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“GOOD-NIGHT, Doc or, Thank: ¥ Mrs. Durbin, he knew, was a very|

for a pleasant evening.”

|
“Cheerio, Penge, If my cards had |

Wb'rmajjiﬁor

r3On .

e

capable woman. Now A widow, he
remembered the sensation caused

as your excellent port | in the village when her husband
’f’e:ﬂc?fidg?:dhavey let you down in & decent, hard-working fellow, was

the final rubber. And don’t tfogev |

our fourscme on Saturday. Hairison
eni Nugent seem L}lJre.‘/tey ggsk;;?;e
they can wipe out the terr ({ic swip-
mgywe gave 'em a fortnighi ago,
but I don’t fancy they'll be so perkY
when we get back to the 19th.
“Good-night, Spragg. Gocd-night
Colonel. No, T wen'e forget Satur-
v, Tll do my e
gé‘;i the dose )but one never Knows.

If I can keek)l clear of the rough all

1 strike one of

silould. bke we:mbhl;s if
m%\)mt,;xce };oé’nd of subdued laughter’
Dr. Anthony Penge closed the fron®
door upon two «af his departing
gues s, and returned to the dining-
room of his bachelor home. Here a
third visiicr—Robin Tennant—re-

mained. Having many things in
common—temperamen's which
found sympatheic contact at

several points, these two had long
ago cro;;ed the borderline dividing
acqcaintance from friendship.

Robin had moved from the card

table, and stcod with his back to a
cheerful fire. He jingled some coins
in his pocket.

“No pc[;se cf ‘beggar your _nelgh-
bour’ to-night Tony," he sali. On
five rubbers I reckon I've finished
about three tob o Lhte gtc)od. Pretty

0! for ‘contract”
St‘s';ldé!'g' g;grxge made a mock grim-
ace, “Your gain, my loss. Still it
hasnt quite cleaned me out. But
1 hope you're not going io make a
habit of it.”” Turning to the port
cecanter he said: “To prove I har-

beour no malice What about one for ]

the road? It's an old<fashioned
jnvi'ation but happily some things
don't get stale by age. Colone] Fer-
guson was good enough to commend
the vin'age.” X

“Sound judge, too. But."—glanc-
ing at the clock—"bi: late don’t you
think? Gone eleven” Then, with
assumed seriousness. Tennant added
“Do you prescribe it, doctor?”

“Yes, yes T think I do Usually
I've found that in the case of ex-
pectant fathers, and femporary
bachelors, a little exira stimulant
doesn’t do any harm.” Penge refilled
Tennant's wine glass, and placed it
cn ‘he mantelpiece, “You are, I be-
lieve. still in the latter umenviable
position.”

“That's right, but thank gool-
ness not for long.” Tennant's rathe:
heavy but kindly features broaden
ed into a smile, “Edith's comir
Tome next Monday, I wanted to t-
you about that, and about some
thiig else, too. She's not return
fnz—" Breaking off, he looned 2
his replenisied glass, ‘‘Aren't yo:
Joinimg ma2?”

Shaking his head, Penge replzced
th2 stopper in he decanter, “Two
is my lmit. Wiz doctors—g.p.s &,
wry rate—must rigidly disci line

nothing will disiurb them until
their maid brings their cup of tea
in the morning, Lucky tegri rs!
We &'cep wi'h a telephone s* our
bedside an1i never know—There you
sre!” From the surgery on the other
side cf {he hall came the tinkling of

a bell.

“What was I telling you? Almost &
practical demons raticn. Excuse me
Robin; T'll be back in a few min-
utes.’

Left alone, Tennant took a sip
of his por, and pulling an erm-
«hc#r sat before the fire, Yies he
w23 miThty glad Edith would be
homp again on Monday, She'd
been away—how long was it? ah
yes, jus: over a fortnight, Well it
har been like a year. Funny how
w chap missed his wife, felt at such
‘221 ab-olutely loose end, and like
‘a fish out of water, Ye: was it
funny? Neo, he didn't think it was
—not, that was, when two people
meant as much to each other as did

he and Bdith.

