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fUR COATS. Give her a real
(hristmas_ gift in a luxury
fur coat—full furred electric
Hudson points and
Prices from

geals.

 gen
,leced
" $35.00 to $149.50

(0ATS— Cloth coats with
{ox, mink and squirrel. Buy

pow at January prices
$24.50 to $59.50

SSES — An array of
IR Wool or
sk materials. Choose one at
pre-Christmas saving. Prices

peautiful dresses.

$2.98 to $13.95

HOUSE COATS —Thrill her
a luxurious house coat
robe this
— Candlewick
quilted and’ striped satins

with
or warm bath

(hristmas
$2.75 to $12.95
SPORT

and fur
08,

{rimmed hoods to

from — —

SATIN AND CREPE —

e — — — — —— —51.89 to §3.9
(IFT SLIPS —Satins crepes and tafettas $1.00 to $2.25
gatin pantie and brassiere sets— — —$1.59 to $1.98
and Crepe Panties — — — — —69¢ to $1.00
Velvet, Chiffon and Silk Scaryes — — —59¢ to $1.98
Wool Parkas all colors— — — — — — — — — —98¢

Satin

THE GREENDAL CO.

LADIES’ STORE

JACKETS—Silk poplins with warm linings

See this line before deciding on that Christmas
gift. Very attractive and popular — —$6.50 and $6.95

BAGS — Large assortment
s Rl — — —$1.29 to $3.75
(LOVES—Wool dceskin or kid — —$1.00 to $2.25
gED JACKETS —Wool or satin — — $1.95 to $2.95

ADv,

match. Lovely bright col-

to choose

Night gowns or pyjamas

It paniel P. Booker had not been
a very important, as well as a very
wealthy man in the United States,
he could never have made the

to Europe by Clipper, and then
without delay have been brought on
by air-liner to land “Somewhere in
England” the week before Clarist-
mast.“%ut,h:)anlel was not only ‘m-
portant, a way of getting
what he wanted, which fact lies at
the root of this story.

Thus it happened that Danlel F,
Booker, having sent his wife and
daughter to Flordia, was looking
again for the first time on the land
of his birifa, after more than forty
years of absence. The thought of
what he had achleved In that time
filled him with self satisfaction.

When he left his native land he
had been no more than a weedy,
penniless seventeen-year-old JCock-
ney, born and nurtured in a Lon-
don east-end diswict bordering
dockland, Ambition had suddenly
persuaded him to use that same
dockland to slip aboard a ship and
away to sea.

And now here he was, back
again, having achieved much of
what he had dreamed in those
days. A proud moment for him, aad
the prouder because he was a Lon-
doner by origin, He had been re-
minding his friends of that fact
very frequently in the last few
m%rvxths.

ithin an hour after e h
taken his west-end hotel sm_atg
Daniel P, Booker had begun to
view London’s gaping wounds. In
one sense it was a more saddening
experience than he had imagined,
but he went on with it.

He had come here to see these
sights, feeling that perhaps—with
too great awareness of his vears—
this might be nis iast chance. He
had felt the urge ‘o loox hack on
those youthful days of s, and the
scenes of them, *h2 days when he
had been Dan 3ouker af Leiwer
Lupus-street, and of Dogberry-lana
and Bailey’s Yard.

“Those parts have been bacly
blitzed, mister,” a war-policeman

hristmas Boxes

e origin of Christmas Doxes
s back into the distant past. On
istmas Day and the following
ming incumbends used to cpen
ireh poorboxes and gh.ared the
eeds among the poor of the
it H:nce the origination of
term, “Boxing Day.” In later
errand boys and apprenfices
poyed by tradssmen were allow-
t call upon their °employera’
hmers to elicit cdonations to
it Christmas box—on Boxing
7. Nowadays postmen do it, after
pir Christmas rush.
Mere are  trees and trees, Two
ones stand outside St. Paul's
Jhedral,  every  Christmastide
d to be brilliantly illuminated
night, Quesn Victoria once gave
y at Windsor Castle a’ nhich
r a tree over 40 feet high.
nt King and Queen also
their annual tree - a huge one—
Windsor, and all the members of
toyal household and their
es recelve gifts from it. The
of Norfolk once had a tree
fed at  Arundel Castle that
ed four tons and carried
kents worth approximately five
iand pounds!

