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STAN HALL, MP.F.

Don’t Worry, Ma

J *
By ELLIS K. BALDWIN

MeClure Byndicate—WHNU Featuras.

By SMITH WHITLAND

McClurs Eyndicate— WHNU Features.

——

SEHGT. JIMMY GRAHAM sat
slouched over the writing table
in the Post Exchange gnawing at
the end of his fountaln pen. He hat-
ed writing letters as much as his
mother loved to receive them. It
wasn’t so hard at first but now he
was running out of things to say.
The only plece of news he could
think of was something you couldn’t
put down on paper. e command-
ing officer had given strict orders
about that. |

Jim’s nostrils twitched. The mem-
ory of the spicy aroma In his moth-
¢r's kitchen took him across the
miles to, Burtonville. She was
standing beside the stove with ™A
long spoon stirring a batch of apple
butter the day he broke the news.

“Enlisted? Jim, that’s fine," shc
said firmly, pushing back a strand
of graying hair which clung molstly
to her flushed cheek. ‘‘The Grahams
have all been good soldiers,'’ she
sang out as she-cut a thick slice of
fresh bread and loaded it generously
with the delicious brown concoction.

He had noticed her fingers trem-

'hle ever so slightly when she handed

it to him. Jim came from a family
of fighting men, right back to Great-
Grandfather Ebenezer who carried a
musket in 1812, she reminded him,
as if he didn't know it. He knew
too they had all returned. Every
one of them except hls own father.
That accounted for Ma's trembling
fingers. “‘Put a Graham in a cage
with man-eating tigers and nothing
but his bare fists and he’d battle
his way out somehow,” she'd often
said proudly. But when she read

| it was to be a hospital this thine’

=srara

S THE bus drew near camp

Chris began to worry; wonder
and worry. What would actors with
whom he had worked think if they
knew that he, Stumpy Chris, was
now earning coffee and cakes enter-
taining soldiers? He remernbered
the words of his agent: :

““Are you sure that you want 10
do this, Chris? You're just hitting
the big time now and off you go on
a wild-goose chase. Making the
army camps Ia all right for some
stunts but you're different. You'll be
taking ‘a big cut In salary. Stick
with ,me and I'll get you thirty
weeks of the best time. What are
you going to do when the USO closes
this performance?””

'Don’'t worry, Gus,”” Chris -ans
swered, “I'll mall you the 10 per
cent as usual: it won't be quite the
money that you've been getting from
me for the last couple of Yyears,
though."

1 don't want any commission on
a deal like this,)” Gus replied heat-
edly. *If you are set on joimng
this camp show unit, I donale my
share to patriotism.”

Thus Chris had joined "Gals.
Guys, Gags and Fun,"” latest pro-
duction of USO Camp Shows, Inc.
Sure, he knew that guys like him
were getting their heads shot off
overseas and he was still hoofing.
So what? He hadn't asked for his
draft deferment.

These were the things troubling
Stumpy Chris as the bus pulled up
to the entrance. Corporal Piney of
the Special Services office was
waiting at the post gate to meet i
direct the troupe to the hospital Sl:
What a pleasant thoughtl!

“*Special Services sent me down
here to see that npne of you ham and
egpers shows up lost, strayed or
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%&?}E@qﬁg“ Our ability to instal
telephones depemils not on instru-
ments alone, but also in many cases on obtaining
wire, eable and exchange equipment. Even when
we ean secure necessary manpower and materials,
it will take time—it might be months—to instal
all the apparalus necessary 0 serve our waiting
applicants.
We shall lose no time, vou may he sure.

We are grateful for the patience and under
standing of so many who have had to wait so
long for telephone service.
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Returned for & sepond term in the June 4th Provincizl elections, Btan

Hall, Btreetsville district farmer was the successful Progressive-Conserva-

tive candldate in Halton. *

stulen,” the corporal said, |
“You talk as if you've becn 10
show business yourself, Corporal.”

The memory of spley aroma In
his mother's kitchen.

headlines about shipwrecks and sink-
ings Jim saw the eolor drain quickly
from her face.

Jim's sister wrote him, ““Ma took
on something awful after you left
She's not afraid you can't handle
yourself at the front. T guess you
know what she does fear.” .

His letters arrived home steadily
at first. When he was assigned to
the job of instructor and it looked
as if he would stay on this side for
the duration, Ma grew calmer.

The letters, he knew, meant a great
deal. Ma read them to almost any-
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55 the natunal thing!

Why don't ducks get water-logged? Everybodyg- ...

knows that Nature has provided them with
effective protection — ugique, water-repellant
oils impregnating their down and feathers.

Effective protection’ is the keynmote to satis-
faction in Brantford Roofing, too. Dependable
against the elements, fire-resistant, durable and
artractive—Brantford Roofing serves. countless
thousands of Canadian homes.

Whether you are re-roc’
building a new one ... wi :
or a castle . . its charm ' . o
vastly enhanced by th- it o 4 e ol
desigos offered by Bran o T e
to apply, it's reasonable 1a «.... . 7 o o7
curl, warp or split. |

.1 home or

Braniford Roofs

Brantford Roofing Company Limied
Brantford . Ontario

_ For sale by

said: A good son writes regular.”