Smiling reminiscently, Tennant
recalled that they had been marri-
ed nearly twenty-five years, Twen-
ty-five years! Yet how amazingly
short the period seemed. Well
there you were ggain! Was that fun-
ny too? No! How could it be when
not so much as a speck of «>ud
had darkened the horizon of their
nuptial happiness. When s ome
blighter spoke jeeringly of the bles-

age estate—saught to make
a stupld and odious joke of it—he—
‘Tennant—always felt an almost un-
controllable urge to kick him, And
quite properly, too! Gad! if any-
thing should hapren to Edith—
‘Tennant took another sip from his
glass, and glanced casually round
the room. It was very comfortable
and suggeswd well-being and re-
?ose‘ In keeping with mordern fash-
on, the walls held few pictures and
those chiefly etchings display art-
istic discrimination. Indeed for a
bachelor establish
scheme — as Tennant comprehen-
phrased it — was surpris-
ingly good. Dash it, he wasn't at
all sure whetlizer even Edith could
have done better. To whcm, then,
the praise — Penge, or Mrs., Dur-
bin, his houseke:rer?

A TOUGH SPOT

S8ALT LAKE CITY, Dec, 21 —
(AP) The General Hospital
staff didn’t know what to do for
the aching tooth of Paul Lopez,
a patient with a broken neck —

a tooth ache. There was no
staff dentist. Then another pati-
ent, encased in plaster from ncads
Yo' waist, pulled Lopez's toot). He
vas a dentist who contracted ¢z=
teomyelitis 18 months ago,

ARABIA’S POPULATION

em
sively

st to help yocu re-

lves, We're diff:rent from you |
mszn-who can go to bed switch off |
thz light, and be virtually certain.|

killed in a road accident. Memory
brought back to him, also the con.
cern they had felt about Mrs, Dur-
bin’s future. In those days-about
sixteen years ago-she was not
exactly a young woman, and, al-
though childless, her prospects of
marrying again could not be con-
sidered rosy. Then old Dr. Himely
had died, Penge came on the scene
and bought his practice, and Mrs.
Durbin’s problems were solved.
Finishing his port, Tennant re-
collected how, after ascertaining the
“new doctor” was a bachelor, he
had, use his own expression,
taken the bull by the horns, and
gone along to ask whether the ser-
vices of a housekeeper were requir-
ed. The answer was ‘“yes,” and that
was that. But now, seated in the
dining-room of the man who had
since become his friend, he could
not bring himself to suppose that
the worthy Mrs. Durbin was res-
ponsible for the decoration. That
seemed a bit outside her range.
Musing in his chair, Tennant
reflected there was another funny
business-how one thought brought
up other thoughts. Now here was
Penge—a man with a comfortable
home, ~an assured professional
position esteemed by his neigh-
bours, not much over forty, and
handscme in a restrained cultured
way, yet lacking what was surely the
greatest comfort of all-a wife's
help and companionship. True,
ll:ﬁnge :v}?: orm;}isreserved nature-a
on “sf h” side until one
got to know him.

not wont to conceal their admira-
tion for his good looks and talents,
Nor could he bring himself to be-
lieve that the doctor was, as the say-

|
|
|

His gaze became

ing went, “not one of the marrying
sort.” Well, there was the puzzle
—a riddle with which Tennang haa
often toyed, without making any
definite attempt to solve it. Coula
the expianation be, he wondered
agaln, some love afrair of the past-
a romance that was over and done
with, but which had left indelib.e
memories. Pity! Tony was such a

would willingly entrust his own life
and—infinitely more precious—
Edith’s as well.

The return of Penge put an end
to Tennaat's wmedigtions. “Sorry
I've been so long, Robin, It's young
Mrs, Green, at the Post Office,”

“Ah!"” Tennant got up and nodded
knowingly. “So yowll be trotting
along with your surgical case. Now-
adays, I've noticed, doctors don’t
carry little biack bags.”

“Observant lad! Well, even doc-
tors must move with the times.

ment, the colour| &

— ¢| perhaps until

Arabia hes a populaton of 10,-)
000,000 in an ares of 1,000,000 square |

a Green, a proud father was able to

sound chap—the kind to whom he | ge;

pounds, mother

the courtesy title of uncle.’
For the second

astonishing kid, Tony.
high spirits, Yet somewhere be-
neath a strain of tenderness—some-

fore

course,’
“Oh_yes. We'rs reconciled to that.

and Robin believed himself

before Christmas—the

his nuptial happiness.

