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MAKE HIS CHRISTMAS ENJOYABLE

When you give him his Christmas
want to give him
really
somethng he's sure to like.
English broadecloth
flannelette pyjamas, are something
that every man likes. These
calarly with their
extra comfort and
blended colors and patterns.

$2.00 to $5.00 per suit.

Open This Evening and each following
evening until Christmas.
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Three Traveled
East

By
RUTH AYERS
Author of “Meet Me At
Midnight”, “Blackout”,
“Drafted For Love”

(Continued from page 6)

red, too. She slipped out of sight
in the excitement while the others

were finding their accustomed
places.

She heard the drummer say,
‘‘Yep, we're all going to

famous, Ought to hold a reunion
every year, An annual gathering of
the Marooners —hey?

She saw Pat Patterson, white-
faced, tight-lipped, carrying Skippy.

Then she turned her back while
the bus started off, headed for the
New York she would never see.
Two hours later as she waited for
the streamliner which would take
her as far as Chicago, a stranger

popped out of nowhere with a
camera, A
“Are you the school teacher —

Janet Gregg?”

“Yes, Why do you ask?"

The man with the camers wipdd
a hand across his forehead in a
gesture which implied the sweat of
toil, “Had some time getting here
after we had the wire story about
the stalled bus. I'm from a paper
in Altoona —want to take your
picture at tfie scene. X marks the
spot, stuff, see? And you, accord-
ing to the news dispatch, were
quite the heroine of the day.”

“Not I,” Janet answered quickly.
“I don't want my picture taken.—
I don't want to think about the
school or the New York bus or
anything else.” i

But the photographer from Al-
toona was persuasive. He had his
car, he had his camera, The roads
were open and it weualdn’t take
long to whiz down there and get
the picture.

Reluctantly, Janet went with
him. Still reluctantly, she entered
the one-room school again. She'd
Leen the girl who had thou'rt be-
ing snowbound was going to

change her life happily. Instead

ADEQUATE FEED SUPPLY

Feed grain requirements for
1941-42 will be = somewhat higher
than for the previous season, partly
due to an increase in the numbers
of livestock and also to earlier and
heavier feeding says the current
Review of Agricultural Conditicns
in Canada, When wheat is takon
into consideration, supplies to meet
these requirements are
but the shortage in some areas nas
necessitated Government assistance

adequate,

—
In distribution, One of the wmost
important measures  taken has
been the agrezment to pay freignt
chargss on Western grains and Midl-
feeds moving from the head of ‘ne
Lakes and Armstrong to peints in
Eastern Canada.

ALL BOW-WOWS

The fox and the dog are closely
allied.

Minard’'s kills pain,
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Handsomely Tailored

Beautiful Silk

é FINE WOOL SOCKS

‘ All boxed and very

j Any article may be laid away with a small
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PHONE 1500

of that, it had spoiled everything.

“Sit there,” the photographer
suggested, pointing to one of ‘the
desks. “No glasses, ei‘her. Weall
have you a celebrity from coast
to coast.”

Janet looked up and then down
at the desk again. Without her
glasses, everything was indistinct,
so she stared heard. But no mis-
taking this time what was there.
No mistaking those newly carved
letters on the varnish. Shz began
to Jaugh — and ‘t.en to cry.

T e bus meved eastward, slowly,
laboriously, hours away from New
York. The plane had already
spanned the skyline of the great
city and was ready to land.

CHAPTER XX

Two initials had been carved on
the desk, encircled in a heart.

“J. G—G. H.”

Janet lecoked up as the flash-
light went cff, showering the room
with white light.

How foolish she'd veen! George
Haven had liked her, just as she'd
thought he had, and then, when
the vigil in the schoolhouse was al-
most over, she had been ti:ed and
cross and snappy, exactly like an
irritable schoo'ma'am. So he had
gone away, not caring any long.
er.

The photographer was still talk-
Lg. “Yes, these pictures will go
everywhere, Other phctographers
will meet the bus along the way
but I’ll have exclusive pictures of
you and the schoolhhouse where
the passengers dug in.”

He was setting up his camera
again, looking as he expressed it,
for a “good shot.”

Sudden inspiration seized Janet
She went to the blackboard and
picked up a piece of chalk. “Merry
Christmas!” she printed 1n clear,
pbold letters and under it the
initials, “J. G—G. H.”

It might not work, but if it did,
George Haven wou'd find some
way of reaching her. The photo-
grapher grinned and snapped.