REPRISAL

'Th's is gong to be a Christmas ridiculously,
&nt {2y Aunt Ela. She always
B me t:rrb; )

CHRISTMAS DAY

iz not definitely known when
Cl:g‘;istmas was first celebrat:d. Tpe
institution of the fectival is aturio=
uted to Telesphorus, who flcur ls‘hed
in the reign of Antoninus Plis (131-
161 A.D.). The reason for the final
choice of December 25 caniot now
be ceterm’ned. Asthcp‘};istxarn:t
(V) e nie; -
spread, the feast of day b
light to ’..rlu.m a
knes:, was changed in-o t
Feast of Christ, the Light of ‘L\(e.
Yool SR L

Over The Fence

(Continued from page 19.)

re-appeared with a basketful of
applxe)sli)e which she balanced precar-
jously on the fence. Softly she
called, “My dear, some fruit for
yoa."

. Brunt approached, In fer
habﬁ: were some sticks of celery.
Shyly she held them out. As the
other took them their fingers

uched. :
w"Your sprouts look healthy,” Mrs.
Sinclair sald. i

“They're doing very well. 4

“Mine haven't come to a.nyt.hlng."

«you must let me give you some.

Mrs Brunt's toe stubbed at &
weed. Thankfully she stopped to
root it out. £tie did not feel too
happy about meeting her neigh-

ur's eyes.
bo“‘lou'xz: spending Ohristmas Jay
with us?” Mrs, Sinclair inquired
hesitatingly.

Her ﬂggers picking at another
weed, Mrs,k}!r:xl:nswrﬁpned_ “Why—
es. T should like to.
' %‘mm the other side of the fenct.
the words came slowly but with a
ring of sincerity in them. “Crhist-
mas Day wouldnt seem the same
without you, Come to dinner, as
usnal,” y

S;Vh's. Brunt did not raise her eyes.
She couldn’t, She was crying, aftly,
pecause she was glad.

(The End)

Wear Clean Clothes
for Christmas

| Have your clothes cleaned here and look your

t for Christmas.

Suits, Dresses, Coats cleaned. Price Range $1.00

- 1081.50 —Don’t be afraid to have us clean your

- fir-trimmed Coats, our method of cleaning them

] ‘;‘:kes sure that there is no damage done to the
¥ : v

NEW METHOD CLEANERS
: =Clean Up For Christmas
~WE DELIVER—

Take a Tip

From Santa!

Don't let the holiday
season.catch you unpre:

pared.

warned him, looking a little sur-

% prised that so well-dressed a man

should be so urgently seeking so
mean an address; and he added:
No doubt. if you take a taxi, the
driverll “find ‘here von want to
g0. or anvhow what's loft of 11!
But Dan Booker was taking no
taxi. He wanted to feel his iest on
the sidewa'ks (“navements vou call
them heve) of tha old Tondon he'd
known fortv odd years s"ice. the
London of horse-buses and growlers
and. fogs, and {he stintad ut gay-
hearted poor. Rut the horse had
gone out of fashion in a motorised
age, and it was a mator bus wich,
on the first day of Christmes we
drooved him in thet main east-end
Ll;%;-ouzh-fav(v '\iwh‘ch he h>d sume-
recogniseq at once
ne;lr l})llsdold ~ome, o b
€ had thcught it a woniarfl
street in those days, all -splashed
with shops and lit with eev-lights,
and there had been street-barrows,
and folks hawking thinzs in the
gutters, and there had been a

.

