j B 'beuutmuuy dec-"
“opated house, the
falling

gently
snow, the brisk at-

‘“yjsosphere, the hur-|
.1, “And- the expect-
" {og of loved ones,

evidenced the pres
ence of Christmas.

?’ llal'ry lmxghbez' and hurrled steps as-

sured. Mrs, Bearfoot that her adered
. monr-and daughter had arriyed
“Hello, mother, a Merry Christ-
.. mmsl" .shouted Rose and Wayne.
“'fon've hemd about Bdith, mother, 8o
ghe 1s. ~ I know -you'll love her;
dtth does, and T'm about to. Shake
ids. with mother, Edith,” continued
syne, excltedly.
' "%Y¥es, we are so giad to have vou,
. ‘X!n Parrow,” sald Mrs. Bearfoof, as
< wbe shook hands with Edith.
#pPhank you. T am delighted to be
«m and to know yon. What a thyill
having! T'm wild about Oklahoma.
- and Wayne think they have a
i 'ﬂoh! on me becauge I thonght all those
" i} wells were windmills.”
%Yoy, mother,” . interrupted Wayne,
th said, "How all these windmills
wemind one of Holland "
. #Qh, well, X shall be all the wiser
”mﬂaen I réturn to Chicago. I'm anxious

‘r gewesall the Indlans Rose and Wayne

Mavé told me about. Ave they joking
e dbout. that, too? I hope so, for 1
, im mortally afrald of Indlans, but of
odorse ihe g(mrnment keeps them
“gunrded”
. ¥¥es, Edmx. it I niny eall you
i th?” and she. caught the twinkle In
{her son's eye. + “The:, Indlans need
~watehing ;- they are- conhing. Wayne
‘s good athlete. and will see that yon
e not- scalped, at least.”
» »* *Well, T want to climb fo the top of
 ~“riomy-of those ‘windmilie® All the wells
- *1f know anything about go down and
7X #hall atill call those tall things wind-
“amflls, T want to see a tepee and an
!ndian clitef, . too, betore ‘I “retorn
s me\”
,n | Pliner swar. gerved ' and ‘Tdith no-
ticed the .exquisite table service and
}molntmemts. ‘The driwing reom was
‘Ampacious and Edith warveled. at the
guificent . furhishings! The rugs
 siwere Orlental; the plettives were done
o m mnter nrtistr and the cumn'e of

: ‘u Count It a Mighty Fine Christ-
mas Present™

'Cape Cod Turkeys
R (and the other kind)

By FRANK HIRBERT SWEET

are (o blamé," fiercely. "'l'hq de ah

‘they can. They're plannin’ to buy
‘C‘hristmas presents for um, an’ lonkin’

 forward to comin’ back the day beforc
1 Christmas. But they've only 47 cents

‘hetween ‘em, an’~—" she straightened

Jop and choked back somethlng, and

laughed,

“Got over it,” she declared. *“Don't
often mush soff like that. Now can ]
help any—show direction or some-
thing? Look like you might be off the
track.n

“Not sitogether,” considered 'Tom
-“I've been right along this road in
spite of Molly’s doubts, That p'lnt
of land runnin’ out into the boghole
yonder,” nodding into the deepening
gloom, “is where I blundered in with
a buggy an’ had to wade ashore with
my feet soaked. I was embarrassed,

M HURRYIN',” an-,
noynced blg Tom
Walton, as his
hard - worked car
came to & lu!:'ore.dI
stop in the deep
sand, “an’ High-
way Steed's tired,
I know. Let'sy
pitch our camp right here.”

“Short on gas or ofl?” questioned
bis wife, as she slipped a handful of
corn into a coop from which came a
suspicions gobbling.

“No, long on sand,” replied big Tom,
stretching and preparing to descend.

wiry little wife, half rising and peer-
ing about. “S’pose 't would rain to-
night, an' this sand change fto mud.
We'd be anchored@ for keeps—least-
ways for part of our nat'ral life. Be-
sides 't ain't fit, Jest sand an’ measly
scrub. We'll go on a little—crawl, if
need be.”