4

fixed on the child

the summons came. Starting upon
the Christinas decorations, Kaiun
was stanaing,on a stepiadder when
she overbalanced and iell, Her head
struck - the edge or e sidebcara
and sne was unconscious. The whice-
taced, trembung maid who deliverd
the message endea: “Please come
at once, sir. Mr, Tennant's terrible—
like someone nearly out of his sen-
v

The siatement was no exaggera-
tion. It was indeed g very distraught
and agonizeu Robin tnat e Penge
—a man whose face lines had in-
credibly deepened and who suddenly
looked twenty years older. Involun-
tarily putting out his hands Tennant
said: “Thank God you've come,
Tony. You'll save her won't you—
{’?u? won't let my precious darling

e?”

Regarding his friend with practis-
ed eyes, Penge’s tone in reply was

But there’s no
I fancy there was something you |
were going to tell me when I was!
called away.”

“Oh yes About Edith, but meshing
important. Just that we're going
to increase our household. She's
bringing a girl pack with her—a
youngster of twelve.”

“Indeed! = Surely that's
Adoption?”

“No, oh no! Simply on a visit I
think I've told you that Edith’s

news!

maiden aunt, with whom she’s stay- | h,

ing now, become more or less
& permanent invalid, and engaged
a companion g couple of years ago.
A widow with one child and by all
accounts a fine type of woman.
Edith says she has been wonderfully
ood to her aunt, and the old lady
thinks the world of her. Well to cut
the story short Mrs, Bwing—that's
the companion—was rushed

hospital for an appendix operation
a few days ago, and Edith thinks
it will be nice for the kid—Pamela—
if we have her with us for a bit—
after Christmas,
‘l’i&lp to take the youngster's mind

8

“And you?” Penge asked the ques-
tion quietly.

“Me? Ol I'm just falling in, of
course.” For a mcment with a whim-
sical twisted smile Tennant looked
at his friend, then lowered his gaze.
“One joy has been denied us, Tony,”
he :ald. “Edith and I would have
Eiven nearly all we pcssess to have

ad a child.”

In the days that follcwed, village
life moved much within its custom-
ary orbit, But there were one or
two events which came rather out-
side what mizht be descrlbed as 1 s

des?erate hurry—
everything is going along quite well ¥

a blend of pleading and command.

“Steady, Robin! You must play
falr. One patient at a time is enough.
Pour yourself a brandy, and no
thumb-nail measure either.”

Edith, the pallor of her face in-
tensified the gaily pattermed
cretonne, lay on the dining-room
settee, e made a swift super-
ficlal examination, then turned to
Tennant, “We must get her to bed.
Please call your cook Mrs, Lucas. She
and I manage guite well.”

Half an hour later Penge came' “

downstairs. Though his face was less
aggard, Tennat's eyec revealed the
extent of his mental suffering,

“Well?” he said.

“Concussion but no fracture.
Rest and absolute quite are needed.
We must get a nurse. I'll see to
that, and phone Wollerton as soon
as I get back. Of course”—Penge
made g slight ' pauce—"if you'd like
in consultation

someone i
Yo for instance. A first—class mnn?"

Tennant half rose, but dropped
back into his chair., “My dear
fellow!” he protested. “No no of|
course not.” Then reaction exerting
its toll he sank his head into his
cupped hands, and, an emotion made
more pitiful by the effort which,
stgove to restrain it, sobbed hoar-
ely.

s
Presently he raised his head. “I'm|
sorry, Tony,” he said. “Forgive me,
But when a man loves his wife as
I love Bdith—" !
“I know, I know.” O: to him
Penge rested a hand on his friend's
ehoulder, !
While still sensible to the pres-
sure of the other's fingers, and in
the midst of his own torment, a
sudden desir» came to Tennant to
solve a rif’le which hed so long
rerp'exed him
‘But—but how can you know

crdinary routine. For exampl?, Dl'kJ

write w a delighted mother-in-law m
telling her that all was well with the

new arrival—“‘a boy, weight eight
and baby doing stand Robin'c phrase
tine; and Robert Tennant was given puder one’s skin.’

circumstance
Pamela was responsible. In a mood
implying a mixture of shyness and
defiance, Robin tried to define the
Plenty of

thing . that appeals and gets under
it, but happy though we were be-
Edith and I are wondering
whettier the place will ever seem
quite the same after Pamela’s gone.

