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HUMPTY
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(For New Readers Only)

10 BIG ISSUES

FOR ONLY#n89

Now you can enjoy HUMPTY
DUMPTY’S fun and good times all
year long for just $2.89. Each jolly,
124-page issue brings you stories and
poems to read and listen to . .. games
and easy puzzles . . . pages to color . ..
pictures to cut out—and many more fas-

$2.89 (Regularly $3.50).

MONEY-SAVING COUPON @

7] Here is my money-saving coupon. Please enter a
10-issue subscription to HUMPTY DUMPTY for

(Regular
rate

$3.50)

cinating things to see and do in easy
words and pictures.

So ask Mother or Dad to fill out the
money-saving coupon on this page and
mail it for you today! They save over
17% on this special offer and youw’ll
have your very own copy of HUMPTY
DUMPTY’S MAGAZINE from now on!

Every issue of
Humpty Dumpty’s Magazine
brings you:

o Wonderful stories!

¢ New games to play!

Zone____State
o [] $2.89 enclosed

Parent’s signature

e Good fun comics!

o Hours of happy things-to-de!

Published monthly except
June and August by the

Mail to: Parents’ Magazine Press, Inc.

Postage outside U.S. and Canada, 50¢ a year extra.

Subscription Dept., Bergenfield, New Jersey

publishers of Parents’
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Humpty Dumpty
sat on a wall,
Humpty Dumpty
had a great fall;
All the King’s horses and
all the King’s men,
Couldn’t put Humpty
together again,

But an American doctor
with patience and glue
Put Humpty together
= better than new;
And now he is healthy .
and back on the scene,
Busily editing
this magazine!

Humpty Dumpty’s

MAGAZINE FOR LITTLE CHILDREN




A GUIDE FOR TEACHERS AND PARENT

1S

For the past several months we have been running a new
feature that constitutes still another tool for working with be-
ginning readers. This is the short playlet—on page 98 in this
issue—scaled for the very new reader.

Oftentimes a shy child is reluctant to express himself in
front of his classmates. Consequently, when called upon to read
aloud in class he will fumble and stumble over words and
phrases he knows perfectly well. But as we all know, children
have a great sense of the dramatic, as witness the pretend games
you frequently overhear. At such times the withdrawing child,
given a cloak of pretend, will take on the bravado of the most
stalwart knight or the wildest cowboy.

Here, then, is where the playlet serves its purpose. The
teacher sets the stage with a few words, describing the nature of
the characters involved, and sketching in the situation that leads
up to the incident about to be dramatized. The children selected
to do the reading readily enter into the game, and as they read
THE KING OF THE BIRDS the feathers of the eagle drop
on the shoulders of one, a second becomes the determined spar-
row, and another spreads his peacock’s tail. Under such circum-
stances their voices take on an expressiveness uninhibited by
self-consciousness, the words really “make sense” and the whole

reading experience is immeasurably enriched,

READING AND
THE LANGUAGE ARTS

Reading Readiness
51 Finp THE TwiNs; 60 FIND THE
HiopeN FLoWERs. Patterns, likenesses
and differences play an important
part in word recognition when a
child first learns to read.
62 Four Faces FOorR TWINKLE. A
simple kinesthetic puzzle that helps
with hand-eye coordination—a vital
aspect of successful writing,.

Beginning Reading

24 MiNx AND JINX, A second grader
at this point should not have too
much trouble here; an advanced first
grader will find it a challenge.

64 THE Cook AND THE Book.
Plenty of word rhymes makes this
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good drill in the ‘word family® area;
story also carries a message about the
importance of being able to read.

98 THE KiNG oF THE Biros. This is
the playlet mentioned above. Perhaps
it would be advisable for an adult to
read the parenthesized directive words
the first couple of times through.

NUMBERS

14 Connect the dots. Some more
kinetic exercise for hand-eye coordi-
nation plus number recognition from
1 to 22.

84 Tue Macic NuMBER CaARDS. A
game that is much less complicated
than it looks. Give your child a hand
with setting it up and he’ll soon be
drilling himself in simple addition
without realizing it!



SOCIAL STUDIES
Personal Growth

6 THE CATKIN’S CARRIAGE WHEEL.
A helping hand can save almost any
situation. Mrs. Potter tells about it
on a small animal level, but actually
size has very little to do with it.

98 Tue KiNnc oF THE Bmps. Pride
goeth before a fall is another time-
honored phrase, and it’s as valid
today as it ever was.

Nature

56 THE SpoTTED FAWN. One of na-
ture’s most engaging children is the

subject for this month’s nature piece.
Why not make a classroom exhibit of
examples of natural camouflage
among animals and insects?

96 DANDELION. Is there anyone alive
who has not ‘told the time’ by blow-
ing on a dandelion! This little poem
can lead to a discussion about seeds
and how they travel.

24 Minx anD Jinx. Even the most
hopeless seeming situation has a way
of working itself out if you’re just
a little patient.

44 Eppie’s TRUE FrienD. A friend
in need is a friend indeed may be an
old saw, but that doesn’t lessen its
truth any. '
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A READ-ALOUD STORY
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THE CATKINS’
CARRIAGE WHEEL

by MIRIAM CLARK POTTER
illustrated by CYNDY SZEKERES

Mrs. Cat was going along, going along,
down the hill, with her carriage full of baby
kittens. She was pushing it fast.

The babies couldn’t walk, they couldn’t
talk; they were just tiny catkins. They were
crawlly and squally.

Just then they were asleep. Their
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mother was walking along, singing a little
gray-purr tune, when suddenly a wheel
came off the catkin carriage.

Of course it stopped rolling. And Mrs.
Cat stopped singing, and walking. She held
fast to the handle, so the carriage wouldn’t
tip, and the babies fall out.

The wheel went on rolling, rolling
down the hill.

She was in a bad fix! She said to her-
self:

“What shall I do?
Just stand here and mew?”



She did that; long, frightened mews.
In between she called, “Help, help!”

And the little catkins didn’t even wake
up.

A squirrel heard her. He came running
down from his high house in a tree.
“What’s the matter?”

“Can’t you see? A wheel has come off
my catkin carriage, and I can’t leave my
babies to go and find it.”

“T’ll tell you what I'll do,” the squirrel
said. “I’ll stand under the carriage and be
the best wheel I can. I'm just the right size.
Now, you run down the hill and hunt.”

He squeezed into place, and held the
carriage firm. And the little catkins didn’t
even wake up.

Mrs. Cat hurried down the hill as fast
as she could. She knocked at the doors of
little houses at the bottom. The first was a
woodchuck’s.

“Did you see a wheel come this way?”

“Wheels don’t come this way,” smiled
the woodchuck, and shut the door.

She knocked at a duck’s house. “Did
you see a wheel rolling down the hill?”



“No, I have been away swimming.”
She knocked at a gopher’s little cot-

tage. “Did a wheel bump into your house?”
“Nothing bumped.”

