PRINCE EDWARD, MARCH

WHELAN MEMORIAL HALL

Reserved Seats (Evening)........
Balcony (Evening)
Matinee Prices:

Adults ... .....
Children

Hours of Sale:—

ceve.

AR TIOUOUREE E R INCIURI X I

TICKETS
TICKETS
Seat Sale For St. Patrick’s Play

“Colleen’s Step-Hushand”

2 Matinees and 2 Evenings
Opens Friday, March 12, 9.

cieeneesy 75 conts
pereennrae. e eny 60 conts

ceeres e,

cvv... 20 cents

Friday and Saturday ....... 9.30 a.m.—9 p.m.
Monday ond Tuesday....... 9.30 a.m.—5 p.m.

WEDNESDAY — AT PRINCE EDWARD

17 & 18

30 A.M. |

e, 50 cents

Now Open At

Tues., Fri, 2-5 PM.; 7-9 P.M.

For Appointments, Phone 2791

P. E. I. T. B. LEAGUE
CHEST X-RAY GENTRE

THE WHELAN MEMORIAL HALL

HOURS :—Mon., Wed., Fri, 10-12 AM.; 2-5 P.M.

NO NEED TO DISROBE—X-RAYS TAKEN FULLY CLOTHED

v

Handcuffed to another ;}risoner,

Harold Christoffel, Milwaukee labor
pader, 18 led from Federal Court to the District jail in Washington.
He was sentenced to two to six years in Federal Prison for lying to the
ouse Labor Committece about his Communist affiliations.
or a new trial and request for bail pending an appeal were denied.

‘Motion

(By Thornton W..
THE STORY IN THE SNOW

Would you your movements keep
unread,
Be careful
tread,

how and where you

—~Old Mother Nature.
There was mystery in the Green
Forest. Farmer Brown's boy on his
way to collect 'he sap from the
great sugar-map.e that stood apart
from the other maple trees’ had
found one of his sap pails on the
snow-covered ground. It was dented
and battered out of shape. There
were no footprints save his own
near it, nothing to show what had
shappened to it or how it came to
be there upside down on the snow.
Standing there looking at it he had
something like the funny feeling
he had when it had seemed
him that he was being watched yvet
had failed te discover anybody in
the neighborhood.
As he drew near the great maple

foot of it seemed to be trampled
even more than It had been by his

own feet on previous visits, He
glanced up at the trunk and
abruptly stopped to stare. There

was only one pail hanging on that
tree, and there should have been
three! One of the missing pails was
the battered ome he had found. A
hasty glance around showed him
the other on its side not far away.
With no pails to catch it the drip-
ping sap had made little holes in
the snow beneath the two spouts

still in the tree.
The funny feeling of being
watched that he had had was

nothing to the queer feeling. Far
mer Brown’s boy had now. Who
had taken those pails from that
tree and what for? Who was big
enough to do that? And where was
that big enough person now? Was
he hanging around watching from
a hiding place?

Farmer Brown's boy went over
to pick up the other pail. As he
did so there was a sudden crash
in the brush off at one side, It
startled him so that he jumped

inside. Perhaps you know what
those inside jumps are like. Ile
turned just in time to catch a

glmpse of something white as it
disappeared behind a voung spruce
tree, He knew it instantly for what
It was, the “'flag” of a Deer, as the
tail is called.
That must have been old Light-
foot to judge by the sound.”
thought Farmer Brown's boy, “He
must have heen watching me, I
wonder if he knocked those pails
oft, and if he did what he did it
for.”

He began looking in the snow at

, the foot of the tree for the prints

of Lightfoot’s hoofs and almest-at
once he saw another footprint that
put all thought of Lightfoot out of
his head. It was a footprint bigger
than his own and much like that

Once more he had one of those
funny inside  jumps: “Buster
Bear!” he exclaimed aloud, and
was startled by the sound of his!
own voice. Hastily he looked all!
around. He wasn't really afraid,®
just startled. One may be startled '
yet not afraid. He knew that Bus-
ter Bear was even more anxlous to
keep distance between them than
he was._He pickd up the pail
lying near on the snow and re-
hung it on the tree. He went back
for the battered pail and rehung
that, It would do unil he could
bring another pail from the sugar
house, It wouldn't do to lose any

(THERE OUGHTA BE A LAW!