They were playing a round of golf
and Penge carefully teed his ball.

“Welyl' Rcbin she’ll have to go of

But I was just telling you. Oh,
good drive!” So the round went on,
to be
living in the brightest of all bright
worlds. But later that day—a week
first dark
cloud made sombre the horizon of

Penge was finishing his tea when

|
] herse'f
|

news for you,
ade Christmas present

ried. Perhaps Ni
“Yes.” Penge recrossed the hearth
| Robin,

and sat down. ‘“‘That’s it

N

] into life and 1
Once a girl came anm

true to say that I am still
to,thie memory of' what

£

-

o
-

Talthf
might have
been. Years ago I put two things

1 duty to s

oie

of “ge

| “Auntie Edle. Is she—?"

Drawing her on to the arm of his
chair, Tennant patted Pamela’s hand

“It’s all right dear. Dr Penge says
it will be all right. But there’s a
nurse coming Rxe}d we've got to keep
very, very quite.”

F!?;om t,¥1e other side of the fire-
place Penge glanced up to look at
his friend. Instead his gaze became
fixed on the child. Those round
dark expressive eyes, and, yes, more
startling still, the dimple in the
cheek which he was sure would be
very provocative when she smiled.
Extraordinary! What was there in
| the girl that revived memories, and
made him acutely concious of an
old ache? Was it merely trick of
fancy, play of imagination.

Schooled to exact self-control
even when moved by strong -
pulses,Penga said: “I've been think-
ing things over, Robin. If you
wouldn't hate it to much I feel it
would be better-—u;at isn be:;teeermfeo;

rhaps for all col
Ed&:th P;smamel‘;.e spent Cliristmas with
me. I know"—he laught thickly—
“I'm a middle-aged and rather
staid bachelor but we—Mrs. Durbin
and I—would try not to be dc;»'lelul
or too much like wet blankets.
“Yes, yes. that's :xcel;dl‘x;glyuggﬁg
i nant sal 3
of you. Tennal R

thoughtful you, 3
kK another idea, he turned
ﬁ)‘ecth? g!{ﬂd “You— wouldn’t

mind, Pamela? Uncle Tony—you'll
be and her uncle, won’t you Tony?
we'll do all we can to make you
ha\l")l“)l{l'l a solemnmess alien to her
years Pamela went to Dr.Penge.
“Thank you, Uncle Tony,” she said,
“It is wvery kind of you, and I shall

mother and adveicement, of career.

were indeed
we

(A The Feast of the Nativity of our
d:zrly. Pell now—But I must| eyes, Tennant looked up at the sky.|y..q was solemnly observed at St.
hurry away, or else I shan't be| Blue interspersed with grey.| Dunstan's | Basilica 0
back before she arrives.” “Splendid!” he said. “Three cheers| yrass on tmas Eve. The cele-

Tenant was smoking an|for Tony!” Then as if speaking 0| hrant was y ncy = the
Al e tnn o anieie, U s hieell,ohe added: “Heppy, Ohpiel) Bhop' o Ohasowsionn  daiied
on mas everybedy. b . R. V. McKe:
when Pamela—g Very exclied and| Hearing him Pamela echoed his| Drist and b&mv. F, McQuaid an
rather breathlesss e| words—“Happy Christmas every~| poy w5 “McGuigan as Deacons
with & huge bunch of flowers, Be-) body.” Tuen, raising reelf 10| of ‘Honor: Rev. G, Mac! d as
cause Bdith was 50 much better tiptoe helght, she put her "S' Deacon’ of the and Rev. K.
's neck and mur- ‘as o of the

vely great friends.) Daddy.
loved - each other | . With suspicious

downstairs for
to join him at their

n

mistiness in

m’m"ﬁ[ ST, DUNSTAN'S BASILICA

his)

| WONDER WHEN

( oH!ME- -THAT CHILD-
BOBBY- IS DRIVING ME
MAD -1 WISH HER FATHER
WOULD COME HOME =

HE 1S COMIN'

AND TAKE HER AWAY /
.