Mrs. Cat was frantic. She wanted to
get back to her babies. Then she saw some-
thing interesting. There was a boy rabbit,
and he was rolling her wheel like a hoop,
hitting it with a stick.

“That’s mine!” she cried. “I need it.”

“It’s mine!” he said. “I found it.”

“But I have three others on my car-
riage, just like it.”

“Well, if that’s so, it’s yours,” the rab-
bit said.



He went with her to the top of the hill.
And there was the squirrel, trying to be a
wheel. And there were the catkins, still
asleep.

“You see?” said Mrs. Cat.

“I see,” said the boy rabbit.

“I’m tired of staying here,” the squirrel
squeaked.

“You won’t have to; we’ll put the wheel
back,” Mrs. Cat said. But the rabbit shook
his head. “It will just come off again. The
nut is lost. We need the nut.”

“Nut? nut?” chattered the squirrel. He




hoped he could eat it. He was hungry after
holding up the heavy catkin carriage for
so long.

The rabbit was running around, look-
ing. “Here it is.” He took the little iron
thing, and screwed it on. It held the wheel
tight.

“Thank you,” Mrs. Cat purred: “You,
Squirrel, for standing there so long. You,
Rabbit, for giving my wheel back to me,
and ﬁ:\(ing it on. Come to my house, to-
morrow, and I will give you some pies. Nut
for Squirrel, and carrot for Rabbit. We'll
- have a nice tea party.”
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Then the little catkins woke up. They
began to be crawlly and squally. They
squirmed around, and made mewing noises.

“Hush,” their mother told them. “You
are crying at the wrong time. Our trouble is
all over.” .

Soon she was going along, going along,
down the hill. She began to sing a little
gray-purr tune again, to drown out the
babies’ crying.

“How jolly to find
Some helpers so kind.”
Soon they were at home.




THE HAPPY FAMILY

® The faces of this happy family all have something
missing. For instance, Mother doesn’t have any nose.

See if you can draw what is missing on the faces of
Mother, Dad, Janie, and Biff the dog.
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CIRCUS TIME!

e

Connect the dots
from 1 to 28 and
see who can stand
on two feet.



Connect the dots from 1 to 25 and see
£l who can walk a tightrope!
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SEE
ROSIE
ROLL HER
EYES

® Rosie is watching a game of
table tennis. If you follow the
instructions below you’ll see
how she moves her eyes from
side to side as she watches the
ping-pong ball bounce back
and forth across the table.

INSTRUCTIONS

Cut out the strip on the left
along its dotted border. Cut
out the two spaces for Rosie’s
eyes, and dotted line A on
page 17. Put the strip behind
the page and push the top end
up through the slit. Now pull
the strips slowly upward to
make Rosie’s eyes roll from
side to side!






SING A SONG!

THE BULLFROG

by BARBARA WALKER

There’s a big old bull - frog
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GIVE BOOTH
A TOOTH

® Booth, the baby beaver on the opposite page, is stand-
ing by a tree that his mother is cutting down. (His
mother has gone off to get a drink of water.) Booth
would like to help, but his front teeth haven’t grown in
yet. See if you can give Booth a large front tooth so he
can help his parents gather wood for the dam they are
building.

INSTRUCTIONS

Cut the dotted line along Booth’s mouth. Put your
right hand behind the page, holding it as shown in
figure 1. Push the tip of your pinky down through
Booth’s mouth to make a big front tooth as shown in
figure 2.

(( 7))







“No mailman brought this surprise,”’ said mother. “Come and see!”
24



A STORY FOR BEGINNING READERS

MINX AND JINX

by LILIAN MOORE
illustrated by EMILY CARSON

T hereisa surprise for you,”
said Jonny’s mother.
“For me?” said Jonny. “I know!
You made chocolate chip cookies!”
Jonny’s mother laughed.
“No,” she said. “This surprise
is not cookies.”
“I know!” cried Jonny. “Grandma is here!”
“No,” said his mother.
“This surprise is not Grandma.”
Jonny thought hard. “Oh, I know!”
he said. “The mailman brought my rocket!
The one I sent away for with my box tops!”
Jonny’s mother laughed again.
“No mailman brought this surprise,” she said.
“Come and see!”
What a surprise it was!

Not cookies.
25



Not Grandma.

Not a rocket.

No indeed!

The surprise was four tiny kittens.

“Stripes had kittens!” Jonny yelled.
“Hooray for my cat!”

His mother had to laugh.

“You act as if no cat ever had kittens
before,” she said.

That was just how Jonny did feel.
He could not take his eyes off the kittens.

“My, how tiny they are!” he said.

One kitten was all gray.

“His name is Smoky,” said Jonny.

One kitten was all black.

“That one is Licorice,” said Jonny.

The other two kittens had stripes —
just like their mama.

Jonny made up his mind about them
right away. “Their names are Minx and Jinx,”
he said. “T'win names for twin kittens.”

“Which one is Minx and which one is Jinx?”
asked his mother.

But Jonny did not know.

The four kittens lay by their mama

and slept and slept.
26



They could not see. They could only
feel their mama’s soft warm fur.
Every day Jonny came to look at them.
“They take so long to grow!” he said.
Then one day the kittens opened
their eyes. They looked around and blinked.
They looked at Jonny and blinked.

“T guess the world is a big surprise
to you,” Jonny told his kittens. “Hello, Smoky!
Hello, Licorice! Hello, Minx and Jinx —
whichever you are. I’'m Jonny.”

The kittens grew and grew.

Now they were fun to play with.

They purred. Purrr-rr-rr.

They pounced. Pounce! Pounce!
27



The kittens grew bigger and bigger.
Soon they could drink milk from a saucer.

Then came the sad day.

“Jonny,” said his mother. “Itis time
to give the kittens away.”

“Oh, no!” cried Jonny. But he knew that
he could not keep five cats.

“All right,” he said sadly. “I will
find homes for the kittens. But they will
have to be good homes.”

Jonny began to ask everyone,
“Do you want a kitten?”

At last someone said yes.

Danny Hall said, “My aunt wants
a kitten. She wants a black one.”

“Does your aunt like cats?” Jonny
wanted to know.

“Oh, yes,” said Danny. “She loves cats.”

“Then she may have Licorice,” said Jonny,
and he gave the black kitten to Danny
to take to his aunt.

The next to go was Smoky.

She found a good home, too.

Jonny’s friend, Susie, took Smoky.

“Do you like cats?”’ Jonny asked Susie.

“T love them!” she said.
28
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“But you have a dog,” said Jonny.
“Will he hurt Smoky?”

Susie shook her head. “Rusty will
like the kitten.” she said. “Maybe he will
run away from her at first. But he
will not hurt her.”

So the little gray kitten went off
to live with Susie.

Now Minx and Jinx were left.

“I cannot tell which is Minx and which
is Jinx,” thought Jonny.

“Suppose I give away Minx and they
call him Jinx?

Suppose I gave away Jinx
. and they called him Minx?”

29



One day his mother said, “Mrs. Brown
says she will take Minx or Jinx. She will
give him a good home, too.”

