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Who boldly meet the sudden test.

By Thornton W. Burgess

TO GO OR NOT TO GO not welcome,
to feel unwelcome.
You always find those leaders| All that night and until noon |

—Old Mother Nature.| pigeons went out.

Farmer Brown's Boy's racing|
pigeon, Homer the Roamer, had |
been one of quite a large number|
of homing pigeons entered in a and saw
long-distance race. It had been | his legs.
a poor day to start the r
the hirds had to fly in U
storm. It wasn't a bad storm|rier pigeon,

he was greedily picking up food

he was not made

iLhe next day, that storm lasted.
Then the sun came out. All the
Homer went
lwith them. There a boy who own- |
ed the other pigeons saw him as

that he wore bands on
None of the other birds
ace, for | was banded. The boy knew at once
he face | that this was a homing or car-
and that it probably

the boy but Homer didn't’ hear
it. |

|
* " “You are a handsome bird, and |
I wish you were mine,” said the |
boy. “I suppose I could shut you
up and keep you and no one would ‘
know what had become of you. |

of a 2 i

ot ‘first. In fact, when the race|had been flying in a race when ?ou: i;‘; ’;8; gorlszzo ‘,jnd”', W?e'r-l‘

ctarted, the storm was only a, the storm drove it to shelter. ing ('ondmoxbll again, I‘mamn 01.1)1 |

‘hreat. But as the buds fiew on| Homer had sorely needed food o % o0 you free Ll‘u find vourg\\ag'>

it became worse and worse. One and water. He ate greedily. When o0 “Thyough the number on n:

by ‘one they dropped out to seek|his crop was full, he flew back of v.).lese b:nds 1 can find (:mt
Homer, stronger of up to the loft for he was still where your home is and I am|

shelter until

wing and stouter of heart, was fly-  tired from his long struggle against "
ing alone. But even he had toythe wind and storm the day be- yg'((:\llngget':o Lt:‘errleu?‘ and find out if
come down at last, and he was| fore. There in the lon_ the boy He was as.good as his word. |
fortunate in that he had found  caught him and examined the He waited until Homer was

a farm where pigeons were kept | bands. He copie
in the Ioft of the barn. There if'a note-book.

“How about You Mom?"

... you want vour youngsters to be full of life,
strong, healthy? Then ([we ‘em Scott's Emul-
sion daily, and watch! Yes, Scott’s helps your
children grow up strong, develop soun teeth,

atrong bones. It contains natural

Vitamins A & D, plus oil and added
P mincrals! Acts fast, tastes better.
148,000,000 bottler sold —Scott’s
Y Emulsion s dependable.

SCOTT'S EMULSION
HIGH ENERGY TONIC

d the numbers in

thoroughly rested. Then on a bright
morning he took him out in the
vard and tossed him in the air. “On !
| your way, now!" he cried.

| But Homer didn't go on his way. '
He circled and flew a short dis- |
igemng ready for

tance, then came back and joined
the other pigeons. Somehow he
dreaded going all alone. Perhaps
he would have dreaded
if he had known what a long
distance he had to fly. The boy
‘ caught him, for he was very tame
| and easily caught. He was taken
a short distance away, and once
more tossed in the air. As usual,
he circled, and as he widened his
circle it brought the pigeons he
| had been with into sight again. He
just couldn’'t make up his mind
to go, so he flew back and join-

ANNUAL MEETING

PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND DIVISION
CANADIAN RED CROSS SOCIETY

FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 12th

AFTERNOON SESSION—23:30 p.m.

i at Red Cross Headquarters, Charlottetown.
Speaker—Mr. S. A. Bjarnason, Toronto,
Ass't. National Commissioner,

DINNER MEETING AT 6:15 P.M.
at “The Clover Club", Charlottetown.
peaker—Mr. H. H. Leather, Hamilton, Chair-
man, Central Council Canadian Red
Cross Society.

|
'.
\ Dinner Tickets — $1.00

[ Please phone 8351 for reservations by Feb. 11th.

ed them.
| Once more the boy caught him.
This time he was taken in a car
and was carried a couple of miles
before he was set free. This time
when he circled and circled there
was no inducement to come down.
Once more he circled, and this
time he straightened out and
headed in the right direction for
. home. He was once more on his
way

“Goodbye. and good luck!" called
the boy, but Homer didn't hear
it.

it more |

The Tiny Folk

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

“R-r-ring!"” went the telephone.
Susan listened. One big long rinz,
two little short ones!  Yes that
was the ring that meant it was
for someone at the Dale house.

“Hello,” answered Mrs. Dale.
Susan stood very still, and listen-
ed closely, “Yes, Yes. That would
be lovely. Susan would be . so
pleased. Yes, I shall. Fine. Good-
bye.

