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By Winifred Norling

wyhat's wrong, Carel? You
jok pretty blue'’,
“so would you, Jane Harfield,

i you'd been here as long as I
yave and never once been adopted
for Chris .- 1 can’t help being
fat and una ractive, and I always
ook my worst in these togs.'”
wpoor old Caral! If -only the

ple who want children for
christmas knew you as well as
e do, you'd be the first chesen
wery time.”

“Thanks, Jane," muttered Car-
o Day, as she and her friend
walked down the well-polished
Jairs. She was thinking of the
many previous occasions on which
she had gone down them so full
of hope, only to find herself pas-
sed over. She was used to it now,
put it did not lessen the hurt.
It was not that she was ugly,
merely not pretty, and the daugh-
ler of one of the Governors was
far fatter than she.

It was the custom at the John
Hay Orphanage for the children
1o be given a party about a week
pefore Christmas. Party Day was
an unofficial Open . Day,
people  in the heighborhood
came to choose one or sometimes
two of the children as their Christ-
mas guests. Most of the lucky
ones had a wonderful time, and
returned full of happy stories, and
often with presents, too. Poor
Carol ahd been at-the party year
after year, but never once had she
peen chosen to spend Christmas
wtside the Orphanage.

As the afternpon passed, Carol
realized that things were running
true to form. Child after 'chlld
was called by Matron and intro-
fuced to some lady or gentleman
or both, and arrangements were
made for Christmas. The party
vas nearly over and most of the
uests had gone, when a lady
and gentleman came into the room
vith Matron. )

“Matron wants you Carol,
beamed the little girl. *“I hope
your lady's as nice as mine.”
Too bewildered to do more than
smile at Julie, Carol walked to
where Matron was waiting.

“Ah, Carol, this is Mrs. Prit-
chard. She and her husband want
o give you a lovely Christmas.
They are friends of Lady Mort-
lake, and they want to have you
for ten days.'

“Me?" Carol breathed, a faint
flush staining her usually pale
cheeks. “They want me?” she
repeated incredulously.

“Yes, dear, and why not?”
said Mrs. Pritchard  brightly.
“You are old enough to be a
companion. Can we fetch her
when we leave Mortlake Park on
the 22nd., Matron?”

“Don’t bother about frocks and
things,” cut in Mr. Pritchard,
before Matron could speak. “‘My
wife can get her anything she
needs. Unfortunately eur house
o't quite ready for us, people
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never keep their promises these
days, and so we shall have to
spend the holiday at a big country
hotel. You have probably heard
of Regal Lodge, Matron. It's
pretty comfortable, and Carol
shall have a good time.”

That night Carol could not sleep
The wonder of it all- was too ex-
eiting. Not only was she to be
was to spend it in one of the
adopted for Christmas but - she
most expensive and exclusive
botels in the country. Matron had
told her that, and Mr. Pritchard
nid they would buy her a frock.
Perhaps it would be blue em-
broidered with pearls, or would
pink with sequins be nicer? Green
wuited her best..She drifted at
last into the dream world, where
mything was possible and Christ-
mas at an expensive hotel seemed
wthing unusual,

Carol had been at the beautiful
hotel for some days, and strange
Io"ny she was not enjoying her-
welf,

“Perhaps it's because I'm used
o having lots of children round
me,” she muttered, admiring her-
wlf in the mirror. “Mrs. Prit-
thard's awfully kind, and this is
t lovely frock, but..”

She broke off, unable to give
Wice to her feelings, and turning
fom the mirror made her way
down to the lounge.

For once the luxurious room
was not' crowded with laughing
Mople, and rejoicing in its empti-
fess, Carol ram lightly across to
the fireplace and stood gazing
:nt the painting hanging above

..“So you're glad to get away
:zl the crowd, too,” said a
e

Swinging round Carol saw a
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“But Uncle Tim's my guardian
as well as my real uncle, and he
and Aunt Claire are wonderful to
me. Shall we pal up? Most of the
other kids here aren’t my type.”

““Am 1?" questioned Carol, sur-
prised and pleased.

“You're not a fool who thinks
only of her appearance, like the
other girls here, and there aren’t
any boys of my age. How long
are you staying?”’

““A week, I think. The Prit-
chards have been abroad, and the
house they are having built isn't
quite ready. But they hope to
move in at the New Year, and
then I shall go back te the Or-
phanage."”

“Funny!" mused Richard.
“Uncle said they lived in Cum-
berland. I believe he met them
somewhere when he was on cir-
cuit. He'd forgotten their name,
but he never forgets a face. They
stayed at the same hotel. It was
the time when there was a bur-
glary, and Aunt Claire lost her
pearls. That's why it has stuck in
his memory. I expect he'd not
have recognised them otherwise.