. v o%

Everything was just as Connie
Dawson knew it would be,

She had wired ahead the time of
her arriva] and the name of the
hotel where she would stay.

The bellhop had scarcely opened
the door when the telephone began
ringing.

It was Mr. Higgins of the Press
Bureau. “I stayed at the office
overtime to wait for you,” he said.
“How about coming right down and
we'll talk this thing over?”

“Give me time to dress” she
laughed, But inside, something
prompted —“Give me time to do

anything but think.”

Her trunks, sent ahead to this
hote] several days ago before her
plans had been disrupted, were
walting for her, She took a shower,
the hot spray of water and then

It was good to be out of "the
wool dress and the wrinkled coat.
Good to see the last of the wea-
ther-beaten pancake hat.

She chose a simple back street
dress to wear to the Press Bureau.
The diamond clips had never look=-
ed more bheautiful than they did
now, sparkling at her neck.

Excitement had erased any lines
of weariness that might have been
in her face.

Yes, she was quite the same Con-
nie Dawson who had left The Sent-
inel, determined to get the job at
St. John's,

Lights blazed brightly in the
Press Bureau when she reached fit.
Wires clicked with a familiar sound.
She felt as if she had come home
—and yet, it wasn't the same,

“Congratulalions,” someone was
saying. “You're Connie Dawson."”

“Great story,” someone else told

her, ‘You’ve had some telegrams al-
ready."”
She smiled and picked up the
few square yellow envelopes— tore
the first one open with the shaky
fingers, It was from Mr. Williams,
editor of The Sentinel, “Nice piece
clt work, We’re playing the story
big."

And then Mr, Higgins came out,
harrled bui smiling, A real news-
paperman_ she could tell at first
¢ight, Not unlike Mr, Wi'liams,

“Might inte:est you to know I
brecke in under your rmdﬂther
years age,” he sald without pre.
liminaries. “Scen the papers yet?”

£he picked up  newspaper from
the desk, There was the story and

_the cold, reviving her,
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Candle Light
Carol Service
at Zion Church

The annual Candle Light Carol
Service by Zion Presbyterian Cholr
was greeted last evening with an
exceptionally large audience as
these carol services are always
looked forward to by music lovers.

Miss Rena Wood, Organist and
Director who arranged the nicely
varied program, is to be congrat-
ulated on her fine choice and
excellent rendition of the solos and
combined singing of the Senior
and Junior Choirs and of their
work as individual choirs.

The church with its rich decora-
tions of spruce, flowers and
candle light made a suitable set-
tin~ for the carol singers and the
audience left with the true Christ-
mas spirit revived in their hearts.

The minister Rev. G. Carlyle
Webster presided giving the invo-
cation and scriptural reading.

Following is the program:

Processional —*

sl Shepherds
Watched Their Flocks by Night"—
Invocation and Scripture Read-

under the headlines, the sweetest
name & reporter can ever see—her
own, in & by-line, It failed to thrill
Miss Connie Dawson.

The story had spread across the
continent—everywhere as far and
as fast as wires could carry it.
But she wasn’t seeking it in print,
She was remembering it as it had
been through those endless hours.

“We had a scoop on everyone,
thanks to you,” Mr. Higgins said
brusquely. “A head start means a
lot on a story of this kind. We're
getting photographs now pictures
of the scene, Goin to have camera
men at the terminal when the bus
comes in, Want to go down?”

8he shook her head. If she went
down. —if she saw Pat Patterson
and a little boy named Skippy,
she’d be lost all over again

“How about letting me take you
out to dinner and we’ll see if you
can convince me I made a mistake
when I cancelled your assignment
to Newfound'and? Of course,” and
here he laughed, “I didn’t know
I was mixing up with a dynamo.”

When they went outsdie Connie
noticed for the first time that the
city sparkled. Snow here too, but
not the snow as she was remem-
bering it. Instead, it was a back-
drop for lights and color and
crowds, something the merchants
had o:dered to set the pace for the
holiday shopping.

Windows of the stores were lavish
with Christmas gifts. Lovely things
spilled out of great golden horns.
Ce’lophane trees  glistened with
costly trinkets.

“I've forgotten,” she said,
many days to Christmas?”

“Eleven. Not so far off, is it?”

