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Malty-rich
Goodness!

THERE'S morning magic
in that delicious, sweet-as-
a-nut flavor of Grape-Nuts
Flakes— the result of a two-
grain blend of sun-ripened
wheat and malted barley.
And don’t forget the good nour-
ishment you get from Grape-Nuts
Flakes — nourishment we all need
these days. Buy Grape-Nuts Flakes
from your grocer.

Grape:Nuts
FLAKES

GFi83 A Product of General Foods
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- began to laugh and cry in a soft
. little tremble. “Darling, darling,
K K » E l I: darllng,"hshels‘anld. ltmd thc;ﬁ }tlhey
were both talking at once ur-
] arm s ried and mumbled words, each
" taking all the blame, asking the
:: (By Michael Jackson) ° othgi] !(::[r forglvix::‘ss.m little vio
“Oh, I've crus] e vio-
t Author of Popular Stories in lets,” Emily said later, as they sat
National Magazines together on the edge of the bed.
g There were pearl earrings in the
e e W W | small package, She took his hand.

“We'll never have another night
like last night, will we?”
“Never.”

CHAPTER IX

Ellls was asleep in the chair
when Emily left in the morning.
As she returned that evening, he
must have heard her tread on the
stairs, for he greeted her at the
door.  “Hello, Emily,” he sald,

“Hello, Jefferson.”

He stood back to let her in and
she walked across the room, want-
ing to look back but afraid, and

without small diferences, but they
were easily able to adjust them.
Ellls was not only an exciting and
interesting husband, but a gay
one, Emily was ‘content.

.

Aargn Roth’s’ :vas eln,zoylng t.hg
best business of its existence, an
went into the bedroom. Hat and ’
gloves still on, she sat listening M'f't E’{‘lljy Ellis, e:grgggﬁtz:u’:g
to Ellis as he walked up and down fg“’ an 1‘:“;""}1“ a y s
outside. In a short while, he f“» pres; ei"w ‘;%e soon
knocked, “May I come in?” achleve a private office.

A More important things were

“Of course.” -
He stood just inside the door, | appening outside the cometic

a nosczay of violets in one hand,
e small package in the other. He
was In his shirt sleeves, his col-
lar open, and hs sturdy fore-
arms bare. He did mnot smile.
"How do you feel?” he asked,

Emily accepted the war as her
forebears had accepted a five-day
blizzard. There it was, quite aw-
ful, and what was there to do
Ry o thi he had h k
» For one thing, she had her work.
.‘]{ ;]“m. How do you? }vmr?t than dsh& :v;zr tlimd bfe!ore,

i o or seeme at in time of war
MFI}:,{‘,Y (xﬂtqo[o d ‘x;rr;‘%nt\;;r;eqwtﬁeéal;i women turned with added ardor
him again, he was close beside | t0_the Euestmof beal(ljtyt. b\;lorgen
her, his eves hard on hers. Then, we"l’ ul ﬂts eé" tuoset 0 e borl;e

nscions  movement, they [RNO longer turne stare a -

ther's arms, linps '|bed hair, and in the restaurants
e L ~ Ewmilv |there was always a daring wo-
|fman or two who smoked.
There 7#3 a reckless feeling in
the air. It was a boon to the
whole cosmetic industry. Emiiy
Ellis, for instance, was now mak-
ing thirty dollars a week.

One lunch hour, while shop-
ping, Emily witnessed an en-
lightening incident. A gangling
young man in a too-small uni-
form stood beside her at beauty
counter. Emily waited for him
to be attended. “May I help you?"
the salesgirl asked.

“Yes. I want to get—" the young
man shifted from foot to foot *“—
I want ‘to get a little present, kind

“‘Anything special?”

“Some face powder. You know.”

“Brand?” ,

“Gee, I don't khow. What's the
most- expensive?”

‘“‘LeFleur’. Would you like to
see that?”

“Yeah.”