By Fagaly and Shorten

NO ANSWER.
I'VE BEEN

7S 8AD ENOUGH 7
ey

AL
ILMAN , PRAC- |7 7,
TICALLY CLIMBING //
UPTO SEVENTH §
HEAVEN DELIVER-
ING REGISTERED
OR SPECIAL DE-
LIVERY MAIL—

RINGING LONG
ENOUGH. GUESS

Bur wiars N
EVEN WORSE

15 WHEN
NOU'VE HIKED
ALL THE WAY
DOWN AGAIN!

%0 he began to read the story

he saw that the snow around the,

of a hare-footed Man with claws!
for toenails. |

Burgess)

' NG o A
| There was only one pall hanging
l on that tree, and there should

have been three

;imore of that dripping sap. Then
! in the
I snow for it was al] written there
| for any one to read who knew
| how, and Faimer Brown's boy did.
It was written in footprints,

“Now I know whose eyes I felt
watching me.” sald he, talking to
himself, “Anyway, that black ras-
cal was one watcher, Wonder what
made him wake up so early this
i year. He should have slept at least
a couple of weeks longer. He prob-
ably was just wandering around
znd found out something was
going on over here and came to
find out about it, e would do just
! that out of curiosity. It wasn't
hunger that brought him over
here. I don't believe he has been
awake long enough for that.”

As he talked Farmer Brown's
boy was following back the tracks
in the snow. Presently he stopped
and studied the snow and the sur-
roundings. “Here is where he
stcod watching me when I first
had that feeling  of being
lwatched.” he muttered, still talk-
ing to himself, “He could see me
collecting sap, but I couldn’t see
him, After I had gone he wan-
dered about here for a while. Then
he went to that tree. There must
have been a little sap in the pails
Probably he tried to get scme of it
and knocked those two pails off
and spilled what there was. Then
he lost his tonper and batted one
cf them around and finally sent it
flying way over where T found it.

He didn't follow it, so there were
no tracks there. [ guess thal's the
story " It was,

The next story: “Are Unlike
Cousins.”

.
Contract Bridge
By Josephme Culbertson
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LARCENY
South, in today's deal. “stole” a

very questionable  slam  contract
from under the opponents’ nose.

i :
‘North dealer. i
North-South vulnerabe,
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The bidding:

North East South West
19 Pass 14 (') Pass
11INT Pass 3¢ Pass
i34 Pass 6¢ Pass
{Pass Pass

It is obvious enough that South
bid his hand not only fancily but
with extreme optimism, His spade
response to one heart was intended
to keep the opponents from that
suit, especially on the opening lead,
but his following diamond bidding
in the face of North's warning one
notrump rebid, was scarcely sound,

West could not be blamed for
shying away from a spade lead,
but his selection of the heart nine
instead of a club was rather pecu-
liar. East put in the heart jack, and
Ceclarer, after a lightning calcul-
ation, dropped the heart ten! Hast
gave his adversary a suspicious
glance, but South’s face nvas guile-
less, and East finally concluded that
West had been very fancy and led
away from the heart ace. So East
returned the heart king.

South promptly took his second
trick with the heart ace; then he
led a low diamond to the jack, drew
lthe outstanding trumps, and led
|his club ten to the king, He now
| discarded his last heart on the club
ace, after which he ruffed a heart.
This, of course, established two long
hearts in dummy that took very
Continued on page 13

1M SORRY TO AWAKEN YOu,

SIR «vs BUT WHEN WE

THE WATCH, WE DISCOVERED THAT

YOUR NURSE AND A MEMBER

OF THE CREW HAD DISOBEYED
ORDERS AND GONE ASHORE /

COME ON, NUI
GOT PLENTY

TAWE SHAWN! WE
MUBT SAIL
IMMEDIATELY/

RSIE,
OF MONEY

T HOPE WE KIN GIT THERE
- B'ORE I PASS OUT...TH'POOR
*KID NEEDS ME...WHEN I THINK
- OF IT.. . W LOSIN' TH! CHAMPEEN
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YES! GO IN AND
ANSWER YOUR PHONE -~
1 WANT TO TALK

TO You /!

%57

YOL) ABOUT =T,
SOMETHING - TTERQ
BSEE HM

MR, JES

By Carl Anderson

TIPPY AND “CAP” STUBBS
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—  ANDERION ===
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ALL RIGHT ! ALL RIGHT!
YOU THINK OVER WHAT
YOU WANT TO BUY MOST,
AN IN ONE WEEK I'LL
YOUR 2

"=, \’?.‘f, N7
AP

)

AN’ YOU'LL SEE,MILT

STUBBS-HELL 9END IT ALL

ON CANDY, JUST LIKE
wouLD!

I sAID

TILLIE THE TOILER

NOW, MARY--LE&'S
MAKIN' OUR LIST
INVITATIONS TO OUR -
-WE CAN JOT_DOWN NAMES
WHILE WE'RE GETTIN' ¢
SUPPER~

PARTY

The Goorpe Matthon Adeoms Sevvion, Tne.
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SHALD ACCEPT
ACOQUANTANCE,

TUEN | WILLT GOLLY, AN ENCRMOUS
CONVERTIALE A KEEN ORESSER,
A DEAD RINGER FOR

ON SECOND THOUBHT, MANBE |
ADVISED U TO HASTILY, EVR

1'D FEEL EASIER W MV MIND IF )|
MET KM FIRST .




