PAGE TEN

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

I The Tiny Folk |
‘ |

. Tammie, the little chubby white
and tan dog, who was Frisky's
friend had been over to play in
the Page orchard. He and Frisky
had raced and chased, played tag
and hide and seek, until they were
both tired out.
Frisky had dug up two of his
R best bones, and shared one with
¢ S Tammie. The two dogs had gnaw-
ed and chewed to their hearts'
content while they rested their
tired [feet.
They finished thelr bones
) got up? What would they do nex‘?
I There were no children out play-
'l ing, so they could not have fun
with them They stood and looked
rt each other

and

At that moment a big striped
i) cat came around the house. His
grey and black fur was smooth

and shinv, but his ears were short
and ragged look . That showed
that he must e heen fighting.

he
l

He walked around the h » and
sat on the front steps, paying no
attention to the does.
Tammie's ears came up. Frisky
stood up and looked Then he
looked out of the corner of his eye
at the kitchen window., Wus any-
one watching him? Only last

week he and Tammie had chased
Velvet, the little black kitten that

lived next door. They had had
such fun, but Laurie hadn't been
a bit pleased. Neither had Mrs.

Page. Friskv still remembered the
spanking she had given him with
the newspaper.

But, as I sald before, dogs are
Yke children.  Thev can be very,
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very good, and they can be very
naughty. Frisky and Tammie
could not let such a good chance
go by. They would have fun.
just watch them make that cat
run. Off the two dashed around

the corner. Tiger Cat saw them
coming and ran across the lawn,
Friskv ran after him. with little

fat Tammie clos. at his heels.

“Bow-wow-wow-Wow!" barked
Frisky.

“Yep! yep! wow! bow wow”
barked Tammlie with his little
shill bark.

In the garden gate! Out the

lower end! Around the lilac trees!
Back of the currant bushes! Such
a flurry there was, with Tiger
Cat runnng and the dogs yipping
at his heels,

“We're getting closer!” barked
Frisky “He's slowing down.”

And so he was. Suddenly Tiger
Cat stopped, turned like a shot
humped up his back, and spit at
the dogs.

“Mew-me-ow-s-s-s-t,” he - hissed.
| “You had better leave me alone.
‘You‘ve had enough fun. Now get!
| 5-5-8-t1"

“Bow-wow-wow!"” barked Tam-
mie, quite saucily. Both he and
Frisky felt so bold. You see. they
were young puppies and still had
a lot to learn. They jumved back
and forth In front of Tiger Cat

Then — swish! ‘Ye-ow—Yepe—
ve-ow,” sounded two very surpris-
ed dogs together. They couldn't
be sure just what had hit them.
but it felt like a hundred hot
needles. With their tails between
their legs they streaked back to
the house, howling as they ran.
they were sure that awful Tiger
Cat must be right at thelr heels.
This wasn't fun now..No sir-reel
They ran in under the back steps
and peered out. My! their noses
were hurting. Tammle felt as if ha
had a hole In the very top of his
head. And poor Friskv's left ear
hurt where Tiger Cat's sharp
teeth had made three little holes.
Now they knew that it wasn't so
much fun to be chased after all.
They would know better the next
time.

Just then Tiger Cat walked
quite proudly down the lane. And
those two pups did not move =a

bit. They did not even bark.
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ST. PATRICKS PLAY

MEET SHANE FOR A CHANGE
At the Community Centre
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The laugh riot of the year
Splendid acting — great specialties

Wednesday, March 10 at 9 o'clock.
Don't be disappointed—tickets always are scarce—

': It's A B. 1. S. Production

Reserved
Hall, 175 Grafton Street,
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By Thorntoo
AN UPSET MOTHER

The thing you think can never

be,
In time ‘tis likely you may see.
—Old Mother Nature.

Mrs. Hooty the Owl had follow-
ed Mrs. Prickly Porky the Por-
cupine to see where she was going.
She was quite sure that she would-
n't go very far. Mr. and Mrs.
Prickly Porky are not what you
would call travelers. In the first
place they are slow. They wad-
dle. Yes, sir, that's just what they
do. When they try to run they
gallop, but it isn’'t a fast gallop
and they do not run far. Usually
it is to the nearest tree of reason-
able size. They seem to feel safer
off the ground than on it.

Mrs. Porky waddled straight
home. It was in a jumble of rocks.
It wasn't much of a home. It
was jyst a little cavity in that
pile of rocks, just big enough to
give Mrs. Porky such shelter
as she might need. Rolled up in
a little hairy ball was a baby.
That was one reason why Mrs.
Porky had not stayed away from
that rock pile longer. You see, that
was her baby, and he was only
one day old. It was dark in that
small nursery : among the rocks.
Mother Porky had never really
seen her lone baby. It was too dark
in there for even good eyes to see,
and Mother Porky's eyes are weak
and dull. Porcupines do not have
need of strong, sharp eyes. They
do not need to see at a distance.
They are what is called near-
sighted. So it was, that not until
that baby was two days old did
she really see it. She had been
out to get something to eat. When
she returned it was to find a
stranger in the doorway. It wasn't
really a stranger, but she thought
it was at first. It was her own
two-day-old baby who was sitting
in the doorway and she was seeing
him for the {first time.

