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The Tiny Folk

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

All the mild weather and the
«ain had melted the big big snow-
banks that had been on Playtime
Lane. There were still a few b2-
Lind the shed at Laurie's and over
in the corner of the orchard. A-
round the fences, too, the banks
were lowering each day, the snow
Jooked so brown and dirty now.
Laurie Page, with his playmates
susan and David Dale, stood loox-
ing around. The children were not
happy because the snow was going.
They llked the beautiful white
panks where they had had such
fun. But who would w_nnt to play
n that dirty snow?

awa'll have to think of some-
hing." Susan said. “What could
ve play?”

‘Let's make a path In the snow
a1 along the fence™ suggested
Laurie. “There is quite a hit of
snow there. That bank In the
\ery corner Is auite high.”

The three children walked along,
sne behind the other, Susan went
2head, followed by her little bro-
ther, David, Laurie came hehind
with Prisky close by Jjust like his
<hadow. They were trying to walk
\n one another's tracks. Every now
and then they'd fall as one font
would go down deeper than the
other. How they weuld laugh.
Frisky would bark and try to lick
thelr faces, and off they would
march agaln.

But that wasn't much fun. You
really needed lots of deep, soft
+lean snow for making paths. What
could they do?

“Let's play Hide and Seek, “cried
Laurie.

‘Hide, David hide.
toward the orchard.

“All right,” Susan
1de my eves while you an
hice Laurie”

“I'l take Frisky too.” sald Laurie

agreed.

1t T don't he'll tell you where I'm | plain~d

rding.” [ bank 1n the corner. There dear
“Five, ten, fifteen  twenty,”|Int m~ wipe vour eves What a
Susan  began to count. then|funnv bov your are! Whn ever
“ninety, ninety-five, one hundred heard of derarating Christmas
Ready or not, you shall be cauzht,” | trees in March?”

and she ran around the house. The three children started to
Tirst she looked behind the|laugh. “That was a good hiding
.arage doors. Nobody there. Thon|plage hohind that bank™ Susar

No luck.
wood pile, but still no sign o

Readyv"” |
lsughed David as h~ started to run >

T
'-I-nlh'rnrd bis shov around. Then she
d David | lifted him out.

<he looked vnder the wheelbarrow. |said. “That is a new way lo play
She looked behind the

David, Laurie or Frisky.

She listened. If they were %o-
gether, she might hear them talk-
| irg. Not a sound. Then she thought
‘ol the back steps. Quickly she
| ran over and lnoked underneath.
There was Laurie and Frisky, she
turned and ran. Laurie crawled
out after Frisky and all three raced
for the front steps.

“One, two, three for Laurie”
Susan called out. “You're caugh®
Laurie, but Frisky got free. He
can run faster than I can”

Laurie giggled as he looked
Frisky sitting there with
tonzue hanging out.

“Where is David?" asked Susan.

at

his

“T can't find him at all.  Did you
| see him?”

| “No,” Laurie answered. “Let's
| call him. David —Da-vid.  Where |
lare vou?” |

“Herc!" called David, but "-HH‘;
they could not s~e him.

“We mive up,” said Susan
on onut.” o

“Here 1 am!” shouted David, as
his little blue cap poked up over
the sonwbank in the far corner of
the orchard. Friskv barked and

“Come

raced across to meet him.  Then

David called, Susan! David stuck.

Come gect me, Come, Susan.”
Susan and  Laurie ran over.

David's one leg was down deep in
the snow. They took hold of his
arms and pulled, but he did not
pull out. He seemed to be stuck.

“What's holding him?" Susan
wondered. “We should be abl~ to
‘pull him out of the snow. Here,
you pull harder, Laurie.”
| They trled agaln. Still - David |

| was stuck. Now he started to o !

| After a1l thst wasn't so funny fo-
'lr\ 1little fellow just two and a half|
years old. |
“Ull zet Mommy." Laurle sald
and away he ran tn the house.
Back he came with his mother
She looked down at David's foot.
vwched In with h~r hand and

| “He was stuck in the branches
| of the old Christmas tree” she ex-|
“That Is what made that

By Thornton W. Burgess

had settled himself in that tree
—_— Mrs. Hooty, who had been taking
With those worried or afraid,  [a nap as she sat on her precious
Half their troubles are sel made.|eggs, was aroused by more fretting
—0Old Mother Nature. and chattering than she had heard
before. She looked down over the|
edge of her nest. Just starting to,
climb that tree was Mrs. Porky,
and Prickly Porky was telling her
frankly that she wasn't wanted.

