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Many of my older readers may
recall those days when soap was
made for family use by the pion-
eer families of this Island. Indeed

Pioneer Days In P. ,E’ I

By F. N. MacArthur

This she called “‘Soft soap.” Her
hard soap was made by adding
a little salt and resin to the fat,
and then allowing it to boil a bit

homemade soap was used by some
folk up untll recent years, and
this scribe can remember having
seen it made by his grandmother.

She would save every bit of fat
in her old-fashioned soap-box, and
when enough grease had been col-
lected she'd set aside a day for
asked :g:;lng this into hard and soft

By Thornton W. Burgess °

LE FRIEND'S BAD NEWS
;::L-us may in a way be good.
§o be you profit as you should.

—-0ld Mother Nature.
“pid you say that Mr. Black-
snake did live around here for a-
hile””" asked Snowfoot, the little
. He was speaking to

. |came they disappeared.”
“Did he swallow them?"

Snowfoot, in a faint voice.
! O Grandma always made her soap
Little Friend couldn  answer| o pon'the moon was in first quarter,
that. He didn't know. He had his ¢ . as she used to say, “It would
{suspicions, but "“l-‘: Mr. Black-| g1y Shrivel to nothing if made
sr.lake himself knew whether he|when the moon was beginning to
did or did not swallow them. wane.”

W od Mouse “Do you think he'll come back,

um.-l,rrr;;xlgﬂ_-n:‘hengg:“gd'sp‘;‘."“;::;. to that hole under the big tree?"_hellvi‘:% Otrh,ﬂurth?re::;:;“ h?gmli
Lml(‘ “He lived here for qulte&Tlﬂkle M‘oAusenasked anxiously. great influence over crops. They
sul;‘lf' and 1 was glad when he|,, doul* it."” said Little Friend. | pajjeved, for instance, that no crop
awhile. ¢ If thet is what is worrying you'yould achieve its ma

ximum yield

Just forget it. T have an idea he | the seed was sown im th
{just happened around heré th"“:;:r‘;ssof :hes moon. * ¢

I morning."” —_—

Little Priend Mew aecross the Byt to get back to the business
Smiling Pool. A moment later the ¢ soap-making. I don’t suppose
two little mice heard his lovely! many of the younger group ever
song. "I wish we had wings, and g3 an ash-leach. Let me tell you
could fly,” said Snowfoot, Of course apout it. An ash-leach was nothing
that was a foolish wish, and he|more than a plece of hollowed log
knew it. He looked at Tinkle, and |set on end and nailed to a board
he knew that she was as worried ahout two feet above the ground.
as he was. “That was bad news | At the base of the leach was placed
that bird brought us,” said he. 4 layer ¢ straw: then a thin coat-

“You mean about that fellow ing of lime was spread over the
living in our house?"" asked Tinkle. | straw and this in turn was covered

Snowfoot nodded. “Of course,”'with hardwood ashes. Several times
sald he. “He might come back” each day the leach was given a

left. I didn’t have an easy minu-te
while he was arognd.

1 shouldn't think that anyone
who could fly would be afrald of
him," said Tinkle Mouse. : .

1 wasn't afraid for myself,” re-
plied Little Friend. “It was the

“If we leave there we don't know until the alk.li in the ashes was
where to go. and we micht be thoroughly dissolved A erock or

“‘And he might not.” said Tinkle. generous sprinkling of water, or

worse off."” nan, placed at the bottom of the
Snowfoot admitted that this was gadget, caught the lye as it ram
Ltl'ue. They were in a strange place, down the groove. .
a place they knew nothing about -
|And it might readily be more  Aad now we come to the second
dangerous to leave than to stay step in this fascinating process,
“We'll just have to ~ecep watch the boiling of the brew
all the time for that fellow,” sald I still can picture the great iron
Snowfoot pot. usuallv called a “soap-kettle,”
whom 1| ‘T don’t see how we can whem sitting astride stout pole and
mﬂd-vl )T:e!}:*nn:m that Mr_‘he's In the grass. We never can puffing and snorting like some rest.
Blacksnake likes better for dinner|S€e hin there until he is very less monster after grandma bade