“Mother,” said Jonny. “It’s not fair
to take Minx away from Jinx.”

His mother shook her head. “But Mrs Brown
wants just one cat.”

“Can I try to find a home for the two
of them?” Jonny asked.

“If you do it very soon,” his mother
told him.

Minx and Jinx were getting bigger

every day.
30



Jonny asked everyone he knew.
But no one wanted two kittens.
Minx or Jinx, they told him, but not
Minx and Jinx.
Jonny was very unhappy. “There must
be someone who understands why you have to be
together,” he told his kittens.
One morning his mother said, “Mrs. Brown
will take one kitten, and Mrs. Boyd says
she will take the other. What do you say?”
' Jonny did not feel like saying anything.
: “They will both have good homes,”
~ his mother said.
31



Just then the telephone rang.
Jonny ran to answer it.
“Hello,” said a girl.
“Is this Main 2 - 1122?”
“Yes, it is,” said Jonny.
“Are you the boy who has the kittens?”
asked the girl.
“Yes,” said Jonny, surprised. “Yes, I am.’
“Well,” said the girl. “Mrs. Brown told
my mother you have two kittens. Would you
give them both away?”
“You mean you want two kittens?”
asked Jonny
“Yes,” said the girl. “Can we come
and get them now?”
“Oh, yes!” cried Jonny. “Oh, yes!”
He hung up, and ran into the kitchen.
“Guess what, Mom,” he yelled. “A girl
is coming over for Minx and Jinx.
She wants them both!”
“That’s funny,” said his mother.
“I wonder why she wants two kittens.”
Jonny was so happy he did not wonder at all.
He just waited — and hoped.
About an hour later the door bell rang.
Jonny ran to open the door.

?
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What a surprise!
He saw not one girl, but two.
“Hello,” said one girl. “I’m Jane.”
“Hello,” said the other girl. “I’m June.”
Which was Jane and which was June?
Jonny could not tell. They were
look-alike twins!
Jonny begin to laugh.
“Come in,” he said. “We have just the
kittens for you . . . Minx and Jinx
for June and Jane!”




SIX PAGES OF COLORING FUN

HAPPY
MOTHER’S DAY!

See how carefully you can color these
pictures with your paints or crayons.

Here comes Kitten Little with a big ball of knit-
ting wool. What do you suppose he is going to
do with it?

34



“Happy Mother’s Day,” he purrs to his mother.
‘“Here is something for you to play with today.”

Mother Cat kisses him with her pink tongue.
35



Mrs. Pupdog is grinning from ear to ear, she’s so
happy. “We mothers do enjoy having one day

we can call our own,” she says.
36



) COLORING FUN

Her puppies dug up the biggest bone they could
find to give her for a present. They’re going to

try to be especially good all day, too.
37



Karen shook all the pennies out of her piggy bank
so that she could buy a present for her mother.
What do you suppose is in the box?

38



COLORING FUN

Mother is so surprised when Karen gives her the
present. “I love it!” she cries. “But you're the

best present any mother could want!”
39



SEE THE

SCARECROW’S BRAINS

40

® If you have read The Wizard of Oz or seen the movie
then you know how the Wizard poured some bran cereal
into the Scarecrow’s head to make some “bran new”
brains, and how he gave the Tin Woodman a fine velvet
heart, like this:

On the next two pages are pictures of the Scarecrow and
the Tin Woodman. If you would like to peek at the
straw man’s new brains and the tin man’s new heart,
this is what you must do.

INSTRUCTIONS

On the opposite page cut the dotted lines on the Scare-
crow’s forehead. This makes a small flap that you can
open.

Lift up the flap on the straw man’s head and you will
see the brains that the Wizard gave him.
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SEE THE
TIN MAN'S HEART

Now that you have seen the scarecrow’s brains, it’s very
simple to see the tin woodman’s heart. You’ll notice on
page 42 that he already has a small door cut in his chest.
Just open the door and you will see his red velvet heart!
The Tin Woodman thought that a loving heart was a
much better thing to have than good brains, but the
Scarecrow disagreed. He thought that a good brain was
-much more important.

Dorothy couldn’t make up her mind which of her two
friends was right. What do you think?

43



A READ-ALOUD STORY
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TRUE FRIEND

by RUTH ELIZABETH TANNER
illustrated by KEN RICHARDS

Why are you keeping Sally in the corral
while all the other cows go out in the pas-
ture?” asked Eddie.

“She has a cut foot,” said Dad. “Walk-
ing around in the pasture would make it
worse.”



W

After Dad had gone Eddie looked at
the big red cow. “I am sorry your foot is
hurt, Sally,” he said. “But if you don’t walk
much and let Dad doctor it you’ll be well
soon.”

Sally switched her tail and looked lone-
some.
So Eddie went to the garden and
picked some tall green lettuce and took it
to her.

My, but Sally loved lettuce. She ate
it all, then licked her lips for more.

45
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Eddie went to the corn field and picked
some tender green corn.

Sally loved green corn too! Yum, yum!

Soon Eddie and Sally were True
Friends. Every time Eddie went to the cor-
ral he took Sally something to eat and she
liked it.

One day he took a fly swatter and
began swatting the flies that were on her
red back. He climbed on a box so he could
reach more flies with the swatter.

Sally was a very gentle cow. He leaned
on her back. She did not mind. He climbed
up and sat on her back. She did not mind
and Eddie thought she liked it for he was



shooing the flies away.

After that he would bring Sally some
food, then climb up and sit on her back.
Oh was that fun! Sometimes he swatted
flies. Sometimes he played cowboy!

Eddie loved the big gentle cow and he
felt sure she loved him.

Then one day Dad said Sally’s foot was
well, so he turned her out in the pasture
with the other cows.

Eddie was glad her foot was well but
he missed her. “Will she forget me?” he
wondered. He hoped not.

Then one day Dad was gone and it was
time for someone to go after the cows.




“T’ll drive them home, Mother,” Eddie
said. “I’ve gone with Dad lots of times. I'm
a pretty good cowboy.”

He put on his big cowboy hat and took
his cowboy rope. Down the hill he went and
across the little creek. :

The gentle cows saw him coming and
started home. ,

He ran around one cow and jumped.
OUCH, he stepped in a hole and fell! Oh,
but his ankle hurt! He tried not to cry, but
big tears came. He tried to stand on his foot
but he couldn’t. IT HURT!

Then a soft nose touched his hand. He




blinked away tears and looked up. “Sally!”
He rubbed her nose. “Oh, Sally, you
haven’t forgotten me, have you? Would
you let me ride you home?”

Sally just said, “Moo-00.”

Eddie swallowed his tears and looked
around. A log lay beside the big red cow.
He climbed carefully upon the log and slid
over on Sally’s strong back.

“OK, Sally. Now let’s go home.” He
kicked her gently with his heels.

Sally switched her tail and walked
along with the other cows up the hill toward
the ranch house. Eddie forgot how much




his ankle hurt for a moment. He was really
a cowboy now. He was bringing home the
cows, RIDING!

