The Tiny Folk,

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

Susan, David, and Peter were
all gathered at Laurie's house for
a game of ball. Since Susan, the
oldest, was barely six, they did
not play real softball, using a
bat, and running around bases.

Instead, they had fun and frolic
just throwing the ball and all
racing to catch it.

Susan could catch the ball some-
times, and so could Peter once
in a while, but Laurie and David
held their hands so far apart that
the ball always slipped through
them and down to the ground.

“Let's play catch,” suggested
Susan. ‘I watched the big chil-
dren doing this the other night,
and it looked like fun. Let us try
it, okey?"

“Throw it to me,” called Pet-
ter jumping up and down. Susan
threw the ball and Peter, sur-
prisingly enough, managed to hold
on to it. He turned to throw it
to Laurie, but of course the ball

went far beyond him. Laurie
squealed. with laughter, and ran
after it. He threw it to David,

but the ball never went in that
direction at all. Instead, it went
high in the air, and landed be-

hind himself. How the others
laughed!

“That's a queer way to throw
s ball,” teased Susan. "It is sup-
posed to go ahead of you, not
behind you. Here, David you

throw it to me."”

David swung his arm about,
just to show what a smart three
vear old he was. Whiz went the
ball, sideways from where he
stood. With shrieks and laughing
all four children raced after it,
trying to see who could get it
first. This was more fun than
playing catch so they did it again
and again. Whoever got the ball
first threw it across the yard, then
they all raced after it. There was
such a noise that Mrs. Page
looked out to see if there could
really be only four children out
there.

Just as Laurie tossed the ball
across the grass, Frisky, his lit-

tle terrier, flashed around the
corner and grabbed the ball in
his mouth. Away he raced with

it, his brown ears flapping in
the wind. s

‘““Here, Frisky, give me that
ball,”" ordered Susan. Frisky
stopped long enough for her to
get almost up to him, then away
he tore again, running in a wide
circle, carrying the ball.

“You give us that ball, Frisky,'
shouted Laurie amid peals of
laughter as he joined the other
three in a wild chase round and
round. When they stopped for
want of breath, Frisky stopped
too. Then he would run up close
to one of them and push the
ball again'st his leg. As soon as
the child reached down, Frisky
was gone again. Finally Susan
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moment the ball left her hands.
‘“‘Let's just throw it for him

we all can have fun catching him,
and he can play too.”

The others agreed, and the fun
was on. There were shouting and
laughter, tumblings and trippings,
wild scrambles and quick grabs
as Frisky joined in their game.
But not even the pup could stand
that too long and at last he drop-
ped exhausted. Four very hot
and rather tired children flopped
on the grass beside him.

Frisky's tongue hung out, long
and wet, as he panted and panted.
The children puffed and putfed,
getting their breath back.

“Phew! I'm really sweating,”
gasped Peter.

‘“That was a funny game of
ball,”” giggled Laurie.

‘‘Yes, it was,” Susan agreed.
“You are a funny ball player,
Frisky. You can catch the ball
and run with it, but can't throw
it at all. Now all we can do is
sit here and pant. I think we
should all let our tongues hang
out too. This w-s a funny, funny
ball game."

BEAUTIFUL BIRDS

Sweet little songsters of every
wing

Harbingers ye of the coming
Spring

As you take your flight from' the
southern bowers
To this beautiful Island home of

our,

Gladly we greet you sweet fea-
thered guests.

Our choicest spots for you downy
nests,

Singing your lays to the blos-
soming June

Oh in my heart there are words
for the tune.

Words of praise for the Father's
care

For methinks no need have you of
prayer.

In the joyous song you raise to
heaven

For you have no sins to be for-
given,

Praise for the love that
guard your way

Keeping you safely by night by
day,

You have a share in the promise
true

God of the sparrow, He cares for
you.

doth

to catch,” suggested Laurie. “Then
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IT WASN'T MR. BUZZARD

E'en those in observation schooled,
At times are very badly fooled.
—Bob White.

Peter Rabbit had left the dear
Old Brier-patch to pass the time
of day with Bob White. Bob was
sitting on a fence-post not too far
from the dear Old Brier-patch

“I thought I saw Ol' Mr. Buz-
zard over here a day or two ago,”
said Peter.

Bob White nodded his pretty
head. “You did,” said he. “We had
quite a visit together”.

“I had missed him this year”
sad Peter. “Why hasn’t he been
around before. Has he just come
up from the Sunny South?”

“He says not” replied Bob
White. “He just isn't living in this
part of the Green Forest. He says
he is living quite a long distance
from here, and just happened over
this way the other day. You know,
distance doesn’t mean much to
Ol' Mr. Buzzard.”

“I don't suppose it does. It must
be wonderful to be able to fly as
he can without getting tired, and
to look down on so much of the
Great World,” said Peter.

“I think so too, Peter”, replied
Bob White. “I really envy him his
big wings, and the way he knows
how to use them. I love to watch
him in the sky. Some of the hawk
folk are pretty good at sailing,
and so is King Eagle. But OlI' Mr.
Buzzard is*best of all. Look, isn't
that him now way up against that
white cloud?”

Peter tipped his head way back
and looked up. At first he didn't
see anything but a white cloud in
the blue, blue sky. However, in a
moment he saw what looked like
a black spect on the white cloud.
He watched it for a minute, and
knew by the way it sailed around
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ness and not yours,” was the un-
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“I thought I saw OI' Mr. Buz-
zard over here a day or two ago,”
said Peter.

we've met. I haven't seen you
around this summer. Where have
you been keeping yourself?” said
Peter.
“That'’s mah business,” was the
impolite and ungracious reply.
“I didn't mean anything per-
sonal,” said Peter hurrledly. “I
just meant that I wondered if
something had kept you in the
Sunny South, so that you didn't
get back here until now.”
“How 18 Mrs. Buzzard? I hope
she is feeling well. You told me
the other day you had two eggs.
Have they hatched yet?” asked
Bob White.
“Once more, that's mah busi-
gracious reply. “What {is more, I
wish you would stop calling me OI
Mr. Buzzard.”
“Wh-wh-wh-wh-wh-a-t should
we call you?” stammered Peter,
“Call me Mrs. Buzzard, for that
is who I am,” was the hissing
reply.
And so it was, for Mr. and Mrs

and around in a circle, that speck
was a bird. Any bird as high up as

I list to your blissful triumphant
glees

Morning and eve in my dooryard
trees,

And note with what patient and
skillful zest

You frame and fashion each cosy
nest,

With minute exactness each tiny
thread

In your wondrous
neatly laid

And curved and bent with

structure is

such

that must be one of the Buzzard
family .“He's coming down,” said
Peter, after a moment. '
Sure enough, Peter was right.
The speck grew. It becanmre a real
bird. It became a bigger and biggerl
bird.
“It's Ol' Mr.
sald Bob White. “I guess he's com-
ing down to make me another,
visit.” }
Just a couple of minutes later
the big black bird with the red|

Buzzard dress just alike.

Buzzard alright,”|:
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