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Writers Works]ed. Suddenly she screamed. There, 
on the underside ot the pelt was a 
Forestry crest and Inside were the
Initials M. R. M------the very mark
Boulter’s had stamped on each pelt 
she had chosen almost two years 

In Port Gristle. There were

questioned but they seemed 
to know absolutely nothing about 
It. Agatha’s daughter was the only 
person outside of the guests tor tea 
who had come to the house all 
afternoon.

Margaret told Agatha she would 
have to get home or Jim would be 
terribly worried. She was afraid 
she was going to cry.

"I am going to hire a good pri
vate detective," Agatha told her. 
“I’m sure we can find your coat. I 
can't understand It, nothing like 
this has ever happened to me be
fore. That beautiful coat!” [ She, 
too, was close to tears.

Jim had dinner all ready when 
Margaret reached home. He seem
ed comparatively unperturbed but 
she was unable to eat." "Oh Jim,” 
she sobbed over her untouched din
ner, “the most beautiful thing I’ve 
ever had and you worked so hard 
to get it for me. It was your 
whole award!”

“Ton’ll get It back,” be reassur
ed her.

But Margaret didn't get it back. 
Agatha’s efforts were all to no 
avail. The coat had disappeared 
and even the city’s leading detec
tive agency could not find It.

By spring time, Margaret had 
got over the Idea of ever finding 
her coat. Jim rarely talked ot the 
beautiful matched skins she had 
worn only three times but she 
knew he was as sad over the loss 
as she.

The people of Port Gristle could 
not seem to do enough for the 
MacDonald's. All that summer 
they spent almost every week-end 
at the cottages of their friends. 
They were no longer strangers in 
town; Margaret and Jim were liv
ing the kind of life they had 
dreamed about back in Ramsay. 
Slowly the memory of the beaver 
coat ceased to trouble them and it 
became almost a myth, 
wouldn’t let him even think of buy
ing her another fur coat the next 
winter, so she bought a becoming 
tailor made English coat which 
Millicent Adams told her was ex
actly right tor her.

The next summer, for her birth
day, Jim told her that he Intended 
to take her to an out of town fur
rier’s to choose skins tor another 
fur coat. They went to a small 
shop in Rivie’re Verte where Jim 
was attending a convention. Mar
garet stated quite emphatically that 
she did not want another beaver 
coat but when the little French 
proprietor brought out some match
ed beaver skins, she weakened. 
Jim looked the pelts over while 
Margaret held a soft piece to her 
and stared into the mirror. “Just 
like my other one,” she murmur-

“Anything bulky would never go 
continued Eileen.

were

! In Bermuda,"
"Bob tried to talk me into getting 
mink. He says it’s so much richer 
but I already have my squirrel and 
when I could get a Jacket for next 
to nothing and beaver does look 
good . .

“I would certainly never buy 
furs in Bermuda,” announced Mil
licent Adams who arrived at that

(Continued from Pi 
owner attended-a deb 
our of her daughter, 
fare, like Margaret's, 
before the Insurance 
could send their agem 
the first premium.

It was Rev. BUI Cray 
indirectly responsible 
the lawyer the mlssln 
was having dinner w 
Hutchinson who wlshi 
tion him about the 
They talked of everyc 
been involved in the 
all and when dinner 
definite plan had begi 
late in the mind of thi 

One afternoon, a we< 
garet had just returne 
a bridge party at 
Stuart’s when Jim ar 
apartment breathless, 
coat,” he panted, 
wants us to come to 
once. I guess he has 
pretty well settled."

The lawyer loo 
strangely at Marg at 
they arrived. For. a 
puffed furiously on 
then he said, “I real! 
the one to do this. I 
lieve myself, Mrs. Ma 

Margaret was pal 
know who stole the ( 
terrupted.

