The Tiny Folkl

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

Perky, the new black pup that
had been David's birthday pres-
ent, was over two months old. He
had grown quite a bit since he
had come to live with the Dale's.
His legs were longer now, and
not so wobbly, so he could run
fairly fast. He didn’'t run just the
same way Frisky ran. Instead he
sort of bounced along on stiff legs,
his silky ears flapping up and
down.

He was a very inquisitive pup,
for he had to find out just what
every thing was. He loved to haul
out shoes, and was quite annoyed
when Mrs. Dale would not let him
chew on them. They felt so good
on his little teeth. He had chewed
and played with, ran and tugged
at, lugged around the stuffed rag
doll that Mrs. Dale had made es-
pecially for him, but, just like
boys and girls, he liked a new
toy to play with every now and
then. That is why he was forever
running off with Susan's teddy
bear, or his mother's duster, or
her father’'s slippers.

He was a well-beloved puppy,
for all that. He did not wander
too far from the house, but liked
to sleep on the doorstep in the
sun with his nose on his paws.
A man selling fish had come to
the door a few days ago, and
Perky had been very full of bus-
iness. He had barked and barked
from inside the screen door. He
just wanted to show Susan that
he was standing guard. Mrs. Dale
and Susan had laughed and laugh-
ed at the funny baby barks.

‘“‘Imagine the size of you bark-
ing to scare away strangers!’
teased Mrs. Dale.

‘““You're a smart puppy.' prais-
ed Susan, stroking his shiny black
head.

"My puppy is a good puppy. He
ltkes me.” added David, appear-
ing around the corner to pick up

the pup and carry him off to
play.
It was a lovely day for play-

ing, and Susan with David were
already out enjoying themselves.
Perky had had a little run and
was now curled up on the back
steps.

Suddenly Mrs. Dale heard him
barking, ‘‘Arf, arf, bow, bow-
wow,’”” he yelped in shrill, short,
sharp barks.

‘“‘He must be barking at some-
one again,’”’ she thought and hur-
ried to the door.

She stopped inside the screen
door and laughed to herself. A-
bout ten feet away a wvery wor-
ried Perky was barking at a very
strange thing on the lawn. It was
only an old brown paper bag,
blown from somewhere, but the
little breeze was moving it just
a bit.

“Bow-wow wow,'' barked Perky,
dashing up to within a foot or
so, then stopping suddenly. ‘‘You
had better get away from here.
I'm a big dog and I can bite you.
Bow-wow."

The paper rustled a bit, and
Perky barked frantically, racing
round and round, yet not getting
too near for comfort. He growled
little deep growls to show he
meant business. He was getting
very brave, and dared to go with-
in twelve inches of the bag.

A wandering little gust of wind
came just then, and puffed the
paper bag, quite unexpecetedly
right into Perky's face. What a
surprise the pup got! He was
sure it was going to swallow him.
With a frightened yelp, he raced
for the doorstep, dashed through
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“The buzzard folk are not very
nice folk to look at until they are
up in the air. They may be homely,
but they are not ugly. It is very
seldom that any of them ever hurt
anybody. Never judge anybody by
their looks. The ugliest looking may
have the sweetest gisposition. Find
out first what people can do, and

By Thorto
UGLY IN LOOKS ONLY

Not for looks, but what you do,
Judgment will be passed on you.
—Old Mother Nature.

Bob White Junior, smart son of
Bob White the Quail, was only
about half grown, but already’ he
had learned many things that must
be learned young by a young bird
that wants to grow up. Right now
he was squatting on the ground
at the foot of a fence-post on
which his father was sitting. On
the next post was Ol' Mr. Buzzard.
The young quail was seeing him
for the first time. He was staring
most impolitely. It was sti]l hard
for him to believe that such a big
feathered person, who when high
in the air looked so much like a
member of the hawk family, was
not to be feared. But it was clear
that his father and Ol Mr. Buzzard
were old friends, so of course there
was nothing to be afraid of.

He had first seen OI' Mr. Buz-
zard sailing high in the air. Now
that he was down on that fence-
post near enough to be seen
clearly, young Bob though Ol
Mr. Buzzard was the ugliest person
he had ever seen. To begin with
he had a big hooked bill. That in
itself was enough to make any
one afraid. Then, his head and
neck were bare. There wasn't a
feather on either his head or his
neck; and both were red. Never
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like this excepting over in Farmer|]ook like that fellow,”
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Altogether, Ol' Mr. Buzzard was
not only homely, but he was ugly
looking.

“There's nothing pleasant about
him. He isn't at all nice looking,”
thought young Bob White.

Presently Ol' Mr. Buzzard took
off. He gave a sort of hop into
the air, and leisurely flapped his
big wings a few times. Then he
seemed to just sail up in the air.

Bob White and Junior watched
him.

‘Well, what do you think of my -
old friend?” asked Bob White. .

“I think he's the ugliest person FREE
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I've ever seen, and I don't care to

see him again,” declared Junior.
His father chuckled. It was a

throaty little chuckle. “I guess he

had young Bob seen any one at
all like him. There was no one
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the door Mrs. Dale held open for
him, and flew to hide behind the
door.

Mrs. Dale sat down and laugh-
cd till the tears came to her eyes.
When she could get her breath,
she said. ‘““What a brave, big
watch dog you are, Perky! You
can bark and growl, but the
minute something comes after you,
you dash away to hide. Yes, you
are a brave dog indeed!"

SLEEP-RIDER

GUELPH, Ont, (CP)—A father
telephoned police to report his 14-
year-old son was out riding his bi-
cycle in his sleep. The father him-
self located the pyjama-clad rifer
and took him back to bed in the
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DAILY CRYPTOQUOTE-Here's how to work it:/
AXYDLBAAXR

s LONGFELLOW

One lctter simply stands for another. In this examp.: A
for the three L's, X for the twe O'

trophies, the length and forma

Each day the code letters are different.
A Oryptogram Quotation .

mn¥K IJVKYK

BP MPQKB QKB

QWXVI AWHK AWRK XPCO-~CKRRXY.
Yesterday's Cryptoquote: OUR FRIENDSHIP WAS SO AS-

early hours of the morning.

SURED THAT WE COULD BE SILENT~HELPS.

very few people as yet,” said he. Ho"day Driving!
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Dolly Dipple

Tilly The Toiler

By Bob Gustafson

Bv WQH’ .kellv

By Clifford McRrids
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Tippy and "Cap" Stubs
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FTiERE'S WAERE OUR FRIEND MIKE.
LIVES, TONTO. WELL ASK HM IF

HE'S SEEN THE ESCAPED CONVICTS.

By Fran Striker
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By Alex Raymond

By Ham Fisker
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LATER EVERY DAY- I'VE
GOT TO GIT TO TH’
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Bv George McManue

Penny

By Harry Hoenigsen
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