eccleslastical an
ﬁr}y{_lndc;rndenb Papal State today.
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BIG DOUBLE FEATURE PROGRAM

SEPONSORED BY BUSINESS GIRLS UNIT OF THE
CATHOLIC WOMEN'S LEAGUE

INSIDE VATICAN CITY!

Even if it were possible fo visit
the Vatican personally you
would not see everything this
film shows — the murals of
Michaelangelo in the Bistine
Chapel, the wonders of the ba- |
silica of St. Peters, the burial
crypts beneath the cathedral,
the Vatican's powerful radio
station, its post office and its
shops, Heroe, truly, 1s an expe-
rlence that comes but once in
a lifetime.

Fr

Rt. Rev. Monsignor

ON J. SHEEN

Ph.D, 0.0, LLD.
narratfes

_rl.‘h o _'imnvl‘e Séenlus of

ESS. POPE PIUS. XII.

sEf the trecsures and mys'sr
of centuries revealed.

VENTURE civiceshaves

TO-DAY — PRINCE EDWARD — WED.

THE FIRST COMPLITE FULL-LENGTH
MOTION PICTURE EVER FILMED

MARVEL 2. 15iumisces br e

most the n‘pl' His Holiness Is playin,
seen. lEAB_" 1o _bring peace fo the world

COMPLETE SCREEN PROGRAM
STARTS AT 315—7 and 9 —BE EARLY!!

TO-DAY and WED

—CAPITOL —

SHOWS 3.15 — 7.00 — 8.45

cgamla;i IN A:bﬂlk&f

DILEMMA!

She "adopts” a
male mother...
and that's where
the fun begins!

EXTRA—NEWS—WHITE SAILS
WANKYWORM— VAUDEVILLE

Tiny Star Talks
For First Time
In Film Comedy
b‘Fm' the xlrsTUme in her career

re the cameras, three-year-old
3aby Sand

eged visitors at the Holy See,

has considerable dia-
current picture, “Bach-
' now at the Capitol

he tiny slar has many talking
scenes with Edward Everett Hor-
ton, Donald Woods, Raymond Wale
burn, Kathryn Adams and other
members of the cast,

important means b
Pius XII carries on

rated by the
Tusk Proves Simple 7
lecturer
the Catholic Radio Hour.

“Flying Cadets”
Is Action Drama

Teaching Sandy to recite her dia=-
logue was a simple matter. Gil
nt director who has

1 the baby ever since her
first picture, acted as voice coach
and 1 teacher., He told her what
to say @ how to say it.

In order that Sandy would rem=
ember the character names of the
other pla s in the picture, Valle
introduced them to Sandy under the
I use on the screen., Ed=-

and Kathryn Adams

3 |
as “Mummy.

The last was the most confupsing
to Sandy for she insisted that her
Mama was her only “Mummy,”

Much Discusse
Film On Vatican
Opened Yesterday

1 The much dise

Alberston and

petence.
Moves Swiftly

ingenicus photegraphy  of

>d__ feature-

wings at the

left behind him

of the Papal

of the Vaticanr s devoting his attention to

e motion picture
atican City, and

een a unique and

d presentation of

civil life inside the

of upon his job as instructor,
Climax Is Dramatic

tican” shows
s now working
2 in a war-torn
9, the age-old
halls and corridors of the
the Vatican library and
amed Sistine Chapel; the ~great

ory of the
e Pius XII

ually the latter’s son, decides

the son of his

€
By Gee flight,

SMOKE SCREENS

athedral of St. Peters; the low

faulted crypts in which nearly all A Quebec plant 1is producing
f the Popes lie buried; and the ex- large quantities of hexachlorethane,
lensive F apartments, a chemical which creates great

Focusing attention on the civl

spects of the Vatican which are ad-  at sea, on land, or in the air.

ministered by Marquis Camillo Ser-
afini, “The Story of the Vatican”
also shows the railroad, post office,
commissary, radio station, and many
other parts of the Vatican that are
rarely seen by even the most privil-

The Vatican’s short-wave radio,
gift of the late inventor Marconi,
and the official Vatican newspaper,
the dai'y Osservatore Romano, which

4 is today the only newspaper in Axis-
e dominated Europe that still prints
the truth, are shown as two of the

which Pope
is struggle for

peace,
“The Story of the Vatican” is nar-
Rt. Rev. Monsignor
Fulton J. Sheen, well known author,
and principal speaker of

