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LADIES’ WEAR

variety and
large stock.

this important line of beautifully
] Coats, Shorties and
Dresses. We really can’t overestimate the

Ladies’ Suits,

values you will find

Come in now for that Easter Outfit.

COATS .......... $23.50 to $69.50
SHORTIES

veeen.. $1595 to

SUITS ........... $11.95 to $74.50
DRESSES . .cceoee: $4.95 to $29.50
HATS ..........~. $3.95 to $i1.95

in this

$57.50

S~

The GREENDAL Co., Ltd.

99 QUEEN ST.

ASTHMA ALL GONE! |

Had a Nervous Cough ‘
Didn’t Sleep Soundly -

“Night after night spells of cough-
ing disturb my rest. A weakness
In my throat was quickly affecten
by weather changes. It was a grano
day when 1 used Catarrh-o-eone
Help came within a few minutes
after 1 used Catarrh-o-zone. Afte:
inhaling Catarrh-o-zone vapor fc)
five minutes I always felt com:
fortable. With no distress at all. )
could then go to sleep. Yes, 1 do
say to Asthmatic sufferess, Catarrh-
o-zone is YOUR remedy for helpful
relief.”

Follow the advice glven by the
lady of whose recovery yo1 have
just read. Your druggist hs:
Catarrh-o-zone, 35c and T5c sizes.

CANOE COVE Y. P, 8.

The regular meeting of Canoe
Cove Y. P. S. was held at the home
of Mr. and Mrs. Colin MacFadyen
on March 7.

Meeting opened by singing the
Doxology followed by repeating the
Lord’s Prayer. The Scripture which
was read in unison was taken from

Luke 7:11—17.

The lesson ‘Several Miracles”
was read by Joe MacKenzie.

The devotional period was

brought to a close by singing “Faith
of Our Fathers.”

The minutes of the previous
meeting were read and adopt d
followed by roll call answered by
sixteen members.

Reports of committees were
then given. Collection for the even-
ing amounted to $1.22.

The meeting was brought to a

close by repeating the Benediction.

A delicious lunch was served by
the committee in .charge, assisted
by the hostess.

IRISHTOWN SCHOOL

Report for March.

Grade VII.—l, Theresa Brown;
2, Rona Paynter; 3. Eleanor Mann

Grade V.—1, lLois Stavert; 2,
Irene Profitt.

Grade IV.—1, Charles Brown; 2,
Clifford MacLeod; 3, Lorre Adams.

Grade IIL.—1, Beryl MacLeod;
2, Bloyce Stavert; 3, Willie Pagn-
ter.

Grade If. Sr.—1, Lewis Simmons;
2, Thelma MacLeod; 3, Gerald
Brown.

Grade II. Jr.—1, Mildred Reeves

Grade I. Sr.—1, Elric Campbell

Grade I. Jr.—1, Grant Mann; 2,
Joyce Stavert.

Teacher—A. M. Crozier.

‘THE GUARDIAN,

',

By Gregory Baxter

“Yes, Robin, I know—I know you
want to help me. You have heen
s¢ very kind to me. I am most
grateful, Bless you for it. But I
can't tell you everything, Not yet.
I know I'm & great deal I
don’t know exactly what you in-
tend to do, but—"

s ';Whlt do you think I intend to

02"

“Well, as a law-abiding citizen I
suppose you've no alternative but
to tell the police. Don't think I
con't appreciate your position. I do.
I won't blame you."

“I'm afraid my not telling— I
never had any intention of tell-
ing—won't keep the police from
learning you visited Brett at thc
‘The Man With a Scythe.”’

“Yes, it ‘will”, Her voice was as-

-sured. “I know it will, You see,”

she explained ' hurriedly. your
police were told he was there by
the proprietor, the man who shel-
tered him in the first place—they
were old friends. We arranged
that before he came away. We saw
no other means of keeping Mr.
Marks—the proprietor—out  of
trouble. He explained to the police
by telephone that he had become
suspicious of a man who had taken
up lodgings at his tavern two days
ago—that he thought he might be
Rufus Brett. Of course, before he
telephoned we arranged for Brett
to leave.”

The audacity of this statement
staggered Robin,

“You know where
then?”

“Why—why, of course! You know,
too, don't you?—that's what we've
been talking about.”

“Is 1t? Well, I don't know., Where
is he?”

“In this house.”

" INSTALMENT 6.

Robin was rapidly becoming
cheerfully seasoned to surprises.
Nevertheless, this last revelation
was more than he had bargained
for. Abruptly he turmed away and
simply subsided limply into & chair,

“This is the very devil. I almos’
wish you hadn't told me,” he mut-
tered at last. “I know I asked, out
—" He. paused.

“Don’t worry,” she said quietly.
“He intends to give himself up to-
day.”

“I'm relieved to think the fellow
has so much sense left,” Robin re-
marked emphatically. “All we have
to oonsider now is how best he can
hand himself cver without implicat-
g you.”