Have you known them long,
Carol?"
“No,”” Carol looked worried.
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“l1 wonder just how well your

Lady Mortlake knows them,”
said Richard thoughtfully. “Oh,
well, don't worry, Carol. I'm

probably barking up the wrong
tree. But keep your eyes and ears
open, and remember we're pals.
Like to go for a walk in the morn-
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’chards had given her for Christ-
| mas. “It's half-past two."

As she looked back towards
the shrubbery, she saw the two
mca part, and Luke Pritchard hur-
ry towards the house. In a moment
the shadows swallowed him up,
and Carol turned from the window
without drawing the curtains.
Noiselessly she crossed to the
door which connected her small
room with the Pritchards’ big one.
It was locked, she knew, but
stooping,” she peeped through the
keyhole. The key had been remov-|
ed, and she could see that the light
in the next room was still burning.
Faint sounds of movement reached
her ears, and with her heart in her
mouth, Carol slipped to the floor
and knelt there waiting. After what
seemed hours, she heard a door
open and close:

Then Sonia Pritchard spoke. ’

“Well, did you meet him?" |

“Yes, my dear, and everything’s |
fixed for Friday. Judd seemed a
bit upset to find the Fanshawes

CHRISTMAS and NEW YEAR’S
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and badger the police luﬂldntly;
It's completely foolproof, and who
suspect the hotel detectiye, or sug-
gest his being searched? Go to bed
now, or you'll show signs of wear
tomorrow."”
What if Mrs. Boffyn

wear her emeralds?”

“She will. Leave that to me
and don't fuss. Poor Claire Fan-
shawe is destined to lose her pearls
again, I wonder if Sir Timothy will
buy her a third string with the
insurancz money?”’

S h Carol to
craw! back into bed, where she
lay thinking over all she had
heard. What ought she to do? who
would accept her word against that

doesn't
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.| of people like the Pritchards? She

had no proof. Finally she decided
to confide in Richard and having
come to this decision, she fell into
a troubled sleep.

Once Richard and Carol were
clear of the house and grounds the
next morning Richard turned to
Carol with a friendly grin.

“Spill the haricots,” he invited.
“‘One doesn’t need to be a detective
to see you've something to tell
me.”’

“Oh, Richards, It's awful,” Car-
ol began, and then the whole story
came tumbling out.

When it was finished he whistl-
ed softly.

“What are we to do?" demanded
Carol. “‘I fell awful, They've been
80 good to me, and I can't betray
them.”

“Course you can. They only took
you to further their own ends.
They'd sacrifice you tomorrow if
it were any good. You are merely
a pawn in the game. Sorry, I didn’t
mean to be brutal, but we've got
to tell Uncle Tim everything. He'll
know what to do,

Sir Timothy Fanshawe did know
what to do, but he kept his counsel.
Not even Richard knew what steps
his uncle was, taking. Outwardly
everything went on as usual, and

hi Carol d to play
her part. Far too soon for her, it
was Friday evening and everyone
was dressing for the dance. Thanks
to some hasty coaching from Rich-
ard, Carol could join in the danc-
ing, and she was always grateful
that she was dancing with him
when the light., went out. Someone
screamed, and Carol heard Sir
Timothy’s voice begging everyone
to stay where they were till lights
were brought.

* ‘S all right, Carol,”” whispered
Richard, gripping her firmly.
“Don’t panic.”

Almost at once the lights went
on again. At the same moment,
Mrs. Boffyn shrieked:

“My emeralds! They're gone.
It's a put-up job. Stop the thief.”

The house detective took the
floor, but before he could do more
than caution people not to leave
the room, the local inspector and
two constables came in.

“Search him,” ordered the In-
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spector, and the bogus house de-
tective was struggling in the grip
of the policemen before anyone had
time to realise what was happen-
ing.

“They’re here all right, sir, and
some pearls. Other trinkets, too. |
Probably collected upstairs, or |
handed over recently by some con-
federate.”

“Take him away and send Car-
son and Bentley in," ordered the
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The “Christ Flower”

One flower appears in most
homes at Christmas time — the
chrysanthemum you can imag-
ine that this is a natural happen-
other flowers at the end of Dee-
ember. Actually, the chrysanthe-
mum which means . “Christ
flower”, has its origin in the story
of the Saviour's birth.