Vividly sketching the drama and
the romance behind the country’s
vast program for training thousands
of young pilots, Universal’s “Flying
Cadets” opened yesterday at the

introduce Prince Edward Theatre,
Walburn Each one of the cast of popular
Id Woods as  filmites, including Willlam Gargan,

Edmund Lowe, Peggy Moran, Frank
Frankie Thomas,
handles his job with thorough com-

Moving at a swift clip against the

Boyle, A. 8. C, the story is that of a
Bob Ames, who has always resented
his older brother, a world war vet
and professional hero, but agrees to
sign him up as the “name draw” for
a model training center for flying

1 motion picture, “The Story students,
Vatican,” produced by the 47 oy o laye ar-
nor Fulton J, Sheen, Tripy Hammer, played: bya(

gan, discovers that Rocky, the part
taken by Lowe, is still carrying the
torch for the girl he married and
years before, but
even that doesn’t stop Rock: fr&rg

brother’s girl, Miss Moran, instead

The climax rushes ahead when
one of the cadets, Frankie Thomas,
who, unbeknown to Mkﬁi is act-

desperate attempt to prove himself

ather by taking u
an untried training ship for its tes

volumes of smoke for smoke screens

Prince Edward Island-Nova Scotia
Ferry Service

M. V. “PRINCE NOVA”

WOOD ISLANDS—CARIBOU

Sailing schedule, daily including Sunday. If con-
ditions continue favorable this service will be con-
tinued in December as schedule or as near thereto as
conditions will permit,

Leave Wood Island —6:30 A.M. 10:00 AM. 1:30 P.M.
Leave Caribou — — 8:15 AM, 11:45 AM. 3:156 P.M.

NCRTHUMBERLAND FERRIES Limited |

Farmers Near
Charlottetown

We are buying daily, cattle
hides, horse hides, calf skins
and sheep pelts, Full market
value.
MAURICE BLOCK
102 Elm Evenue

L.496-12-15-31,

P ADIO

TRANSMISSION
Eastern Daylight Saving ‘rime
WAVELENGTH
Throughout
(10.30 pm.) Western Canada-23.52
m. (to 10 00 p.m.) 49.10 m. (from
Canada and USA.—3132 m 25.53

TUESDAY, DECEMBER 16

P.M.

5 15 ‘London Calling.*

5.30 ‘Front Line Family’ —Epi-
sode 177.

5.45 Talk: ‘Bxmpire Exchange'.

6 00 Rhythm Orchestra,

6.30 ‘Calling the West Indles:’
Roundabout

6.45 The News,

6.55 News Analysis by Xevin
O'Carroll.

7.00 War Commentary: ‘The War
on Land.' Talk by Major
Lewis Hastings.

7.10 ‘London Calling.’

7.15 News in French.

7.30 ‘Canada Calls Fom London’
(in collaboration witth CBC):
‘With the Troops in Britain.’

8.00 ‘London Calling.’

8.15 Programme presented by the
Canadian Unit Overseas.

8.45 Talk: ‘Inside Nazi Europe.’

9.00 The News,

9.10 ‘Listening Post.®

_Three Traveled
East

e
- I
RUTH AYERS

Author of “Meet Me At
Midnight”, “Blackout”,
“Dratted For Love”

SPOP———

CHAPTER X1V

As she drowsed, headdown on a
Connie felt someone brush

by s

She lifted her head quickly. No
one was there. It was a uream,
perhaps — something out of a
nightmare, Jerry Marsh, Pat
Patterson and a little boy named
Skippy become shadowy
figures weaving through her mind
and her heart, confusing her. £he
slumped down again, head on her
arms, and slept uneasily for a
little longer.

When she awoke, the hands of
were at

——

people were napping near by, s#at-

ed at the scarred desks — curled

up on benches. Outside, there was

the same eternal dusting of snow.

Connije stood up and looked for Pat.
wasn’l

He th the others in the
room but Skippy sat, safe and
comfortable in the lap of {he

middle-aged woman.

When he saw Connie, he ran to-
ward her, She picked him up.
“How's my boy?” ;

“We go pretty soon — yes?”

“Oh, Skippy dear — yes! Bu!, it's
fun here, don't you think? Black-~
board and everything.”