The salesgirl placed a not very
large pink box on the counter,
“That’s two-fifty without the war
tax,” she said.

“I'll take that.”

Emily, forgetting why she was
there, rushed back into Roth's of-

Nor did they. They were not

NEW YCRRK—Mrs. Norma 8.
Kunstler holds picture of her six-
year-old son, Stephen, whose  cuse
tody she relinquished to her former

the WAC will not accept women
who have minor children.

have jeopardized the steady bus-

industry. Europe was at war. |

iness at all. It isn't as if you're
risking anything.” Emily rose and
smiled. “It’s the chance of a
lifetime. What do you think, Mr,
Roth?”

-“L still don't like it,” he said.

Emily went back to her desk.
Shortly before closizg time Roth
nodded for her to come into his
office. “Get Miss Kendrick and
Fairman,” he said. “We want to
get started on that bum idea of
yours.”

Because, after all, it had been
Emily’s idea, Roth -said that he
would name it after her. “I don't
want my name on any part of it,”
he told Miss Kendrick, Les Fair-
man and Emily, laughing “Here's
the idea,” he told the group. “We're
going to bring out a very small

get a very stylish container and
Just send it out quiet and see what
happens.”

“It seems like a god-awful price”
Miss Kendrick said.

Roth nodded. ““That's what I
think. Maybe we'll drop the whole
thing in a week. Anyway, it's not
costing us anything fo try.” When
Miss Kendrick and Fairman left,
Roth came to Emily and put his
arm about her. “How does it feel
to have a powder named after
you? Le Poudre Tillotson, how's
that?”

“Ellis is better.”

fice without knocking. “Mr.
Roth,” she said, “I have a splen-
did idea for you.”

He smiled at her. “Well, Emily,
what it is this time?”

She placed her sealskin coat on

the desk, pulled a chair up to
Roth and told him what she had
seen, ‘“You ought to bring out a

three dollar powder,” she finished.

He laughed. “Emily, what you
seen don't mean nothing, Sol-
diers today are like drunken sail-
ors, They buy anything.”

“Maybe. But there must be
many like him.  Women, too.”
She grasped Mr. Roth’s thin arm.
“There are lots of people who'll
buy anything so long as it's the
most expensive.”

Roth shrugged his shoulders.
“Everybody knows that. That's an
old business proverb.” He was
amused at Emily's serlousness.
“Things are crazy now,” he went
on. “Pretty soon everything comes
back to normal, and all this
foolishness will stop. We're doing
all right.”

“But, Mr. Roth,” Emily pleaded,
“couldn’t you bring out a new
powder to cash in on all the pro-
fit that’s going around?”

Roth nodded. ‘“Sure. I could do
that, but we haven't got any that
quality stock in. And it would
take too long to fix uP. By that
time this foolishness will be over.’

“You don't need any new stock,”
Emily said. She came back to
Roth's side. “Here's my idea:
Take some of the stock you have,
get a very nice container, call it
a new name and there you are.
You won’t need any advertising.
You'll hardly need display cards.
It'll go beautifully. And then if

Chewing has a real value. Every-
body that chews gum knows that
chewing helps relieve nervous
tension—helps keep you re-
freshed while you work.

But present production condi-
tions make it impossible for
Wrigley’s to keep up to the
increased demand.

So when you do get a package
= make the most of it. Wrigley's
Spearmint is made to give
longer-lasting chewing satisfac-
tion. Chew each healthful, re-
freshing stick a little longer . ..
make each package go further.
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“Sure. Ellis is fine, Emily Ellis.
PFine American fame for fine Am-
erican powder. Patriotic.”

Emily Tillotson was, of course,
an imoossible name. Emily Ellis
was better, much better, but not
quite right. The trouble lay,
Emily realized, with the name
Emily. Its primness did not sug-
gest beauty. Dorothy . . Margie
o o .Emily snapped her fingers.
“Karin”, she said. She had read or
heard the name somewhere. “Karin
Ellis. How's that, Mr. Roth?”