It is said that the Wise Men,
when trying to locate the stable
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where Mary and the Child were
lying, saw a small starlike flow-
er at the side of the road. One of
them .stooped down to pluck it—
and as he did so. the stable door
opened, revealing the birthplace
of Christ.

That first chrysanthemum, was
it became known, was white. To-
day, -the flowers that grace our
Christmas festivities may be any
colour from blue to vivid orange,
proof of. the florist's art.

wife to come with me." he said.
““There are a few questions [ want
to ask you.”

“Why us?” demanded Sonia
Pritchard, angrily. “Haven't [ been
robbed, too? I want my sapphires,’

“All in good time, madam.”
| “My niece, she will be worried
.. ."” began the frightened woman,
but the Inspector cut her short.

i

“Lady Fanshawe will look after
| her. Come quickly, please.”

Lady Fanshawe did indeed look |
| after Carol. All the girl's physical |
handicaps appealed to her kind
heart and since Sir Timothy ap- |
preciated Carol’'s intelli e, and
Richard obviously welcomed her
;companlonship. the Fanshawes de-
cided to adopt her, not only for
Christmas, but for always.

‘““We are bona fide, my dear,”
laughed the judge, ‘‘and our ref-
erences will stand more investiga-
| tion than the Pritchards’, whose
| acquaintance with Lady Mortlake
was based on a manufactured
| school friendship. Matron has
| agreed to let you stay with us
| while the necessary formalities are
being completed, and then you shall
| be Carol Fanshawe. We've always
wapled a daughter, haven't we,
| my” dear?"’

- they’ll be singing part of
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music of Bach and Handel make
difficult listening — until Christ-
mas comes around. Then sudden:
ly, everybody starts singing and
hum ipg tunes by the two old
masters,

The reason for this is that both

Bach and Handel were church mu-
sicians. One of their tasks was to
compose songs for church congre-
gations to sing. They proved them-
selves masters o. beautiful, easily
followed melodies in their Christ-
mas music. Our most famous
Christmas oratories and tvarols
came from Bach and Handel.
_ "“How Brightly Beams the Morn-
ing Star” was composed by Bach
and his ‘“Christmas Oratorio” con.
tains the themes of several other
popular chorales.

In almost every town and village
in America this Christmas a
church choir will render at least
a portion of George Frederick
Handel's the ‘‘Messiah.”” When
carolers sing ‘“Joy to the World”
the
“Messiah” too, for that carol
comes from themes found in the
great oatorio. Handel also com-

myself, and I've never been wanted
before.”

“Shucks!"” cried Richard. “You
are O.K. and I'm all for this adopt-
ion. Being adopted for Christmas
is all right, but it's not a patch
on a Christmas adoption. You can
take my word for it.”

Music By Bach, Handel

For a great many people theposed the musical theme of ‘While
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Shepherds Watched Their Flocks.’

It is a strange fact, but both
Bach and Handel were born in
1685 lived for many years within
thirty miles of each other, and
never met. Yet today, the Christ-
mas music they wrote is sung by
men, women and children in count-

less churches of many faiths all
over the world.

The Christmas cake varies con-
siderably in different parts of Brit-
ain. In Northumberland and Dur-
ham, for instance, there is given to
the children a cake called a ”Yule;
Babby" of ‘“Yule Dough.” It con-

sent a figure with head arms and
bosy. Currents are set in its face
for eyes, and pieces of candied
peel represent nose and mouth,
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Holiday Cheer

To all our friends
and

CHRISTMAS GREETINGS
customers — may

AND
BRIGHT N 4 ) you enjoy the happiest
’ NEW YEAR holiday season ever!
DUVAR'S o
Monta ara
RADIO SERVICE gue 9e
MONTAGUE . MONTAGUE

For you—we spell out ou

MERRY CHRISTMAS
nd

a
HAPPY NEW YEAR
T0 ALL

BELLE'S

sists of dough flattened to repre-
wish for & bright and festive l

Yule season, and hope your
good health and good far-

tune will continue.. ..

MONTAGUE DAIRY

C. §. STEWART
Proprietor

DRESS SHOP

Montague

Mrs. L. H. Poole
Phone 68

“I can't say anything,” murmur-
ed Carol. “I'm so happy, because
I know you really want me for
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Yo Our Many
CUSTOMERS and FRIENDS
A JOYFUL CHRISTMAS
and a

HAPPY NEW YEAR

YUOZZO'S
BARBER SHOP

Merry Christmas

and
A Happy New Year
TO ALL

Preston D. MacLure
Electrical Contractor
Office next to Doug's

Service Station
MONTAGUE

J
N

TO ALL OUR CUSTOMERS
AND FRIENDS
A MERRY CHRISTMAS
and
A HAPPY NEW YEAR

Holiday Greetings

Among all the gentle joys
Christmas brings to everyone
We wish for you an extra
share
May the Yuletide Seasom Of peace and festive fun.
bring you every Joy .
and the New Year a
Fulfillment of Every Wish.

