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AFTER READING the firat two of &
- siries of articles by Hugh Tem
of the Fempus Nows Racoxd,
has recenily returned from a months’
visit to England, where he represented
the Weekly Newspapers Assocliation i
& groun of twelve Oanadlan writen
who wereé guesis of the Britlsi Govern-
ment. wewe concluded that umlike
many other writers that have mude
that trip he can stlll write In an in-
terestine manner. S0 many aother
writers seemed in have “lost then

‘cunding at writing after visiting Eng-)

Innd. Even the nrticlas by Dorothy
Thompseon are not nearly as inderest-

they were prior Lo her visit ta
th land. When Hugh first an-

there | we wondered If he too would

»his Intentlon of golng over
.. Jose that Inferesting manner that he

wees in his writings or descriptions, but
we need not have worrled.. Hugh
seemns to have that happy knack that
must apneal to about 99°% of his read-
ers. It Iz gquite an achievement belng
able to Interest the common people
whenr there are so many of them, a»
Lincoln, wasn't 1t, used to say. Hugh
seems to take the reader right along
with him all the way there and back
and well be looking forward to read-
fng the whole szeries. -
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THE WERITER, that wrote about the
“Chill November days being the
saddest of the vear” would be all
wet in this' 1941 November, wouldn't
he? -Of course November sill brings
along the odd chilly- daw-but -}t weould
be difBcult to beat the \weather of this
month. this year., FEfen If the .0dd
_day In the fall iz a lttle chilly it -is
& verv nice time of the year., The
harvest has &Il been gathered In and
the larder Is full of all those nlce
thing= that nature, along with the co-
pperation of the larder owner, 21as pPro-
vided. The evenings are a litile lon-

An the alr makés one feel like plich-
and doing something extra,
o000l weather comes along we ab-
ways think that It wea & mistake
cordwood and bucksawa wand out ot
fanhion. The chap that never op-
2rated a bucksaw In dry cordwood has
missed something worthwhile. An-
other November chore that has gone
out of date Is the “Banking of the
house.” Tt wsed to be &8 reqular prac-
tice to pile earth armound the bmse-
ment walls on the outside of course,
in the fall to help keep ‘the frost out
ol the cellar. Perhaps aouses are bullt
better today or agnin maybe there-are
more furnaces in the basement now-a-
days than used to be the chse, or agnin
maybe Jack Prost is losing out’In his
severity bouts. Anyway the job of
banking up the house ls out-of-da‘e

today. -
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WITH DECEMBER just around  the
corner and the Christmas season
not s¢c far away we wonder If we

couldn't persuade the broadcasting sta-

tions to give us some Christinas carols
earlier than they usually do. We
never seem to get endflgh of the

Christmas muslec on the radio. No

doubt there is & large demand for

time on the air at Christmas, due to
extra business, however, it should be
possible to feature Chilstinas mush
instead of some of that so-called music
that we seem to get so mubth of, No
doubt the broadcasting stations . find
it difficult to suit all tastes but 1t does
seem Impossible to get the
program that we want at times.,” Maost
of the Christmias musle is far too
nice to be only used at the one- sea-
son of the year anyway. Somehow,
with "the world st engaged In war,
we don't think that we could gel loo
much Christimas muslc.
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THE FOLLOWING verse, the author
of which is unknown, oouwld be
entitled *“The Renter'sﬁl.ﬂment..:'

' : ;

. I am hungry,

Bulld me a ho
For the sight off a dog In the lane,

kind of]

For the st of 2 light In the win-
dow at night,
And the song of a roof in the rain,

Builld md a home, I am lonely,

Lonely for a chimney and cat,

I've beeny about, and I've found out,
Life is \lgb big for a flat.

Puild me a homa In a garden,

With myv window flush with the lawn,

Where life overflows on the heart of
a TOs2, ~

Where birds wake me up at dawn,
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The Women's Institute held a euchre
party at the home of Mr. and Mrs.
F. Bhelbourne on November 21, to
ralse funds for pheir war work. Beven
tables were played, high scores falling
to Mr. E. Miller with Mrs. Gowdy ana

Mr. Jymieson tled.

