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| Three Traveled ~ For Quicker Relief o

s
East RIDDIES’ ¢5ios

. Use BUCKLEY'S Stainless WHITERUB

The more quickly a kiddle's

RUTH AYERS chest cold Is curbed the less X
Author of “Meet Me At dan:-gerdvharln Is ol;cmﬂhlng %,
i : i serious developing. That's wh

Midnight”, “Blackout”, more and more %om‘:r: :r:

using Buckley's Stainless White [
Rub, They know that a gentle
with this fast pene-
m:ﬂng, non-greasy, stainless rub really brings
amazingly fast relief.

1.1t Penetrates faster,

2. Generates heat and vaporizes quicker,

3. Stimulates circulation, breaks up congess

“Drafted For Love” l

CHAPTER III,

At first, it seemed incredibl
e,

be'sl;k(}ts (%ax?xii J. DJa. Pattexrson, seated

e Dawson in the east- tion, 1 octens the h
bound bus, had_becn named s B ., i s SRR e

o : r Your Money Back, TWO SIZI
Jolity T NewoihERne™ &, Do TR i kTSI
was the one the Press Bureau had ARGEST SELLING coucHMngEancﬁﬁ%'vs
chosen to be the special correspong- .
ent‘,,.eI:}%ln it was her job, She had to

L Connie’ glowed. He fairly beamed when she
o dsfléglfaggla}i o Dicking up brushed the little fellow's hair back
{0 New York betore W ( ever been from his forehead and smoothed
She felt Pat! { down his wrinkled sweater,

; i hPa. s eyes, puzzled as he “ Iknew it,” Pat said. “Knew you
oone ral er,  Perhaps the shick were—well, the sort of girl who

;vas haztrxkggrgg ibr?‘gehefr who he woulgl take to kids."
y T face, At Skippy stirred and opened an eye.
. any rate, he eased Skippy’s head and “There, there,” she wl}t)iipered, “y¥m

" made the little boy more comfort- keep right on with your cat nap-
Confederation

:?ée. Then he turned back to Con- ping.” dShe kmgd}? a craale of her
" " arms and rocked him gently in time
blomé o}r‘fe cgawled. here I've been to the bus. Once when she stole’a
ed you've sg to‘ut me and just notic- look at him her eyes were held by
World's nr of blue and wan. the curve of his round cheek, the
And Tiows o {righien You from 4l _ hen abruptly to Pat, “Tel
sides.” m - all en abruptly ,Pat, me
f'iro Connie Dawson, the only g?lcérew:;) ?:ger%gltgg? llf)'ut Tu‘?: t'?:c::fr:
“!;‘ghtemng thing that mattered was the background all sketched in,
Lhatnxen?):nmx:ch had come to her It wasP ]itkeb"OSSi%g a bomi_ ttolg
2 . puppy. Pat beamed. “Guess 0!
hundred tons of old erran As she made no answer Pat said, YoU everything important, except
wial was shipped recently from ‘Let me tell you something, girl. that I'm twenty-four years old and
churchill, 1,L00 miwes Neiwl Christmas is only two weeks away, been foot-loose half that time.
ipeg to awa. The air’s tingling with it already; Mother and Father died when I was
d Winnipeg 10 - mthe h?rl}day travt‘o}el]'s started. Christ. & kiil..;rho;tght I'ld rlun %vay bu§ tl)
as—it's more an a day. It's a stuck it out in school, ge ing a jo
R BB NI RN B DN symbol, maybe of all mye thi:.g'; as sort of érrand boy, office boy and
we've lost and want to find again, printer's devil at the newspaper
R s Get into the spirit, Connie, It'll do Plant in Tanbark, That's what gave
® B S Sanio® iommea b YOLUR” o "“Aalried?” asked Connle, and
e leaned back. Slow “Married?” aske onnie, a
2 began to relax. The pent-up' {f‘?‘,’- could have bitten her tongue after-
GIFT TIPS she’'d had since Mr, Williams had Wards.
shown her the telegram, was thaw- ' NO, I'm not married” Pat ans-
Chocolates i beautiful l‘:,uglf She found herself laughing in Wered. “Never found quite the girl I
Cedor Chests a great var-
ity of shapes and sizes
Chocolates in fancy boxes
_the largest display and
variety you have ever seen.