SITE

music-hall, and two corner puos—
“The Bundca of Grapes” and “The
Lupus.” It was outside the last that

Booker found himself this

Dan
morning, looking around him with
puzzled, disillusioned eyes,

It was all the same, yet all mso
different, as he said to the landlord
of “The Lupus,” into which he had
stepped, guesing that enquiry here
might help fim find his old home
easily, if still any remained of fit.
But the landlord, like the moder-
nised “Lupus,” was new to the
neighbourhood. He had none of
Dan Booker’s sentiment in his soul.

“Changed around these parts?”
he laughed: “I'd say it had,
ter! What would you expect with —
as you say—fosty odd years com-
ing between?. And what time ain't
changed, Jerry's done his vest to
give a regular knock-out blow to!
I have heard say Balley’s Vard's
among the has-beens, though
I've not been there to see, that be-
ing about eight minutes walk away,
and me not having much time on
my hands, so to speak. . . .”

Dan Booker, impatient and bhe-
ginning to feel a sense of ucter
loneliness, turned away. He swung
round to leave, when a bony hand
was laid on his arm, and a rich,
fruity Cockney voice interrupted
his thoughts apologetically.

“Begging your pardon, mister,
but you was speaking about Dog-
berry-lane and Bailey’s Yard, off
Lower, Lupus-street, as having
know’d it some forty years gone!
I was a kid myself then, and
not keen nowtiere else much since.
I've a kit of a business in what
Jerry's left of the Yard, letting out
street-barrows and keeping a horse
and van or two, and—if veourre
wanting me to show you the way—
you're welcome, mister. Joe Meeks’
me name—"

“Joe Meeks” Dan Booker's eyes
looked searchingly into the man’s
face. Then all that sense of loneli-

. ness fell from him as he went on:

“Then  you remember me—Dan
Bocker, who ucged to live at the
corner house where Lupus-street
and the Yard joined? Why, you
and I, Joe, in the old days. . .”

“S'welp me!” exclaimed ‘he
other, as if suddenlv beginning to
see daylight, and thrusting out
a horny-handed shake. “Bust me if
I didn't reckon I knew you some’o™.

OUR CHRISTMAS

——~CRYPTIC—
CROSSWORD

CLUES
Now.—ngﬁgeds in parentheses de- note the number of letters in the
words required.

ACROSS

1—8tock-in-trade of the walts (6

4—Bottled up ghost (6)

¢ ~The decire ti live? (6)

10—He look(% charming at the panto-

)
u——m::ke in eore senses than
e

lz—?tnhas its uses when the snow's

ve!

P { st walk (4)
). 8
L4—policeman fter Christmas (4)

t vou get if the minceples
and divided among three  (5)
14—Are they encugh to drive one

crackers? (5)

13—Wha!

156—What that ghost story may feel
make (6)

lo—Demrt pears in a way, but not
altogether (6)

—Don’t study Constance! (6)
g—ggi drgx play with the cat’s (6)

21—It's put in the every
Chmanu @

afl
I easmnt mimmn 2-—Dcea 1, Make the goose leas
e ld th
=W Jerve ‘d“magmm" by, eomad
k
”—M—Kﬂ;gu}’rwﬂom dear Ned (6) SOLUTIONS
Hbehe o&r;i?t;:d them—dinner must Acnogs IDOWN
26—Always in one direction (@) }—-BP'-I'—O"‘;‘. I—Mm
DOWN 8—Reside 3—Lads
the h ~S ck‘ ?—mﬁ
. aturally expects o 11—Sneal 6
; ?u{:‘ on“rch’;-(xgmu'ﬁay 5 19Kt ey
i yd in a u;ad somaticnes (4) 19 Card I;L—Panﬂdoe
5-1? it etmmm(ed as a slignt change e o;‘ }__;-_mmnm
rom ]
6)  23—Repels 16—8cared
Rt e B R
in their minds to mi: 5
S TG ting. (9) A e JDETTe 15—Cradv
-Obvious y you 't need the —
Thole Tange o ook 1t (9) 22—sage

_ #rall
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Basil Haye

2
5

Why—Dan Booker—my old Chinal
You've done yourself a bit o’ good
since I saw yer last, ain't yer?
Blimey, Dan Booker, Ehl”

The thing seemed incredibls to
Dan, who had come to regard his
London years as another life, from
which all his contemporaries had
vanished. But an hour spent in re-
miniscing had left no doubt that
this was Joe Meeks, and Joe was
unfeignedly glad to see him.