She went over and picked up a
piece of chalk, “I'll draw you a pic-
ture of the 4>hool,” she sald. “Just
the way it looked this morning.”
As she lifted her hand, something
caught her attention. Words had
been written across the boasd —
hastily erased. In this light, close
to it, Connie could read the faint
tracings of letters. “School is clos-

The chalk fell, snapping in
piece:. So that was the delay.
That's what had happened. "And
Janet Gregg, {1:e young school teach-
er, hadn't wanted anyone to know.
Connie warmed towards her. Yes,
funny, she was seeing all these
neople through different eyes. But
the one she wanted most to see
was Pat Patterson. Just the sight
of his red hair would be reassurng
If he were here nothing very bad
~ould happen.

“Where's Pat?” 1:e asked.

“Out with the other men,” Janed
answered without looking up.
“They're making fresh path.z —_
watching for the snowploughs.'

The middle-aged woman spoke
cheerfully. “This walt is almost
over, Mark my words, the sun w:}l
be out bef‘t‘)'r: noon. See, the sky's
much bri T now.”

“1 hopeg you're right,” Connie
al

sald.

She wasn't thinking of herself or
even of the other travelers. Grown-
ups, able to take care of them-
selves. It was Skippy who was im-
portant. “Maybe you and I don’t
count for much” Pat had sald.
But he does. We'll have to see hm}
through — get him home safely.”

Nervously, Connle put on her
coat and went outside. There
wasn’t a sign of Pat, so she follow-
ed the nmew path to the bus, snow
blowing all sround her. She was
astonished, too, that what had
seemed such a long way last night
was so close today.

Running the last few steps, she
recognized Egan, the driver, and
9.15 ‘At Your Request.’

P.M

9.30 ‘Britaln Speaks.’ Political
Commentary, by Vernon Bart-

lett.
9.45 ‘Froht Line Family.’ (Re~

peat) .

10.00 Headline News and Views
(commentator Lindley Fraser)
and Flashback.

10.16 British Orchestral Personali-
ties

10.30 Music.

10.45 ‘Talking to Farmers,’ by
Professor J. A. Scott-Watson.

10.50 Music

11.00 The Daily Service.

11.056 ‘London Calling.’

11.15 ‘Britain Speaks’ (Repeat).
11.80 Radio News-Reel,

A.M.
12.00 Choir Music
12,15 Talk; ‘Inside Nazi Europe.’

(Repeat).

12.30 Headline News and Views
(Repeat) .

12.45 Close down.

=Y

sible Xmas or New Year’s
stock now.

Come in and make your

deliver as wanted free of ¢

Christmas

We especlally recommend our Turkeys and will
4 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

Christmas Poultry

We invite all interested in securing the best pos-

Poultry to inspect our

selection now and avoid

harge.

Specials

Ground Kidney
Suet. Lb, — — — —

26¢ | __28c]

Fresh Mince Meat

Lb, — — — — — —

Sausages

T, e e s S E

SMOKED HAMS
% or whole, Lb.— — —

33c

PHONE 389-390

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

ROOP’S LTD.

GRAFTON ST.

several of the men. 'Tiiey were
armed with the few things waich
had been at hand — the water
bucket, the broom and the two
shovels and *had already made a
clearing around the listing bus.

Then she saw somelhing else —
deep snow tracks branching off
from the path, black and plain,
leading toward the timberline,

“You're about to be rescued.
young lady,” the drummer said,
chewing hard on his cigar,

"’lely ~— you mean it?”

'a?. & funny thing, We all ex-
pected, of course, at someone
weuld come through with a plougn
early, Then Egan got uneasy when
no‘thlng happened and sald maybe
he'd better do a little snow trek-
king and aeel!hcoo%‘t halil

P

eone. U queer
fellow — the y-haired one, Jim
Bardley. ‘I'm the one to go; he
volunteers I've got my

Jim Bardley — the parolee who

rode like a thief in the night!
“Did Pat Patterson go witla hun?”

o drummer nodded. ‘‘Sure

Connle felt her heart sink like a
sash weight. Pat hlkhl’f through
these snowbillowing hills witn a
convict; being led who knew where?
It was easy to see why Bardley
wanted to get away. He'd never
mdn,:)ack‘.“ Andshper}{;gs Pat

eilher, e an  to
tremble,

7 The drummer looked up, winking.
‘Kind of fell for that redhead,
didn’t you? Well, we all did. And
don’t be alarmed, sister,
swore he knew where they were
going — that it wasn't far, They
ought to be back before noon,
bringing help.”