DECEMBER 26, 1944

YOU THINK! | JUST
GOT A LETTER FROM
MY DADDY --= HE'S

\

t and was
Possible first time mured, “Derling Uncle 1" | Mass, Rev. L. A. Dougan Was Mas-
: 0&4“% to mysel, I d_add ﬂ'lem dinner, Robin felt him- :u Ceresm: ., The sermon
that she was threatened with blind- self climbing again towards the s o s ey was given by Rev, W. Ma
', mess, and became totally blind of the wor But his radi-| _AN OLD TIME NECBSSITY The Corpus Christi Cholr sang
scme time before she died ance was scarcely to he compared| Fans for cobling the face have| Christmas carols bef
Y dear 1" Tennant with 8 been known since about 3,000 B.C.| “The Masses on Ouristmas ﬂ ;
uﬂmz for & while then sald: - "1n g torrent of disjointed sen- ey e were celebrated at 530, 7, 9.30
B e mﬁ o be; b m oomew \] mﬂ:._t 20 IAQ: ‘Hl}ﬂy com'm!lnlon e
my i §
| staring into the fire Penge 8ald Pamcla was unatterably slad, that TRt half past three in the after-
“she was wonderful. Saw my point her mother Wwas supremely A noon ponclm::l vespers wmclunb-,
of view and even praised my decl- gng that Uncle Tony was g ed by the Bishop and the Boys
! sion, Yet"—for a moment the voice g1out" the place singing and hum- Chancel Ohoir sang Christmas
i whvered—q have _often and ‘Whistling, as gey as & hymns,’
wondered—whether ghe and I were g e AR A
i right.” ““You soe,” sald Pamela, “omce VULNERABLE TO BOMBING
She—the women—wemt out of 50" g tim. mol and Uncle ? i
your life?” Tony were sweethearts. But some- Surface canals snd pipelines for
“Just an engagement broken by ihing went wrong. Now everything city weter supplies being easily seen
mutual consent, and —finis' We 5 going to be all right egain. Just feom aimplanes face incressing| oo %
1 thought it better so.” 'before I came with those flowers hesards with the development of | Eliengihening s nava pop,
mgnnotlcgd by the (o men "}‘k‘l‘ﬁg for Auntie Bdie—sent with - our bombing techniques. U. 8. Fleets ;pe::zﬁlda:sﬁ't‘dﬁ
stood by Tennan Uncle Tony told me that e :
ohme/iiolthel fm'lg‘lj;e"g:&“e;:‘: T outam have to sall bl uaols . ONLY THREE LARGER japs, Oreat. rﬁgtﬂn pli nameq
; she ) ; { hi 1% —_— o auce A, )
&nd her gestures though now un-| EER lcofsﬁf:e' o(;rrt‘;]tl;:]&ro(:h};l:ltmg " Brazil s, n_vcint of area, the &3 “c‘:m’“““gg" ’F‘,"I:’e}t"“ of ey
;\atmllsr"dsragghm;ow ‘“,‘fé};. “Very soon, Pamels,’ he said, ‘youll world’s fourta lazgest country. . °ilvsh Pac =
nce and sel f man! =2
s o o 3 i woudog o BRINGING UP FATHER By George McManus
g Gl ORI
inborn dignity and naive ch . e e S VR L R o S et et S poe
Yes Penge thought he could under- MR AGGS - WHAT DO HE'S COMN' FOME = —

THAT MEANS BOBBY
WILL LEAVE US -
BY GOLLY - im

BEGINNIN' YO Miss

HER ALREADY ¢

| MEANS VLL BE
LEAVING YOU FOLKS-

YES-IT'S ALETTER || wHEN GLAD TO GIT
FROM My DADDY-HE'S | wiLL THIS NEWS!
COMING HOME ~THAT || HE

u to come.” For a ent
ﬁvf u}:derlip quivered and voice
x but gathe 1

. irmness
again, “I—I'm so glad .Aun’le Edie

will soon be well.”