His old home, he found when Joe
Meeks led him there, would no
longer know him, nor he it. Even
the very ruins of it had been clear-
ed away, and a grea
up with rubble, marked where it
had stood.

“This lot ‘ere,” Joe Meeks ex-
plained with an embracing gesture,
“is what the Town 'all blokes call
Site 41.”

And it was here, Dan Booker re-
minded himself, that—away back
in New York—he had dreamed of
catching again glimpses of his boy-
hood background. With a sinking
heart, for the second time that day,
he turned away with a sense of dis-
appointment, Suddenly Joe Meeks
said to him, pointing a hand:

“There's the old school,
what you and me hated.
missed that,

Dan,

The kiddies are just
coming out—see? They ought to be
‘vacuated, but they ain’t. Why? Oh,
well, us Cockneys don’t like shifting
and being parted. We belong here.
You know the feeling, Dan, That's
why you've come back,

“Some of us—with the wardens at
the post near by—are clubbing to-
gether to work up a little ‘do’ for
the kids {nis afternoon. Father
Christmas and a few toys and the
like—you know, the old gags. If
you'd care to look in there—-.”

And that was where Dan Booker
suddenly realised how, after all,
his New York dreams of Christmas
spent here might really come true
and be really worth while. He seiz-
ed the little Cockney by an arm.

“Come on, Joe I've a hunch. Get
busy!” he exclaimed, his eyes thin-
ing bright, and his voice sounding
suddenly tremendously  vigorous.
“This is going to be more than a
little ‘do’ I'm going to do my duty
by my home town, Joe. I'm going
to see those kiddies get a Christmas
to remember me by. Where's the
stores hereabouts? Can you get a
truck—or  leastways that van of
yours? We'll buy toys and candles
and good things kiddies like, and a
Santa Claus rig for me, and fix up
music and everything to make a
real big ‘do’ of it.” Joe exvlained
that things weren't as easv as ‘hey
nsed ton be. Shovs were very short,
But Dan. sai1 he was a go-getter.
and he'd find ’em,

That was indeed a memorable
Christmes Ev~ in the old school
that adioins Site 41, where UTower
Lunus-street had once turned intn
Railey’s Yard. The gav Chiistmas
decorations, the Christmas carols
on a gramophone de Inxe, which
rever for a moment dJrowned the
@il excited voices of scores of
kiddies in best clothes and paper
cavs, sitting at trestle tables. with
tha wardens and helpers buzzing
this wav and thar, made, to Dan.
in a red Father Christmas robe and
an unfergettable scene.

Disn Booker was hot and happy
wearng a Father Christmas beard
which, when the wardens and Joe
Meeks called on him to make &
zpee'nn to the children, made his
words sound husky and difficult to
catch. Or—was it perhaps the emo-
tion that came from a very full and

. Jverflowing heart?

“I hope you'll all remember this
Christmas even when better times
come back. And remember, too, this
Pather Christmas was glad and
oroud to come and bring you all
the toys and good things you lika!
I tell you why? Because
vou're London girls and boys.
There’s boys and girls all round
the world, from San Francisco to
Siam, but there are no better kids
on this earth than London ralses.
I'm one mvself.” At this, his white
whiskers slipped off as if to em-
phasise the point, and the youngs-
ters cheered wildly.