“All right—all right, Molly,” obedi-
ently, grasping the wheel and com-
mencing to fiddle it as he pressed on
the gas. “Guess 't would be best.
Oripes! Beats all how Highway Steed
bears up under difficaities! Sbe's go-

“l Gum Somebody’c Going to Have &'
Good Time."”

in’.,” sdmiringly. *“All the way from
western ldaho, 87 days on the way,
over rocks an' mountaing an’ through
mud, an’ never hipped till she got
back into her own dooryard, so to
speak.”

“Never saw this comic supplement
of a road before,” Molly spiffed dis-
dainfully, “or at any rate, If I ever dig,
I'd be ashamed. Trouble was that
you swung Into that openin' by 8eth
Dobb’s store, thinkin' it looked more
promisin’, an’ it fooled you at the very
fust corner.”

“How you know It's Seth Dobb's?”

. “Hold on & minute,” ordered- his|

boy gone out to groom Highway Steed

things aver.
Aunt Molly.
on*®

an’ a willin’ ought to do fine.
ma comin’ home Thursday, you say?”’,

together.

“Guess we can do It all right,

for that was the night I proposed to
Moliy—crisis of my life, you see—"

“Pshaw! Tom, stop beln’ foolish,”
laughed his wife. “Look here, my
dear.” to the girl, “it will take Tom all
night to ramble through explanaiions.
1 don’t know who’s alive—though of
course nobody’'s moved away. Nobody

ever does from aleng here.”

“They do.,” affirmed the girl.
your folks?"

“Sally an’ Jane an’ Ed Tate—that’s
my folks. An' John an’ Bill Walton—
Tom's folks.”

“John Walton's dead, an' Bill move
to Canada,” began the girl. *“An’—

“You know 'em hoth?” asked Tom.

“I know ‘em or kmow of ‘em. Afn't
only a handful round anyhow, so
everybody knows everybody else. Jane
Tate moved to Provincetown, married a
fish man, Ed went to be a sailor,
an'—" 8he climbed on the running
board and was now peering into the
car, first at one face and then the
other, “Why! Guess you're Aunt
Molly an' Uncle Tom. Sa-ay, we live
only a few rods here In the scrub. Pa
an’ ma's off visitin' Aunt Jane, but
comin’ back socon. An' ma’s Sally. I'm
keepin’ house, with supper jest ready.
I was startin’ to call Billy, who'
pickin®' cranb'ries?—"

“Cranb'ries?” interrapted Molly, ex-
citedly. “That's the one Christmas
thing we counldn't find West. So Billy's
got cranb'ries?”

“More'n a barrel, so far. ‘Lows
mebbe be can sell part of ‘em to the
store—but shucks! No ome buys
cranb'ries here. They ralse ‘em, an’
Cape Cod turkeys, an' three-feet
pines, an' nothin'—obh yes, wild geese
sometimes fly over. But come on to
supper,” as a “Hoohoo” sounded
among the scrub. *“That's Billy. Hope
you're hungry.”

“Starved,” declared Uncle Tom,
solemnly. “An’ there ain't nothin’ so
good in all the West as & Cape Cod
turkey.

After {hey hed {inished supper, and
the woman and girl cleaned up and
waghed dishes aind the man and eager

“Who's

ed

n ummumnlmmmmmmnmmlmmnmnmmmmmulmunuumm T T T T e T e ey

as well as they could in the half dark-
uvess, they all gathered outslide to talk

“Pretty good cook, Janie? asked

“Ain't had many things to practice
confessed the girl.

