
leave sister? he asked.

“Just leave her with me. She
can. play in here until you get
back. Come, Linda, you play in
the kitchen until Laurie comes back
from his walk.”

Linda was quite satisfied to stay
in, for she ha’ a lot of exploring
to do. There were so very many
new things to see that she was
juite interested.

After cincling the kitchen three
or four times, she decided to find
out what was in the dining room
Nut there w=as a step in her way.
sShe looked at is for a minute, then
got down on her hands and knees
and crawled up over it. Then she
safned and looked back at her
nother.

re you going to get down
asked her

in? mother.
Linda thought that over. Then
she got down on her hands and

knees again. Knebling at the edge
of the step, she placed her hands
on the kitchen floor. Then down
she crawled one foot after the oth-
ar. She laughed, waved her hands,
;aid something to her Grandmoth-
er who stood’ watching, then got
up to do it, over again. This was
great fun!

Then she discovered that the
door had a latch instead of a
tnob. That was something differ-
snt. She stood playing with it for
a while, then pushed the door shut.
She opened it and peered out.

“Peek!" called Mother.

“Oh, dee, de! Peck!"” gurgled
Linda. She closed the door over
a bit, then opened it again. “Boo!"’
called her mother.

Linda shrieked with laughter.
This was just wonderful! She
could play peek, there was a queer
latch to rattle: then there was a
step to crawl up and down again
and again. She was amusing her-
<elf so well, and enjoying it, that
her mother stopped watching her,

and went to help Grandmother
with the dishes.
But, like all children, Linda

could not stay at one thing too
long. What else was there to see?
She walked to the door that open-
ed out on the verandah from the
dining room, but it was hooked sa

LACK AFFECTIONS ?

— o~

By
ALONE, BUT NOT LONELY

Loneliness you'll likely find,
Often is a state of mind. ’
—Old Mother Nature,

Runty Chuck was all alone. He
had found a new home. He had
been living with seven brothers
and sisters. Now, there was no one
living with him. And he wasn't
the least bit lonely. .In fact, he
liked being alone. Yes, sir, he liked
being alone. There was no one to
tease him, no one to push him
around. He could do just what he
pleased, when he pleased. It never
had been that way before. '

"‘ ‘.' ) .
“Chuckie,

Chuckie,
called the voice.

Chuckie,”

Runty had found by accident an
old hole in the ground, half-way

she could not get it open.

Back she came. There was an-
other door! ‘““Where does that one
lead to?”’
the knob, then pushed the door
open. It swung shut behind her and
Linda was left alone.

‘““Where can Linda be? She's ra-
ther quiet,”” Mother wondered ' to
Grandmother. ‘‘She has the kitchen
door closed between us, and she

take a look.”

Mrs. Page opened the door care-
fully, expecting Linda to be stand-
ing on the other side of it. But
no! she wasn't there. Mrs. Page
walked over to the verandah, but
no sign of Linda out there. ‘'Linda,
where are you?'' she called. She
noticed the closed door and open-
ed it. She walked into the hall and
looked down it to the little bed-
but no pink dress was in

' sang out Linda.

Mrs. Page turned startled eyes
toward the stairs. There, at the
very top, just disappearing along

| |[the upper hall, was the little pink

dress with Linda inside it. Mo-
ther ran up the stairs to grab the
baby as she started off to explore
the bedrooms.

“You must not go up the steps
alone. Naughty! You might fall and
get hurt. Mommy could not find
you anywhere. Let's go down now.
Laurie just came in."”

When Laurie heard what Linda
had done, he laughed and kissed
her. ‘‘Smart girl!"” he said. “She's
just learning to do things, isn't she,
Mommy!"

‘‘Peek!’’ laughed Linda with a
proud smile. And Mrs. Page gave

popuber e dehicious

pleasant chewing helps 10 keep your teeth bright—
your smile attsoctive. Enmjoy chewing Wrigley's

her a hug and left them to play
together.

flavowr of Wrigley™s
. and the

Thorton W. Burgess

she wondered. She tried,

may be into mischief. 1 think I'll|

up the steep bank back or tne
house where Aunt Sally lived. No
one had used that hole for a long,
long time. Runty had crept into
it to rest, and get out of sight
of Mother Chuck. He had discover-
ed a secret of Mother, Chuck’s. She
was getting some extra food down
at the foot of that bank. It was
thé best food Runty ever had tast-
ed. He didn't let Mother Chuck
know that he had found it. He hop-
ed his brothers and sisters wouldn’t
find it. Of course, that was selfish-

ness. ’

The first night he spent in his
new home he was so tired that he
slept right through all night. When
he awoke in the morning he didn’t
know where he was. He crept to
the doorway, and sat there for a
long time trying to make up his
mind just what to do. Then he
heard a soft gentle voice. “Chuckie,
Chuckie, Chuckie!” called the voice.
It was the voice.of Aunty Sally,
the dear old lady who lived at
the foot of the hill

There was something about that
voice that made Runty feel good
all over. There was friendliness in
it. There was even more than
friendliness. It was love. Without
knowing how he knew, he did
know that there was nothing to

~

|fear from the owner of that volce.