Connie had a desperate wish to
follow those tracks, to go with tf.em
as far as they led until she reached
Pat.. But she remembered Skippy.
That was her first job, She
stumbled back to the school, tears
and snow blinding her eyes.

When she reached the desk
where she’d been sitting, she saw
what must have been there all
along. A note — her name printed
across it.

8he picked it up. “Dear Connie—
Just in case I'm delayed, I want
you to have Skippy’s complete
identification and the address in
Connecticut where he’s bound.” It
was signed “Pat” and beneath was
a neatly lettered and brief blo-
gg}tty of one Master Skippy

Master Skippy, himself, quite un-
aware of what was happening,
trailed around the room in Connie's
house coat, munching the lone
apple which had turned up, after
all. He was fine—weathering the
Sof the young trouper he
Back and forth Connle walkes to
the windows, straining for a sight
of Pat returning, The clock rea-hed
twelve. No msj‘_g; of Is‘];dm but {here
was  some else. It was a
brightening in the sky, a faint
promise of lifteqd clouds and sun
breaking through.

Connie was the first to see tne
figure — dim, slow-moving — re-
turning over the snow tracks. She
ran out bareheaded, and nothing
could stop her, “Easy there,” the
drummer sald. “Don't want casual-
tles out of this.” But he was good-
ntured and tagged along with. her,
“Just like I say,” he was chortling,
“all in the same bus today. All be
strangers again toniorrow.”

He picked her up when she
stumbled, and when she looked
again, she saw that the man head-
ed towards them wasn't Pat, but
Jim Bardley.

It was plain he didn’t want to see
her — but she didn’t care. Let him
steal her money, let him keep it. If
only he hadn't let anything happen
to Patl Afterwards she would think
of herself as a little crazy in this
minute. Yes, someone not quite
sane and certainly not anything
like Connie Dawsan.

“What’s happened to Pat Patter-
son?” she cried.

Nothing's happened to him,” Jim
Bardley answered., “He's just not
coming back right away, Had
something to do.”

Jyat nothing was more important
than that Pat Patterson should
come back safe to her and Skippy.
“You're lying!”

For answer, the parolee pointed
in the direction of the trail which
he'd just traveled. In the noon
light coming through the dis-
appearing storm clouds, Connie
could see a distant road, barely
visible over the far hilltop. Cars
crawled along it like ants.

“That's the highway,” the paro-
lee sald, as if he hadn’t heard her
accusation. “There a road crew
working up there. After we direct-
ed them where tocome to rescue us,
Pat caught a ride, He's on his way
to the nearest town to put through
a long disance call.”

The drummer took a good pull on
his cigar, “Sure,” he roared “He's
a_newspaper man and a good one.
Yes, gone to town with our life
histories in his notebook. He'll lele-
phone a story to the press that will
make us all famous.”

Slowly, the beautiful lost white
world began to dissolve before
Constance Dawson—newspaper girl.

At last, everything clicked with
O atary, o e 1

s newspaper—a
distance telephone ca.lr“l see,” o‘gg
sald quietly. “A smart boy.”

Of course this was a marvelous
story! Pat himself had sald so this
morning when he'd heard {he radio
in the stalled bus, blaring into the
wintry silence, “Here I was going
all the way to Newfoundlana and I
find you the best story of my life
right at hand”

Why hadn’t she been alert to it
that same instant? Because little
Eklppy 3md come up and said, “I's

They were still stand!

The drummer gl uF
shrewdly. “You don't hold it
against Pat, do you?” “I hand it
to him,” Connie said, “on a silver
platter.”

No, she couldn't blame him. An
opportunist, Pat Patterson. A news~
paper man who saw a good breal
and took it. What hurt was that

showdown came, he didn't
think of her or little Skippy or
the three traveling east, toge‘her.
No, he thought of a nmpaﬁt‘

headline — his by-line, the
bright red feather which this
would be in his cap.

Egan and the men who'd been
digginz out the bus, joined them
The gray mask on the driver’s face
lifted Into smiles as Bardley told
him - “Yes, snowploughs wil be
down here any minute. We gave
them directions.’

) from a
newspaper famm she’d been
itched headlong into a human in-
est mrﬂa The story of

Mr, Willlams, editor of The Sen-
tinel, would express it

Drama, pathos, humor, The lost
world and the little white school-
house, The darkened bus and the
hike through the snow. Yes, all the
details, the little incidents which
made a news report thrilling,

What had sidetriciked Ger? Wnat
had made. her overlook the very
chance that would have shown
the New York Press Bureau what
a beautiful job of reporting she
could do?