“Well, here comes our cowboy,” said
Mother, when they got to the corral.

Dad came out of the barn, and when
he heard about the hurt ankle he carried
Eddie to the house.

“Sally didn’t forget me,” Eddie told
him. “We are true friends. I was good to her
when she had a hurt foot. Now I have a
hurt foot and she was a TRUE friend. She
brought me home!”

‘ .‘ a4 - . “&,1.“* A

A VERY IMPORTANT MESSAGE FOR MOTHER

If you belong to a child study-group, or wish to start one, you will be interested in the
complete programming help available through PARENTS' MAGAZINE's Group Service
Bureau. For FREE samples and full information, without obligation write to: PARENTS’
MAGAZINE, Group Service Bureau, Box H5-60A, 52 Vanderbilt Ave., N. Y. 17.
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FIND THE TWIN KITES

Jimmie is very proud of his
collection of kites. He doesn’t
know it, but two of them are
| exactly alike.

. CAN YOU FIND THEM?

51
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WHAT’S SPECIAL
ABOUT MAY?

BlA good day to work
in the garden,

other’s Day. Do you

have a little gift for her? ;

Mag

Memorial Day. You may
" see a parade today!

from

Fill in the birthday card and send this page to @ friend.
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AT HOME WITH THE HUMPTY DUMPTY FAMILY

CAUTION - PRIVATE!

by BARBARA WALKER

The mailman brought a letter
For you this morning, Son.
It’s lying on the table —
A little squarish one.

You'll note it’s still unopened —
The flap is safe and sound.

We didn’t read or peek at all,
Though you were not around.

If owners choose to share them,
That’s quite a different tale,

But rnever do we open up
Somebody else’s mail.

We hope that you’ll remember
When letters come for us,
That they are also private things,
And treat our letters thus!
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The fawn’s spotted coat helps him to hide in the shadowy forest.
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HUMPTY DUMPTY'S NATURE STORY

THE
SPOTTED FAWN

by HELEN HOOVER
illustrated by WINIFRED GREENE

Inlate spring, when new leaves are flutter-
ing on the trees of my forest and white
flowers are scattered over the ground like
leftover snow, Mrs. Deer’s children are
born. Deer babies are called fawns and they
are usually twins.

One morning I looked out of the win-
dow at my garden and there, right by a
patch of yellow lilies, stood a mother deer
and her two fawns, who were no taller than
the lilies. They wobbled on their thin legs
and looked all around with their wide-open
dark eyes. Their ears twisted this way and
that, as they listened to bird songs and the
little rustling sounds of the woods. Their
coats were brown and covered with white
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spots. When Mrs. Deer saw me, she hurried
her children out of sight behind the ferns
and the honeysuckle bushes.

The little fawns can eat only their
mother’s milk but she must find leaves and
twigs and buds to feed herself. So she leaves
her babies in a sheltered place, perhaps at
the base of a big tree. You would think that
the fawns would be in great danger from
bears and bobcats, foxes and wolves and
dogs, but nature has done two special things
to keep them safe.

The fawns’ spotted coats look just like
the ground around them, where the sun
shines in patches through the leaves, so
animals which might want to eat the fawns
cannot see them. And the fawns have no
scent, so that other animals cannot smell
them. If the fawns do just as mother deer
has told them and do not move, they are
safe, because their enemies can walk right
past and never know they are there.

During the summer, Mrs. Deer teaches
her growing children to find green things
and twigs that are good to eat and she
shows them the animals’ trails through the



forest. She gives them baths and gets burrs
out of their soft fur by licking them all over
with her long, pink tongue.

- In the fall, when the fawns are almost
as tall as their mother, they lose their
spotted baby coats and put on gray or
brown ones with white vests. Then they
get the scent that tells other animals that
they are in the forest, but they can leap so
far and so fast that they can almost always
run away from their enemies.

In a couple of years, they will be grown-
up deer, as big as the buck who came to have
dinner with me last Christmas. For fawns
grow up just as human children do, only it
doesn’t take them as long.
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FOUR FACES
FOR TWINKLE

® Here is a picture of Twinkle for your room, and you
can give him three more faces if you want to!
INSTRUCTIONS Cut out the three shapes
below and fit each one into T'winkle’s star
face on the opposite page. Then you can
tape down the one you like best and hang
the picture on your wall,







THE COOK

AND THE BOOK

by BLOSSOM BUDNEY
. illustrated by LEONARD KESSLER

Mr. Brown was thin. He was thin as a pin.
Mrs. Brown was thin, too.

They were thin as pins because Mrs. Brown

did not know how to cook.
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She did try — oh, yes!

But she was not a good cook.

Mr. Brown said, “I would like
a dish of fish.”

Mrs. Brown said, “I will try to fry
some fish if you wish.

“I will fry the fish in a pan
asfastasIcan.”

But the fish was not good.

- Mr. Brown could not eat his dish of fish,
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So they gave it to the cat,
and the cat got sick.

Mrs.-Brown said, “I will broil some meat.
I am sure I will not spoil it
if I broil it.”

But the meat was not good.

Mr. Brown could not cut the meat.

He could not chew the meat.
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So they gave it to the dog,
and the dog got sick.
Then Mrs. Brown said, “I will make buns.
I will try very hard and the buns will be good.”
And the buns were good.
They were good and hard!
Mr. Brown could not bite even a bit
of the buns.
So they fed the buns to the goat,
and the buns stuck in the goat’s throat.
Poor sick goat!
At last Mrs. Brown said, “I will make
soup. I will boil a bone in a pot

and make a lot of hot soup.”
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So she got a pot and boiled a bone.
But the soup was not good.

Mr. Brown could not sip the soup
from a spoon. He could not drink it
from a cup.

So Mrs. Brown drank the soup
and she got sick! |

Then Mr. Brown said, “I will make
a pancake for us.” He wanted to help his
sick little, thin little wife.

But the pancake was too big. It was
too big for two people as thin as pins.

'So they gave it to the pig. It was

too big for the pig and the pig got sick.
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Now Mrs. Brown began to cry. She said,

“I try and try, but I can not cook.
I can not bake, I can not boil, I can not broil
and I can not fry. I do try, but I can not cook!”
MTr. Brown said, “I know you can’t cook,
but you can read, can’t you?”’
“QOh, yes,” said Mrs. Brown. “If I look

at a book I can read it.”
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“Then,” said Mr. Brown, “here is a book.
Read the book and it will help you to cook.”

Mrs. Brown took a look at the book,
and she read how to bake buns and boil bones
and broil meat and fry fish, and how to make
a pancake that was not too big.

She read and read, and then she said,
“Now I will try to fry some fish.”

And was the fish good? Yes!

Then Mrs. Brown boiled and broiled.
She cooked and baked and fried
from fnorning to night.