He was just making up his mind
to run down to see if Aunt Sally
had more of that delic.ous food for
him, when he heard the rustle of
fast-moving feet in the little path

off to one side. He peeped out.|:

Mother Chuck was running down
that little path as fast as her black
feet could take her.

It seemed to Runty that mother
never, never would get through
stuffing herself with that wonder-
ful food. He began to be afraid there
would be none left by the time she
got through. But there was; and as
soon as she had gone back to look
after the other children, Runty ran
down to get his breakfast. Not only
was that bread good to taste, but

it made him feel good. You see, it|

was what is called a perfect food,
but it was making him grow. The
only worry the Little Chuck had
now was that his brothers and
sisters might find this lovely food
too, and crowd him away from it
as they crowded him away from
the ‘sweet clover.

So, Runty was very careful not
to go back where his brothers and
sisters were. He was very careful
to keep out of their sight. He was
perfectly happy in living alone.
He had plenty of the best food
in the world, and he had a good
home in which to sleep and feel
safe. What more coyld a little
chuck ask for?

POPULATION DOUBLES

PARIS (Reuters)—The popula-
tion of the world has more than
doubled in the 100 years and is
increasing by 30,000,000 a year,
figures published by the national
statistics office showed Friday.
There are 2,500,000,000 people in
the world today compared with
about 1,160,000,000 in 1850.

DAILY

CROSSWORD

FlolR]AlY]

@on
AIR]

ACROSS 2.God of fire 19. Biblical
1. Confront (Hindu) name
5. Mast ». Mortificar (Poss.) |24
9. One of fivi tion 0. Mongrel
senses 4. And (L. dog

10. Attracted 5. Booth 2. Crown.
(Dial.) 6. Turk- like

12. Girl's name ish gov- append. [EIWE]S]

13. Child's ern- age
plaything ment (Bot.

14. One who White 23. Run , '
emigrates linen 24. Notion ~ Yesterday’s Asswer
from his , robe 25. More
country (Eccl.) given 31. Interior

16. Id est 8. Ease to fads 32. Moslem
(abbr.) 9. Appear 29. More title (pl.

17. Belonging  11. Conveyed dex- 5. Particle
to me by deed terous 317. A size of

18. Delivered 13. May apples  30. Plant of coal

20. Toobey (U.8) mustard 0. Musie

21. Evening 15. Hire amily note
(poet.)

22. Rural in 112 |3 |a V2705 le |7 |8 V)
appearance /) / %

26. Choose E) V7 "

27, Girl's /A
name T 53
(poss.) V/

28. Tacked 7 -4 7 o

31 { 4

HIOWE Bl 77/[e 19
(abbr.) 71

33. Gold (Her.} D7oV7 20 v on )

34, Dusting /A/A /////
with bread 155 34 135
crumbs

36. City (It.) o AT A

38. Island of VA/A ! ////
the Inner T3 DA 132
Hebrides S d /A

3D, Atis (var.)

40, Festivals * VA >4 =

41. Organs of p—
hearing i By / =

42. Sandarac 7T
tree e 7/

- L
4’
vowy 17
1. Covered 4 <
with film gl
D)LY CRYPTOQUOTE—Here’s how to work 1t:
N AXYDLBAAXR
s LONGFELLOW

One letter simply stands for another. In this exan °

used

for the three L's, X for the two O's, etc, Single lett..3, apos-
trophies, the length and formation of the words are all hln'!.
Each day the code lettem sre diWerv

, A Oryptogram Quotation
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Yesterday's Cryptoquote: BETTER TO LOVE AMISS THAN

NOTHING TO HAVE LOVED—CRABBE.

The Lone Ranqer

Joe Pa Ioél;a
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Stubs

Penny Napoleon and Uncle Elby _ Pogo Henry

Tilly The Toiler

Bringing Up Father

Tippy and "Cap

Dotty Dripple
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LOOK, THE THEORY 16 THAT
YOU'RE TO TRY TO LIVE ON
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