"Yes and it seems it 
nh friend, Mrs. Down 

“Agatha!” Jim wai 
“Dr. Crayton told : 

day that no one here 
tie knew anything at 
so I decided to find 
things. It seems she 
with a certain Keith 
uow sells pelts to B

Writers Workshop
*

In this column are printed selected samples of the best from 
among the short essays produced by the students of Dr. Pacey s 
"Creative Writing" Class. They are selected on basis of the r 
quality and genuine representation of the students’ work. It Is 
hoped that they at once give notice to the creative talent at 
work on the campus, and add to the feature material that is 
carried In The Brunswiokan.

ago h
twelve matched beaver skins all 
bearing Jim’s forestry crest with 
her initials stamped across the 
logs in the centre. The 
Frenchman was aghast.

Jim’s colleagues at the conven
tion recommended a lawyer by the 
name of Hutchinson; they said he 
was renowned as a criminal inves
tigator. Within two days, the furs 

declared to be the ones sold 
to the MacDonalds by the expert 
at Boulter's. The little Rivie're 
Verte Frenchman who was thor
oughly scared at the thoughts of 
becoming involved in a legal en
tanglement cooperated in every 

he volunteered the names

little

moment.
“How do you think my sun-tan 

looks?" asked Eileen of no one in 
particular.

“Oh, is that what’s different 
about you," replied Millicent dryly, 
“I thought you’d bleached your hair 
again."

(Kay MacCallum)
hanced by flawless make-up. Her 
black hair, greying at the temples, 

waved becomingly off her

The long mournful whistle of the 
midnight train drifted through the 

window and awoke Margaret 
past four

werewas
face, accentuating her straight 
nose and arched brows.

Her black eyes bespoke shrewd- 
but they were overpowered

open
MacDonald. For the 
nights she had been awakened by 
the same sound; a sound that had 
become a symbol of liberation to 
her ever since Jim had received the 
government job in Port Gristle. 
After fourteen years, the MacDon
ald’s were leaving the Northwest

Eileen glared at Margaret as 
Millicent sat down beside her. 
Millicent talked to Margaret as if 
they were old friends; told her she 
intended to have her and Jim over 
to dinner very soon. “Agatha

Territories. Mrs. Adams was not so tall as . needn-t thing 8he is going to mono-
Fourteen long, uncertain years. Agatha and inclined to be stout. ponze you,” she laughed. Some-

She was stylishly dressed and how Margaret felt that Millicent 
rather pretty but did not have the wag scrutinizing every detail ot

friend, her clothing and make up just as 
she had on Sunday morning.

Next to Agatha, Margaret liked 
Constance Stuart best. She was 
the wife of the editor of the "Port 
Cristie Daily Star" and was her
self the editor of the women’s 
page. After tea, she told Margaret 
that she would like to do an article 
on some of her experiences in the 
North.

ness
by the warmth of her smile. She 

wearing a silver mink coat 
perfect for her

was
which seemed way;

and whereabouts ot his agents. 
The lawyer accompanied Jim and 
Margaret back home.
Downe was the first to be told ot 
the good news. She was overjoyed. 
The day after their return she In
vited them and Lawyer Hutchin
son to dinner. She showed him 
through the house, where the coat 
had been and told him all she knew 
about, the ladies who had been at 
the fateful tea. She told him the 
same three servants were still

beauty.
Agatha

thought Margaret as she shivered !•: 
the quiet chill of the night. Jim 
had taken her to Ramsay

Somehow the thoughts of 
wilderness

gracious manner of her 
Margaret felt uncomfortably that 
she was appraising her critically 
and she was relieved v-hen Mrs. 
Adams ended their talk of the 
Northwest Territories abruptly, 
telling Agatha that they should be 
on their way.

The following Wednesday morn
ing, about ten-thirty, Margaret’s 
house work was interrupted by a

as a
bride.
leaving the northern 
made up for their hard times, 
everything was behind them now; 
they were leaving in ten days. 
There was a twenty-five hundred 
dollar award awaiting Jim for his 
vâhrabiè research, plus a grant 
equivalent to six months’ salary to 
establish them in Port Cristie.

Winter had already set in when 
they arrived on the first of Decem
ber. They had sold most of their 
furniture so the Immediate task 
was to furnish their five room 
apartment. Margaret was sewing 
drapes on her new electric ma
chine when Jim arrived at the 
apartment waving his award check. 
She examined it almost reverently 
and said, "We’ll save it for build
ing our home, won’t we, Jim?"