“No, very close.” She began to
figure. By the time her credentials
were filed and the necessary papers
in order, she’ nct have a day to
spare if she were to reach Jerry
Marsh when she had promised,

The thought put fresh spring in
her step, momentarily Jerry was
her reason for wanting to get to
Newfoundland. But could she ever
go to him this way —and be happy?

She2 was scarcely aware of where
Mr. Higegins was taking her except
that final'y they wen' into a build-
ing and stepped into an elevator
which zocmed miles upward, And
when they got -off they were in a
skytop restaurant,

She said, “Funnv what twelve

hours can do. At nine o'cleck this
morning I was at the end of the
world, and at nine tonight I'm on
top of it.”
- For some foolish reason her eyes
filled with tears. “What you need,”
Mr. Higgins prescribed with typical
newspaper dispatch, “is sclid food
—steak and pctatoes and a chef’s
salad. That'll steady you.”

She shook her head. No, that
wasn't what she needed. She knew
now she shouldn't have gone down
to the Press Bureau in such a rush,
If she'd locked her door at the
hote!, turned cff tne lights and
slept, everything would have been
sane and reasonable in the morn-

“how

ing.
The same lighteadedness she'd
felt in  the schoolhouse  was

threatening again, Only this time
she didn't have Pat to steady and
encourage her

Mr. Higgins ordered dinner —in-
troduced her as aquaintances came
up. He knew everyone —was proud
cf the girl he had in tow.

“Read the story of the bus mar-
ooned in the Alleghenies?” he kept
asking.

— Senior
Chotr.

“A Child Tnhis Day is Born”
(with ‘descent). —Traditional, —
Junior Choir.

“Croon Carol” (Arr. by White-
head) —German —Senior Choir.

“Gloria in Excelsis Deo” —French
Junior Choir.

“The First Nowell” (with des-
cant)—17th Century — tional
—Se

Choir,

“The Coventry Carol” (with des-
cant) —Traditional (Junior Cholr.)

“0 Holy Night” —Adams. —Mrs.
Arthur Roper.

“Lo! How a Rose E'er Bloometh”
—16th Century —Praetorious —
“Shepherds Shake off your Drowsy
Sleep” (with descant) —Besancon
Carol, —Junior Ensemble,

“Jesu Bambino” —Yon, —Senlor

Choir.

“0 Little Town of Bethlehem” —
Redner.—Senior and Junior Choirs

“Chime! Ye Bells of Heaven."—
Shelley. —S8enior Choir.

Silent Night” (Book of Praise,
No. 172 —Gruber. —Choirs and

c_:ongregatlon.

“you bet—"

“This is the gir] reporter, Connie
pawson, who phoned it in, Was on
the bus herself, and as soon as the
ploughs came though she raced to
a farmhouse and got her story to
us. She’s & girl from a newspaper
family. Going to make a name for
herself one of these days.”

Connie smiled and bowed and an.
swered questions. This was the tri-
umph she'd thought she wanted.
she'd been so sure when she had
started out from The Sentinel that
she could convince the chief of the
New York Press Bureau. And now,
by some odd trick of space and
time and snow, she had achleved
her purpose —and wasn’t satisfied.

Mr. Higgins looked up from his
plate, obviously relishing the
sizzling steak which rested there.
“Why don't you eat?” he asked.
“you won't get food like  this
where you're going."

“You mean then—?2"

“Sure,’ he said, “you’re the re-
porter for that job, ail right, Per-
haps I was being old-fashioned and
too conservative when I said it was
no place for a woinan, You are
young and inexperienced but you
know a story when you see one and
you can handle it—well, like old
Dawson'’s granddaughter. When do
you want to start?”

Connie’s fork clattered on the
floor of the very exclusive skytop
restaurant but she didn’t hear it.

When did she want to start?
Right away, of course. She had a
date for Ch:istmas —the most im-
portant date of her life.

“Mr. Higgins” she heard herself
saying from a long way off. “I have
something to te’l you.”

CHAPTER XXI1

As the chief of the Press Bureau
stared, frowning and perplexed
Connie Dawson found herself un-
able to utter a wo:ud.

“You had. something to tell me,”
he prompted.

What she wanted to tell him was
going to be difficult to put into
logical sentences. She'd known it
herse’f all along, of course, She
wanted more than anything else to
be free of the Christmas Spirit,
Inec,, so she could go on about her
own life. If she took the coveted
job which Mr. Higgins offered her,
she could never be free of Pat.

