By Thorton W. Burgess

MRS, WINSOME IS DISCOUR- | Mrs. Winsome, and love for

AGED gentle Mistress Spring. He could-
n't be too unhappy even if they
hadn’'t a house to move into. To-
gether they- went house hunting
all through the Old Orchard, among
the trees in Farmer Brown's door-
yard, and even a little way into
the Green Forest. It was over on
the edge of the Green Forest that
Mrs. Winsome made a happy find.
She had stopped to rest in a tree
on the edge of the Green Forest
just across the road from the Old
Orchard. She was a little tired,
but more discouraged than tired.
As she sat there listening to Win-
|some’'s soft love notes, she noticed
some tiny yellow chips at the foot
of a neighboring tree. She knew
at once what that meant. It meant
that Drummer the Woodpecker had
been at work up in that tree. Only
a woodpecker could make tiny lit-
tle chips like those.

She flew over to the tree and
began looking it over. It didn't take
her long to find out where those
chips had come from. Half way
up the tree was a large dead
branch, or rather a big stub of
a branch. On the under side of
this was a round opening. It had
been made by cutting out those
little chips. You know a woodpeck-
er's bill 1s a sort of chisel. Drum-
mer knows how to use that chisel.
The round doorway as big
enough for her to enter. She first
made sure that no one was in
there. Then she put her head in.

But there is a rule among the|After this she went in wholly.
furred and feathered folk. It is that! Drummer, or Mrs. Drummer, or
nothing belongs to any one un- both working together, had cut out
less it s in their possession. As|a fine little room in that hollow
long as Winsome and Mrs. Win- [branch. It was big enough and
some were using that house it was | deep enough, and there was no
theirs. As soon as they stopped |nest in it. Mrs. Winsome settled
using it, it was free to any one who down in it as if she had a nest
wanted it. Almost as soon as they under her. It was perfect. In some
had arrived at the Old Orchard, | ways she liked it even better than
Mrs .Winsome had flown over to|the houses that Farmer Brown's
take possession of that house. She |Boy made. She sat in the door-
found someone already had pos-|way and called softly to Winsome.
sesson. It was Spooky the Screech |He didn’t come, so she went to
Owt. In another house she found [look for him.

Bully the English Sparrow and‘ “I've found the perfect house.
Mrs. Bully. They not only had Come and look at it!" she cried
porsession, but they absolutely re-|happily when she found Win-
fused to be driven out. They said |some.

the house belonzed to them, and e — s
they intended to keep fit. REVERSE PROCEDURE

Winsome was less disturbed than |

Mrs. Winsome. The joy of spring| Eels are the only North Ameri-

kept him whistling softly his plain- | can freshwater fish which go to
the sea to spawn.

tive little love song. It was love for

Who seeks with open eyes and

mind,
Some rich reward is sure to find.
—Old Mother Nature.

Mrs. Winsome Bluebird was be-
ginning to be discouraged. All the
way up from the Sunny South where
she and winsome had spent the win-
ter she had thought about a certain
house in the Old Orchard that she
and Winsome had nested in the
year before. She looked on that
house as belonging to them. In &
way it did. They had been the
first to use it after Farmer Brown's
Boy put it up.

She just made sure that no one
was in there.

STAY AT THE

- CORNWALLIS HOTEL

7-11 HOLLIS ST, HALIFAX, N. 8
Fifty single and double roomr with and without bath. Two
minutes’ walk from Railway Station, Steamship Piers, Business
and Theatrical District . . . A complete Drug Store, Snack Bar,
Post Office, Barber Shop, In Hotel Bullding.

e RATES $2.50 TO $6.30 PER DAY
For Our Guests’ Safety and Protection—This Hotel Is equipped
witht 'a New Automatic Sprinkler System in every room. Fire
Alarm Bells and Steel Fire Escapes for quick, safe exits in case
nf any emergency.
You will enfoy COMFORT with ECONOMY
at the “CORNWALLIS HOTEL”

The Tiny Folkl

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

Susan was so happy with the
beautiful yellow kitten her Uncle
Bob had given her. She had had
it for two weeks now, and already
it had learned many things.

One of the first things it had
had to learn was how to drink.
That had taken four or five days,
but now it managed nicely. Mrs.
Dale had said. “‘Susan, your kit-
ten is just like another baby, It
needs a little more than milk now.
Here is part of a box of baby ce-
real that I had for David. You
can mix a little of it in the milk
for the kitten.” So each morning
the kitten had cleaned wup its
saucer of milk and cereal and it
was getting as fat as a little roly
poly.

