The Tiny Folfl |

(A ‘real story of real children
tor very young children)

There was h
ng around the
Tuesday morning, for
ily were going in to town with
Vr. Page.

“No, Frisky, you can't come
with us,” said Mr. Page as he
shoved the little dog away frem
the car, Frisky sadly walked over
to crawl under the lilac in the
shade,

The family were ready, and
they were off. Baby Linda was
much excited, and laughed and
prattled as they drove along.

“See all those ecows in that
field, Linda,’”” spid Laurie point-
ing. “They are eating grass so
they can give a lot of mik to
make butter for us. Mommy, do
cows sleep?’”

“Yes, of course they do. If it is
hot, they aften lie down for a
nap in the daytime. Then théy
jsually sleep most of the night.”

and s .
age hnul:“riﬁl
all the fam-

“What. is that big thing by the
tence?" asked Laurie, pointing
1gain.

“That's a piece of machinery
‘hat the farmer uses. It is called
+ hay loader. It picks up the hay
oft the field as it goes along and
siles it on the wagon where the
nan packs it in place.”

“I wish we could wait here to
ee it working,' sighed Laurle,

“That would not do to day,”
aughed his father. I have bus-
ness in town so we must hurry.

‘“Yes, and Linda and I must get
wur new shoes,” added Laurie.

“Oh, Daddy, drive slowly here,”
jaid Mother, ‘“‘See the mother
sorse and baby foal, Laurie. Look
it the horse, Linda.”

“Ga-ga, oh, oh oh!' said Linda,
patting her hands against the car
window.

“Isn't he a darling, Mommy?"
said Laurie. ‘See his long legs.
Look at the pretty white heart on
his forehead. I think he wants to
come with us. He's trotting along
the fence looking at us.’”

“He'’s likely a pet. Perhaps a
tittle boy lives there too, and
lays with him. That’s why he's
(,ooklng for attentign.”

By that time the mother horse
and foal were out of sight.

On a side road a road ma-
¢hine was scraping the lumps
and ruts off the road. They pas-
sed a schoolhouse where the chil-
dren were busy playing ball,
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By Thorton
A ROOF BUT NO BED

Who is with simple things content,
Avolds a lot of worriement.
—Ol' Mistah Buzsard |

O Mistah Buzzard is absolutely
right about that. The more things
one has, the more things one has
to worry about. Ol' Mistah Buzzard
and Mrs, Buzzard live the simple
life. They are content with simple
things. ey eat food that other
folks wouldn’t touch, so they don't
have to. worry about catching it
as 80 many others do. They are
satisfied with things that other
folks have thrown aside.

They do not bother to build
nests, so they do not have to worry
about where a nest shall be built,
how it should be built, what it
should be built of, or how it shall
be hidden. Mrs, Buzzard just lays
her eggs in some handy place which
she finds without too much trouble.

“It must be recess time,'" Lau-
rie said.

“I'm sure this must be their
last day of school too,” said Mrs.
Page. “‘Then they have a long
holiday ahead of them.”

‘‘Just beyond the next farm-
house Laurie saw  several big
geese. ‘‘Oh, see the baby geese,
Mommy. Look, Linda!"

“Those are called goslings,” his
mother explained.

““They don’t look like their mo-
thers. They are sort of grey and
yellow,” said Laurie.

‘“That is their baby clothing,"
his mother said. “Their little
downy bodies are like the baby
chickens, but their real feathers
will be white, and their wings
grey.”

‘““They play in that little pond,”
added Laurie.

*Yes, they like the water, but
hens don't. So you see, each 'per-
son or animal or bird likes some-
thing different from the other,”
was his mother’s explanation.

“I see town now. See all the
houses, Linda. You are going to
get new shoes, dear. Will she like
that Mommy?" )

“I hope so,” replied his mo-
ther. ‘“What about you? Do you
like new shoes?’’

‘‘Oh yes, I like to get new
things. I wan't to see if there are
any new toys too. I just love to
come to town for a little while
But do you know what, Mommy”
T like the car drive best of all,
for there are so many in-t'r-sting
things to see.”

His mother and father smiled.
‘‘Well,- see how many interesting
things there are te see in town.
Here we are.”

N PUrse or pocket

SPEARMINT
CHRWING

D P
St 4

W. Burgess

Bometimes it & a sheltered place
on the bare ground. Sometimes she
{inds & hollow stump or a hallow
log. This year the two eggs were
laid on the bare floor of a small
cave in a rocky . There was &
‘little shelf of rock in front of the
little cave. It was a handy  place
to sit and take a sunbath,

There was not so much as a
straw beneath .those two eggs
There just wasn't any bed at all
But overhead there was a roof, &
roof of stone. It was not;a big
cave. In fact, it was only a little
bigger than was necessary for com-
fort. It didn't go in too far. Mrs,
Buzzard, sitting on the eggs,
could look out and watch what
was going on in the Green Fores}
down below. And all the time, no
matter what the weather was, she
was dry. The rain couldn’t get in
there. This meant, that when the
babies hatched out, they would
not be subject to dampness. They
never would get wet as babies in
outside nests often do.

At first Ol' Mistah Buzzard
hadn't known just what to think
about Mrs. Buzzard’s choice of a
home for the babies to be. They
had never before used a cave. Mrs.
Buzzard insisted that this was no
reason they shouldn’t use one now.
She had heard of members of the
family using caves. If a hollow
log on the ground was good, why
not a cave? OI' Mistah Buzzard
was sure it was the best place for
a home they had ever had. It
didn’t trouble him at all, nor did
it trouble Mrs, Buzzard that the
babies had to lie on hard rock. “It
is good for them,” said Ol' Mistah
Buzzard. “Some babies have things
too soft and easy. A little rough-
ness doesn't hurt anybody, it makes
for toughness. And children going
out into the Great World need to
be tough.”

So it was that in the little cave
in the ledge of rock two young
Buzzards grew up until they were
big enough to take their first
lessons in flying. And they were as

I downy beds.
i | that small cave, or if they knew
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liron‘ and hu.lthy young birds as
any that ever were hatched in

For a long time no one knew of

of it no’'one suspected anyone was
Jiving in it. True, some of the
Green Forest folk saw Mrs. Buz-
zard from time to time taking the
air and a sunbath on the little
shelf in front of the cave, but
thought nothing of it. They didn't
suspct that behind her were first

two. eggs, and then two husky
young birds. It was a secret well
kept. : .

“We'll do it again next year,”
sald Mrs. Buzzard to Ol Mistah
d. And he d

CANADIAN EXPORTS SLUMP

OTTAWA (CP) — Canada’s ex-
ports fell by $22,000,000 in May
as sales of wheat and other grains
slumped. Total exports declined to
$358,335,000, down 5.8 per cent
from $380,368,000 in May last year,
the bureau of statistics reported
Friday. Volume dropped by 3.6 per
cent; prices by 2.3.

GREGOR'S TURKEY
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CORNWALL

Serving meals daily 1:00 to
7:00 p.m., preferably by ap-
pointment.
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NOTICE
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND
DAIRY FARMERS

Frr———

In May, notice was given that 1lc per pound would be
deducted from your June milk or cream cheques—unless
you advised to the contrary—as a contribution to the Na-

The response to this program both by farmers and
plant operators has been excellent, indicating that Dairy-
men appreciate the importance of advertising, promotion
and public, relations. On behalf of the Dairy Farmers of
Canada, the P:: Bx 1. Dairymen’s Association congratulates
you on your co-operation and thanks you for the contri- |

P. E. 1. DAIRYMEN’S ASSOCIATION

prosperity of the Dairy In-
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