Jim'e pen scratched methodically
across the paper. He put in a para-
graph about the weather and, re-
membering regulations, crossed il
nut. His next was dated four days
later. He looked around at the other
zuys writing relatives and sweet-
wearts, He envied the way they kept
the words flowing. “‘They're going at
it like a final examination and as
if they knew all the answers,” Jim
told himself.

Fascinated, he watched the sandy-
haired corporal beside him. He had
a nose upturned like a teakettle
snout. - Unconsciously Jim chewed
his longue as he wrote. ""What you
telling them, Corporal?”™ he asked.

“*Here, have a look."” A sly gleam
lighted the corporal's eyes.

Jim read a few lines and laughed
aloud. Tt was perfect. The descrip-
tion of the screwball fellow who
worked in the big kitchen was better
than a candid photo. "Mind if I
copy a little? Ma would get 8 laugh
out of this." s

Writing. was easier after that. Jim
swapped with other fellows.

The letter marked the sevente®nth
was a cinch. He found a movie
magazine on the reading table. Tt
reviewed the il he’'d seen at the
camp theater the night before. Only
as he copied the plot he kept think-
ing of the time his mother took him

ta the Bijou In Burtonville. She

had bought his first long pants th-
day. -

His wrist ached now. There o

‘~ be one more, but he was 5

-~ aerngs the room next to

-~ gaw the schedule
‘ed for the entire
n't lack variety,”” he
+. “"Everything from
. to radio stars. Kate
'2." The banes in his
» burning cosals when
‘Don't worry about me,

.. .« re treating me grand."”

Quickly he addressed six en-
velopes. Then he folded his missives
and tuckedl them in. A moment lat-
er he was grinning Mappily beside
the Post Exchange counter, licking
the flaps. To the man there he sald:

“Can you space these so she'll get

one - about every four days?!” ¢
- Once he was across, he knew, Ma

wouldn't worry, because she realized

Chris addressed the newcomoer.
“Ever play a split week in Des
Moines?"

“Yeah, 1 used to do a prelty fair
magic turn,” Corporal Piney replicd.
“Yau're Stumpy Chris, aren’t you?
We shared the bill in Des Moines @
couple ol years ago; remoember?
Some jump for me, huh; magician
to soldier.”

“‘Right, Corporal,”” Chris said,
“igure I'm Stumpy Chris. How does
your uniform fit by now?”

“Pretty good. Thiz army life
doesn't do a fellow ahy harm. Guess
that they won't get you for a while
yet?" » -

“*No," Chris answered disgustedly.
“You know these draft boards; they
stick a guy who wants in the army
in 4-F and put someone who'd give
an eyetooth to stay out of it in 1-A.
Mine's 4F."

“Oh, well, you're doing your part,”
the corporal said in an understand-
ing tone. , "We need USO shows
here: can't get enough of thegn for
the boys. Say, it looks like we're
“almost to the hospital.” .

Glancing from a window of the
bus, Chris noticed that a large build-

ane—who—would—listen.— She always | ing with -a-red.cross_palinted the
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GET READY FOR NEXT WINTER BY
INSTALLING A

FAIRBANKS-MORSE STOKER

length of the roof had come into
view. "Is that the recreation hall?"
he asked'

Corporal Piney nodded.

“"They got a stage to work on?”

Again the corporal nodded.

Entering the building, Chris and
his company were informed by a
cheerful Red Crosas Gray Lady that
they would have fifteen minutes
until curtain time. Upon further in-
quiry, Chris found that the building
contained no dressing rooms. He
wondered just what the army ex-
pected of a person anyway. What
a lifel

Fifteen minutes later, to the sec-
ond, the audience began to file in.
Dressed in bathrobes and pajamas
they presented a rather bedrag-
gled appearance. These fellows had
seen plenty. What would they think
of a 4+F clvilian dancer?

Chris waited impatiently while the
Carter twins finished amid a series
of long-drawn-out whistles. It was
tough to follow a sister team. Well,
at least. he could thank his lucky
stars that he didn't follow the animal
act.

"“There's your cue, Chris.”

Stumpy Chris made his way to
the center of the stage. They were
stuck with him now. They'd have
to like it.

“Sayl That guy certainly has a
lot ~ ‘he balll® a tall soldier, arm

ir . exclalmed to Corporal

. .t. » 2 was standing at his side.
“Can ,r~ tle that? Here I am with
s uroken wing feeling sorry for my-
self, and + one-legged: guy comes
out sand goe- through a terrific dance
routine. I should complain, hal’’
““A lot ~., the ball?"” the &orporal
replie? enthusiastically. “‘That’s an
vvaerstatemerl. He's tops. I ought
ta ‘now: T worked with him before
the s~.ny got me’ )
Luter, refle~ting v 2n the evening,
Stum v Chris’ hea:' rarmed. Yes,
they \ ~re just 1li*".- "= youngsters
he had Ynowr wn Frar e, This was
another ‘'war bu' oy dn't
changed. Maybe ‘=« 12 have enly
: Y. could = <how:the

SAVES COAL SAVES LABOR

Phone 250
for a survey of you Heatdng Equipment .

No obligation

W. H. Kentner & Son

Ontarnio

Georgetown —

GEORGETOWN

“YOUR SHOPPING CENTRE"

Houses are Scarce in
Georgetown

If :ircr}r householder who could temporardy

" rent rooms or apartments to those in need of E S
" commodation would consider this, it wouldhalp
‘until the present shortage of houses has been dealt
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when a Graham finally got Into com-
baf he coyld take care of himsell.
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