“Friday morning, sure, Joe,” cald
Dan as thev parted company that
evening at the warden’s post. We'l

Hall have to say about it.
it’s difficult to buy the land just
now, but I've set my heart on buy-
ing Site 41 for after the war . . .
Booker Institute for Young People
+ + . You'll be first warden and
manager. Fine idea, eh. . . Glad
you like it, Joe. Goodnight to you
——and the same to you, Joe.”
“The Booker Institute for Young
People”—Dan murmured it to him-
self most of the way to his hotel
a8 his taxi nosed its way through
the black-out., But bv the time he
reached his destination he had
changed the title. He had added
one word. It was now “The Ellen
Booker Institute for Young People”
Fllen, he remembered, had been
his mother’s name. That made it
right. “Dead right” sald Dan to
himself, He couldn’t have sald it to
anyone else if there had been any-
one to hear; because he felt queer
in the throat, and it wasn't his
old glemy, catarrh, that caused fthe

8.
(Copyright: oublishing arrange-
ment with N. P, Ltd)

A. Christmas Wish

A OChris'mas that puts first
things first, spirit before symbol
and Ohrist before Santa Claus;
that hallows the home and trans-
figures the face and consecrates
both self and pocket-bock to the
lwm%hmvloe of others; a Christ=

tiadi b strength to ‘bear our
bur(m. m to socthe our labor
and poise for cur sometimes har-
rassed souls;

minds us of the
stories of the Magi and the shep-
herds and the choir of ange's, and
that transforms our hearts into liv-
ing mangers, cradling anew the
eternal, lnexlrmu-nb:e. mm;ﬂ’ﬁv?'

tting, world-transicm -
:s'r‘h f" e Fa(‘lher~ may this’

is'mas, gTC
g‘:rrry. blessed, Christ-filled Christ-
mas be yours

t gap, levelled raised

Jerry feed

WG

The Quacks g

A

o« Knowlton %

Ducks without water? Ran
heresy, say you, with Christmas
dinner in mind. An unorthodox
suggestion, you might add, no less
disturl than eggs without bacon
or_th r without lightning.

But if this be heresy, there are
over 18,000 featured heretics flour-
ishing on the Brome Lake Duck
Farm at Knowlton, Quebec Here, in
the keart of fhe fertile rolling Eas-
tern Townships, Canada’s largest
commercial duel farm sprawls ir-
regularly over one hundred and
fifty acres, home of the Brome
Lake duck, famous for its unusual
flavor among generations of Cana-
dians. And although the farm is
bounded on three sides by watei,
these arid members of the family
Anatidae are bereft of its delights
—e: t as a beverage,

turn-the-back-on  water
attitude is not, of course, entirely
voluntary, Iead them to it and
they probably wouldn’t be allergic
But that’s faow they are bred and
at Knowlton, while some
farms in the United States bring
up their flocks on water. And the
friendly controversy between pro-
ponents of the two basic methods
is still raging. The Quebec farm
has been successful on land and,
in view of the tremendous expense
that would be involved in a sudren
ge-over. its owners lean quite
naturally to the arid theory.

It is a sad commentary on ou:
gustatory habits that the domestic
duckling’s fate is sealed the mom-
ent it is hatched. For above each
age group in the nurseries there
are inscribed these dates: nmm‘ns.

3§ ew

body all or most of the important
requirements for hreeders—heallls,
body, size, shape and general con-
formation, appearance, production,
egg size and shape and shell s iuc-
ture—tempcrarily escape this early
doom only to lay eggs from which
will hatch moré ducklings for the
gourmet’s table.

