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The true sentiment of
your gift of gifts is reflected

in its' careful selection . .. It
finds perfect expression in a Bridal Wreath
matched set. For here is a complete perfection
in diamonds of glorious beauty . . . guaranteed
for color, cut, brilliance and flawless quality.
Here toois real value for “love on a budget.”
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Feature-Lock™ set in
dainty heart design

ABOARD H. M. C. 8. CAYUGA
JFF WEST COAST OF KOREA,
tov. 22—(CP)—The Canadlan des-
royer Cayuga sank ‘& mine today
n the approaches to the busy West
torea port of Inchon. A troopship

and a hospital ship were about to
move through the area when
mine was sunk by gunfire.
ST. JOHN’S Nfld, Nov. 22—(CP)
—A group of New York financiers
is considering possbilities of a new

the | Lake Melville in Labrador,

water inlet.)

paper mill in the general area of
it was
learned from a reliable source here
today. (The Goose Bay air base is
at the end of Lake Melville, a salt

By Temple Balley

——

“I have been,” Vicky sald, “but
T smelled smoke and came down.”
Elinor said, “It was the fireplace.”
“I'll go upstairs now,” said Vicky.
“I'm tired.”

Francis stopped her with a
motion of his hand. “No, Sit down,
Vicky. I'm glad I found you here.
I want to talk about Anne.”
“Yes?” But Vicky did not sit

down.

“I've been wondering it you and
she might not like a winter in the
south of France?”

Elinor, who had been leaning
back .idly in her chair surveying
the toe of her slipper, sat up. “What
do you mean, Francis?”

“Oh, every girl ought to have a
year abroad after she leaves school.
And this is as good a time as any.”

Elinor's faced darkened, “Tell the
truth, Francis. Why are you send-
ing Anne to France?”

He was honest. ‘T want to get her
away.”

From me?”

“‘From both of us—if you will
have it — and the life we lead.”

“What's the matter with the life
we lead?”

“You know as well as I. It's good
enough for you and me, perhaps.
We've made our beds and we've got
to lie on them. But it isn't good
enough for Anne. So far she hasn't
been spoiled by it, but it will get
her in the end. And beside’s there's
Garry.”

“What's the matter with Garry?”

“Nothing—as Garry. But a lot as
Anne's husband.”

Elinor's laugh was irritating.
“You're locking the barn after the
herse is stolen.”

him?"”
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“Why not? She was out with him
for hours tonight in the moonlight.”

Francis spoke sharply, “Vicky,
did you let her?”

Vicky did not answer at once
when she spoke her calm voice
.| showed no sign of perturbation.
“You can trust Anne. And may I

sending her away?”

“Of ccurse.”

I think if Anne goes at all, she
should go with her mother.”

They stared at her.

“With me?”’ Elinor asked, amaz-

“Do you mean,” Francis demand-
ed, “that you are separating your-
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“You mean she's in love with

say somthing about your plan for

“yes”
“But why with Anne?”
“Anne loves her. And it will give

her time to think.”

“Elinor?”

“Yes.”

“But where will you go, Vicky?”

“To my home on the ([Eastern
Shore.”

“Some day you must have a home
o. your own.” .

Vicky gave a little laugh. “Your
wife has just been telling me that
love and life have passed me by,”
she said.

‘““The more fools the men!” Then,
after a pause, “What will Anne say?
She won't let you go, Vicky.”

“She will when I tell her.”

“What will you tell her?”

“That her mother needs her.”

‘You think,” Francis asked tense-
ly, “that it isn't too late?”

She spoke with a certain serene
confidence.

“Sometimes life works out our
problems for us.”

‘What a fatalist you are!”

She smiled wistfully. “Perhaps it
isn't fatalism. Perhaps it is faith.
And don't worry about Arnine. 8he's
a strong little thing,® with all her
softness.”

She saw his face quivering with
deep emotion. “I worship her,” he
said. “She’s the one lovely thing
in this rotten world.”

She had no words for that, and
she left him standing by the fire,

hs eyes on the dying flames.
Meanwhile the man in the mea-
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dow had nct found sleep under the
stars. There had been so much to
think about. But when he was al-
ways thinking, thinking, Trying to
find a way out for himself. And
there was no way.

It had been an enchanting ad-
venture with that child in the
moonlight. A rare moment to tuck
away in one's memory. And that
was all, Yet it things had been dif-
ferent he would have tried to see
her again—to savor once more her

exquisiteness, He had not thought ful to see her do it— “We can al-

there was such & girl in this mod-
ern world. She had recalled to his
mind the painting of Bouguereau
that he had seen in a Baltimore
gallery of a young maiden with a
lamb in her arms. “Innocence” was
the name in the catalogue, Well,
she was like that—virginal, with a

curious touch of vividness.

ways go back to the house, Garry,
but we can't always have coffee in
the meadow.”

(To be Continued)

NEW YORK, Nov. 22 — (AP) —
A Long Island passenger train,
jammed with U.8. Thanksgiving eve

For she had not been without| SpTonuierS, crashed info the “rear

spirit. She had set that young cub

of another tonight and police said
at least 50 persons were killed.

in his place. It had
self from Anne? You can't do that!” place. It had been delight-

“Only for a time.”
“But why, Vicky?” - !
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want to go away. I've planned my
winter—and Anne'’s, And what does
it matter if she marries Garry?
He has money and good looks, and
worships the ground she walks on.”

“He worships himself, Elinor. An-
ne would be just an addition to his
other possessions.”

“Aren’t most wives just that?”
Elinor’s hands went out in a little
gesture of impatience. “And if 1o
{en't Garry, it will be somebody else.
Anne’s had a half dozen men cal-
ling up for dances with her to-
morrow night at Betty Lanvale's
party.”

“I don't like the Lanvales. They're
a rackety set.”
“Darling, their grandfathers had
grants from the king!” There was a
hint of mockery in her tone. “Who
are we to sit in judgment on
them?”
“That's just it, Elinor, Anne's too
good for all of it.”
“What's good enough for me is
good enough for Anne. Oh, I'm too
tired to argue, Francis, I'm going
to bed.” She stood up, slender and
shining in her pink and silver.
Her husband, his eyes on her
shining slimness, said abruptly, “I
thought you were wearing black
when I left.”
“I was, but I hate black.” She
threw the words over her shoulder
as she left him, but when she reach-
ed the threshold she turned. “We
had a rotten game, I suppose it's
useless to ask you for any more
money?”
“I gave you all T could spare.”
8he shrugged her shoulders and
went slowly up the stairs.
Left alone in the library with
Vicky Francis said, “She put on
that dress for David?”
Vicky had no reply for that. But
after an interval in which she star-
ed into the fire she said, “Some-
times things are not so serious as
they seem. And if you will only
send her away—"
“Elinor?”
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What other gift would cost you
s0 little and still be so appreciated?
The Treasure Box is typical of Moirs
unexcelled quality and flavour—
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a veritable treasure-trove of choice,

enchanting centres; every single one hand-
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chocolate. For the finest in chocolates,
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who departed this life
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MRS. JOHN WILLIAM BRADLEY
Died November 24, 1949.
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: Family,

Peot of Gold—A swperb
assortmént of jvicy, red
cherries, crisp nutmeats, tangy creams
and other tempting pleces—all
richly coated with Molrs XXX
cthocolate, 1 Ib.. 1.75.
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In loving memory of our dear
grandfather, James Leard, who
passed away November 24th, 1849.
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