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The Tiny Folk

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

The cold north wind whistled a-
round the corner of Susan Daile's
house. It heaped the snow in great
banks along the fence, and tried
its best to cover the shed right
over. No one was moving on Play-
time Lane, not even grown-ups.
Susan tried looking out the win-
dow, but the snow flakes were s0
thick and whirled by so fast that
she could not see very far.

“I don't like this old storm,”
sald Susan crossly. “I like the snow
to play in, but I can't go out to
play in this, It is storming too
hard for me to go over to Laurie’s.
I have no one to play with, Wha'
can I do, Mommy?

“What is the matter with ,\'mu"
little brother?” Mrs. Dale a;kodi
“Now that he is two yecars old, )u-}
is not a baby any more. You can|

have fun with him.'

“No, I can’t” said Susan. ““He|
doesn’t know how to play my|
games.”

“Now Susan” saild her mother
firmly, “vou just aren't pleas~d

with yourself today. You staved
up too late last night. Of course.
you love David. Just try playinz
with him, and you'll see that you
wll have lots of fun.”

Susan sighed, “I suppose there
is nothing else I can do, T'll b~
glad when I can go to school next
vear. Then T'll have lots of child-
ren teo play with. Come along
David, let's play house.”

She took out her lttle red table
and David ran over and picked up
one little red chair. The top of the
chalr came up as high as his yel-
low ourls, but he kept lifting and
walking until he reached the table.

‘You're a good little boy to help
me,” said Susan. and David's blue
eyes twinkled with a pleased look

“Tet's set the table for supper.
You ean be Daddy and Tl be
Mommy. Margaret Lou can be our
baby,” she said as she placed her
new Christmas doll in the chair.

Away David ran. Back he came| gether. You know, it is nice to!ment the fast-flying robber of the
luggng his big black and white| have a little brother to play with,|air flew away. It was some time | quet for him and the Queen on
Panda Bear with him, “Pandal after all.” before Homer even ventured to|their royal tour.

By Thornton W. Burgess

to a greater distance. Each time

HOMER THE ROAMER IS
LUCKY
Luck and chance go hand
hand;
Neither is at your command.
—Old Mother Nature.|did considerable

that wonderful instinct for home
took him straight there, just as
in|if he had a compass in his head.
Tommy Tit and Homer had be-
come very well acquainted, Homer
strutting about

the barnyard, especially when
Homer the Roamer was Farmer| Mrs. Homer Wwas looking on. He
was pround of his strength and

Brown's Boy's pet homing pigeon.
He was being trained to fly in the way he could use his wings.
pigeon races. He was an exception- | So far he had had no adventures
ally handsome and fine youngi\\'halevm: On cach flight he had
pigeon. You know, homing pigeons,| nothing to think about except get-
perhaps more often called carrier|ting home as quickly as possible.
pigeons, are the kind that are! Tommy Tit, afterward others,
used in war time to carry mes- | warned the young pigeon that |
sages. They are carefully trained there were dangers to be looked!
to do this. In peace time they out for. He was warned to watch|
are trained "to fly long distances ' out for Falco the Duck Hawk, who
in races. Homer the Roamer was has a liking for pigeon dinners.

being so trained by Farmer | Homer let the warning go in one
Brown's Boy. ear and out the other. He didn't|
Every so often he would take 6 believe there was any hawk who

distance from! could fly fast enough to catch
home, and there set him free.! him. Because he never had been
Homer would circle until he \\'m‘l\\orr.cd by anything on any of
sure of the direction in which! his flights he forgot to watch out.
home lay, then would fly straight|He became careless. So it was that
there. Each time he was carried| he failed to see Falco the Duck
Hawk until it was almost too late.

Homer was lucky. He was al-
most home at the time. Had he
been even a little farther from
home, he couldn’t have escaped.
As it was he reached home just

Homer off some

Bear wants supper too,” he said,
sitting Panda up in the other lit-
tle chair.

Susan looked for a minute. Then

she started to laugh “You and Ij% X
are funm'd David. ¢ We pull our| time to dart in through the
family on the chairs. Now where doorway to safety. So close was

that fast-flying hawk, who really
is a falcon, that when he turned
to avoid dashing headlong against
the barn one of his swift wings
actually touched the tip of Home
er's tail.
With

shall we sit? We’ll have to stand
up to eat our supper.” Then botn
she and David started to laugh at
the joke on themselves.