KING'S MILL
MONTAGUE

MacDOUGALL'S

BARBER SHOP
MONTAGUE

From Us

Te You

Good wishes without num-
ber to you and yours as the
‘happy feast of Christmas ap-
proaches. May it bless you
with peace and with lasting

A¢ Yuletide
Good Wishes
for & most
enjoyable
Christmas!

BROOKVIEW

Service Station
MONTAGUE

DOUG MacLAREN, PROPRIETOR

Joy.

JAMIESON'S
PHARMACY

MONTAGUE
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“Oh. Richard, 1T oughtn't to say|
this, because they've been awfully |
kind to me, but - well, 1 don't
like them very much."

“Neither do I, and it shows
your good taste. I believe they're
phoney.'”* Carol gasped.

“Oh, no,” she cried lnvolun-‘
tarily, “They must be all right|
or Matron wouldn’t have let me|
come here with them. Why,
they're friends of Lady Mortlake."

were staying here. He says Sir
Timothy was at the hotel in Surrey
when we made that big haul, and
he has an uncanny memory for
faces. I assured him we'd aged
at least twenty years in the two
that have passed since that night.
He was amused to hear you'd ac-
quired grey hairs and a big niece.
That last touch he thought excel-|
lent, though he grumbled a bit

lr;‘sp((-'ctor. crossing to Luke Prit- MONTAGUE
chard.
“I'd like you and your er - er -
GREETINGS! |

MONTAGUE COL

Our Sincere
Thanks For Your
lLoyal Patronage
This Past Year

D STORAGE LTD.

[

about the expense. But 1 assured |

him the repectability gained was/
worth it. He insists on our staying
and facing the music again.”
“Why? Haven't we done enough
of his dirty work? Oh, Luke, I
sometimes wish we'd been content
with small parts in the province.
Money isn’t everything.”

““You seemed to think so once,
and anyway, it's too late now to
back out. Judd's found just the
hap to double for Timpson and
e've only to suffer with the rest

ing if it's fine?"

That night, for the second time
since she had met the Pritchards,
Caro} could not sleep. She turned
and twisted, only to find herself
wider awake as the minutes pass-

“Perhaps i's the moon” she
muttered, sitting up. “I'll draw the
curtains and see if that helps.’
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May this Christmas be one ||
you will remember long with
hmncqlneucn. And may
the New Year be good io
you.

- BELL'S
SERVICE STATION

MONTAGUE |

HILCHEY & VANIDERSTINE
Furniture — Self Service Groceteria

MONTAGUE

GREETINGS!

To our friends and customers
at this merriest of Seasons.
May your Christmas Cheer
be the best ever and continue

throughout the New Year,

SEASON'S GREETINGS

To All Our Custo

With the passing of another
you our sincere appreciation
isting between us as well as
wishes for a Merry Christmas

New Year.

BUD'S AUTO ACCESSORIES

MONTAGUE

mers and Friends

year, we wish to express po
of the cordial relations ex-
to convey the season’s best

and Happy and Prosperous

We Hope Santa

s Good Te Yeul

We do hope you have an old-
Jashioned and delightfud
And may 1987
be & year of health and pros-

Christmas!

perity for you in all your

venlures,

McGOWAN MOTORS LTD.
MONTAGUE

/

PHONE 1272

PHONE 80

/

SHALL BE WITH YOU®

2 its Patroms

“THE GOD OF LOVE AND PEACE

THE HILLSIDE INN
(MONTAGUE)

Wishes to extend Warmest Greetings of the Holiday Season

’

and Friends,

MONTAGUE
GIILBERT

Greetings!

(,'irri.dnm.t means 3o many
things: @& gaily decorated
tree, brightly wrapped pack-
ages, & warm fire burning in
the fireplace, stockings being
hung for Santa Claus, be-
loved old carols ... but most

of all a spirit of love and
peace .. . the glorious mess-
age of that f[irst Christmas,
May all these joys be yours.

R. CLEMENTS

Best
Wishes for
a Moerry

Christmas!

« Taking this opportunity te express our keenest appreciation

of your good will and patronage. May the New Year fur-

ther our pledge to serve you to the utmost of our abilivy.

MacLEOD and GREENE
Plumbing & Heating

MONTAGUE
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