Hons went
to Messrs. Bteve Norrie d John
Bcott,. The guests uded) Mr., and
Mrs. B. Wriglit, Mr. ell,
Mrs. Osburf, My, Mrs. W Bhel-
bourne, Miss Bertha Sh ume, Mrs,

A. HIll, Master Fred Hill, Mr. and
8. Kirkpatrick and family, Mr. and
Mirwm 8 Norrie and famlly, Mr. Jach
Davis. Mr. and Mrs. John Scott, Mr.
Harold Scott. Mr. Arthur ‘Knowles,
Mrs, O. Post, Mrs. W. Mitchell, Afiss
Doris Mitchell, Mr. and Mrs. Jamle-
som. Master David McVey, Mr. and
Mrs. E. Miller, Mrs. J. Ellerbw, Mr. and
Mrs. W. Gowdy, Messrs, Joe and Russel]
McDonald, Mr. and Mrs. A. W. Ben-

lon., Mr, Ritchie Benton, Master en

Scott.

The ladles completed aonther qualt
for bomb victims at Mrs. Miichell'’s on
Wednesday.

Visitors with Mrs. R. Lane over the
week end Included: Mr, and Mrs. E.
Morrow. Mr. Arthur Lane. of Toron-
to. Mr. and Mrs. R. Packer, George-
LowT.

Miss Winnifred Ivens.. of Toronto,
and Mr. Bill Newton, of Malton, spent
the week end with Mrs. Gale and the
Newtlon's.

Miss Helen Mills, of Toronio, visit-
rd Miss Ruth Norton over Sunday. #

We'll be glad to tell you bow

easy it is to change to "blue coal'.

You'll be glad, to0, t0 escape worry and
uncertuinty. Enjoy wow and all winter long the
uvaoequalled comfort and heating satisfaction

Mrs William Lane .

iT'he Detroit Sunday Times th's week

| Buried Here

Funeral services wére held last
Thursday for Mrs, William Lane, who
passed away Iin Peel Memorial Hospi-
tal, Brampton, on Tuesday, Novembe-
18th, after a short iliness,

Mra. Lane. who was 81 years of age,
was born Barah Ann Wilkott, in Hur-
on County. Her only surviving rela-
tives are n sister, Mrs. Thomsas Schenk,
and a niece, Mias Sarah Ann Will-
ocoit, bdth of Balmoral, Manitoha. Bhe
Wiy Dpredeceased by her husband 1o

home on Queen Street.

Rev, C. C, Cochrane, of Knox Pres-
byterlan Church, was in charge of the
service, which weas held froamm the home
of H. C. McOlure, Manle Avenue, Tn-
terment was in Greenwood Cemelery,
Georgetown. ;

BLUE'!

Vaughn Monroe, America’s young
lavorite new bandleander, selects a
tune thrill of the year .. . “And So It
Erded” . . . as Weekly Bong it No.
6 . . . complete with WORDS and
MUSIC . . . in this coming Sunday's
Issue of The Detrolt Sunday Times.
Don't miss it. Youll love it' Get

ind everv week for a NEW song hit.

—If vou haven't been one of the
lucky ones, get your order in now for
vour Personal QGreeting Cards. Our
samples are the best yet.

Treasurer's Sale

Land for Taxes

Town of Georgetown
County of Halton

TO WIT: T e

B‘f'\’mut-,‘w-:ﬂntmt
the Mayor of the Town of Georgetown,
bearing date of the 14th day of July,
1841, & sale of lands In arrears of taxes
iIn the Town
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the list of lands for sals for
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1916 and a sofi 1A 1804. She had iived |-
alone for -a number of years at harﬂ?f

Gay took 'm cigarette from a bhox
on the table. Todd, seated in a
chair beside the hearth, snapped a
lighter. John, standing, half leaning
against the chimney, struck a match
Both made a8 movement toward her.

“*Thank you, but never mind." Her
bright straineds.glance went f{rom
one to the other. She rose from
the couch. "‘'I'll do it my way. They
taste better.'” She held the cigarette
over the lamp chimney until its tip
glowed red. "Do you remember,
Todd? I learned that trick at Tory
Wales' camp, the week-end we were
there and a storm cut off the elec-
tricity.""

“Tory knows plenty of tricks.”
Todd sat back in his chair. By
the way, she’'s going to marry her
Englishman.”

Do you hunt here?' Todd asked
John, breaking a lengthening si-
lence,

“Not often, now,” John replied
civilly. "I used to when I was
school. That head there on the wall
wus my fArst trophy."