She began to laugh, The Christ-
mas spirit. Yes, the Christinas
spirit had certainly her

possessed
.and made her think that nothing

was important except getting
safely home. Shed let Pat
kiss her in the lost world early this
morning—let him tell her that she
was everything he wanted in a

1. But all the time he’d been

king of something else, The
story.

“What’s the matter?” The drum-
mer suddenly appeared, panting,
?.lo.ngslde her. “Heard you laugh-
ng.”

“Snow crazy,” Connle said.

“You'll get over it,” he nodded.

“I'm over it already. But I had a
bad spell.”

Inside, the little boy who'd cause
ed a lot of the trouble, was walit-
ing — in person. He ran up to
Connle, throwing his arms around
her, “Where's you been?” he de-
manded. “Oh, places,” she said, and
looked at him as if she were seeing
him for the first time, He was just
another youngster with everyday
yellow hair and blue eyes. Shed
helped him out for a while when
he'd been in despair about his
mother, He'd fare all right with-
mx,g'h her fhrom fmwdon. h

en she picked u er ket-
book. Still empty! Y i

Pat Patterson’s fault, too. If she
hadn’t listened to him, she would
never have been in this mess in the
first place. She snapped the purse
shut. A plan began to takeshape in
her mind.

Yesterday she'd started out to
reach Jerry Marsh before Christ-
mas. She'd been a day delayed —
she'd fallen, yes, a little, for th

tmas Spirit, Tnc: she’d been
left stranded without money, But
maybe she could still get there!

The Tanbark City Flash had
caught a ride to town to telephone
his story. Suppose she could get a
phone and dictate hers? She'd
match her story against Pat's—
she’'d gamble that the chief of the
Press Bureau would change his idea
about what a girl could do.

Time was what counted. Without
a ride to town, without a head
start, she could still come through
with luck—and a telephone lne,

“See, sun shines!” Skippy was
notifying one and all “Santa
(z]:;u}sl comes down the road in him
sleizh.”

“It’s the snowplough!” someone
called. “Going to be dug out at
last — alivel”

Connie saw the plouﬁ:, plunging
ahead, cutting a road the snow

like a knife slicing through the

white icing on a cake, And it was
coming in the opposite direction
from where Pat Patterson had
started! She only needed one
Uaing more and she could start, too,

Egan came in and walked to the
front of the room, smiles lighting
his face. “Guess we're all set,” he
announced. “There'll still be a de-
lay of an hour or so before we can
get transportation to take up to

main highway where another
bus will pick us up.”

“An hour or so—" and Connie
was counting the time in minutes,

Egan went on, “Yes we've a lotv
to be thankful for. “We're alive —
we're well —and we'll all be ac-
counted for in a minute.”

He took out the notebook in
which he'd written the names and
addresses of his passengers the
night before.

“Why, it's —" and the drummer
who'd spoken up agein was frankly
wiping tears from his eyes “—It's
like roll call. We'll take our seats
and anwser.”

Connle wrote furiously as the
names were read, There was only
one missing «—and she knew  his
name: ‘“Scoop Patterson of Tan-
bark City.”

“All here — thank God,” Egan
sald, “And I'll ask that no one
leave until we can all together.”

Connle edged close the door,

She was leaving — at the [first
chance. Wait for another bus!

She turned at the door. The pas-
sengers were crowding around
Egan, talking to him, shaking
hands. The one-room school which
had known these somber last hours
of waiting had become a place of
jubilee,

Simple folks, weren’t they —
these people who traveled on a
bus? Connie found she knew more

for the perfect story.

As she crogsed the threshold, she
came face to face wilh Jim Bard-
ley. He was looking at her with the
same inscrutable eyés. No time now
to accuse him. The only thing im-
portant was to get out the door
and be on her way.

Outside, the sun shone and the
leaden sky had changed to a wintiy
blue., The sea of snow which had
been sy frightening last night and
earlier this mo g, was no longer
ominous. Not a lost world at all —
lsxllasund, Just a sparkling country-

e,

She couldn’t make herself oon-
spicuous at first, so she talked to
the road men who followed the
plough with shovels.

“Quite m blizzard,” she ventured
to one khaki-clad workman,

“Yeah —a honey, If the snow
only lasts until Christmas”

“Traffic slow on the highway?”