Mrs. Dale hung up the receiver,
end turned from the phone,

“Sandra is coming over to play for
a while, Susan. Hurry here till I
comb your hair.”

Susan danced up and down. She
was so glad Sandra was coming
over. Sandra lived quite some
distance away, well into the mid-
dle of the village, so she couldnt
come over very often, Susan van
to the window to watch. Soon she
saw Sandra trudging up the lane.
and ran to the door to meet her.

It wasn't long before the wo
lttle girls were busy talking and
playing.

“Let's play with my paper
dolls.” suggested Susan.

“That will be fun,” Sandra
agreed, “I like dressing them up
in all the different clothes.”

“Which one do you want?”
Susan asked.

“I'll take Betty. Are these her

dresses?”
“Let's pretend our paper dolls are
school,” Susan

sald. “Next year you and I shall
be going to school too. I'll put this
pretty gingham dress on my doll,
| for it is like my own.”
! “yes” answered Sandra. “My
| Betty just loves pretty blouses and
| full skirts that swing out. T must
find one like that for her. Here 18
a pretty blue skirt. T think this
pink blouse would look nice with
iL, There! how does my paper doll
look?"

“Just fine!" Susan exclaimed.
“Wouldn't it be wonderful if we
| had as many dresses as these dolle
! have?”

“Yes,” Sandra agreed slowly
thinking it over for a minute.
“But then it would take me too
long to get dressed each morning.
I just wouldn't be able to make up
my mind which one I wanted to
wear.”

Just then Mrs. Dale joined in
“I think you are both happy lit-
tle girls, just as you are. If vou
can leave your dolls long enough,
come over and have some sand-
wiches and cocoa at the table”

And you couldn't count ten be-

ASTHMA COUGHS

Millions of sutferers have discovered
coughs, wheesing, difficult breathing, and
poor_sleep, caused Asthma
and Bronchitis, can be slleviated very sat-
isfactorily with scient!fically compounde:
MENDACO. Over 5 million packages used,
offer positive &rool. Satisfaction or money
back. Get MENDACO at druggists today to
{  permit natural, restful sleep tonight.

fore two little girls were enjoying
their lunch, while the paper dolls,
all dressed up in their fine clothes,
lay forgotten on the couch.

The 105-foot Colossus of Rhodes,
one of the original seven wonders
| of the world, was toppled by an
| earthquake in 222 BC.

STRUGGLE..,HE WA
TERRIFIED...

KILLED...I'VE BEEN

e )

HASKIN TOOK \ POOR DARLING, YOU DID
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By Alex Raymond

RIGHT... DON'T WORRY..
NOTHING CAN COME
BETWEEN US!

121 DON'T WANT.
70 DiE! D-DON'T,
LET THEMo-

YOU OKAY...LET'S
SEE THAT EYE...

.. '
B
HE'LL CRY!

SHH! THE WOULD-BE
KILLERS ARE COMING /)
BE QUIET .,

LT 200K AT THAT, Wes. DOOLITTLE ! THE WITNESS TO A
OUR CRIME HAG SAVED LIS THE TROUBLE
OF SILENCING HIM 2,

HEY, DOCTOR ...
BETTER LOOK
AT HIM.,

~BUT, NOW THET HE
eov‘ru?wnz
HE 1877~ SO,

7

JOE'S TALKING TO
L o HE

REFUSES TO HIT THAT
EYE AGAN...

Tilly The Toiler

Napoleon and Uncle Elby

By Bob Gustafson

TF YOUD BRHAVED AT THE DOG SHOW
YoU COLD BE PARADING A CUP AROUND
LIKE FRISKY OUT THERE/

CONNBRFIT f/ 7T
CONNBEEIT/ MY LD
MALE THAT BlLL

FLEECED/ TALK
LIKE THAT MAKBS
MY WOUTH WATER,

QUT OF THE POCK HOCKEY
ARENA UP ATLANTA WAY...

IT WAS, LT
us Ay,

LaMPY.
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WHO PUT THESE:
WALNUTS ON THE

%, STARS ?/;

&

Tippy and ''Cap"' Stubs

1 OID, DADDY~
1 COULON'T FIND THE
NUT CRACKER /

By Edwina

~LIONEL SAYS
HE CAN COME

MR. BUDGE JUST

Tadenine omin SPOTLESS!! YES. 71| HE cAN BorROw A COAY
TO DINNER. H MAAMI ]| From A FRIEND OF
AN’ MIBSUS H\S, AN‘-«

d

-AN’, OH, MRS, SWIFFLE, I WANT
THIS HOUSE JUST

- BAWLE'Y-"

--BIG ORWELL SAYS HE
WALL COME AN‘BE A BUTLER!

ILL SIMPL
NEUROTI

GROW UP
AND FRUSTRATED