There follows an examination of
all eggs. Those with cracks cr
rough or irregular shells are dis-
carded, the olhxers placed in incu-
bators with a capacity of some 22,-
000 eggs. Twenty-elght days later,
these begin to hatch. The ducklings
are then set out in huge nurseries
and transplanted, as it were,
every few weeks as they grow and
mature. Nine weeks, on the
average, and they are ready for
killing, plucking, washing, packing,
shipping. :

Weight, flavor, and market-abil-
ity are, of course, dependent to a
great extent upon feeding, which
cannot be done in haphazard fash-
fon. The most rigid scientific prin-
clples are applied. From self-feed-
ers the very young ducklings peck
away at pellets, the ingredients of
which include carotene, corn meal,
ground b.rley, ground oats, whoat
bran, alfalfa loaf meal, dried
buttermilk, dried whey, meat scrap,
fish meal, soy bean oil meal, shorts,
wheat germ, cod liver oil, sardine
ofl, 15 per cent ground limestone
(calcium carbonate) and .25 vper
cent lodized salt. After a few days,
the growing duckling savors a se-
cond type of feed. In the fifth
week ti-e diet is again changed and
during the last ten days a fourth
type fattens it for the slaughter.
Breeders, which are segregated in
a ratio of five ducks to one drake,
are fed a mash.

Prior to the war, many a gour-
met in England, Trinidad. and
other parts of the British Empire
would serve nothing but Brome
Lake duck. Since September, 1939,

“YUM!

delicious.

191 Gt. Geo. St

YUM!
GOOD!” SANTA SAYS

FOR THOSE WHO INSIST ON

A Really

Superior Dessert

FREE DELIVERY

Plan Your Orders Today to Ensure Satisfaction

! THE PURE MILK CO. LTD.

£ S W
BRI S

IT’S

OUR SPECIAL 3

ICE CREAM BRICK

Made of “DELUXE?” Fast Frozen ICE CREAM.
There will be no danger of a disappointing fin-
ish to your Holiday Meals if you make sure you
serve this tempting “GARDEN CITY” Product.
“PeLuxe” Ice Cream is always smooth —rich—

Phone 581

=

however, the Knowlton farm has
confined its market to Canada,
shipping east to the Maritimes and
west as far as London, Ontarlo.
During the Royal Visit, birds were
sent by air to Winnipeg. The
Brome Lake Duck Farm Limited
cannot, nor does it try, to complete
with United States farms. In ad-
dition to cheaper operating me-
thods there, resulting from less se-
vere, climate, such factiors as
duty, excise tax and exchange
funds must be taken into consider-
ation,

The Brome Lake duck’s life is a
short but a merry one. It is well-
housed, scientifically fed and has
every bodily comfort provided. It
even survives the dearth of warer.
And at Knowlton there is one
final service de luxe. When a duck

rolls over on its back, it can right
itself only with the greatest diifi-
culty; but Rex. the farm's {ine
police dog, has been trained to rush
at command to the indignant up-
set bird, probe with his jaw for a
painless grip and set the nny
duck on its webbed feet!

THE FIRST SANTA CLAUS

The first Santa Claus was &St.
Nicholas, bishop of Myra, who
started mystericus midnight gifi-
bearing journeys. In the fourth
century he was famous because he
was a rich man who enjoyed giv-
ing secret gifts to the poor, One
of his tricks was to throw purses
of gold into cottage windows and
run away.

You will find many
artioles in our store

sultable
such as the folowing:

Electric
IRONS,

WARMING PADS,
COFFEE MAKERS
WAFFLE
SANDWICH  TOAST-
ERS, FOOD ORAFT-
ERS.

HARK !

for GIFTS,

Appliances,
TOASTERS,

IRONS,

GIFTS
Ete.

S

»e'
YOU HEAR?

NOTHING OAN
COMPARE WITH
THE BEAUTIFUL
TONE OF OWVR
NEW RADROS
ALL TYPES
OUR RADIOS
MAKE SUPERB

Besides these “Current” gifts you will
find many other Christmas attractions in
our store: Leather Brief Cases, Music
Money Belts,
Lights, Radio Lamps, Portable Type- |
Players, Trumpets,

Cases, Billfolds,

writers, Record
Guitars, Violins,

Flash |

RECORD
ALBUMS

FAVORITE
MUSIC

Many other articles for your Christmas Gift List

ONLY 23 SHOPPING DAYS LEFT SO SHOP EARLY

MILLER BROS. LIMITED

e