“You'll come in with me to thut
extent?” she asked, joy showing in
her face for the first time in their

he is now,

COMMUNITY NURSING REGISTRY OF CHARLOTTETOWN

SCHEDULE OF REGIiSTERED NURSES FEES and HOURS
Effective April 15th, 1950

SURGICAL. — MEDICAL — OBSTETRICAL — COMMUNICABLE

8-HOUR DUTY

12-HOUR DUTY ...
el 81

ceriinees. $9.00

(Nurses Must Have 4 Consecutive Hours Off Duty)

ALCOHOLICS

8 HOURS—$§8.00— (Not to exceed 8 hours except in Hospitals. No nurse will be sent
on an alcoholic case unless a second person is in attendance).

Shared Nursing, per patient 5000006 00C
Hourly Nursing (in homes) for 1st hour

D R R I I I

Each additional hour

* Nurses entitled to 1 meal on 8-hour shift.

* Patient to pay travelling expenses outside city.

ceeee. $4.00
$1.25
T5c

Nursing Accounts Payable Weekly
ELYNOR A. CUNNINGHAM, R.N.

Secretary-Registrar.
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Little people will look like Spring in
our budding fashions. Sturdy and at-
dresses,
coats for toddlers, tots, teens.
erything that baby needs, too—at
_ prices you'll want to out-
fit all the kids—today, for the best
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“My dear Laurette! Of course I
will” Robin +was exuberant now
that he realised matters were to
proceed more _according to the
dictates of law and order. “Is there
any danger that Brett may reveal
that you've been helping him?”

“No; Brett won't tell.” Her tone
was decisive.

“Good. Now next we take his pal
at the pub. What about the people
at ‘The Man With a Scythe'?”

“Only two were in the know—the
proprietor, Joe Marks, and one
cther. That has been arranged.”

“The servants here?”

“None of them know anything
about him, I opened the door my-
self for him late last night, put
him in a box-room at the top of
the house, and locked the doo:.
I keep the house ‘keys myself, and
that room has never once been used
since we took over the place, In-
deed, no one ever goes near the
whole top floor at any e

“What about Mr. Lessing? Why,
he lent himself to this—"

‘But he didn't!” she interrupted.
"'Ot course he knows nothing about
t."

“Laurette! You don't mean to say
you did not speak to your fiance
about Brett as you have to me? Do
{ou actually tell me that he doesr'l

now you have been helping him?”

She shook her head.

. “He doesn’t. It may sound strange,
I know; and perhaps it might not
strike you, yet it isn't at all strange.
You see my relationship is differ-
ent. I could not ask my flance to
take me on trust in this affair as
1 have asked you, He would have
been perfectly entitled to demand
why I wanted to help Rufus Breit.
[ can’t tell you— but still less can
1 tell him. And Peter is not the man
—oh, do try to understand!”

“Yes, I'm afraid that's beyond
me,” Robin remarked, yet he
smiled pleasantly as he spcke. “But
it really doesn't matter, You must
see, however, that Mr., Lessing is
bo:nd to put two and two together,
and—"

“What do you mean?” she inter-
rupted again in an anxious volcn

“Well,” he explained carefully,
“If he somehow got to know that 3
followed you last night, he must
have learned where I followed you
to. He must wonder what you were
doing there, Like myself, he is
bound to have seen the newspapers
this morning that it was at ‘The
Man With a Scythe' that Brett had
been in hiding, Did he not say any~
thing at all about that when he
telephoned you this m L

“No. No. I suppose I deliberately
slde-traced him.”

She uitered a sound of desper-
ation and made no effort to con-
ceal her unease.

anything

Scythe! He'd have told me. He

wouldh’'t have allowed to|.

be side- ¢ you

{ast night may not have followed

you all that /way.” y
“That’s quite possible,” Robin |

Pioner Days
inP.E I

By F. H. MacArthur

It was one of those bleak, gloomy
mornings  in November, The de-
nuded trees that surrounded the
Stewart home at Belfast, shivered
and nodded their aged heads.

Dannie Stewart shivered too as
he stood in night clothes beside
the old-fashioned iron box-stove,
The boy was only eleven, and
this morning he had arisen early
because his father had gone to
spend the night with a sick rela-
tive,  and they could not expect
him home until late in the eve-
ning.

Dannie was not accustomed to
keeping the home fires burning.
Either his Dad or Mother attend-
ed to this duty, but now that his
father was away and his mother
none too well, it was up to him
to take over, Before going off his
fathér had warned him about
letting the fire out, and eleven-
year-old Dannie did his best to
be careful. !

The previous night he had
chosen a knotty stick and, raking
the fire to one side, had covered
the burning ember with a gen-
erous sprinkling of ashes. “Every-
thing will be all right.” he mut-
tered to himself, “that’s the way
Dad does it. Guess it will hold
till morning"”.

. .

At the first peep of dawn Dan-
nie sprang out of bed and hurried
to the kitchen. Carefully he rock-
ed the ashes from the firebrand;
but horror of horrors! it had gone
out. The boy was utterly dis-
mayed. His mother called to him
from her bedroom, where three
younger children were with her
in bed.