“That was bad news that bird
brought us,” said he.

th - tender young birds unless it|close,” said Tinkle. Turning, ~he me strike the flame. and the heat|

|

T mice.” There was| Tan back into the home under the 'had reached the heart of the
l:,[:,l,:;;', "‘:u:i little bright ey“_iroou of the big hickory tree. greas:. When the mass began to
N was a twinkle of mischief. e —— | bubble furiously it reminded me
boasted of a itch's brew, and in fancy I

“We are grown up,’’

Snowfoot ‘I guess he wouldn't
bother us '

“That shows how little you know
Mr. Blacksnake. He would swallow
you whole. both of you, for onme

could see little imps dancing in
the flame

When <ufii~ient hoiling had taken
place, grandmaz would place the
soan in shallow vessels to harden.

meal,” declared Little Frriend.

The two little Mice shivered at| Bl X rench Y aarachiy

“ Odette Rousseau made an 8,-
the thought. “T am glad that hei G d tist .
T i " 200-metre (26,650 - foot' free fall
t’:ir:l)t(];ln’l‘léh‘::rehenn(‘!’{(.l n‘:g,ue;::f‘ OO jump Wednesday and claimed a|
! world's record. Mlle. Rousseau's

where (id he live®"

" . jump was measured by officials of
m'ln h!.g h?::e x_x'nr‘l_e; pllnfe'émrm‘l: the French Aero Club who said it
in exceeded the world's women's rec-|

Trisnd MooddingMtoward g tieNbix your ord of 7,246 metres previously held

hickory tree. ‘‘Before he lived there
a couple of your cousins, Meadow
Mice, lived there. But when he

by a Russian.

taste..
yet kind to your waist
because never rich or filling|

WRIGLEY'S

Canadian Order
of Foresters

A’ special pypeting of Ban-
adian Orde¢ of Foresters, to
be held at The Charlotte-
town Hotel Tuesday might,
August 30thy 8 p.m.

The High Court offieials

CHEW‘NG GUM

Enjoy chewing Wrigley's Spearmint every day!

longer.

Soap-making was a hot, hard
task that took the best part of a
day to complete.

-

~anUTLINE” ENATING

LONDON, (Reuters)—Mrs. Mary
Plowright, 25, was fined #£8 Sat-
urday for horse-whipping a maa
she thought had wronged her hus-
band. She lay in wait in the street
for the man, a magazine editor
| involved in a libel suit with her
husband, and beat him when he
came out. “I am not sorry for
| what I did to him,” she said. “1t
seemed like the only ladylike way
to express by feelings.”

"CONTRACT BRIDGE

~ By Josephin

e Culbertson

true ®hat South ecould

the slam contract in

following hand by simply tak-

ng a finesse, but his actual
wmethod of play was much safes.
‘North dealer.

eAQHES
95433
@J5
P4
eRITe o103
2 9Js
QK006 —
0763 Q FY: 11
e 5438
9AQT
S AKQI08e2
SKT
. The Bidding:
North Bast  South Woest
146 4% [ X2 Pass
Pass.  Pase

Bast tried to put his nine-card
suit to advantage, but his shutout
3 d i of

was
Bouth's Wwemendous strength. As
" & matter of fact, South was con-
servative when he jumped to six
diamonds-~there easily might
have been a laydown grand slam.
However, South felt that even if
he uysed Blackwood to locate aces
and kings, he could not be as-
sured of the absolute solidity of
his own diamond suit, 30 he con-

tented himself with a small-slam
venture,

and naturally disinclined to lead

opened a trump. South, winning
in his own hand, saw of course
that 12 tricks would be readily
available if either the spade or

but, with nothing to go on in that
respect, he decided that estab-
lishment of a long spade was the
safer venture. So he led directly
to the spade and ruffed a spade,
then returned to the diamond
{ jack and ruffed a second spade.
West's revealed length  in the
spade suit was a disappointment
but by no means a barrier to suc.
cess. South drew the rest of
West's trumps, discarding hearts
from dummy, then led a club to
the queen and ruffed still another
spade with his own last trump,