DOUBLE TROUBLE

Prickly Porky the Porcupine had
made himself very much at home
in the same tree in which Mr. and4
Mrs. Hooty, biggest members of
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| Napoleon and Uncle Elby

the owl family, had made their!
nest. It was a hemlock tree. In!
winter and early spring before,
things start to grow, Prickly Porky
likes the hemlock needles and twigs“
they grew. This is|
green food at this!
time when other green food is
scarce. He also likes the inner
bark on the big branches and the,

from which
his favorite

hemlock tree provides food enough
to last a porcupine a long time.|
So it was that Prickly Porky set-|
tled himself to stay in that tree!
until he should get tired of it.

He did a lot of whining and|
grumbling and talking to himself. |
This was the only way in which|
he bothered Hooty and Mrs. Hooty.
But they didn't like having him|
there. They wanted that tree to,
themselves and they said so. That|
didn't made any difference to%
Prickly Porky. He didn't care so,
much as a flip of his quilly tail|
whether or not they liked his being
there. He wasn't afraid of any-!
thing they might do. He knew |
they would not be foolish enough|
to touch him. He knew that Lhey‘
knew that they couldn’t touch him
without being hurt by some of the
thousand little spears called quills
he always carries in his coat and |

Hide and Seck T did not cateh

on his tail. !
Two days after Prickly Porky.

- |

guess it's lonesome under the snow.(
and wanted to play too. |
“Funny tree,” said David 1

tlyou, but the Christmas tree did. T

“Funny David too.” |

trunks of the trees. Now a big .

“This is my tree,” said Prlckly;
Porky, “and his voice was fretful
and querrulous. “There are plenty
of other trees, so go find one for
yourself.”

“There's food enough here for
a dozen porcupines, so you mind
your own business and I'll mind
mine, retorted Mrs. Porky, and
continued to climb.

Mrs. Hooty was dismayed. Here
was double trouble. It was bad
enough to have Prickly Porky,
grunting and complaining, for such

a close neighbor. Now there were
two.
“And there’s nothing I can do

about it,” complained Mrs. Hooty,
talking to herself. “Why couldn't
those two have chose some other
tree? With all the trees there are
in the Green Forest, why did they
have to choose this one?”

There being no one to answer
that question, and no one to do
anything about the matter, she
once more settled herself on her
eggs and tried not to hear the fret-
ful quarreling down below.

The two Quill Pigs, as porcupines
are sometimes called, didn't fight;
they merely quarreled. Perhaps it
was their way of having a good
time. You know some folgs do
have a good time quarreling. Any-
way, they seem to. These two whin-
ed and grunted and chattered fret-
fully. Mrs. Hooty had to listen.
There wasn't a thing she could
do about it, except to get Hooty
to take her place while sane hunted
for something to eat.
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CROOKS GO UP THAT
MOUNTAIN.

D “THOSE GOLD THIEVES
IGHT BE WAITING TO
w AMBUSH US.

WHA
8-BUT YA GOT YER we
FIVE GRAND...EVEN
I WE LOST OUT"
ON BILLYUNS!

T 6000'S FIVE OR.
CAN'T AFFORD T'
STAY HERE...WE'RE

UT...YOU WAS ALL

ITOP...YA AIN'T

TED WHEN YA GOT
FIVE GEES..WE WAS
GONNA REELLY LIVE

IF 60, WELL FOOL THEM BY RIDING
AROUND THE MOUNTAIN.

SHUD-DUP® WE'RE
LEAVIN' AN’ YER
SENDIN' BACK TH’

IT RIDDICK'

ACKCHULLY LOST )
NUTHIN'® ‘

I [ LOOKIT TH' WEATHER...IT'S
GITTIN’ POIFICK...LOOKIT A
THAT SUNSHINE... AIN'T g
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Bringing Up Father

By Georae McManus
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