Mr. Brown and Mrs. Brown ate all the good

food as fast as they could.
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The food that was left they gave to the cat
and the dog, the goat and the pig.
Now look at fat Mr. Brown and his little
wife! They are not thin as pins any more!
And what fine fat animals they have, too!
“Just think,” said Mr. Brown with a wink.
“It’s all because you could look at a book

and read it!”
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WATCH THE
HIGH DIVERS
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® Have you ever seen a high diver dive from the top
of a high tower into a small tank of water below?

INSTRUCTIONS

Cut out the four strips above by cutting along the
dotted lines. On the next page cut the long dotted line.
Take any one of the strips and push it through the
long slit from behind so that the diver is on the end
of the diving board. Now you can move the strip down
along the slit to make the diver plunge right into the
water! Doesn’t the swan do a graceful swan dive?
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LITTLE
BY
LITTLE

a poem by MABEL WATTS

Crumb by crumb the ant
Carries her food home.

Bite by bite the beaver
Cuts down a tree.
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It isn’t much fun,
But they get a lot done, -

Each day by half past three.

*

2,
A0 2

) 3
® %
185

T
Hump by hump the caterpillar
Gets to where he is going.

Twig by twig the bird
~ Builds her nest.

Little by little,
Bit by bit ...

Sometimes that way is best!
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MAKE A

BUTTERFLY MOBILE

78

® A mobile is a decoration that hangs in the air, with
parts that turn or jiggle whenever there is a breeze in
the room. Here’s a butterfly mobile that is fun to make,
and pretty, too!

INSTRUCTIONS

You will need some string, six paper clips, and a coat
hanger. :

Cut out the six butterflies on the following pages by
cutting along the black outlines on pages 79 and 81.
Fold each butterfly in half along the dotted line in
the middle.

Now turn to page 83 for more instructions.















Cut the string into six pieces, each about a foot long.
Tie a knot at one end of each piece. Put each knotted
end inside a folded butterfly as shown in Figure 1 below.
Slide a paper clip over the body as shown in Figure 2.

Qoo o oo -

The paper clip will keep the knotted end from pulling
out of the butterfly’s body. Fold down the wings as
shown in Figure 2. Now you can tie each string to the
coat hanger. Tie the strings so that the butterflies are
at different heights as shown in the picture on page 78,
then trim away the ends that are too long.

Hang your mobile near a window so that a breeze can
flutter your butterflies. Small pieces of cellophane tape
can be put on the bar of the hanger to keep the strings
from sliding along the bar,
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MAGIC NUMBER
CARDS

® With these four magic cards you can do a mind-read-
ing trick that will astonish everyone. Someone thinks
of a number from 1 to 16, then you tell him what that
number is!

INSTRUCTIONS

Cut out the two strips on the next two pages, along
their dotted berders. Don’t cut any more dotted lines
just yet.

Paste one strip on a sheet of thin cardboard or heavy
paper. Trim away the cardboard by cutting around the
border, then paste the other strip on the back. Be sure
that the top end of one strip goes on the back of the top
end of the other.

Now cut the cardboard strip into four small cards by
cutting the horizontal dotted lines. With a pair of nail
scissors, carefully cut out all the gray spaces that say
“cut out” on them,

Now turn to page 87 for more instructions.
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You will now have four cards, each with numbers on
both sides. Three cards have holes in them, but the
colored card does not. Put the colored card on top of
the others and hand them all to the person you are
showing the trick to.

Ask him to look at both sides of the colored card and
think of any number he sees on it, then hand the card
to you with his number on the Zop side.

Now ask him to look on both sides of any other card
until he sees his number, then hand it to you the way he
did before, with his number on top. He does exactly
the same with the remaining two cards. As you take
the cards, put them together, keeping the colored card
on the bottom. When all four are together, only one
colored square will be visible through the holes. The
number on this square is the number he is thinking of!
Put the cards in your pocket and pretend you are try-
ing to read his mind. Close your eyes, rub your forehead,
then tell him the number. If you have done the trick
correctly you will be right every time!
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THE RECENT ADVENTURES OF HUMPTY DUMPTY JUNIOR

WWW Bl
“Now I'll nail it up,” said Junior after the paint had dried.
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A READ-ALOUD STORY

BLUEBIRD HOUSE

by MARTIN GARDNER
illustrated by ALBERT AQUINO

For several days Junior worked in the

basement, sawing wood and hammering
nails, until finally he finished building a
bird house. It was square-shaped, with a
sloping roof and a small round hole in front.

Junior carried the house upstairs to
show his mother. “It’s beautiful!” she ex-
claimed. “Are you going to paint it?”

Junior nodded. “I think I'll paint it
brown,” he said.

After the house had been painted and
the paint was all dry, Junior took it to the
back yard and nailed it to the trunk of a
large oak tree. On a piece of paper he
printed the words:

BLUEBIRD HOUSE
FOR SALE
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He fastened the sign to the front of the
bird house with a thumbtack.

Next morning, while the Dumpties
were finishing breakfast, Junior said to his
father, “Do you think any bluebirds will
buy my house?”

Mr. Dumpty put down his newspaper
and glanced through the kitchen window.
“It looks like some chickadees have already
moved in,” he answered.

Junior jumped up from the table and
ran out the back door to see. Sure enough,
Mr. and Mrs. Chickadee were busily carry-
ing twigs into the house to build a nest.

“What are you doing in my house?”
Junior cried angrily.

Mr. Chickadee stuck his head out of
the hole. “Your house!” he chirped. “I
thought this was a bird house.”

“It 1s,” said Junior, “but I built it, so
it’s mine. I want to sell it to a bluebird
family. Didn’t you see my sign?”’

“I did,” said Mr. Chickadee, “but I’ve
never learned how to read. I thought may-
be the sign said WET PAINT. How much
does your house cost?”
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“Ten dollars,” replied Junior.

Mr. Chickadee shook his head. “We're
not a rich family. That’s more than we
could afford even if we were bluebirds.”

“T’'m sorry,” said Junior. “You’ll have
to move.”

“Okay,” the bird said sadly. He pulled
his head back into the house. “Come, my
dear,” he said to his wife, “we’ll build our
nest up higher in the tree.”

Junior went back to finish his break-

fast while the chickadees started carrying
91




their twigs up to a branch near the top of
the tree. Several days went by. Then one
day the doorbell rang and when Junior
opened the door he saw a bluebird perched
on top of the mailbox. The bird was wear-
ing a straw hat and a bright orange vest.

“Are you the owner of that bird house
in back?” the bird asked.

“Yes I am,” Junior answered politely.

“I’d like to buy it,” said the bird, “but
I don’t care for the color. Do you think you
could paint it blue?”

“I guess s0,” said Junior.




“Good,” said the bluebird. “I'll come
back tomorrow to see how it looks.”

Junior found some blue paint in the
basement and painted the house blue.
When the bluebird returned the next day
he said to Junior, “The color is fine, but
I’'m afraid the house has very poor ventila-
tion. Could you cut some windows in the
side walls?”

“I suppose so,” Junior replied.

“Good,” said the bird. “I’ll see you to-
morrow.”

