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-deal, it was

Contract Bridgei

By Josephine Culbertson

WINNING TECHNIQUE

There was nothing very com-
plicated about the play of today's
simply a case of
selecting the “combination thance”
nstead of trying to guess a finesse.
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Soutfh bid two hearts on the

second round because he was pos-
ftive that North, having made a
two-over-one response to the open-
ing spade bid, would not drop
the biddinz.

West laid down the diamond ace
and, seeing no porpitious. shift,
continued with a second round.
South won, and tad to declde on
a long-range plan of play. Obvious-
ly, South could “handle” the club
suit in several different ways. He
could finesse through West; he
could cash the ace and then finesse
tarough East, letting the club jack
ride; or he could try to drive out
the club queen by ruffing. This
latter plan, however, was also sub-
Ject, to variation.

Not too confidently, South final-
ly laid down the ace and queen of
srumps, then led to the club ace,
discarded a heart on the club
king, and led the club jack through
East. That defender, not being a
fraitor to his own side, impertub-
vly played low — and South

For worry, though of little use,
At times there may be good excuse.
—Old Mother Nature.

In an old house dug long ago by
the grandfather of Johnny Chuck
in the middle of the dear old
Briar-patch Peter Rabbit and Mrs.
Peter were shug. warm and com-
fortable while outside hard, fcy
grains of snow hissed through
the bare bushes and the bram-
bles. When that house was
dug it just had been outside the
Old Briar-patch.  The latter had
grown around it until now it was
in the middle. Peter and Mrs.
Peter seldom had use for it, but
when they did have it was right
there. Just now they were glad
of it, very glad indeed.

Now and then Peter poked his
wabbly nose out the doorway to
see how things were outside. For
a while he had grumbled, but he
had stopped when Mrs. Peter had
declared that he was just as happy
as she was to be in that old house.
snug and warm, and was grum-
bling just for the fun of grumbling,
when really there is nothing to
grumble about.

“I wish,” sald Peter, “this was

guessed wrong. Afraid that West
had the queen, declarer ruffed,
hoping to drop the vital card, but
when West played the mnine all
hope vanished.

The best plan was
pwo chances, in this way: South
leads only the trump ace, then
leads a club to the ace, cashes the
club king, and ruffs a club. The
queen may drop -— but when at
doesn't South still has the chance
for a 2-2 trump break. He over-

to combine

takes the spade nine with dumnty’s
king and ruffs away East's club
queen. then leads the trump three
‘ to the five and can cash dummy's

(By Thornton W. Burggss)
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She fhad put her head out to see
what the weather was.

raln instead of snow. If it were
it would make things a lot easier
for a lot of folks.”

Toward night rough Brother
North Wind went back to wher-
ever he had come from. Anyway
he stopped blowing. Then the
snow turned to rain. a fine rain.
It was Mrs. Peter wio discovered
it. She had put her head out to
see what the weather was.

“You've got your wish, Peter,”
said she. "It is rain now instead
of snow."”

“That is good,” said Peter. “We've
fhad too much snow already. Rain
will take away some of it. I'm
glad it is raining instead of snow-
ing. I don’t mind rain.”

But a little later when he put
his head outside he changed his

mind. Yes, sir. he changed his
mind completely. He no longer
was glad it was raining. He wi'ted,

and he wished most’ heartily, that
it would stop raining and do it
right away. He even wished that
the rain would turn to snow. You
see he discovered that though
Brother North Wind had gone
away Jack Frost hadn’t and he
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the very worst kind. He was frees-
ing that fine rain as fast as it
touched the bushes and trees and
surface of the snow. He was coat-
ing them with ice. Yes, sir, he
was making a crust of ice on top
of the snow, and coating every
bush and bramble and tree, from
the highest trunk to the tinlest
twig, with & smooth, hiard, slippery
coat of ice. It was then that Peter
began to worry, really worry.

“I thought the snow was bad,
but this is worse,” said he.

“We are all right in her, so why
worry?” sald Mrs. Peter.

“We haven't anything to eat In
here,” said Peter, then added, “I'm
hungry right now.”

“There is plenty, such as-it is,
outside. A little rain won't hurt
us. We can get what we need
when we have to have it,” replied
Mrs. Peter.