Jim smiled mysteriously. “Put on 
your old ’coon coat, dear,” he said, 
"it’s cold out and we’re taking a 
ride on the street car. I’ve got 
something to show you."

After fourteen years away from 
heavy traffic, Margaret felt con
fused and dizzy when Jim hurried 
her off the car and towards a large 
store. She scarcely noticed the 
rich display of fur coats in the 
window. But Jim stopped directly 
in front ot a glassed-in platinum 
blonde mannikin wearing a magni
ficent Canadian beaver coat. 
"That’d look good on you, Marg," 
he said.

with her.
"Sophie, the cook," she said, “has 

been with me for twelve year». 
I’ve had Maxine and Amy for near
ly five. They’re sisters and mar
vellous workers. They’ve certain
ly never given me any reason to *e- 
lleve they are dishonest.”- 

The lawyer visited the detective 
agency that Agatha had hired to 
find the coat. They had an Ac
curate record ot the interviews 
with each lady who had been at tea 
on the day the coat was stolen. 
The facts they had concerning the

what

phone call.
"This is Agatha Downe calling," 

she heard. “I’m having a dozen ot 
friends over for tea this after- 

1’d like you to meet them, 
Margaret. Could I pick you up 
about three? They won’t be com
ing till four or after and we can j 
chat awhile. I’ll drive you home | 
again."

Margaret was overwhelmed, she 
had certainly never expected 
Agatha Downe to go out of her 
way to be friendly tcu her! On 
week days when Jim worked in the 
afternoon he didn’t come home to 
lunch, so she left him a note on 
the kitchen table. Agatha arrived 
just before three o’clock. She 
looked even more stunning than 
Margaret had remembered her.

Her home was large and taste
fully furnished. She showed Mar
garet through before the other lad
ies arrived. She told her she had 
designed everything herself from, 
the patterns in the heavy window 
drapes to th-efurniture in the Chi
nese style bedroom which her eigh
teen-year-old daughter Betty occu
pied.

Throughout the tea, Margaret 
could not help but marvel at 
Agatha. It was plain to be seen 
that she was a natural leader 
among her friends. She was 
charming from her neat hair-do to 
her stylish bronze kidskin pumps.

them

Barbara Colltngs Interjected that 
she thought a report of Eileen’s 
trip to Bermuda would make more 
attractive reading in the winter.

“I’ll leave that to the fashion 
columnist,” smiled Constance.

Eileen laughed harshly.
Katharine Small, a tall, pale 

woman who scarcely spoke a word 
throughout the tea was the first 
lady to leave. She said she had to 
give two music lessons right after 
dinner.
afterwards that Mr. Small had died 
two years before and Katharine 
had-returned to teaching music in 
order to put her son through Med 
school.

By five o’clock the ladies had 
nearly all left. Millicent Adams 
was the last to leave, telling Mar
garet she’d be giving her a call 
soon. Agatha asked Margaret if 
she would stay and mark the hem 
in her new cocktail dress. Mar
garet found herself completely be
witched by her hostess and at a 
quarter to six she reluctantly an
nounced that she would have to re
turn home to get dinner for Jim.

There were soft rose coloured 
lights" burning in Agatha’s room. 
She went to the bed to get her coat 
and for a moment she felt her 
eyes had deceived her. There was 
nothing on the bed except a rather 
moth eaten old beaver coat. 
“Agatha.” she called downstairs, 
“I can’t find my coat."

| They looked everywhere and 
then Agatha phoned every lady 
who had been there that afternoon 
but everyone said she had her own 
coat. The two maids and the cook

my
noon.

She
Icoincided withwomen

Agatha had told him. Each la4y 
held a respected place in the com
munity.

Agatha told Margaret YOU CAN'

RELAXThrough the police files and var
ious other sources, he obtained a 
record of every fur coat that had 
been reported stolen for the past 
ten years in Port Cristie and with
in a radius of thirty miles. Every 
stolen coat that had been bought 
at Boulter's had been worth at 
least a thousand dollars. There 
were records of coats that haul 
been stolen from the lockers ot 
nurses and university students; a 
sixty-five hundred dollar mink had 
been stolen from the check room 
at the Blue Heron Club; a sable 
stole had disappeared while the 

(Continued on Page Seven)
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"Well, maybe someday, dear, we

5X“Today," interrupted Jim. Come 
on In and we’ll look at skins."