Life Association

=
cHURCrlILL'S SCRAP

-hysterical relief. “Perhaps wantéd—that is, not yet.” He was
you're right,” she gulped. PS Jooking at her, a twinkle in his
Because Connie Dawson was see- €Yes; a blush spreading right up to
ing light now, figuring it all out, the rcots of his unruly req halr to
This Pat Patterson was a smali-town betray him.
. Yes, a homespun philosopher ,_Connie avolded the lance by
from Tanbark Oity, way out west. l€aning closer to Skippy. Yes, she’d
The minute the New York bureau been right. The bumptious one did
laid eyes on him, he wouldn't have a like her. “And how was it,” she went
ggc% i ;ml. j‘tll]mt you i)blmined (hlsdwotr%ge‘—
e'd e: d a real rival—some ful Job as special corresponden i
briliant, fast-writing, fasg-ltafl?lng “Reckon a number of things_fig-
gentleman of the press. As she took ured into it, The men at Press Bur-
out her handkerchief to wipe the €au headquarters had been reading
fl giﬂ for Her. Handsome- tears of laughter from her eyes, she MYy stories. Two or three times I had
boxed Moderutel relaxed still more. She was quite 2 chance to cover a hig assignment
ly boxed — Yy sure now she would have no com. [OF them. Not often, of course, be-
priced, tition from Pat Patterson—Pat, cause not much —of importance to
Z s?mt of Christmas, Incoropated lL}lekou_si(thworldh har}x)&l“ns 151 ’It‘)%nz
an began to unfold , bark City. But when eard abou
Da.w:gm'a mind. = in Connie this vacancy on the staff in St.
She knew who Pat was but he John’s, I put in an application,
hadn’t an idea of her identity. She quick.”
thanked her lucky stars for the S0 had she! :
mud-caked shoes, the shapeless hat. ,.t€_Went on, same cocky voice:
Pat had taken her for a country “They had a newspaper woman lined
kid;a westerner, he had said. Yes, UP fcr the job. I convinced 'em long
this wonderful 'student of Human distance I was the one for it. No
Nature had her figured out com. Place for a woman.'’
pletely wrong. Casting admiring ,  That was it! He had gone out of
glances at her, too, over Skippy’s his way to take the job irom her, “I
nodding head, presuwme,” she began ﬁ:xlyi “you think
Well, she’d woman's piace is in the lcmc.'
Pat Patterson }fgvﬁmtln?:mt?wgﬁ]dhgi He chuckled. “Well, in the home
he be shocked when he learned who edition anyway—on the woman's
she was—the girl who was going to Pase.”
fight him to a finish for the job in , 1€ bus slowed and came to &
St. John’s, What would he say when StOP beiore a long platiorh. Skippy
he knew her name—that name roused, wide-awake. “Mama,” he
which held magic in the newspaper $3id, "Mama, whele 1s We !
world? Her people had built up a Y dJ. 1 Was laking chgrge
great chain of newspapers in the Of things. "liis 1s waere we eal, he
western states; a dynasty which S&id: lililg SKIppy back to his arms,
although it had since failed had left 1™ buneiy.

Brush, Comb and  Mirror
Sets—a beautiful and use-

The number and variety of
our gifts make it almost
impossible to make a com-
plete list. Best of all come
inond just look over our
lorge assortment and be
convinced that we have the
Gift you were looking for.

REDDIN BROS.