“It's a good one.”” Todd rose,
walked across the room to examine
the deer head on the wall. John
joined him. They talked of hunt-
ing, diflidently at first and then with
Inereasing interest.

Yes, Todd was atlractive. He
wore his well-cut clothes with a non-
chalant wir and his manner, even
tn this difficult situation, was poised,
considerate, assured. In compari-
son John seemed a little clumsy,
cdiffident, unsure. What was it in
Inrfy that aroused a more devastat-

He sat erect, stured at her a9

though she were a stranger. “Don"$ .
you know—haven't you known what

it's meant to me?*

“But it was all ,so—casual’

*1 thought you wanted it that way.
You've always ridiculed sentiment.
I was glad that'you wanted & chureh
wedding. Not thaj I've enjoyed the
clatter and fuss. ut I wanted you
to want all the old enchantments.
Something old and something ne
Isn't that the way It goes? And
choir-boys apd brides-maids. and
confetti. 1 wanted us to do all the
silly things people used .to before
Jromance and sentiment went out of
style. 1 thought that after we were
married—""

“How Yitle I've known you,” she

“marveled.

"“And how little I've known vow.
You've rever spoken of this place,
of Joh I had no idea that whess
he Ear:z')n your debutante party,

T ’ .
“How little I've known vyou,” she
marveled. :

you, he—Kate told me wyou' didn’t
expect him to be here when you
came—How long have you known
nmg Gay?

“Since 1 was fifteen. Since the
sutnmer [ spent here with Uncle
John.™

- —

ol taxes has been prepared
sajid list may be seen at the
pal Office, Georgetown, and
list is being publshed in Th
Gazetle on Septemnber
insertion only.

of the world's finest anthrecite. Phone us today.
al.lﬂu to “THE SHADOW" " —Rodio"s Maiter Datactive.

‘ng emotion than, in all the yvears of
the knowing him, she had ever flelt [er
= Todd? Her eyes moved aleng W
1941, back of his leather jacket to his
2 vrisp dark hair. One lock, blatant-

*Then that's the answer. ['ve
known all along  that yvou weren't
az certain as | was.”

"l tried. Forgive me—Oh, what
rmust you think of me?™

B
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w. H. Kentnér & Son
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THE COAL YOU CAN DEPEND ON

rgetown purchase
sald lands for which the smount of-

6th,
Notice 1s also given that it i
intention of the Councll of. the 1
of Geo to any of

fered does not cover the taxzes and

cosls thereon,

Dated this 3nd day of September,
) P. B. HARRIBOXN,

13t

THE TERM of 1941 permits and licenses has been extended
to January 31st, 1942, after which date they will be invalid
and those operating with them subject to the penalties“pro-
vided. There will be no further extension of their term.

_Preserve fnu}j 1941 plates. Do not destroy or throw them
. away. During the first two weeks of February they will be
collected through Gasoline Service Stations by The Canadian

ONTARIO

1942 MOTOR VEHICLE PERMITS
AND DRIVERS’ LICENSES

will be available

DECEMBER Ist, 1941

Red Cross Society. .

Neveniber 26th, 1941

Secure yours early and avoid the usual rush of thelast few
weeks., |

For your convenience, permits and licenses are issued through
the offices of 191 agents located throughout the Province.
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rwvse, do vou, that I'd Jet vou face
"he—cataclysm alone?
“uromise 18 8 promise and 1jyou—"'

¥, il

. Tedli. <2
"_'ﬂ.:ﬁf_ you'll ekfuse me,”” heé  said

ly waving, stood erect at the crown
of his head. Looking at it her brief
resentment melled and in the emo-
tion which swept through.her fur-
ther comparison was impossiige.
John'! she called silently, John! °
He turned as though she had spo
ken his name aloud., His expression
softened. His mouth quivered. His
thin dark face brightened at what-
cver it was he read in her eyes.
Their long glance asked and an-
sweted before. he turned again to

very courteously, *'I'll go out and
get in some wood.™

““Can I help you?" Todd asked.

“*No, thank you.” Joha, picked up
the wood-basket and went out of
the room.

Silence followed. Gay tossed her
cigaretie into the fire.” Todd walked
to the hearth, stood looking at Gay
through the lamplight. Her eyes
rested on her hands, clasped tightly

in her lap.

“It's pleasant here.” he said, ptﬂ-l
vntly.

“*Yes, isn"t it?*"

“"Have yofi rested?"”