“Come see how funny we are|
Mommy,” Susan called. “David

and I are having a great time t>- a scream of disappoint-

. P g e
As it was, he reached home just

in time to dart Iin through

the doqrway to safety.

look outside. When at last he did
go out, he anxiously looked this
way and that way.

“Dee, dee, dee, dee! He has
gone, you have nothing to worry
about now,” called Tommy Tit the
Chickadee. “You may not know it,
but you are a lucky bird. That
fellow all but caught you. I warn-
ed you to look out for him.”

Homer wasn’t strutting now. He
wasn't puffed up. He wasn't feel-
ing proud. The truth is, he was
still feeling very much upset at
the fright he had had. You see,
that was the first great fright he
had had. Always having had the
protection of Farmer Brown's Boy,
he had not yet learned the dangers
of the Great World. The feather-
ed folk of the Green Meadows and
the Green Forest begin to learn
these dangers as soon as they
leave the nest.

DUKE SURPRISE VISITOR

SYDNEY, Australia —(AP)—Joe
Fallon, 4l-year-old Sydney busi-
ness man, was reclining at home
Thursday in  swimming trunks
when the Duke of Edinburgh
vsalked in unannounced. They were
wartime buddies, They chatted for
214 hours —until the duke had to
dash away to a formal state ban-

GEARLESS FOSDICK

by AL CAPP

STOP, ANYFACE I~ IF YOU SAW ME
IN HALF, )'LL STARVE TO DEATH

Y-YOU'RE. NOT GOING TO SAW
ME IN HALF, ARE YOU, FOSDICKS?
—ONLY AN INHUMAN BEAST
WOULD DO THAT /! &

YOU MEAN

L4

ONE CAN'T LIVE ON MY SALARY,

MUCH LESS
TWO! [

OIL, CHARLIE — SO
YOUR HAIR WILL
LOOK NEAT, BUT
NOT-UgH!-GREASYS K

Witdroot Cream-0il Is Canada's favorite hair

tonlc.  It's non-alcoholic. Contains soothing Lanolin. Grooms hair, refieves dryness, removes loose dandruff.

Get Wildroot Cream-0il, Charlie! Low as 43¢

Rip Kirby
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King of The Royal Mounted

By Alex Raymond

Tilly The Toiler

Napoleon and Uncle Elby

By Bob Gustafson

= BUT HE LEFT HIS
PET WHITE
S8 WERE /

WATCH ME& TEASE TH' POOCH!

HERE YOU ARE, FIPO! HAVE
SCNE. CHICKEN! 'T00 BAD YOU
ANT TALLER, HA WA

2

WELL, LET%
GITONOVER | TAD WITHOUT AV
HELP FROM

THE"WIDOW ”
DISCOVER.
THAT TREIR
CAR HAS
BEEN DRIVEN
ay /4

E———
DON'T ST STAND THEERE.. WHOEVER IT WAS A’NOWASI 7/HA7‘

VE GOTTA STOP 7Hi

by WE MURDERED HERMA

IN TO
WIPE HIS |
GLOVES...

DIGBER'S ,

ARIGHT TO
LEFT BYE...

THE HEART..]

“

DON'T NEED NONE.
AH WORKS LP A

AHLL FAFTA © A LONG-
GIT IN TOUCH | DISTANCE CALL,
WIF LI'L EH?-BUT,
ABNER?

HE'S FAR

MAH TEM IS OLE:
FASHIONED —-BUT
1T'6 CONVENIENT.
YO' DON'T HAFTA ARGY
WIF'NO OPERATORS.

Dotty Dripple

ole PAY? '6!6111-!!! THEY OO
1 BABYSATTHE  TAKIN’ AWAY THE GROUN'
CHUCK CHI
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WILL NEVER KNOW IF HE
l:‘FlAlID OF

8 SHADOW/

FOR 8I%
B4R

o2, V M. HO...WITd THEM )
MORE EBLECTIONS COMIN' UPIN
ALL 1 DOUB

TS THEY

HORACE, I NEED
MONEY FOR SOME
NEW CLOTHES/

MY

LAND!

“By Geor

A GREAT, BIG,
FAMOUS ACTOR LIKE THAT
HAS MORE THINGS TO DO
THAN JUST EAT A
HOME-COOKED
DINNER-- !

ae McManu!
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MAYBE I DIO WRONG
M GIVIN "NIFTY® THAT
TWO

KS - L, SHOUL DA
-
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