“Can we?” Peter
added, “I hope so.”

“Do ‘you know any teasea why
we can't retorted Mrs. Peter &
bit sharply.

“We can if it isn't locked up,”

asked, then

said Peter.
Mrs. Peter looked at Peter.
“What do you mean?’ she de-

manded. “Who would lock it up?
Wto can lock it up?”

“Jack Frost is locking it up
right now,” replied Peter.

Mrs. Peter looked startled. She
knew what he meant. With every-
thing else buried in snow, they
had only ‘the = bark and tender
twigs, with such leaf buds as they
could reach, for food. Now these
were being coated with ice. Then
she remembered that it had hap-
pened before, but they ©ad man-
aged to crack the ice with their
teeth and get enough food to keep
them alive. It could be done
again. She said as much.

“It is not just ourselves I am
thinking of. This is bad, very bad,
for a lot of people who can't help
themselves. 1 wish it would stop
raining or Jack Frost would go

was In the worst kind of mischief,

’\ tifth club.

away,” replied Peter.
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By AL CAPP
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A MAN, YO' WOULDM
RS

SO IT'S TIME. FO' TH' (U6HY) WEDDIN ¥ — OH,
DUMPINGTON —HOW KIN YO' MARRY UP WIF
A GAL WHICH HATES EV'RY FAT, SLOPPY
BONE IN YORE BODY ?- 5_110' \E/ERE

M

. HE'S TAKINME UPSTAIRS !/

P-HE HAINT TAKIN'ME DOWN
STAIRS TO TH' WEDDIN'/”

BUT=+P-P=TH' WEDDIN' IS DOWNS'
YO' TAKIN'ME_UP HERE WHAR IT'S

N

AIRS” \
DARK, AN’ DAMP
EPY /77— LE'S GIT TH

77—WEDDIN' OVER WIF, SO TH'

MEANWHILE =
IN DOGPATCH,

~O' ALREADY DONE G
SURPRISED ME ~ | DONT-
YO' TALKED 27 TALKe:

SO FAR,vO' HAIN'T K MUCH:--:
DONE NOTHIN'BUT.
JUR| ",

S,

I CARE ABOUT YOU VERY MUCH,

BUT YOU CAN'T DECIDE YOUR

FUTURE IN A FLASH..AND YOU

HAVE A FEW DAYS BEFORE

YOUN@ BEAUMONT BESIEGES

YOU AGAIN! LET'S GET
YOUR

LOOK AT THAT BEAUMONT
@0! ME'S BEEN CHAMPING | ANSWER, OLD BOV..
AT THE BIT ALL THE WAY
ACROSE THE ATLANTIC!
WONDER WHAT'S BITING

By Alex Raymond

(THERE'S ONLY ONE )
A FEMME!

KING OF THE ROYAL MOUNTED

By Hom Fisher >

75 A 600D TIME FOR M& TO
SEARCH ACE KEENE'S CABIN TO
MAKE SURE THERE IS NOTHING
0 7IE ME TOHIS HUIRDER L

"TVE GOT TO FIND SOME REAL EV/IDENCE
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ves W [ was TeLUNG Me How BoReD] [ | so THIS 1s surposzn "j
HORAGE--] |HE GETS JUST WALKING UP AND TO CHEER HIM
FOR THE THE STREET PUTTING PP/
MAIL= LETTERS IN DRAB LITTLE
MAN/ BOXES--
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WELL-I'M GLAD TQGIT OUT
OF TOWN - I'M WEARY OF
HEARIN' OF MR BILL VUNAIRE
AND HIS WEALTH-==HE I1S*
TRYIN' NOW TO BUY LAKE
SUPERIOR FOR A SWIMMIN'

DON'T TELL ME

MR BILL YUNAIRE

1S LVIN' IN THIS
HOT! d

CALL FOR
MR BILL
YUNAIRE

THANK GO

I
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WEHT V&P WE'MOST FORGOT 115
FIGHT] WELL, C'M’ ON--
ET’6 GET ON WiTH IT{ F

By Harry Haenigsen

AREN'T THEY COLD

INTHIS FREEZING
WEATHER? < ™ -UDH
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| MEAN WHO'S AROUND THIS
TIME OF YEAR T SEE THEMT
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