“Well, I've been told I am, so a good:
Pa an'

The girl's and boy's heads bobbed|
Thelr eyes wers snapping.
“Four days,” went on the woman.
We'll
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Costume Flowers

When in doubt this year, choose cos

Our Numbers 4000 and 606

83 EAST MAIN STREET
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"lxgge wag in keeplng with tho ele-

t furnishings,

1" Rome and her mother were viattlns
@ only a mother and daughter can,
iter '8 Tour months' separation, “Oh,
wthee, it's too tumxyt Bdith thinks
omafls wild =~ Dof't you lke
“gks Iy & ﬂeﬁ. an Wayne is

“Well, 't was 40 years ago,” defen-
sively, “an' things never change on
this part o’ Cape Cod, Hey? Hi!
Catch back that Christmas tree 'fore
it falls off ag’in, Tom. An' while ye're
at it, h'ist badk that box o’ presents
4 Httle more 50 't won't unbalance.
Hope nothin’s been left by the way-

,|tume flowers as a gitt to women

friends. They are very -fashionable
made of ribbons, bits of slik, or milll-
nery flowers and ribbons. Shirred and

A shaded metallic ribbon {s used for the

popples plctured, and silk veiled with
tinsel gauze for the petals that make
the rose and the buds that trail from

 about her, - I think it g mutugl,
‘ ﬂer {dqa ot Tndians so
ns." Co

RTd Edith ﬂere vmunz A

 they, too0, had hedh separated sev-

Al inonths, “Well, Edith, what think

Porica'now, and of mether? She

» mother, X tell 'you. You need

feat the Indfans, Now that you've

¢ -mother and have geen Pones,

't you reidy to glve me that an-

T Tl count it & wmighty fine
wstmu present.”

, ayne, you must walt until

,‘ * the, cowmiinity thee. X want to

te of these nutfves. - Adl ‘good|"

< dre worth . waltlng for, you

nd: besides, it 1an't tine yet to

preseig® oy -
" Clirlstras Eve, and Edlth
! werr taiking of the ‘com-

m granddanm
sm nroﬂmi you,

e#:{though Susan does sny theéy can't
t{'ord anything but a Cape Cod turkey

jan’ I bet it's Susan Bunch. She an’

| “Is that what you were blubberin'—

sde”

“Hag,"” plped a high but rather sweet
volce from the gloom of a stunted pine,
“This here baggy thing fell out a box
when It caught in the tree branch.
Guess 't wa'nt hurt much, bein’® soft
an’ not glass.”

“Land o' Goshen!” ejaculated Molly,
aghast, as the tear-stained face of the
girl appesred, “that’s my plum pud-
din*”

“What's a plom puddin'?”

“Part o’ Christmas” explained
Molly. “For longer keepin’ an' to be
¥ure of havin'."

“You see,” added Tom, “we come
froms Idaho, an’ ma packed grub for
hungry folks a long WAy, .meanin’ e
Juostly.  An” whils she was ‘bout It
she added Christmas fixin's.”

“It was 40 years ago when we left
here,” confided Molly. *An’ of course
8T wanted to britg all was handy to
6|45 the car, That's why X had Tom
jeut & handsome Christmas tree along
I{the road. I aidn't ‘member any good
lonés growin’ round Lere. An’ we
| gathered some mistletoe an’ holly, too,|
an’ bonglxt more Santa Claus stuff
slong the way."”

“Gee!™ envied the glrl. “I guess
tsomebody’s poin’ to have a good time,

Ber folks have most everything—

this year, They did bave 2 regiar

{turkey one Christmes, theugh. Susan|

brags on it iow, 1T néver suw one.”

1 am etyin’ about?” asked 'mom king-

;’S’i th pothin’ but codfish for every

‘M—mostly," ina iow votca “I—-l

Lgot 10 thinkin’ "bout Christmas . ¢loge

I've lfved, -an'—an’ ‘I hats
d. . turkey. - So--Y-~dropped
baw‘ieﬁ An* T was lone-J
Pather an® mother went for

‘vite, an’ we must have three or four

‘The Woman and Girl Cleaned Up and
Washed Dishes.

use the parlor for the tres an' pres-
enta—that's the biggeat room. Anm
we'll have presents an’ ornaments
enough to make thinga look nice.”

“Guess we will,” declared the chil
dren, fervently, for they had seen.
“An' three reg'lar turkeys!”