Junior stood on a stepladder and cut a
small hole in each side wall of the house.
The next day the bluebird examined the
house again. He shook his head. “The floor
is too cold and bare,” he said. “You’ll have
to put a carpet inside — from wall to wall.”

Junior was beginning to get annoyed.
But he found an old piece of carpet that
he cut to the right size and tacked down on
the floor of the bird house.

When Mr. Bluebird returned the next
day he didn’t even look inside the house.
“I’'m sorry, my dear young egg,” he said to
Junior. “I’ve decided to buy a larger house
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on the other side of town near the Mother-
goose Country Club. My wife and I are
very particular about where we live, you
know. We're not sure we want our little
ones to grow up next door to a family of
chickadees” — he waved his right wing
toward the nest at the top of the tree — “or
next to a family of eggs” — he waved his
left wing toward Junior’s house. “Eggs and
chickadees are not very important you
know.”

“No, we’re not,” said Junior.

Mr. Bluebird tipped his hat and flew
away. Junior thought for a moment, then
he cupped his hands around his mouth and
shouted up toward the top of the tree. “Mr.
Chickadee! If you’d still like to live in my
bird house, you can!”

Mr. Chickadee flew down and perched
on the roof of the house. “But we can’t af-
ford to buy it,” he said regretfully.

“You can have it for nothing,” said
Junior. “You can move in tomorrow.”

Mr. Chickadee flapped his wings with
delight and flew up to tell his wife the good
news. Junior took off the sign from the



front of the bird house. On the other side of
it he printed:
CHICKADEE HOUSE — SOLD
Then, whistling happily, he thumb-
tacked the sign to the house again.
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NOTE: The next HUMPTY DUMPTY’S MAGAZINE will be a combined
June-July issue, and will arrive around May 15th. The combined August-
September issue will arrive around July 10th.
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DANDELION

a poem by IDA M. PARDUE

When a Dandelion’s old

It’s lots of fun to hold,

For then its hair is silver gray,
And light enough to blow away!



SHOW ME THE WAY!

Annie Ant would like to join her

friends, but she doesn’t know
which tunnel to take. Can you
show her the right one?
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A PLAY FOR BEGINNING READERS
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THE KING

OF

THE BIRDS

by SALLY JARVIS

illustrated by LIONEL KALISH

Little Bird:
Pretty Bird:

Wise Bird:

Talking Bird:

Pretty Bird:

All the birds want a king.
How can we find a king?

Let us look for a bird

who is wise.

We want a wise king.

Oh, no!

We want a bird who can talk!
A pretty bird will be

the best king. Let us

look for a pretty bird.
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Strong Bird: (to himself) I want
to be king.
I will make them take me.
(to the birds) I know
what to do. Let us see
who can fly the highest.
He can be the king.
Little Bird: But we all know you can
fly the highest.
That is not a good way.
Strong Bird: (hits Little Bird)
Do not talk.
We are going to fly.

Pretty Bird: But I can not fly!
100



B 4 | A ;’,'“
Strong Bird:

Little Bird:

L

(Hits Pretty Bird)

We are going to fly!

(to himself) He is not

a good bird. I can not

let him be king.

(He jumps on Strong
Bird’s back. Strong Bird

can not tell he is there.)
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Strong Bird: Here we go!
We will see who is king!
(all the birds fly up)
Wise Bird: Oh, oh. I am so tired. |
This is as high as I can fly.
Strong Bird: Come, come! Fly up!
Talking Bird: Oh, me! Oh, me!
I can not fly higher!
Strong Bird: Ha, ha, (he flies up and up)
Now I am the highest!
No bird can fly higher
than I can fly!
How tired I am,

but I will be king!
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Little Bird:

Strong Bird:

All the birds:

(comes off Strong Bird’s back.
He flies up and up and up)
Can you fly up here?

Oh, I am too tired now.

I can not fly up to you.

You are king of the birds!

Good for Little Bird!
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THE STAR THAT CAME
DOWN FROM HEAVEN

AR

One summerday, Twinkle  *What about instruments?”®
called the animals."1 asked Muskrat.® You can

have an idea,"he said.  make flutes of reeds,
*lets have an orchestra  and the frogs can
and give a concert.” croak like bass fiddles.

O;)O

*‘The beavers cen drum All were very excited.

with their fails, the *What about you, Twinkle?*
squirrels can make acorn asked Rabbit, * What
violing, and the birde will will you play 2 You'll

be our vocal chorus.® see,” laughed Twinkle.
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Met's meet later in the But little Woodchuck was

clearing and have our sad. He wanted to play
first rehearsal .’ And in the band, but didn't

away he flew, while the know what 10 make. He
animals qot ready. wondered and wondered.

Soon he came to the clearing. There he
saw a big hollow free, Growing up It
was a trumpet vine with large red blos-
some. If the end were cut off one,

he could blow it like a horn.



He climbed to pick one of Meanwhile, Twinkle had
the flowers. But as he flown up 1o the sky to the
reached out for it, his constellation called Lyra.
foot clipped.Down he fell, He asked politely if he
right into the tree. could borrow her harp.

She loaned it to him gladly, and back
he went to the clearing where all the
animals were waiting with their instru-
ments. Twinkle tapped his foot: * One,
two, three, " and they began to play.
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They sounded fine, but, *That sounded like frogs,”
euddenly,in the middle of  he said.” it wasn't us,” the
a sweer passaqge, there  frogs cried,” it must have
came a sour note-"b/ar!”  been the souirrels.”
Twink stopped the music.  The souirrels Ffrowned.

*Certainly not,"they re-  Once more they began to
plied. For a moment, it play.And once aqain they

8lmost seemed there heard the sour note ==
would be & Quarrel,but  “poor/*-in the sweetest
Wwinkle calmed them. part of the music .
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They all stared at each He flew 10 the top of the
Other It wasn't one of us,* tree end peered in. At

Twinkle eaid . It came the bottom sat Wood-
from the hollow tree. chuck, blowing away loudly
Someone’s playing a joke.” on a trumpet flower.

(621

“Gtop!” cried Twmkle < You! re gpoiling

our rehearsal.'I'm sorry,"said Woody,

“but this was the only way I could call

for help.” Twinkle looked qrave, for

the hole was 100 narrow to fly info.
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*How can we get him up?®  He took the strings off
asked the animals. Twink the harp and tied them
laughed."lll do it withmy  fogether.He lowered this
harp,” he said. They all cord to Woody and soon
stared in surprise. pulled him out of the tree.

That night the forest orchestra played
ite first concert under the moon, with
Conductor Twinkle leading them.And in
the front row sat Woodchuck, tootling
merrily on his flower trumpet.
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GIVE POP
SOME PIPE

® “Pop” Jenkins, the plumber on the next page, just
got a phone call from a man who said that two water
pipes in his basement had broken. Pop is rushing to the
man’s house with some new pipes. But where are the
pipes? See if you can find two pipes for Pop to carry to
the man’s house.