“I'm going to marry a fller who's
stationed in Newfoundland,” she
began, “That was the real reason

sible Xmas or New Year’s
stock now.

Come in and make your

Christmas

Christmas Poultfy

We invite all interested in securing the best pos-

We es_pecially recommend our Turkeys and will
hold all birds sold under refrigeration until wanted

having to take left overs at the last moment.

. We clean all poultry ordered before Xmas and
deliver as wanted free of charge.

Poultry to inspect our

selection now and avoid

Specials

Ground Kidney
Suet, Lb, — — — —

Puddings

Lb — — = — —

23c

Fresh Mince Meat

Lb, — — — — — —

20c |5==___23¢

SMOKED HAMS
¥, or whole. Lb— — —

33¢

PHONE 389-390

Also a complete line of the best obtainable in Beef,
Pork and Lamb of all kinds.

ROOP'S LTD.

GRAFTON ST.
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FOR PRACTICAL GIFTS

1 wanted the job so badly ——wnpted
to get there before Christmas.”

Mr. Higgins smiled, re’axing, “A
real ‘ace’ up your sleeve,” he said.
“Usually the way with girl report-
ers.”

He started to enjoy his stca‘k a-
gain, nodded at her to eat. ‘The
trouble with me” she stammered,
“was that I started out in the
wrong direction. I should have
headed straight north after you:
telegram instead of rushing east.

“Worked out better this way,
didn’t 1t?" %

“No, just the opposite. You were
vight, I'm not seasoned enough for
the job in St. John's.”

«1" think I'm a better judge of
that.”

“¥ou won't when I tell you the
story behind the story,” she said. It
was getting easier every minute
now that she was under way. She
felt the chains loosen that had
bound her to Skippy and Pat and
all her traveling companions. “Did
you read the names of the bus pas-
sengers?”’ A

He shook his head. “No one of
importance., The names didn’t make
the story —it was the action, the
feeling that in time of trouble
everyone stuck together.”

She went no, scarcely hearing
him, “There was a J. J, Patterson
aboard — a reporter from Tanbark

City.”

“J, J.—Pat Patterson? Why
didn’t he get a story to us?”

“I had the break.”

“Well, that's the kind of a report.
er we want—someone who gets the
breaks.” But Mr, Higgins was in-
terested at last, knew she was
driving at something.

“You haven't met Mr. Patterson
yet but when you do you’ll under-
stand the whole thing” Connie
promised. “Oh, I know it’s import-
ant for reporters to get cances
and take them. But Pat is differ-
ent—a gentle guy, a fellow every-
one llkes and trusts, The most
human person I've ever seen.’

Constance forgot the restaurant
and the great square windows look-
ing down into the bright canyons
of the city, She even forgot she
was talking to the chief of the
Press Bureau,

“I didn’t quite understand him

ot first, When he disappear-
ed before the snowploughs came
though while we wero still huddled
and cold in the school. I figured
he'd gone out to flash the news.
That’s what spurred me on. But not
Pat Patterson, Oh, he would have
phoned you later, as soon as the
passengers were safe and
reached the next town, But he
was living the story —not just re-
porting it, And when he trekked a
long way through the snow to get
a telephone, the first thing he did
was call a hospital in Pittsburgh.”

“A hospital?”

“The mother of the little boy,
Skippy, is very 11l there and had
entrusted Pat to take her young-
ster the rest of the way, And to Mr.
Pat Patterson, letting her know the
kid was safe and well was the most
important message to send out, All
the others on the bus were grown.
ups—going somewherc-—sidetracked
for a litt'e while. But with a
child, it’s different.”
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For your “hard to please”
friends we suggest these high-
quality slippers . . . they're tojs
in style, in quality and smart
appearance.

Corded velvet in two-tone
effect, Rose, Marine or
Teal Blue with white . .
moulded rubber sole.

sX .75 the panr

Lovely shoe satin in
Black or Wine with Blue
collar or all-over Blue or
Wine . . ., self - covered
heel . . . a luxury gift of
geod taste,

$ 2.25

One of several soft leath-
er Bridge Slippers in
Blue, Black, Wine. ..
self sole and covered

heel. 51.95

“Kossack'” s ty le
slipper in slip-on OV
slide fastening-. . «
real fur binding . .
Red, Blue, White or
Black . . . self sole,
covered heel.

3 MS;-‘O

GIFT BOXED Free.

~SURPASS

SHOE STORES LIMITED

87 STORES IN CANADA