“The kitchen an’ piazza,” reflectivety,
“we'll ix up with & double table. Lots
of 01d acqualntances we'll want to in-

helpin’s. Some friends you want, of
course,” to the children,

*1-—I'd like to psk Susan Bunch,”
hesitated Janie. “She is g nice girl
it she does brag, an’ can't 'ford nothin'
but Cape Cod turkey this year.”

“An’ I'd feel mighty set up to 'vite
Toad Higgs—Ted Higgs, I mean”

“All right, Iovite 'em a8’ any'more
yow'd like” cordially. “I guess we
cap scare up presents for em.”
“How ‘'bHout Highway Steed?™
Querled Tom. “Seems like ecomin’ all
‘the way neross witli no lay off, she
ought to have a hamd in—or rather
somie gas D

“'Course,” agreed Mnlly. looking at
N, cousidering. “S'pdse you go down
to the village the day before Christ-
was an’ bring back Janle's pa an'
ma. An°® if there's anything to buy.
'bring ‘erq all out. An’ of course take

stems of silver cord.’

Winsome Rag Dolls

Every Christmas falthful rag cdolls
msake thelr appearance ready to under
take the strenuous lifé that little tots
will lead them. Many of them afe

.made of stocking tops and many of

turkish towellng—in either case thelr
femtures and dress are sketched In
with colors. They are stuffed with
egtton.

_Kgitted Tea Co;y

You too will be amazed at the choice you will have
fabrics woven—the styles,

of the finest
quality—noné better.
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AMERICA’'S GREATEST
-~-CLOTHING VALUE--

Thousands of Garments To Choose From
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Sults--Overcoats--Tuxedos

You will sooner or later realize what modern mer-

chandise methods have done for you.

ups. No mark downs. Every garment 100 per cent
value—365 days of the. year.

BEAR THIS IN MIND
If You Have Been Paying $35.00 to $40.00

Come Here With $22.50

F1IELDS

Twenty-Two Fifty, Inc.
TERRY H. KANER, Manager

18 Ke. solid white gold case, handsomely
aweg set wh;\ﬂ;‘-;:‘ rplu;khn; blue tri
. r

ngulsr cut m 1 17 jewel $7 5

a Movement

42 Main St. East

Fefe P

from our own ovens in
unlimited assurtments
Candy from our own
Candy Kitchen
The Finest Delicacies
Obtainable

ROCHESTER, N. Y.

T e L G T e R e e S TR (R T A

%2 One Of The Most Complete a

No mark

SHTHNREIH U IR NG
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(‘harge
For
Alterations

Absolutely

T gL

3 Yes—the Burova Watch is a sensible
I pift because it is useful. It’is the kind
of gift that will always be in style—the
kind of gift that will never wear out.

18 K, oolid white nnl& cage, exguisitely
) el Bea ronenees $50

A small deposit will hold awy BULOVA Watch you select, until wanted

Bochester, N. Y.

and Exclusive

% Delicatessen and Tea Room In Rochester

Spetial Chicken, Duck or
Steak Dinner on Sunday’s

Served from 12 to 4 p. m.
Week Days: noon and
evening dinner served -
from 11-2 and 5-8 p. m.

Catering

Service For
All Ogcasions

he vmage w vls!t Annt

' Bm;y, who . ten, Y o
‘down Sest 4 minute.” .
T bt-zkn Ton,. -

e et Ay iden mher &n‘ mothlr'

Billy an* Janle slong. An' I guess™
a8 Toin was hegmn!ng to beam, “you
}might go round Christynas mornin’ an’
bring all tlie guests to dinner. ' Seems
{88 if they'd mebbe iike it. Axn'

ruesy Highway Steed will ke it, too.”
s .@, :!25. Wuuru Newuw Unlu ).

l .

dolpde e
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I MAIN 5170
- HARD CANDY AND
'FANCY BOX CANDY

FOR CHRISTMAS
—Sehaol Trade Sohelted-—-

GEO C. WICKMAN

Those - women who - are clever at
hitung ‘TAY undertake to make this

“|abos’ buttonn tor ltl m&

amusing tea coxy of leoped- yarn,|8
tsing cloth for the duck’s bm and{f.

166 Clmton A:venne North
Mter N Y