“Suits me. I don’t care.”

That night, with a very excited
Emily leaning on his shoulder.
Ellis desioned the container. When
he finally achieved something of
which he fully approved, he turn-
ed about and said. “How's that?"”

Emily tried to hide her disap-
pointment. The design was not
nearly fancy enough, “But, Jeff,”
she said, her arm about him and
her eyes soft so that he would not
be angry, “this is going to be a
very, very expensive powder.”

“Honey,” Ellis said, not hurt,
“you have innate bad taste and
I've been trying all these years to
knock it out of you. Now I know
that's a good-looking box.” He
shook his head, amused. “But if
you want something different, I'll
try again,”

“No, Jeff, Take that in to Mr.
Roth and see what he thinks.”

The design did not have flowers
or a pretty woman, as Emily had
hoped it might. But even if she
did not find it all she wanted, she
respected Ellis’ judgment. The
containers were to be in shiny
black, unadorned except for the
words Karin Ellls in gold secript.
They were to be covered in trans-
parent tissue paper and tied in a
small bow with gold cora,

Mr. Roth was delighted. “Most
elegant thing I ever seen,” he said.
“Under Karin Ellls we’ll put ‘rose’
or ‘peach’ or “brinette’ in small
letters so they’ll know the shade.
It looks real rich.”

The Karin Ellls powder was
treated as something of a joke at
Roth’s, and it continued ‘to he
treated as a joke even when, three
weeks later, the first orders sold
out. “Well. they haven't got wise
yet,” Mr, Roth said, -teasing.

In no way did Emily show what
this, her first busines coup, meant
to her. But secretly, she was cer-
tain that the Karin Ellis powder
was the most important, certainly
the most exclting thing that had
ever happened in her career.
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COME OUT
~ AND HELP!

“War Work” on the Farm
is Healthy . . . Enjoyable
« . . and Vital to Victorv

MANY people today are working on
for the very first time in their lives ...
and loving it! 2
Cannot you, too, devote part of your holidays
or your leisure to this patriotic war work? Our
farmers must produce more food than ever be-
fore, yet their need for helpers is acute.

Why not form a friendly group to help pro-
duce food for victory? You probably have several
friends or associates who would gladly work with

you for such a cause.

Don’t fear that you will not suit the work
or that the work will not suit you. Even quite
inexperienced help is really wanted. And you'll
get lots of good food, fresh air and healthy exer-
cise to set you up for fall and winter. Farming
is grand work. Don’t hesitate — volunteer now,

WHAT YOU SHOULD DO
Censult any special local committee or office estab-
lished to deal with farm labour placements in your
city or town; or

Write to ‘the Director of the Dominion-Pro-
vincial Farm Labour Program at the Capital of
your province; or

Get in touch with your nearest Employment
and Selective Service Office.

This advertisement is sponsored by

CERTO

FRUIT PECTIN

A Product of General Foods, Limited

Somber Flight
Over Italy

Ey FLT. LT. LESLIE POWELL

SOMEWHERE IN NORTH

AFRICA, Aug. 11 — (CP) —“New

| Boy" breathed easier and relaxed

his grip in the edges of the gun

frame as the R.C.A.F. Wellington be-
came airborne and soared up into

the star-filled sky. The last few

minutes had been nervous ones for

“new boy” perchied in the front gun
turret and off for his first opera-
tional trip.

There had been a slight tighten-
ing in the stomach when he first
slid into the confined seat up in
iie nose of the kite—one feels so
alone. The stillness of the African
night had been broken by the
sound of a pair of mighty hercules
engines, and “for beer” taxied
around the perimiter track until it
reached the (iead of the runway
and paused.

