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DANCE

Sunnyside Ballroom
Every Mon., Wed.,, Sot.

Eastern Rhythm Boys
ADMISSION 35¢

Meet your friends there
tonight 4
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83 GRAFTON STREET

NEWFOUNDLAND TRADE

The M/V “Eskimo” will sail for the South coast.
of Newfoundland on June 10th, calling at various
ports between Port-aux-Basques and Argentia.
ff: For space and rates apply at Company’s office,
Lo Lower Prince Street, phone 1605, or to the under-
i, sigued at the Heartz Building, phone 2502.

W. E. AGNEW,
Director of Trade.

TUBERCULOSIS PREVENTION

The Department of Health and Welfare is arranging to
conduct clinics for vaccination 6gc|i|m tuberculosis.

Interested persons may receive further information from
P. A. CREELMAN, M.D., C.M., Director, Division of Tuber-
culosis Control.
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Things you know are yours alone.
— Little Chipmunk.

On the Big Rock in the Smiling
Pool sat Little Stripes the young
Chipmunk who had started out to
make a place for himself in the
Great World. Probably he was as
surprised at being there as you
would have been had you hap-
pened to see him there, He had
thought he couldn’t swim until
Bowser the Hound had come up
behind him as he sat on the bank
of the Smiling Pool. He was in the
water and swimming before he had
time to think what he was doing.
Now he was resting before going
on to the other shore. All the
Smiling Pool was chuckling at the
care he had taken not to get his
tail wet. He held it straight up as
he swam. It is the Chipmunk way,
but this was the first time any of
the Smiling Pool folk had seen a
Chipmunk swim and it
funny to them.

When he - was rested Little
Stripes swam ashore. 'He wasn't
afrald this time. He held his tail
out of water as before and pad-
dled fast. When he reached the
other store he decided he had had
enough of the Smiling Pool. He
didn’t belong there, Other folks
might like lving there, but it
didn’t suit him at all. He didn't
belong there and nobody had to
tell him so. He wouldn't care if
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Contract Bridge

- By Josephine Culbertson

!

E.R. Browfb’Son

Fire, Auto, Life, Accident, Sickness
And Plate Glass Insurance
At Lowest Rates

"Agent at Summerside, D. O. Stewsrt

-} 144 Richmond St Charlottetown

NAPOLEON AND UNCLE ELBY
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A GOOD START

The North-South bidding in to-
day's deal was excellent, and
South started off well in playing
his grand-slam contract. Unfor-
tunately, however, he faltered in

the “hame stretch.”
——
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‘West, convinced that South had

(By Thornton W.
Nothing like things all your own:[

| the beetle he went back to dig-

been telling the truth when he
cue-bid clubs, and equally con-
vinced that the opponents were
prepared for a lead in the unhid
suit, hearts, tried the desperation
opening of the spade nine, even
though South had bid that suit.
Dummy’s queen won, and South
immediately ruffed a club, He led
a heart to the ace and ruffed the
last club, but’' West hastily discard-
ed his remaining spade, and South
could npt return to dummy to
draw West’s trump. Actually, when
he tried to do so by leading a
spade, West ruffed and returned a
heart, and South was down two
tricks!

South's general plan of play was
perfect, but he overlooked - the
one vital point! East had over-
called the opening bid in clubs
and certainly might hold a six-
card suit. Thus, West might be
able to get rid of a card on the
fourth round of clubs — and that
card might well be a spade! Be-
fore going over to dummy’s heart
ace, it was absolutely vital that
South should first make use of dum-
my's second spade entry! Then.
after ruffing away the last club,
it would be safe to lead the heart
ace, draw West's remaining trump
(South discarding a heart), and
claim the last tricks with spades.

ihmm) )

Now he was resting before going
on to the other shore

he never saw water again except-
ing to drink. Bowser the. Hound
was still on the other side, so
Little Stripes scampered away as
fast as his small legs could take
him. He didn't know where he was
going, but it would be some place
where there were trees and bushes
and dry ground and, of course,
plenty of good things to eat. As
he ran he kept under cover of
grass and weeds as best he could.
So at last he came to the edge of
the Green Forest.

There were big trees and small
trees and along the edge there
were bushes. Scattered about were
a few big rocks. There were hiding
places under the rocks and holes
under roots. They gave him a
wonderful feeling of safety. And
there was plenty to eat without
having to go far for it. The little
Chipmunk liked it there. He llked
it more and more. Without plan-
ning to stay he did stay day after
day. Although he didn't realize it
at first, something had happened.
Old Mother Nature had stopped
tickling his feet with wanderlust,
that queer itching that won't al-
low folks to stay long in one place.

One day he saw a Beetle go into
a small hole In the ground, He dug
after it and in a moment had it.
It had been easy digging. That soil
was sandy, not too loose yet loose
enough to be dug out without too
much work. Instead of work dig-
ging in it was fun. After eating

ging. He dug with his hands and
with his hind feet kicked the sand
out behind him. This was just at
first. He dug straight down for &
little way, just a few inches. When
he grew a bit tired and quit and
climbed up on a big rock. He liked
to sit up there and look about and
listen to all the woodland sounds
while he took a sun bath. There
were many sounds. Some of them
you and I couldn’t have heard.
They were too fine for our ears.
But the little Chipmunk could hear
them, He forgot the hole he had
dug.

Presently he saw some one com-
ing his way. He had seen this fel-
low over by the old stone wall
where he had been born and where
his father and mother, Mr. and
Mrs, Striped Chipmunk, still lived.
He was a friend of theirs, so he
couldn’t be anybody to be afraia
of. Little Stripes continued to sit
there on top of the big rock right
in plain sight. .

Peter Rabbit, for of course that
is who it was, saw the little pile
of earth from the hole Little
Stripes had dug. He went over to
look at that hole. Peter always
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looks into new holes he hap
to find. ‘There is no knowing what
you may find in a hole.

He was disappointed in this one.
He could see the bottom of it and
there was nothing,in it. He always
wonders about holes. All sorts of
things may be found in holes,

“I wonder who dug this and
what for. It isn’t much of a hole,”
sald Peter,

“It isn’t finished,” spoke up the
young Chipmunk,

Peter looked up. “Oh, so it is
you! You must be one of Striped
Chipmunk’s children,” he ex-

claimed.

“I am,” replied Little Stripes.
Then he added something that
until that, very minute he hadn't
known himself, “I'm going to have
a home of my own and that is the

beginning of it.”
“You don't say,” said Peter.
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AN’ JUST AS ME GOT HALF-|!
WAY DOWN-- SOMETHIN'
CRASHED - AN" YOU SHOULD
HAVE SEEN HIM CLIMB UP
THOSE STAIRS, AN":
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