PHONE 86
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LEO M. DOUCETTE an imprint never to be forgotten. | =EPEY ‘,“?bed 1*2}5 eyes. “Mama
She herself, 3 pe hungy t0o,” he said.
ROY M. SMALLMAN had never knowr??g:tgﬁggmgﬂlr‘:g& 5=k, v cauuoned. ~ “You let

a litule lenger and
an put you to sicep tor

ship or struggle. She'd been braight SOU WOt
up by a grandmother after her par- ‘DB S
ents dled, A veritable matriarch, this ¢ miht.
grandmother, who'd come halfwey f_,onnxc ma_c'ic no move. e

across the continent in a covercd  Come on,” Pat suggested, “we'll
wagon as a little girl. But there had get cotffee and some ham sandwich-
been indulgent aunts and uncles to €S, S&IDDY will have mik ana cer-
provide travel, the best schools, a €ak The treal’s on me.

debut for Connie, Then the job cn No thanks,” Connie said, plan-
The Sentinel, She'd worked hard, of 10§ to  side-siep Mr. Patterson
course, but it had been glamorcus Wthout further ado. She was tired,
work with her photograph and by- ‘mpatient to have the long ride over.
line in the paper—a sob sister, de ., P8l urged, “Oh, sure, come along.
luxe editi

DD 2333

How Are
Your E;'es?

If you are having symptoms

I'm not that broke. And after we've

"drol _ eaten_we’ll come back to the same
mgoaibb ;’:rs S.{?hl f(s){lciat Jgdti)gg}?i?gd seat. It'll be kind oi nice, don't you

ol strain — headaches, sore interest. Compared with  Jerry Jhink? Company for each other.”
tyes or dizziness — consult » Marsh he was a ridiculous figure Most of tine passengers were get-
specialist, Je! was dark, with a smile that UDE up, stretching their legs, filing

dazzled. And his eyes held the look O i
of one who ventures across the lancs = lerminal Restaurant” said the
of wind and stars, Like her, Jerry sign over the lunchroom door. There
had had no strugkles. no 'mon("y was a whn‘e placard in t&e steamy
cares. Yes, she loved Jerry March, Window— Coliee—5 cc.nts.
And she Wwas growing increasingly , connie still held back, but as she
confident with _every turn of the turnea sne saw SKippy's mother-—ik.e
wheels that she'd get to Newfound- Il who was iaking het little boy
qome for Christmas, Her eyes were
lan in time to be with him for fmu flosedw She \\ln.z brelgt,hli:g quiet=-
& y, almost too quietly. Pools of pur-
sh'g\lg a‘;’;}} m%“gﬂﬁth“hg‘;}?ﬁg ple shadows fell across her cheeks.
towels on the sea% backs. The There was something about that
gound of wind whined, louder. white face and thin, racked figure
Three seats ahead. the couble had that gave Connie a sudden feeling of
stopped chattering and were holding foreboaing She felt a lump in her
hands, Back a few seats, the man throat. The bus itself, cold with the

“q hound of wind leaping through the
Pat had pointed out as the paroled door, seemed to hold an ominous

prisoner, going home after a long 5
® shadow. As Connie hesitated Skippy
POl l I ‘ I R i ggs;nce. o “g stonily out the win- (oi v o0 feed me my cereal i1
: Mw!‘ql"hfmlnl jerked at h
. ¢ : 1 o seat behind. Sk'ppy's ith that he Jerked gt her arm.
¢ are huymg live and mo?heru’:vas :ﬁu leaning hack.‘p"m Her purse fell, spilling ,to the floor,
res . One of the diamond clips Jerry had
ssed poultry daily. closed, very stll. ‘gﬁnnie %?gﬁ;d F‘g given her rolled out, sparkling like
fiing highest market price oy She tatd. Your ar £ 0 Shite fire, Connie reached for i,
prompt returns.

At your service with- yeacs
o experience and a thorough
tefracting service.

Call in and discuss your
difficulties.