1t liked to be cuddled, so each
day Susan wrapped it up in her
doll's blanket, sat on her little
rocking chair, and sang songs to
the kitten. David had tried to
carry it by squeezing his hands
around its neck, but now he had
learned to be gentle, and to carry
it properly. He wanted a kitten
too, but each time his mother had
said. “No, David, you may not
have a Kkitten, for one is enough
in the house. But, if you are a
good boy, you may get a puppy
for your birthday in June.”” With
that, David always went off hap-
pily, and left the kitten with
Susan.

‘““What are you going to
your Kitten?'’ Susan's Daddy
ed one evening.

“I haven't decided yet,’”’ said
Susan. ‘“Janice wants me to call it
Fluffy, and Helen said Butter-
cup.”

“Buttercup would be a good
name for a calf,” said mother,
“but I don't think I'd like it for a
kitten."”

‘“Why don’t you call it Topsy?"
asked Mr. Dale.

“That's the name of my old
black doll," Susan  said. “1
couldn't call my Kkitten that.”

‘‘Howdy doody,” giggled David.
“Call kitty Howdy Doody."’

call
ask-
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‘““Now, David, don't he so silly,”
scolded Susan.

“I think you'd better call him
Sleepyhead laughed Susan's mo-
ther.” That little kitten is al-
ways wanting to sleep. It is just
like Wynken, Blynken, and Nod.”

Susan gave a little squeal.
“That's an idea, Mommy, I know
what to call it. Let's call him
Winkie. He's always winking and
blinking at me. How would you
like that, little kitten? Would you
like Winkie for a name?"

The kitten uncurled itself from
her lap, yawned, stood up and
stretched itself. Then it looked
right up at,Susan and winked!

Susan laughed and laughed.
“He's pleased with his name,
Mommy! See, he's smiling about

P

it. Hello, Winki

And Winkie gave a big wink
and a.big purr. “Yes—s—s, I'm
Winkie,”” -he purred again and
again.

REAL MASTERPIECES

A United Nations catalogue ot

art masterpieces painted before
1860 includes 418 works by 170
masters.
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lands Embassy, Ottawa,
freshments will be served.

DUTCH GATHERING

All people of Dutch nationality are invited to a
meeting in the Legion Hall, at 7:30 p.m. April 23,
The meeting will be addressed by M. V. J.
Grevenstein, Director of Netherlands, Emigration Serv-
ices, Dr. A. S. Tuinman, Agricultural Attache, Nether-
Kiddies will be welcome. Re-

DANCING
CLOVER CLUB

Charlottetown’s Finest Dance Hall

EVERY SATURDAY NIGHT
All new Legionairs Orchestra

Reservations accepted by phone
four and eight each Saturday evening—Dial 6022.
“Reservations for couples accepted only”
Meet your friends at the Clover Club
$2.00 per couple
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ISN'T HE ; ?‘\TNE ooLL,

ISN'T HE THE SOFTEST,
FLUFFIEST POQODLE

Dolly Dipple

AND HE'LL BE THE
SOFTEST_FLUFFIEST,
FLATTEST POODLE EVER--

IF HE $NAGS JUST ONE
MORE OF MY NYLONS!

| THERE SHE IS...I'M

Rip Kirby

ONE SIGHT OF
JENNY WOULD

By Alex Raymond
Tippy and "Cap" Stubs

| The Goorpe Matthew Adums Service, Tne.

i ] N ! Pl THERE GOES ONE OF THE
- ! TRUEST GENTLEMEN

I EVER KNEW.

AIRMAIL IT TO MR,
AND MRS. CLARENCE
TWICKAM AT 123
SNOWDROP LANE,
ICEBERG ISLAND,
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WULL IT'S SHORE Y WONOERFUL

GOOD T'SEE YA, Grrlsli‘rmoi %IUST

A Hieaanbs Fom N HOW 00 Jr— ETC...MEMBER
STEPHANIE BLAKS

...WULL ETC,, ETC..

NOW DON'TCHA TELL NOBUDDY,

AN’ DON'T FEEL BAD IF T

LET OLE WEST

FALLS LOSE TH' MATCH...
YOU KNOW WHY,

KINGTON

By Ham Fisher

Li'l Abner

PORE, IGGORANT
LOWEST
SLOBBOVIA BIN
TOOK OVER
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WAL, SHMOO!
THEY'S GOOD

AIN'T BAD,
=IN FQCK,

THEY IS TOO GOOP,
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By Al Capp

& e

wx




