By Thorton W. Burgess

WORKING HARD BUT
HAPPY

Pity those with naught to do,
I don't envy them, do you?
—Banker the Swallow.

If there 1s a lazy feather on
Banker the Bank Swallow, no one
has ever seen it. The bank swal-
lows are the smallest of the swal-
low cousins, but small as they are
they are workers. Banker and Mrs.
Banker had spent the winter way
down in South Amperica, just as
their cousins had. It had been a
long journey down there. and a
long journey back again. But now
that they were back they gave
no thought to anything but home-
building.

a better one anywhere along the
Big River."”

They not only looked the face
of the bank over closely, but they
skimmed low over thé ground above
just to make sure of how things
were. The more they looked the
better they liked it. Grass was
growing close to the edge of the
bank. That meant that the roots
of the grass would hold the sand
from slipping at the top. If they
placed their home just right, it
would mean a good roof of sod
above them.

It was late in the afternoon.
|While they were impatient to get
':m work, they decided to wait until
|the next morning. But they did
choose just the place where they
would begin digging. The next
morning they began work just as
soon as they were through break-
fast. It was a hard job ahead of
them, but they were happy. They
long ago had discovered that use-
ful work is the key to happy liv-
ing.

The Tiny Folkl

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

The evening sun was throwing
long shadows across the lawn as
the children on Palytime Lane be-
gan to gather up their play things
for the night. Some of the bigger
children were playing ball in the
open field while the smaller opes,
like Susan, David, Laurie, Allan
and Peter were playing with their
tricycles and wagons. The fathers
were busy raking up the grass,
clearing out the corners, and do-
ing some spring cleaning out of
doors.

Mrs. Dale called David to come
in, for he was younger than the
others and needed to go to bed
earlier. “You'll have to come
soon too, Susan,” she added, as
she closed the back door.

Susan and Laurie were very
busy just then. Mr. Dale was
raking, up the old grass and put-
ting it into the wheelbarrow. The
two children were very busy and
felt so important, because they
were helping too.

“Here are a few sticks we had
for fishing rods. I guess we can
throw them away too,” said
Laurie, as he picked them up.

“I don't know where these pieces
of old board come from,” spoke
up Susan, ‘‘but they are just be-
ing a bother so we'll throw them
away too."”
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“Aren't the flames beautiful?"
asked Helen.

“The little spark fly up like
little flies,” added Paul.

“Doesn’t it feel hot on your
face?’’ spoke up Alan as he
moved back a bit. Susan and
Laurie stood shyly away from the
others, for, to tell the truth, they
were, a bit afraid of the fire. "

Just then Peter came running
over to the fire with the old® dead
Christmas tree. ‘‘Here,”” he said
as he threw it on the fire, “this
will keep it going for a while yet.
It is almost out.”

Witha sudden roar, the flames
swept over the dry tree di
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Tilly The Toiler
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tongues of fire high in the 'air
and. a shower of sparks all a-
round. The children yelled and
ran back.

“Now that's enough of that,”
said Mr. Dale sternly. ‘‘Peter,
you are old enough to know bet-
ter than that. Fire is never a
plaything, not even for grown
ups. It can cause danger and
harm so very suddenly. Those
sparks might get into your eyes,
or the flames catch your cloth-
ing. You'll have to go home now
because you were naughty.”
The older children left then,
and just that minute Mr. Page
called Laurie. Saying goodnight to
Susan and Mr. Dale, he ran a-
long the path to his own home.
He told his father all about the
fire, then added. “I'll never go
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The Easter meeting of Stan-
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“It is perfect,” declared Bank-
er.

They flew straight to a bank
on the big River where they had

hope W.M.S., was held on April
20th, ‘at the home of Mrs. Horace
Marshall. The meeting was open-
ed with the Theme and Call to
worship, followed by singing *O
Word of God Incarnate’” and re-
peating the Lord's Prayer in
unison. The President led us in
meglitation on that great assign-
ment given to us all by our Lord
“Go ye, and teach all nations,”
followed by prayer. Four mem-
bers participated in a discussion
on “Relief for Korea. Mrs. Wil-

of what was already there, and it
made a very high heap indeed.

“I think we'll set fire to this
now,”” said Mr. Dale. *‘The wind
is not blowing so there will be no
danger of sparks catching into
the house or garage. Now you two
stay away from the fire, for it
may blaze up quickly.”

Mr. Dale carcfully struck a
match -and lit a small piece of
paper. This he pushed in under
the dry grass, and in an instant
there was a roaring, crackling

remember, fire and matches are
to be left alone. They can be
very useful sometimes, but they
can be very harmful too.”

And Laurie kept that in his
mind, always to be remembered:
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choice of where to dig. Wednesday, May 12th at 10 o'clock a.m.

Banker agreed. So they flew
down the Big River for quite a
2 distance. They didn't find a bank
! to suit them on that side. They
R turned, and flew back up the river

4 for quite a distance. There was
no good bank anywhere along the
way. '

Then they flew across the Big
River. Almost directly across from
the bank where they had lived last
vear they found another bank that
set them to twittering excitedly.
It was a high bank of sand packed
very firmly. They fluttered up and
down close to the bank, looking it
over with the greatest of care.

“It is perfect,” declared Bank-

nested the year before. They plan-
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KINDERGARTEN ENROLLMENT FOR
SEPTEMBER 1954

CHARLOTTETOWN PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Enrollments for Kindergarten will be received
during the coming week. Pupils must be age five by
next December 30th. ‘

The Board of Schpeol Trustees will give consider-
ation to the opening of an additional Kindergarten
class at Prince Street School if there are sufficient ap-
plications.
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Parents are urged to make immediate application
at the office of the School Superintendent, 140 Rich-
mond Street or phone 6837.
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NO, FATHER, I TRIED TWICE
T 1 0

BUT GOT WRONG
DID YOU GET MR, SNYDER
ON THE PHONE, PENNY ?

HOW WRONG NUMBERS
ARE NEVER BUSY!
| r (

ISN'T IT A FUNNY THING,
FATHER, 1 MEAN IT'S A
REAL FUNNY THING ---
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