Pamela fitted quite easily into
Penge's . bachelor- home. By e
| second day Mrs, Durbin proclaimed
her “a darling.” Pamela’s bearing
to Penge was a mixture of confid-
ence and reverence, A dcctor of
cource, was marvellous—so clever
and learned—and alhough she—
Pamela—called him uncle it was
only natural she should feel r.ther
awed. Bu' he was extremelv kind,
and ‘alked to her about all kinds
of interesting things. In the evening
too. he played the piano for her.
And Pamelanyh'ah.yu%?t he eplayn;g
beautifully. Anyhow was ever
much n'lcsér than listening to the
wireless.

Alzo because Dr. msedaskedl h}:)"w'.
she told him a eal abou
-~ and her mother, She
couldn’t tell him much about her
father becauce he had died while
she was still a baby. “And Mummie
says he was a clever artist, bu:
his pictures didn’t sell very well
‘and he never made much money.”
* AYer her father's dea h they
went (o live with Uncle Edg r, who

was quite well off, and lived in a
big house, When she was ‘en there
was talk about sending her ‘o a

bearding  schod) bu:  something
happened to some g0ld mines some-
, whei2 and suddenly Uncle Edgar
i wasn't well off any longer. she

thought it had scme'hing to do
, wi'h Uncle Bdgar’s shares. .
“Then Mummie went as

companion to Miss Spence. She is a

dear—Mis; Spence, I mean—but
| terribly crippled from rheuma’ism.
| We were very happy there until

Mummie had to go to hospital for

the operation. Buth” concluded

Pamela, “it's lovely that she's
|getﬁng quite well and s'rong
| “otng to the pi Penge played
| _Going to the piano ge Dplaye
| Lhwug "Ilebe%trwm." altr!{ng

| away, : “Oh, how
| beautiful. And how wonderfully you
p}abg'e it. It {s Mummie's favouriie
plece.”
| Pemnge recrossed'the room, and
| sbood. backing the , “Yes” he
agreed, “it is indeed very beautiful.
, Sometimes I think the most
| exquisibe thing ever  writien.
| “Rafsing his hands he s‘udied the
| long, tapering sensitive fingers.
' “Tell me. Pamela, he said suddenly.

Dr.
1

‘“What-what was your mother's

m.nl.iden name?" & 2 ‘
“Clarry—Jane Clarry.’

Great Jove! Then he was right—

what he had suspec'ed was true! In

the ohild’s features he had =een

the first dawning evidence and now

it was takable. Unless the
arm could  be
) - . behg:g?
pole there couldn’t be any .

perfectly.

On the morning of Christmas Eve
Penge put down a le'ter he had
been reading ang looked at Pamela
acrore  the breakfast

and
you oould ever
widha Your mo'her's coming
to—d

M
here!” Pamela fel' here syes almosg
mpping ,ou: of her head, “Oh
gow marvelous! But Uncle Tony,
oW

You mustn’t ask too man:
tlons now because I've no time to
answer them. I'm alreadv late
getting off on my round.’ Penge
soread marmalade on his second
nlece of tocst. “But I've time to
tell you this. Once—scrme years
before you were born—your mothar
and 1 each very well,

ques-

By Edwim

ST WHAT A WONDERFUL TIME

WE HAD SHOPRING! IT'LL GIVE

THEM AN APPRECIATION FOR
USICy TOO:

mg_i-, § (YES!
;l: Tl **'s

. =i
HOW COHA. D 3RSE DO }
SUCH A THING T8 USY

AN |l e
/i:"\/{ Wil
& 72 I l A W)
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X B
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REMEMBERy SHE'S YOUR ONLY
RICH RELATIVES--WELL, T HAVE
TO RUN TO THE OFFICE--

TILLIE THE TOILER— THE COST OF SELFISHNESS

ADYLIK|
BUT A FELLOW WHO
T&EATS A SWEETHEART)
He .

THEY'RE GOING TO HAVE A BAND,
SALLY? THE CAP STUBBS

ow