.lﬂh* }'ES_.r

“You look very well.”

- "I'm feehing—"" She glanced up at
mim. “Tpdd—" she said and was
silent.

* “I know all about it, Gay,'' he said
steadily. "You love him. You want
to be {ree."

She nodded, then cried softly,
*Todd dear, I'm so sorry.”

His composure was shaken. An
expression of pain darkened his
bright hazel eyes. "“What is it?" he
asked in a low strained voice. "*“What
have I done or not done?"’

“*Nothing. Come, sit here,"” she
said gently. “You look so tired.*

He sat beside her on the couch
His head dropped back against the
cushions. His eyes closed. She took
his hand, ran her fingers across the
smooth tanned BEkin, the slender
fingers.” Presently he opened his
cYes. "

““Dan’t think I came to interfers.”

ne said. “"Kate called me—was 1t
last night? T feel as though I'd lived
3 full life-time since then ard died
1nd—been buried.™

1. supposed Kate had. She's
‘voked sq guilty all day. 1 don't
are. except for you. I—we had in-
ended 1o leave for ‘home today but
here were repairs to be done on
‘he car.*

W

‘Kate and 1."*°

He =at forward.
. *Then you aren't—?"

“U'm going home You don’t sup-

Besides, a

“No!" His quick protest hrought
ber to a stop. "‘God. no!' I don™
wantl you to marry me from a sense
of duty or pity or kindness.” He
bent forward, his face in his hands.
“But Gay, dear, why couldn't yi
have—"" '.

“*Did it—does it mean so much to

He took her hands in his, looked
at her steadily, very seriously. “'I've
ilways thought vou were the lovell-
o5t person I've ever known. It's the
nabit of a lifetime. 1 can’t break
it now.'"

Tears streamed down over her
cheeks She made no attempt to
check them.

“I want you to know." she sald,
“that I feel toward you now, at
his moment, just as [I've.always
elt. This—this thing that has hap-
iened hasn't changed it. [ love you
as my best and my dearest—
‘riend.””

“But you love John more?"

she nodded. *'I'm so sorry,” she
cried pityingly *'I'm too fnn;l of
vou to tell you less than the truth.'”

He laid her hands gently in her
lap, rose, walked to the fire-place,
stood with his back to her, lighting
4 cigarette. When he turned, his
face was peaceful.

1 like him, you know."" He smiled

wearlly through the smoke from the -

cigarette. ““That put me at a dis-
advantage. 1 can’t offer to knock
his head off. 1 couldn’t anyway.
He's bigger than I am. It's all
right, Gay."

*Is 1t?"" Her wvoice was wistful.
'I'm so0 fond of you. [ think of rid-
ing our ponies together and Miss
Kitty's dancing class and your first

sail-boat and tea-dances and foot-

hall games and skiing and house
oarties at Princeton.”

His smile wavered. “"And it doesn't
Ao any good?"

Her eyes fell away from his face,
less peaceful now, drawn with (g-
"1gue and pain.

“1t only makes me more certain,*”
she said scarcely audibly.

He drew a long shaken breath,
"Well, that's that " Glancing up she

.»aw the corners of his lips lift in a

duficult smile., T should say, now,
‘n a husky voice byl with a smile,
hat I'll always love you, little girl,
iivd iff you ever need me or want
ne—"" His vouee altered. “I do s8Yy
i, Gay. I've had considerable ex-
werichce getting vou out of scrapes.
f you ever need me—""

“You're a dear, Todd

He flung the cigarette into the
fire, went to the couch, dro
down beside her, drew her close In
a8 strong embrace.

“‘Gay, darling, can't you®"" his lips
~hispered against her cheek.

She put aside his eager arms.
Her hands lifted to his face. Her
eyves met his, bright, now, with =
sort of despairing hope that moved
her to pity, gentleness, poignant re-
gret, L

“Todd. Todd, darling,' she said.
“I wish I could.”™

I wish—""

Gay opened the kitchen door,
stepped outside, closed the door cau-
liously. John's figure detached it—
self Trom shadows at the edge of
the clearing. She ran to meet him
coming to meet her. His arms
caught her, lifted her, set her feet
nn the ground. e

vou?™ r_;ht_as-il:ba'ﬁ:nndeﬁnglr. R

T hoped you would come.” he
<amd, his ling gea‘~-* her chesk.
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