6. F. Hutcheson

F. G. HUTCHESON
G. F. HUTCHESON

gﬁgds’}?,,sﬁﬁa ‘;‘,,’3“;03,’,';;},,?}‘-‘5‘5,% covering it quickly so Pat wouldn't
could afford to be magnanimous. S¢€ ldE"ilxl\o‘\lv b&y& tlr%rgsl']lfgnb:brtl; Cl‘llto’

- would k ste. NO,
Everything would come out perfect Ot vher bt Condler bt

ll‘ada Packefs Ltd- lyﬁtrgrx;;shenateful. «Swell, Here, AWare that someone had, = Lookin

up, she saw the parolee staring af

i X if T can ease him over with- Hb, 20
WTown Kensington l:l}t,s::eung him. He's got a long way her with cold, resentful eyes,
to gouygt and I figure every cal nap v
counts.’ .
AT-161 As she lifted Skippy, Pabs €6 p 4. i of moving passengers,

— Lo ippy's mother finally cpened her
S ss ' eyes, She saw Mr. Patterson with
Skippy in his arms and nodded
gratefully when he offered to take
him into the restaurant. The girl

was golng with them—a pretty girl
P T Y but with scmething unhappy in her
i face.
| Skippy’s mother closed her eyes
| and thought, “Pat Patterson — he's
| B someone y?}\’ll b;lk:btg fr;;lh:lxe}'elr Igi'-
| . . . get, Something ul riendly
| and human”., .
\ uylng Dally’ C,uCken’ Fowl 1t had frightened her at first
| Li D d) when he'd boBd thtz(r hg lv;.'tt‘sde n?ws-
| ve or Dresse yaper man, But she'd lived so long
! ( '.mr::%r the terrors of fllness that
| werything was  frightening. By
| We also require a quantity Turkeys, Ducks, “snis, she shouldn't have been on
| r~ fhis bus at all. She'd left the
Geese Jospital against doctors orders —
tolen out at night. Oh, it hadn’t
“een difficult because she wasn't
3 bed patient., She had been a pat«
tant in the long pavilion marked
“pardiac Clinic”.
It had taken some time to figure
~ut the weork “cardiac”. Then the
doctor, very brisk but very under=

Prompt Returns
standing  too, had explained:
“Heart cace — weak hearts, sick

; hearts” he had sald. Like hers.

= “',/\nd I—what about me, Doce
ron

“You'll be fire one of these days,”

he'd told her. “Rest and long lazy

' Paying Top Market Pricd

RarXNTy

/#z Gefft Shell toeasire..@
A LANE

+The Gift That Starts A Home!”

All New 1942 Models!
Beautiful New Designs!
Guaranteed Mothproof !
Smart! Different!

'I'I‘E'd'("“‘F.'«f:‘t';‘ﬁ‘?!’&‘@‘{’-!’\’.’!Q‘l'ﬁ‘i‘i'&“1‘%'5'E'C'E":‘.KQZ“S'!‘G‘E’!@’Q—'ﬂ’(‘('&‘{!’&'ﬂll!'('i'G'(‘I‘G‘E‘GE"
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Get A Valuable

“SURPRISE GIFT”

Absolutely FREE

WITH YOUR NEW LANE HOPE CHEST

You give her the Chest and we'll include with it, abst_)lutely
Free, a “Surprise Gift Package.” These packages contum'usc-
ful and practical items including Boudoir Lamps, Cushions,
Mirrors, Mats, ete., and are $2.50 to $5.00 values. Order_ her
Gift Chest now while stocks are complete. Moderate Prices!
convenient Payment Terms!
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See The Lane Hope Chest Today
VERY MODERATELY PRICED

CEDAR HOPE CHEST

Buying More,

we buy for

Selling More,
we sell for less.

Is she hard to please?