“OK. here we go, boys.” With
these words Sqdn. Ldr. Laude Her-
bert, pilot from Magog, Que., push-
ed forward the throttles and
“Wimpy"” roared down the runway
and took off on the first leg of ihe
trip to the Messina beaches on the
northeast tip ot Sicily,

For a moment, as the plane shud-
dered and trembled speeding down
the runway, “New Boy” had
thought: “Life's so comfortable
down on Terra Firma — what the
devil am I doing up here?” But the
quiet voice of the pilot over the
inter-com' saying “OK. Don. On
course now,” and the reply of Don
Elliot, the navigator from Spring-
hill, N.S,, “Right, Skipper, we stay
on that course until we hit Utica
Island,” calmed the freshman,

Occasionally earphones came to
life as one or other-of the crew
spoke to the skipper. “New Boy”
wanted to flick his switch to
“speak” and talk too. Then came
his chance. Far ahead to his left he
could see a white light on the sur-
face of the sea, and over went his
switch while he tried to speak
calmly,

A HOSPITAL SHIP

To his utter embarrassment the
tiny white light he thought was a
dinghy turned out to be a brilliant-
ly illuminated hospital ship.

“Why don't I keep my big mouth
shut?” he thought.

A dark mass loomed up bel(;lw'
the

and turned out to be Slcily, but

Wellington flew on. “New Boy's”

heart jumped into his mouth when.
suddenly, a bright light illuminated
the alrcraft. It was a flare, but
Where it came from no one knew.
Then the navigator's voice came
over the inter-com: “Skipper, we
better change course.”

Around swung the Wimpy as the
pllot guided it to a new course,

(To be continued)

with Italy somewhere in front,

The bomb aimer, PO. Reg St'rong
_\‘_\—“—“Q

Announcing the_Appointment of
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Charlottetown, P.E.I.

Insurance

from Drake, Sask. left the astro-

going trip and crawled into his
compartient just below “New Boy."”
The Lancashire accents of Sgt. Bert
Jenkinson, the crew's wireless op=
eratcr, came over the

combing.

“New Boy” shifted uneasily.
“Must be getting near target” he
thought. And they were, for El-
iiot’s voice advised all that (the
turning point had been reached.

Then Strong spoke up:

“Dead on_ the nose, all right Don,

o . gone—this was
for there's Italy just ahead and ihe thrilling for fear.

tip of Socily on our right.”
ENEMY SEARCHLIGHTS

mense black bag—you know some-

thing’s there, but 't | see the same fire tigh overhead.
y e on o sebrchlghis S Ane vanpy® dipped and del; shifted his hute harne a
f; ed, with the pilot using every tric el parac ness
?&Tcg?lrxlﬂs t?ﬁ)rtﬁmt;gthr(;%e?cg]fy'ﬁ;?- at his command to escape the ever- [ little. It dawned on him that he’ Joseph St. Plerre from Ste. Eustache,
1

lay hands on it. More searchlights

sina_Straits opened u

“New Boy's" grip tgmened un- | the most amazing request:

til he realized the gunners were
shooting at another kite: they were
nowliere near “B for Beer.” The
searchlights kept shifting and *“New
Boy” thought: “Any minute we will
be caught by them—there, they nave
us..."” but no; it passed right over
the Wellington.

A new fear confused “New Boy”
until he realized it was flak burst-
ing around the aircraft. Tracer
bullets streaked past his turret and
he held on tighter as the Xite
swooped, swerved, turned and twist-

Company
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ed during the pilot's evasive tactics.

“We're in trouble now” thought
“New Boy" until Elliot and Strong
dispelled his fears.

“There ere the beaches below us,
Don, but I don't see much action
on them,” said Strong *let’s make a
run down to Messing and on the
way back drop g few flares.”

“Okay Reg. Quite a few flares
are being dropped behind us so
perthaps we can save ours for a
second run. Then we could drop
bombs in two sticks on the third
and fourth runs. That OX. with you
skipper?”

“Okeydoke with me boys. Just
let me know what you want” came
back Herbert's quiet voice.