1If ever there was an upset moth-
er, it was Mother Porky. She
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couldn't believe her own eyes. When

she had gotten her first glimpse
of the litue fellow in the door=
way she had mistaken him for a
patch of snow. There was still
snow in sheltered places. Then
what she had mistaken for a patch
of snow moved. She waddled a" few
steps nearer. She could see better
there. That wasn't snow at all
It was something alive. It was
a baby porcupine.

It was her own baby, although
for a while she doubted it. No
baby of hers before, and no other
porcupine baby she had ever seen,

pile of rocks.

had had a white coat. She had
never heard of such a thing. But
this one had a. white coat. Not
even the snow was whiter. It
shouldn't have been white; it
should have been black. Do you
wonder that she was upset? And
there was something wrong with
this baby’s eyes. They should have
been black also. They were not.
They were not even dark. They
were pink. That precious baby of
hers had a white coat and pink
eyes.

Mother was shocked. Yes, sir,
she really was shocked. She could-
n't believe that that was her own
precious baby. It wasn't until after
he disappeared back in the dark-
ness that she went any nearer.
Even then she hesitated about go-
ing in. But mother love finally
recognized him as her own. and
mother love cared not whether
his coat was black or white, or
what the color of his eyes might
be.

That
is called
bino.

little porcupine is what
an albino, a pure al-

CATLIKE SOUND

The catbird of eastern Canada,
la type of mocking-bird, is so
| named because of its harsh, mew-
ing cry.

Rip Kirby

I THINK SO, MR, KIRBY...

€OSH, THERE’'S ENOUGH OF

EM .., LOOKS LIKE THE
DOORKNOB AT DING-DONS

NG
POWDER...LIGHT SHADE
ON THIS. BLUE STEEL...
THEN WE'LL LIFT
AND PHOTOGRAPH
THEM,

By Alex Raymond

HERE WE ARE! LOOKS AS IF SOME OF Z
THESE WERE LEFT BY A WOMAN, BUT
LET'S GEE WHAT WE CAN MATCH

WITH THE FILE.

RIGHT PLACE, MISTER.
7 MY NAME IS §

By Fran Striker
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MEANWHILE, “THE LONE RANG| ’. -
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HAVE A RE UNION
¢ IN TOKYO.

1 SEEN IT IN TH'AMERI-| |
MAN,

LISSEN, PALLY...WE
GOTTA 60...WE'D S8F
ALL OUR

LEGION MAGAZINE.|

..I'D SURE LIKE

TMAKE TH' TRIP,
MAN *? ON'Y

BUDDIES.. WE
GOTTA GO T'GEFODER ...
SEE, I'M,

YOU KNOW I CAN'T T'LL STAKE
0U... OF

AW NO, PALLY.., AWRIGHT, IF
YA INSIST...UH,I GOT IT
ALL FIGGYAD...

THEN, GIVE UP, AN ‘RUSH
WE L7 -/N 48 HOURS,

T'BE SHOT AS A AN/MAL I~
IT'S BETTER YO SHOU,

E PAPPYIL BE ELKG/BLE
ILD

MARCY

Tilly The Toiler

v

NEWSPAPER PHOTOG - BE RIGHT BACK! IM
ARE COMING TO TAKE

PICTURES OF ALICE!WR. GIMPKING

SAYS IT WILL BE GOOP

PUBLICITY FOR

Napoleon and Uncle Elby
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Pogo

/LIKE YOu WAS SAYZY) A LY
WHILE 4GO, THEWORLD AWAITS!
DON'T KEEP IT SUPEATHLESS
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ALLUS USIN' THIS PLACE FOKk A

CAFETERIA AN
A LODGE HALL -

A

 I'D LIKE TO GET MARRIED,
BUT I'M AFRAID-TO
TAKE THE STEP--

SPATIXONINS

Tipp;end "Cap' Stubs

| THINGS HER WAY-~

[A MATTER OF COOPERATION,
MY BOY--I LET DOTTY DO

v

NEVEL GONNA EAT
THGRE AGAIN~ A /S
zasri//s BEST CUSTOMER.

ITUDE LIKE THAT
ATTUCE U ,

“IT'S SO MUCH
EASIER TO AsSK

I DO HOPE MRS, HER TO DO
SWIFFLE'S IN A THINGS- -
GOOD HUMOR WHEN >

SHE GOMES TO i

CLEAN TODArYj

OH, MRS,
AN’ HOW/
YOU =

o 'JJ"; .
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By George McManus
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A HIGH 1Q. 18 SOMETHING TO
BE PROUD OF WHY SHOULDN'T
WE TELL ABOUT IT ?

YIKES, GET A THING
LIKE THAT NOBED
AROUND - -




