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By Thornton
MUTUAL RESPECT

If you would win respect then
you

In turn must he respectful too.
—Old Mother Nature.
Respect costs nothing, and often
gains muca. TWwo very younz peo-
ple of the Green Forest had met
for the first time. One was a son
of Paddy the Beaver. The other
was a son of Prickly Porky the
Porcupine. His name was Prickles
They had met at the edge of one
of Paddy the Braver's pouds deep
in the Green Forest Prickles was
making a journey with his mother,
Mrs. Porky. It wasn't a long jour-

ney as journeys go, but it was
long to such slow travellers as
porcupines. They had come to this
little pond, and there Mother
Porky decided they would stay for
a while

Prickles had zone nu* on a stout
old log that lav partiv in the
water. Th:s a new world for
him. Never he <ren =0 much
water before, d 1t was ail very

been out
hen along
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m the other side
aed rather

strange to hime He h
there onlya few mi
came a Vol
swimming ac
of the little
impolitely at
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|les stared back just as impolitely.
| He never had seen a beaver until

now, nor had the young beaver
| ever seen a porcupine. Presently
the young beaver went ashore and
got a stick of aspen. He pulled it
down to the edge of the water and |
began to eat the bark Prickles |
said that he liked that kind of
bark, too. So it was they found
lout they had something in com-
mon: a liking for bark, especially!
aspen bark.

The two were not very far apart
in size. Each looked the other,
over and each felt a growing re-
spect for the other

“Do you live here all the time?"
asked Prickles.

The young beaver stopped chew-
ing the bark long enough to nod.
“Yes.” said he. “Why would I live
anywhere else?”

¢I don't know,” confessed Prick-
les. “I just wondered. Do you lve,
in a hollow tree, or a hollow log,
or in among some rocks?”

The yvoung bheaver opened his
eves very wide. “What in the world
would I live in a place like those

for?” he asked. “Is that the kind
of a place you live in?”
“I don't really live in a place’

like that " replied the young por-
{cupine. “But if I want to find a
place to sleep, or get out of a

jand mud way

“Do you mean you live in the

water?” he exclaimed.

storm and feel safe, I use one of
those places, which ever happens
to be nearest. Where do you sleep?”
“Do you see that pile of sticks
over there in the
water?” asked the young beaver.
Prickles saw something over there.
He didn't see it very clearly, for
he hasn't the right kind of eyes for
seeing far. He is what is called

| near-sighted. That is, he sees clear-

ly only those things that are faire
ly near. “Do you mean you live in
the water?” he exclaimed.

“Yes, and no,” replied the young
beaver. “We beavers don't sleep
in the water. We spend a lot of
time in the water, but we don't

| sleep there. We live in that house

out there, and we have to go down
in the water to get into it. But
when we get in there we have
a nice warm bedroom that is above

! the water.”

“What a funny way to live”
said the young porcupine, but there
was respect in the way he said
1t
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The Tiny Folkl

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

Baby Linda was sitting up in her
high chair chewing on a crust of
bread. Laurie came into the kit-
chen to get an apple and noticed
her with the crust.

“Oh, Mommy, that will never
do,” he sald. “Take that crust from

Linda, for she’s too little to eat
bread.”
“How many teeth has she?”

Laurie’s mother asked.

“She has six now, and you said
there were two more coming
through,” Laurie replied.

“That i8 why I gave her the
crust, She needs something Qard
to chew on to make her gums
firm. It makes her teeth stronger
too. You want her to have pretty
teeth, don't you?”

With that explanation Laurie
was satisfied. He got his apple and
| went back out to play with Susan,
David and Peter.
| At noon Laurie was really hun-
gry for his dinner. The potatoes,
carrots, meat, and peas disappear-
ed in a twinkling. Then he- ate
his custard and asked for more
milk and brown bread.

Just as he asked to be excused,

his mother pointed to the crusts,
and said. “What happened to
those?"”

Laurie looked at them, then at
her, “don’t want to eat my crusts
for they are hard.”

“Why does Linda eat
crusts?” his mother asked.

“She eats hard things to make
her teeth come through.”

“Has Frisky got pretty teeth?”
his mother asked again.

“Oh, yes!” Laurie exclaimed, his
eyes shining.  “Frisky’s teeth are
just as white and pretty as can
be.”

“Now you see what I mean”
explained Mrs. Page. “Your baby
sister eats her crusts to make her
teeth good. Frisky chews hard
bones to clean his teeth and to
make them strong. They are al-
ways white and shiny, and he
never has to go to the dentist.”

Laurie laughed at the idea of
Frisky going to the dentist, but
he was thinking over what his
mother had sald. He looked back
at the crusts on his plate. Over
he went and started to eat. He
chewed and chewed away, nntil
every last crumb was gone.

“Look, Mommy,” he sald, *my
crusts are all gone. My teeth will
be good now too. Just look at
them to see how they are com-
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KEEP IT A
FAIR_FIGHT, MR,

BATES, IF YOU
UNDERS TAND
THE TERM...

\

DON'T TELL ANYBUDODY
WHERE I'M GO'N'..

JES' SAY 1 HAD SOME
IMPURTINT BIZNISS.

YOU AIN'T BVEN

THAT'S RIGHT...
CAN'T.,. MIGHTY
SECRUT. NOW
TAKE CARE A
YORESELF, SI15
b G'BYE NOW,

TOLE ME,
HUMPHREY .

CHICKEN

CONVENIENT ANIMALS/
ERIED, THEY TASTED LIKE J

G'BYE, HUMPHREY. 1
PACKED A EXTRY PAIR
D

R

By Ham Fisher

. X GOTTA GIT THIS AXE
TO 'IM! HE SHORE

NEEDS 'IT. WONDER WHY.,.

WHY'D HE LE1AVE

THAR EYE? MADE TH'
FINEST PENDER

~AN'THAR MUSTACHES MADE
MAGNIFICENT TOOTHPICKS I/

AHLL TAKE YO'TO TH'
"VALLEY OF TH' SHMOON"
~WHAR THEY-6yLe/
USED TO COME
FUM—

Tilly The Toiler

By Bob Gustafson
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Tippy and "Cap" Stubs

THANK GOODNESSCAP'S
GONE TO SCHOOL, AN’

McManus
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By George
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WYA- JGGS- WHAT YA
THINK OF TH' FLYIN'
SAUCERS PEOPLE
HAVE BEEN SEEIN'?

WiG FATHER, SAHIB DE
DEAUVILLE .. NTS,
ROYAL COMMAND DE
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