INSTRUCTIONS

Cut the dotted lines above and below Pop’s left hand,
in front of his right hand, and down his back. Push two
soda straws through the slits like this:

Don’t the straws look exactly like long pieces of new
pipe? Tear out the page and you will have a funny pic-
ture to tape on the wall of your room.
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A STORY IN WORDS AND PICTURES

WAKE UP, RONNIE!

This is This is
Big Rooster Ronnie
Lotk-A
“« DpDE/ 1 crowed from the top

w0k
=L I WDLE/ 1” cried
Dao-

« “It's time to wake up and

and ran to the
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is still asleep in his

“T will wake him,” said the

went right on sleeping.

ran to thew pond.

cried to the

sl
ry )
= //7;‘
11
1,

5 1" “Let us try,” said the ~F3

AN

;;9//(?/7/7\h
o
They waddled over to¥_*®
(K

VA K,
«“ %(éé\%l(/ 1” went the
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Y D
;)2/?:7”7\4'\ @lx‘\\
% ) just buried his W/ )p in his

and didn’t wake up.
to thé m fold. “Help me, please!” he
A =N

crowed. “I can’t wake up “F 7 » All the
m S

. . v '(tfs\ _

AL & lifted their @’} )}) and went

1” just as loud as they could. But

ran

g

turned over in his and
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e quacked, and the m baaaed,
e X~ y ch’LA’

while cried 0000 E/ 1” At last
PN o+ 000'

heard the g quack, and the gm

k-,
baa, and he heard go DOODLE7 ”
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y //{/ // e a )‘ 7.'
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34 | hopped out of , ran to the
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\"'_Al and called “ ngﬁlé'!” to all his
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“Go for a walk,” said Mrs. Podds. “You're in my way!”
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A TELL-ME-STORY

MRS. PODDS
OF PORTLY

by MARJORIE HOPKINS
illustrated by HAROLD BERSON

A Tell-Me Story is to be read by the parent for the plot,
and then told to the child in the parent’s own words.

O ne Monday morning, Mrs.

Podds of Portly found her-
self planning to do a really big
wash.

“Put on just anything,” she
told Mr. Podds. “I'm going to
wash all your shirts and your
bathrobe with the four pockets
and your floppy red flannel slip-
pers, and all.”

“I don’t know what to put on,
if you’re going to wash all that,”
said Mr. Podds. That was a long
speech for him, because he was a
very quiet man.

“Put on something, please, and
go for a walk,” said Mrs, Podds.
“You’re in my way.”

“T'll have to wear my Hal-
loween costume,” complained

Mr. Podds.

But Mrs. Podds was too busy
to listen to him. She got out five
big copper kettles, for the Podds
had no washing machine. She
set them all full of water and
soap and clothes on the two
wood stoves in the Podds
kitchen. She put a lot of wood
on the fires.

Mr. Podds did go for a walk.
He wore a pair of light blue
trousers and a red coat with lace
at the cuffs. His hat was a yellow
cap with a feather so long it
reached down and tickled him in
the ribs.

Of course he met somebody.
Very soon. He met Mrs. Hug-
gins.

“How — how fine you look,”
gasped Mrs. Huggins.
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“Thank you,” said Mr. Podds
politely.

“Is there — uh — anything
particular going on in Portly this
morning?” asked Mrs. Huggins.

Mr. Podds was such a quiet
man. He couldn’t bear to talk
enough to explain about the big
washing. So he just smiled and
nodded and walked on. In fact
he walked to the mill stream.
He sat down in some tall grass
and watched the mill wheel go
round and round. That way he
didn’t see anybody else.

Mrs. Huggins didn’t waste Aer
time that way. She hurried over
to Mrs. Andrew, the baker’s wife.
The bakery shop was all white
with a sparkling glass counter
full of warm buns and cakes.
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“Better tell Mr. Andrew to
make up a special lot of cherry
tarts today,” she panted. “A cele-
bration is about to go on in
Portly, even though nobody told
us about it!”

“Oh dear,” said Mrs. Andrew.
“I'm afraid we have no more
cherry preserves. We'll have to
send to the grocer. Thank you,
Mrs. Huggins!”

Mr. Andrew sent his son Joe,
who had rosy cheeks and long
legs, to Mr. Murch, the grocer.
Mr. Murch was scrubbing out his
pickle tub.

“Nobody told me about the
celebration,” he said crossly. “But
tell your father I'll sent him some
cherry preserves in an hour.”

The trouble was that Mr.
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Murch hadn’t one jar of
cherry preserves left.

“What will I do?” Mr.
Murch asked himself, frown-
ing. “I know! I'll ask Mrs.
Podds to make some. She
makes very good preserves.
I'll stop at Farmer Bumper’s
and get the cherries.”

So Mr. Murch put on his
plaid vest and hung an Out
to Lunch sign on his door.
He drove his little black car
with the crunchety-munchety
motor and the truck-space in
back. He stopped at Farmer
Bumper’s.

“It’s bargain day in cher-
ries,” smiled Farmer Bumper,
pushing back his big straw
hat. “You get five bushels for
the price of one.”

“Give me five  bushels,”
nodded Mr. Murch.

When he reached the
Podds’ house, there was Mrs.
Podds hanging out the last of
Mr. Podds’ socks.

“Of course I can make
cherry preserves,” she nodded.
“I have all my copper kettles
ready and hot fires burning!”

Soon a wonderful smell of

- cherry preserves was floating
all over. Mrs. Podds was mak-
ing more cherry preserves at

once than had ever before been
made in Portly.

Mr. Podds sniffed and
picked up his hat and hurried
home through the fields. He
unpinned his clean, dry bath-
robe with the four pockets, and
his clean, dry red flannel slip-
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pers from the clothes line. He
carried them upstairs, took off
his costume, and put them on.
Then he came down to see
what Mrs. Podds was doing.

“Im so glad you’re back
from your walk,” said Mrs.
Podds. “Please help me stir
these cherry preserves.”

Mr. Podds stirred and
stirred.

The smell of cherry pre-
serves went further and fur-
ther. The Mayor of Portly
and the Mayors of three other
towns around sniffed and
wondered and wondered.

The Mayor of Portly
walked out of his office to see
what he could see. His five
clerks came close behind him.
It looked just like a procession.
Mrs. Huggins was watching.

“Come on, everybody,” she
called. “The Mayor and his
clerks must be starting the
celebration!”

Soon all of Portly was fol-
lowing the Mayor and his
clerks. The procession grew.
The Mayor headed for the
Podds’ house, and so did the
procession. As they all came
near the Podds’ house, they
met the mayors of the three
towns around.



“We came to help!” they said
to the Mayor of Portly. “We
thought something was wrong!”

“Why, nothing’s wrong at
all!” said the Mayor crossly. “I
just wanted to congratulate Mrs.
Podds on her cherry preserves!”

“Oh,” said the other mayors.