‘“Moving by inches.”

Ognmo smiled. “Telephones work-

mﬁ! hear they've been putting .

through a few calls.”

“Maybe you can direct me to the
nearest place I can put one
through myself.”

“Sure,” he sald and began point-
ing with his shovel.
caution. Bother every-

tance Dawson knew

k where she’d go now. To Newfound-

land — In {he opposite direction
from the Chriatmas Spirit, Inc, She
started to race down the road.

(To Be Continued)

WHERE GRASS IS FLESH

Bighorn sheep prefer sweet
mountain grastes and flowers and
eat coarse food only when grasses
are not available.

POSTMAN'S BURDEN

Mail pours in and out of the De-
partment of Munitions and Supply
at ou:wa at the rate of B,

y.

CURRENT ACCOUNTS—For business and Persona ,.
ments.

SAVINGS ACCOUNTS—For special-purpose and Invest.
ment Funds.

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES — For Securities and Valued
Papers.

LOANS — It is a satisfaction and convenience to be in
a position to borrow when necessary at the reasonable
bank rates. Credit with a Bank or elsewhere is based
on confidence and a good opinion of reputation and
ability.

These and all other Banking Services are available

to you at this Bank and your active use of them
1l be welcomed.

The BANK of
NOVA SCOTIA

EST'D. 1832—OVER A CENTURY OF BANKING EXPERIENCI

BRANCHES IN PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND
Charlottetown Albany Kensington
Mon ! Morel

o
Summerside Victoria

= DE.CEMBER 16, 1949

‘cited for Medal
For Solo Rescue
of U.S. Visitor

b, , 14—(CP) Oarter,
r 0L D (17 Dun- hadian Navy,
been

) a-
warded the bronze medal of the
Royal Canadian Humane Assccl-
ation for heroic action in saving
Gordon Leigh Crotks of Baltimore,
Md. from drowning at

bravery. Ontario awards (otalled

McCubbin, and Joseph Marhefks

Easton,

Ontario awards.

L.AC. Lionel E. Swatriige
Stratford, Ont, received a

NOTES FOR JERRY
—(CP)—

previously. Fifty-three persons were
awarded parchment certificales for

n

and Quebec four. Two Detroit men,
Paul L. McCubbin and Donaid L,

of

Penn,, participareq in the

of

ment as did J. Rycroft ani John
members of the Roya] (Oa-

CANBERRA German
Honey Har- air-raiders nowedays olte‘(};u receive

& ) notes frcm Australia, in sh
bour, Georglan Bay, Ont, June 29, of &l : ape

1941, t me
Unaided, DeGrerre ‘v ught to the

surface the boy who had gone un-

der for the thrd tine arda was ly-

ing face downm on tke bottom of

a month,

ne gun ammuni-
tion being preduced in this coun-
try a4t the rate of 36,000,000 rounds

the lake, He towed the uncons-
clous youth to shore and witnout
other ald revived him after apply-
ing respiration for more
than half-an-hour,

‘While sunbathing near the scene
of the rescue the Tcronto man had
heard somecne ray “come Qquick, a
boy has gone down out there” De-
Guerre swam to where the boy had
been seen struggling. He dived un-
der, selzed Crooks by the walst and
swam to the dock with him,

Another reciplent of assoctation
honors was Mrs, Margaret Pragnell,
Yarmouth, N.S, who received a bar
to the bronze medal she had

R

Give a Gift of Lasting
value this year. Your

our large stock of
BULOVA
ELGIN
TAVANNES
CYMA
and other makes.

Diamonds
and

Signet, Army, Navy and
Air Force Rings, Lad-
jes and Gents.

Gift

Confectionery

OTHER GIFT
SUGGESTIONS

We have one of the fin-

est displays of Gift FOUND IN

Chocolates. We have OUR STORE:
ever displayed - Lockets,
Clocks,
Charming Brush,
Comb

Boxes at 60c, $1.00 $1.25, and
$1.50, $2.00 up to $5.00 Mirror
Sets,

Cedar Boxes

When empty, suitable
for trinkets and so on.
These contain ' box of
finest quality of candy.

- JAMIESON'S

DRUG STORE

Identification Bracelels,

] cil Sets, Ete.

JEWELLER

Gt. Geo, St.
Kelly & McInnis

I I

choice of Watches from §

i

Brackets, Pen and Pen- g

J R Willams,

Next to §

,’7
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