A fine Cedar Chest is one gify
that appeals to girls of all ages! It's the Hope Chest

of the young girl with her rosy dreams of the future
« « . Treasure Chest of the Bride-to-be, for saving
shower gifts and precious articles for the first new

home .the practical storage chest for wife or
mother, for protecting blankets, furs, baby’s fine
woollens! This Christmas —thrill her with a Lane
Cedar Hope Chest!

MAKE YOUR SELECTION NOW
FOR CHRISTMAS DELIVERY

10 MONTHS TO PAY

ON THE

HOLMAN Easy Daxment Plan

less!

hours will do it. Don't think of any- aunts who had brought her up, stern Toute and for “the railroad ticket
thing but that you're going to get and straight-backed. They'd never he'd need on the last lap of his
4 forgiven her for the runaway mar- journey, Going back after all these

well.
But there was something else to riage and the crazy cross-coun
think about and she kaew she was honeymoon to  California. But
never going to get well,
“I want to go home with my little in trouble
boy.”
“Sometime — not yet., Aren’t you well, Skipy would be with them.
t&t;wy here?” He had beckoned her  That was Lila Ernst, going home you've had a better break

They were

the window fr:m which there with hre little boy for Christmas— Ssome. You have a daughter waiting
was a view of the valley, ripe and going home to a little town in for you. A daughter giei: doesn"{i
n—who

green; blue sky above it; & warm Connecticut where the elms on know where you've
golden sun. i Center Street would be white and never need to know”.

“Yee it’s lovely,” she had sald. regal in snow as became Deccmber, “You're not innocent”.
But it wasn’'t hcme. No Christmas

summer. She'd felt a fierce hun- money in his poc

ger for &ippy, a longing to take feel coins slip through his fingers.
him back to the little town In The warden had given him the now
Connecticut. It was where he be- money, Not much g

started cut to be a felon.
he was

longed. There were

years.

3 What had the warden said to

they'd tielp her now when she was him in those last few miautes in

her own. his office? “We can be quite frank

And if anything happened to her— with each other. You're mnot ino-

ocent or you wouldn't be here. But
an

The man who had been staring wheels had ground out the words
here in the valley of the eadless out of the window reached for the ten thousand times. No, he wasn't.
ket, Tt was odd to The irony of it was that he hadn't

going back—empty-
nly enough for handed. His face looked back at
two spinster the bus -ticket for a few meals en him from the square of window.

PR ==t s

Close-cropped gray hair his mouth go east for the holidays. ‘The
a tQin line, inscrutable eyes, board members had agreed to it
Funay, he thought, that girl sit- after the last meeting. She'd stood
ting with the redhead”, That girl before them, her collar and cuffs
out of whose pocketbook had spun starched to an exactness her glas-
such an unexpected treasure. She ses polished until they shone,
would be about the same age as his Most of them were farmers. The
own daughter. salt of the earth whit leathery

He had a name, but he had been iaces, l.oking a little awkward and
a number for so long he'd almost ill at ease in tailored suits and
forgotten it. Now he whispered it collars, When you spoke to them
and the mirrored window showed you felt as if you were competing
his moving lips. Jim Bardley — against a silent barrier of thoughts
Jim Bardley going home for Christ- which incluced such things as crop
mas to his daughter — empty- rotation, soil irrigation and rural
handed. electrification,

The young cople who'd been “If you have mo objection”, she
holding hands were eating in the had begun in her best rlias
restaurant — Dutch treat. mentary manner, “I should like to

Sthe was a feacher in a country request a few extra days for
school in Missouri. She'd closed Christmas vacation.”
classes a few days early so she could (Continued on page 12, Col 5
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TILLIE THE TOILER—THE PRICE OF SILENCE.

By Westover

I SCARCELY }/1 DIDN'T, EITHER .
URE

SO AM I . SHE HUNG \T oM M
FLowiERs T Prame bie, TeN |
W Y
WAL N ¥ Hl SLEEP
BUSINESS \N
HER SLEEP

MISS JONES _HERE'S A CHECK FOR |
% 5000. JUST LEAVE OUR HOUSE
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