Mrs. Podds came out on her
porch. The Mayor of Portly
shook her hand. He promised to
give her a medal when it was
ready. Everybody  cheered.
Farmer Bumper invited every-
body to a picnic in his orchard

that evening after the tarts were
ready. Mr. Podds stayed in the
kitchen and stirred and stirred.
He didn’t come out because he
was wearing just his bathrobe
with the four pockets and his
floppy red flannel slippers.
But he kissed Mrs. Podds when
she came back to the kitchen.
“How nice of the Mayor!” he
told Mrs. Podds. “I met Mrs.
Huggins on my walk, and she
said something about a celebra-
tion. But I didn’t think it was
all about you!”
121



These books provide
the basis for superios
reading ablility, better
school work and

better grades!

If your child has just started to read,
he’s the right age to join Parents’ Mag-
azine's new Book Club for Beginning
Readers. Even if you read to him now,
this Club will help you pave the way
for his own first steps in reading, and to
accustom him to one of life’s most re-
warding pastimes...the enjoyment of
good books.

How Does the Club Work ?

The Club is conducted by America’s
foremost authorities on bringing up
children — the experienced editors of
famed Parents’ Magazine. Boys and
girls who are members receive each
month a beautiful new book chosen by
the Club's editorial board from the chil-
dren’s books of all publishers. Each
selection is written at the level of the
beginning reader, and is designed to
hold the child’s interest from first page
to last.

What a delightful way to introduce your child
to the enchanted world of reading!

Parents’ Magazine’s

You Save up f6 509, on
Recommended Books

Club selections are beautifully bound
and illustrated and attractively printed
in large, well spaced, easy-to-read type.
If bought in stores, they would cost up
to $3.00 and more, yet you pay the
member’s price of only $1.47 each, plus
a small shipping cost —equivalent to
50% discount on each selection.

Enroll Now and Get Free Bonus Set

Don't send any money now. Simply cut
out and mail the post card on facing
cover.Your child’s FREE gift of Favorite
Stories to Read Aloud will be sent at
once, along with the first regular selec-
tion (which may be chosen from the
books described opposite). Thereafter,
your child will receive a new book each
month for which you pay only $1.47 each,
plus few cents shipping. You may cancel
membership at any time after your child
has received 4 monthly selections: Mail
the card today—no stamp needed.
Parents’ Magazine’s Book Club for Be-
ginning Readers, Bergenficld, N. J.

For Older Brother or Sister

Over the year, th ds upon th ds of boys

and girls, 8 to 12, have recelved many wonderful
books though membership In Parents’ Magorine's
Book Club for Children, of savings up to 50%l
Monthly selections, chosen from the best of ALL
publishers, cover every wbloc' of interest to lively
youngsters . . . storles of od sports,

men and mon, wonders of nchno and science, A
valuable gift Is also given to new members of this
Club, For Information, check the special box on the
postcard provided on the cover. Mall It today — no
stamp necessary,

PARENTS' MAGAZINE'S

Book Club
for Children

Ages 8to 12
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FREE! for your child with membership... this
thrilling 512 page book [see back cover). A $3.95
value, containing over 500 original illustratiens in
color and black and white!
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Choose Any One as Your First Selection:

14. WILLIE'S ADVENTURES—Margaret Wise
Brown. Three amusing stories of on advenlurous
liftle boy who meets the world open-eyed and
unafraid.

13. MR. APPLE'S FAMILY—Jean McDevitt.
Gay experiences of Mr. & Mrs. Apple ond their
five youngsters in an old house situated in an
apple orchard,

3. My Father’s Dragon — Ruth S. Gannett.
The humorous tale of a little boy who sets eut
fo rescue o baby dragenl

4. Found — One Orange-Brown Horse —
Patricla Lauber. The story of little Chris and
a pet horse named Carrots.

5, Once Upon a Time —Rose Dobbs. Twenty
cheerful tales to read and tell. Llots of old
favorites, and new stories tool

11, THE TERRIBLE MR. TWItMEYER—Lillian
Moore and Leone Adelson. Mr. Twitmeyer,
the dog cotcher, had a secret. An enjoyable
tale with o surprise ending

7. Sneakers—Margaret Wise Brown. Seven
stories about a rapscallion cat, at the seashore,
in the city, in the country.

CUT OUT AND MAIL THIS CARD—IT REQUIRES NO STAMP

TN NN G D R SN SN S SN S N D G S S I SED S S Ga S S D S
HD 5-60

Parents’ Magazine's BOOK CLUB FOR BEGINNING READERS
Bergenfield, N. J.

CRITA"S NAMO: o vcivmwvmsmrnos s R S O ST v Age. ...
Address..............c.cooen. e RPN City. i State................0

Please enroll the above child for membership in Parents’ Magazine's BOOK
CLUB FOR BEGINNING READERS and send (at no extra cost) a Mem-
bership Gift of FAVORITE STORIES TO READ ALOUD (3.95 list), with
the first selection, circled below. Continue to send a new book each month at
the special club price of $1.47 plus a few cents for postage and handling. I
understand that I may cancel this membership at any time after the child
has received four consecutive monthly selections.

EXTRA FREE GIFT!
PARENT'S GUIDE TO
CHILDREN'S READING

by Nancy Larrick,
sponsored by the
National Book Com- First selection (circle one) 14. 13. 3. 4. 5 1. 7.
miitee. A wonderful

help 1o parents in POT@NY: O7 D ONOT usuvvnasayuvaysswssyisir sums sy BT FE S S LB S v
guiding their children ABAFEES o erssr i T i ns bk s 40t e A AR S RS P A A 08 50 A o
int

info the wonderful Y oo e SHGIE oo s

world of books. 258
pages. Yours FREE!

[0 Please send me information about the special offer on Parents’ Maga-
zine’s BOOK CLUB FOR CHILDREN (ages 8-12).



FAVORITE STORIES
TO READ ALOUD

| Favorite \? g
Ntories 24

with membership in

PARENTS’ MAGAZINE’S

T

€ neptied by

sean Wonae

Book Club forw e
Beginning o
Readers I

s Y Over 500 pages! 550 original illustrations in color and
black and white, Includes 49 famous stories, 20 fables
and | ds, a plete pi ABC, 44 best-loved fairy
tales, 50 Mother Goose rhymes, 79 favorite childhood
poems. A delightful treat for your child. See inside this

cover!
- ———— - ————— --------—---------—-----'

A Wonderful

% Introduction

o

:lo;mge 2 Postage Stamp to GOOD

will be pai Necessary. H 1
by # mailed in The Reading Fun!

Addressee United States

Here are the stories,
rhymes and fables
children have always
foved . . . rollicking
stories and poems,
romantic fantasies just
for little ones, tradi-
tional nursery rhymes
..a veritable feast for
young minds! FREE for
your child when you
enroll him in Parents’
Magazine’s Book Club
for Beginning Readers.

SEE INSIDE
OF THIS COVER

BUSINESS REPLY CARD

S1RST CLASS PERMIT NO 173, SEC, 34.9 P. L. & R BERGENFIELD. N J.

Parents’ Magazine’s
Book Club for Beginning Readers
Bergenfield, N. .
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