“How's the fire coming, Dannie?”
,“I'm afraid it's gone out, moth-
er,” said the boy. “If only I had
Aunt Jane's burning glas...”

“How could you start a fire with
the glass on a sunless morning
like this?” questioned his mother.
“It's getting late, and I must get
up at once.”

At that moment the youth's eyes
rested on’ his father's flint-lock
musket hanging above the dooi.
He had seen the men folk get a
spark by striking the flint from

knife. A spark and a bit of dried
bark would do the trick, He was
taking the gun from its rack when
his mother came into the kitchen.
“Put it back in its place, Dan-
nie,” she warned. “You know
your father doesn’'t want you med-
dling with his gun. It might be
loaded and go off.”” Dannie now.
recalled that the firebrand he'd
picked the night before was not
a hemlock knot. That's why it
had gone out.
« o

“You've been downright care-
less, son,” scolded Mrs. Stewart
after she'd heard her boy's condes-
sion. Then noting the look of dis-
appointment on the child’'s | face
she added -in—a more kindly voice:
“Well, you couldn't help it, I sup-
pose. If it's out, it's out. I ought
to have attended to it myself. Put

changed. She stood and faced him
with something of a challenge in
her attitude.
“Come: say you will help me do
it
To be continued
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on your clothes and run over to
Mrs. MacDonald's place and bor-
row some fire, Do hurry child;
it's getting'late and the children
will be up and waiting for their
breakfast.”

Dannie slipped into his home-
spun trousers, pulled on his heavy
cow-hide shoes, and -with cap in
hand rushed out into the cold
morning air. His feet took wings
down the narrow clearing that
led from the house to a little
winding cow-patch among the
forest trees. It had been their
vegetable garden the year before
and a potato field the year be-
fore that. It was still rocky, with
a few giant stumps lifting their
heads three feet above the soil.
Dannie casually observed the
rocks and stumps as he sped along,
his mittenless hands, blue with
cold. On and on he ran, and
then entered a second clearing. It
looked much like their own ex-
cept that it was much larger
but more even under his feet.
Dannie knew this was part of the

MacDonald homestead hacked out
of the forest four years after he
was born. The door of the log
house was slung wide and a thin
column of smoke struggled from
the chi y and ded to-
wards the clouds. The odor of
pancakes filled the morning air.
Oh, how good they smelt! Pan-
cakes were Dannie's favorite morn-
ing meal—pancakes and mush and
milk. Before he'd reached the
house Mts.* MacDonald framed
herself in the doorway. She was a
kindly soul and her presence
radiated sunshine.

“How is your mother this morn-
ing, Dannie?” she called out in a
voice that was tender and full
of genuine affection.

“Mother's better, thank you, Mrs.
MacDonald, but our fire went out
last night; it v:lu‘ m.y fault.”

“Well, welll It might be a lot
worse, Dannie, Now suppose your
mother was real sick, that would
be bad news indeed. Very bad
news. But come in child, we've

plenty of fire to lend. Besides
here’s a warm pancake to eat whily
you're wailing.” Having delivered
this pleasant little speech Mrs
Mac got the tongs and drew from
the fire-place a great glowing coal,
Dannie held it between a couple
of stout chips which he had pick«
ed up on his journey. Then, thank-
ing his good-natured neighbor, he
set for home, feeling much, hap-
pier. Several times the boy was
obliged to stop long enough to ex-
change fresh chips for the burn.
ed out ones, Once while doing this
the live coal rolled periously near
a patch of ice which might easily
have extinguished it, unless one
was Quick-acting. Soon he was
speeding along the narrow forest
path, the breeze causing his preci-
ous coal to shine like the even-
ing star.

With a contented sigh Dannie
placed the coal on the dried fuel,
and in no time at all the Stewart's
were eating their porridge as
though nothing out of the ordin-
ary had taken place.
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NOW IS THE TIME TO
‘GET READY FOR
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CANADIAN TIRE

with

Highest
Quality
First-line tires at prices that really
save you money—Ask about the

AND YOU'LL GET
SUPER-LASTICS

THIS YEAR
DRIVE AND
SAVE SAFELY -

* Fuel Pumps 2.98 (Popular Cars and Trucks)
".sztotg mg Segs 2.98 - 7.75“
(] ter k Plugs .

* Fau Belts .80p-“i.10 ik

% QCarburetors 7.98 u

* Gaskets—Head—:
* Point Sets .34 - .86

AND
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* Brake Se!
' * Piston Pins -
* Valves and Springs
* Water Pumps and Kits
* King Pins and Tie Rod Ends s
* Fuel Pumps and Carburetor Kits

" MOR-POWER

up

GS ON
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BATTERY BUY
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TIRES

, GET THE FACTS FIRST—

15 Plate 120 amps. hr. 12.60
17 Plate 185 amps. hr. '13.98
(Many other types and capacities)
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