“Good Lord,” thought “New Boy”
“how long are these idiots gning
to stay around here. It's all right
to be keen...but not too keen.”

The second run was carried out

) o\ o n' (. the
lanned through a sky now| HISTORY BEING MADE IN ANCIENT CAPITAL ground of this picture shows part of Lower Town,
vivia b ¥ ch tenac,| old section of the city which abounds in atmosphere
Olty is| and the mighty 8t. Lawrence River.

vivid with lights from tracers and
di ng flares. Then “New Boy's'

Tomark, et oed, v the Dlots| the scene of the present history-making eonference| between (he anicy leaders is the first to he held ib

AT g Faang g;;“gm{:gtp,;';‘:,—':gj between Prime Minister Churchill, President Roosevelt| Canada. .

a I.arzet on_the next run and drop,

the whole load.” Sweet words,

hatch where he had spent the out- ;’;;&;hg? A.‘g‘g &

FINAL RUN

= were getting
os he wished Ry i “HEX-COM| oyught the Wellington good o)

women's home. The pilot couldn't

the gunners below
guns into line with the lights. S
“New Boy's” fear was completely | course was set for home, thie reac-| seen since he had be
and | tion set in. The crew realized he| Africa.
they had|out by the next day's BBC broad
how he viewed the activity with a|been, and they all reached for wat- cast, which reported “heaviest flak
Sweat broke out on “New Boy's"| 5¢nse of detachmert, In his con-|er bottles for the first cool drink|seen outside the Ruhr”
brow, for out of the darkness below | fined seat he felt very little of the | of ihe day.
came Italian searchlight beams !lke| violent evasive action, but it was
inquisitive fingers probing an im-| confusing to see a great fire be-

too exciting
It was amazing | strain through which

nearing flak, the bomb aimer made | had enjoyed the whole thing —it
was like a _box seat at some super'think we

“OK., Claude, bombs gone."”

lights diminished. "And as the| was

REACTIONS

drinking water nicely. place.

“New Boy” drank deeply and

“Hold her steady a minute will, pyrotechnic displa;
by the bomb-aimer’s [ you, Skipper? We're right over ihe| ter the take-off,
ip,” target.” aircraft down gently,
The pilot complied, .and through| tumbled out stretching a;
The third and final run started | the earphones came Strong's satis-| tired limbs,
out all right, though the lights | fied voice:
closer. Then they

lumbering throug]
pick up the cre:
The popping of flak in the vicin-|to the intelligen
proper and the kite must have stocd | ity of the kite increased as the|rogation.

out like Lana Turner in an old| Wellington swung nortawards over
the straits to resume its homeward| ment the rear gunner,
shake the searchlights, and others| journey—a journey which the en-| Hyde of Magog, fellow townsman
came on to cone the aircraft while | emy were determined “wasn't really | and old friend of the pilot, tell the
swung thejr | necessary.” Gradually the flak and| intelligence officer that the flak
heavier than anything he had

“New Boy” heard with

His statement was

That shook “New Boy.”

He considered himself quite an exe
Flying for hours high in the sky| pert next day, and spoke of the
low one mcment and the next to|cools off the tepid North African | 1,000-ai.

Boy's” comements for some time, thy
Squadron Commander,

“You've had it, pal. 1
'd_better ground you.”

Que., sald

by the b 1 Fr
wonld-famous Canadian Pecific hotel, Quebec

.and Prime Minister Mackenzie King. ‘The fore-

Out Our Way

By J. R. Williams
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ME WITH A GEAT IN
THEALLIED WAR
COUNCIL /-~ T MUST
WRITE TO

GAD ' We ARE WINNING Y NOU'RE NOT
%-\s WAR, PRECIGELN AS | MISUSING THE 1

SITTING 16 A 44
H GAME AT WHICH
Jou'd OUTSCORE
WHIGTLER'S