Now, with three hearts and one
club left in his own hand, South
went to dummy’s club ace, re-
turned the spade queen and dis-
carded the heart seven on the
trick, letting West take his king.
The fact that West could have
nothing left in his hand but
hearts assured South of success,
no matter where the heert hing
lay, since the lead was of course
coming up to South's major tene
ace.

Our Boarding House Major Hoople

West, void of his partner’s suit |

from his major-suit holdings, |

the heart finesse came through |

TM GONNA DANCE OFF

wihien Wiy LAY 036 367

=%.2¢ HOUSE, Boys=

will be in attendance.
All members requested to

attend.

(SEARLESS (FOSDICK
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Muggs and Skeeter

Bringing Up Father

HELEN! YOU USED TO
BE THE PREITIEST GIRL
IN TOWN, AND, YOU
HAVENT CHANGED
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By Wally Bi

 sAY *AHY
MRS, JIGGS /,

WILDROOT KEEPS HAIR
NEAT, BUT NOT GREASY!
RELIEVES DRYNESS!Y
REMOVES LOOSE.
(~USHIT) DANDRUFFY
GET WILDROOT
CREAM-OIL, CHARLIEY

Oll. GROOMS
THE NATURAL WA

When you get a French chef to
touch mass-produced, quick-
frozen foods with a ten-foot
Spoon—that’s a kitchen revolu-
tion. Yet some fifty quick-frozen
Gallic delicacies are now being
Marketed by a Fremch company
of cooks, '

We're glad to report that
aluminum gets a Cordon Bleu
from the gastronomes. They use
Il' 1N conveyors, containers and
kitchen equipment; and they use
Nothing else for packaging their
Products, They respect the way
tasteless, odorless, moisture-
Proof aluminum respects their
Creations, keeping their freshe
Ress and delicacy of flavor till

Magic moment when
{Teach the table, i

ALUMINUM COMPANY OF

NOBOPY PAYS
P AND TAMANANNY
THE TRE Jee’
SCORN U5t TECk
one

I i)
TRUE AN’ NOBLE

By Walt Kelly

°

By Ham F

. "ANADA, LTD. (ALCAN)

IVE TOLD You STACEY
HE DIDMWT PAY ANV ZHNVe!
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Grandma

Mickey Mouse

L'il Abner

Secret Agent

GIVE TH TRASHMAN TH'BIG |
BOX O' SOAP WRAPPERS AN' /i
BOX TOPS I'VE SAVED FOR
CONTESTS .....
-

By Carl Anderson

Biy George McManus
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=( TLL JUST DROP OVER TO
7 GOOFY'S FO= A

o | MY CLOTHES ¢
o, =

faisTeR.. 5T 1O b
BED..OR 7Ll WAVE TO U
OLD ‘CROCKETT STEADY

SUM, Pl FC &;s")

AWRIGHT 7= AH'LL

AX HOPEFUL MUDD.
(=" CHUCKLE Y - SHE
DONE PROMISED WER
) Y SHE WOULDNT
MAKRY NOBODY, TILL

ANOTHER
GAL REFOOZES
TMARRY YO
TINY=WE'LL
LET YO' OFF
TH HOOK—

FRANKLY. SON —ALL
WE 1S INTERESTED
IN IS TH'pROOL!r- 8-
DOLLAH WEDDIN'!"
WE DON'T CARE WHO ,
MARRIES WHAT "

HOW SMALL CTAN THE WORLD
GETZ THE G-MAN WHO MADE

ME , WOULD YO,

MISTER MLDDZ