“Jim MacDonald! 
taken leave of your senses? Of all 
the things we can't afford right 
now!"

“I got a new top coat, didn’t I?
And you've been wearing that old She got Margaret to tell 
'coon ever since our first winter up all about her life in the Northwest 
north." Territories as if she were a hero-

"It still keeps me warm. Be- ine. 
sides, you’ve got an important job 
and 1 . . . well, I don’t need a new 
coat ... at least, not a fur one."

Jim took her band. "I want the 
best for you, Marg, I always have.
Up to now I've been pretty poor 
and you haven’t said a word.
We’re taking this check and get
ting you a fur coat. If you won't 
choose the skins, 1 will."

There were tears in Margaret’s 
eyes as she followed Jim into the 
fur shop.

Have you

YOU ARE ALWAYS WELCOME AT

HERBY’S MUSIC STORE
306 Queen Street

FREDERICTON’S BRIGHT AND CHEERY MUSIC CENTRE 1Among the ladies at tea that 
afternoon were the nucleus of Port 
Cristie society. There was Eileen 
Davis, the short attractive blonde 
who burst into the gathering with 
a glowing account of the recent 
two weeks she and her husband 
had spent In Bermuda. She seem
ed annoyed when Agatha told her 
she could tell them all about It 
after they’d discussed the North
west Territories with Margaret.

Then there was Barbara CoUings 
the aloof wife of Port Gristle’s 
leading doctor. She seemed bored 
by the whole affair.

“Really, Agatha." she said, “you 
couldn’t have picked a worse day 
for a tea-party. I bad to cancel 
two appointments."

Agatha, gracious as always, said, 
"Rut l thought today would be the 
best day wher you're leaving for 
the South the first of the week. 
And I knew you’d want to meet 
Margaret."
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Afo? On the Campus/
The man who smokes a pipe 

rates high with the Campul 

Queens . . . especially when 

liriBdr he smokes PICOBAC

You'll find the fragrance of 

PICOBAC is as pleasing to others 

as it is mild and cool for you.

Two weeks later, on a snowy 
Saturday morning. Boulter Fur
riers delivered Margaret’s new Ca
nadian beaver coat to her. She 
was standing in front of the living 
room mirror with It on when Jim 
came home to find no lunch ready.

"Keep it on," he told her. "I’m 
taking you down to the Cambrian 
Room for lunch."

!..
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Sunday morning, the sun shone 
brightly, making tiny dazzling dia
monds on the surface of the newly 
fallen snow. Jim glowed with 
pride as Margaret put on her shim- Colllngs. “Reg says he can’t leave

for a couple of weeks and I want 
to be home for Christmas, so I de
cided we wouldn’t go, We’ll have 
to be content with a report of the 
Davieses’ trip to Bermuda.

fM
"The trip’s all off,” said Mrs.

i|l
-v ?!mering new coat for church. The 

minister of Central United Church, 
Dr. Bill Crayton, had been Jim’s 
room-mate during their senior year 
at college.
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Picobac
g ALSO GOOD FOR ROLLING YOUR OWN

After the service, Bill introduced “Bermuda has it all over Flor- 
Margaret and Jim to a good many ida," said Eileen. "Honestly, Bar- 
of the congregation. After they bara, you’ve never lived till you’ve 
had gone, the three friends linger-! been there. And the styles! I 
ed in the vestibule talking to two picked up a beaver jacket that goes 
of the leading women ot the beautifully with my new rust suit." 
church; Agatha Downe, an influ- “Oh, is that the magnificent 
entlal widow and her best friend, matched beaver up there on 
Millicent Adams, the wife of a Agatha’s bed?" asked one of the 
prosperous banker. Agatha was tall ladies.
and slender, and very regal in her "Why that’s Margaret's," said 
bearing. She had fair skin en- Agatha enthusiastically.
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PLAIN ENDS—V 
CORK TIP

PICOBAC is Burley Tobacco - the coolest, mildest tobacco ever grew*


