aw his strength in the felq,
his skill in ‘the corral! How soon hie
mother found she had no boy at all,
but two grown men Iin her household!

And then that sad, sad night when
Dave, his father, had been brought
home by neighbors who found him in
the road, Just at the crossing of the
creek, In the lower end of the farm, it
was, No one ever knew how It hap-
pened, but all supposed he had slipped
from his wagon as it lurched on the
prairvie trail. It was plled high with
wood from the valley; perhaps ke had
been clambering down to steady the
toad as It lurched, and slipped under
the great rear wheel, There was frost
F in the earth, and a little snow on it} |
she remembered there was still snow
on his face when they laid him in the
room. '

' David had s=tood by her for two
years, but his infatuation for the Ran-
gom girl had been his undoing. They
would have nothing of the farm, after
that. David could earn big wages In a |
distant city, working In an automobile
factory, where there were no cows to
milk and no chores to do after supper.
S0 they had gone., She had blessed
them-—what else could a mother do?
-—and had settled down to her farm
and her memories.

For some time glowing letters came
back from David, and from his wife, |-
whom Mrs. Derrit still thought of as |

QUALITY CHICKS

We have started hatching and are prepared to furnish chicks of the following breeds

Barred Plymouth Rox White Plymouth Rox
S. C. Rhode Island Reds White Wyandottes
S. C. White Leghorns S. C. Brown Leghorns

- - e R, e e — e A

=sV[ERRY XMAS
TO ALL

JOHN!BARTLEY

| Chestertown,

Send_ for Illustrated Catalogue.

HE sun was gilding the

crests of the Rockies, How

it gilded them, this Christ-

mas Eve! A line of gold

ran to north and south,
blocking them out against the cham-
pagne sky like huge crumpled masses
| of purple ecardboard. Great fan-shaped
shafts of light were plercing the
heavens, touching to bursts of color
'\ every tattered remnant of cloud, But
| below, the shadows were settling on
| the foothills, and In the valleys it was
almost dark.

Almost dark, too, it was in the heart
of little Mrs., Derrit. For three years
she had worked the farm alone, and
each Christmas seemed a little darker
| than the one before. She was begin-
| ning to wonder If it Is true that time
heals all sores, It was five years now
since Dave had died, and three since
young David left the farm, and the
ache seemed heavier than ever,

Mrs. Derrit rose from the rocker
where she had been sitting beside her
kitchen stove, The gloaming had swal-
iowed up the walls: her few cheap ple-
tures had faded Into night: only =
stray flicker from the fire glinted on
the cream separator in the corner of
the room, She crossed the floor and
with a hand fumbling in the darkness,
found the mateh-box on the wall, Then
she lighted ber lamp and set it on the
kitchen table. One must eat, even on
Christmas Eve.

If Olson, the hired man, had sta
it would have been not quite so

But he had done his chores up
and left for the dance In the S

| settlement across the vnllt?-
was Mrs, Derrit's right hangt, without

which the farm work would have been
impossible. He was a baghelor, living
in a lean-to beside t%e machinery
shed, and coming #v the house only
for his meals, wWich he ate for the
' most part In s =llence.

AMrs. Derrit folaced food on her kitch.
en table, and {sat down before it. Her
meal was frig2al, not so much from
necessity ag from weariness, She ate
and drr;uk echanically, then arose,
washed her ,Te8W dishes and put them
away, wipec her table and spread a
colored clothl upon it, The light from

the lan@p fell gently on Its patterns.
She drolv the rocker to the table and
gat dow®. The little clock on the shelf
| sald on'® Six o'clock. It was three
' hours un i h(’d“lllf‘. and who could
say how 1Png until morning?

Her littAe hands found work to do—

BROODERS—We are agents for Blue Hen Coal Burning Brooders. See one at
our place.

Custom Hatching—$5.40 per tray.

WE GUARANTEE SATISFACTION.,

«

Bramble Poultry Farm

PHONE 308. CHESTERTOWN, MD.
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The Winding Rrotd Along Whigh They
. AB8rought Him,

/

the# Ransom girl. She held no spite,
Wd Mrs, Derrit, but if it hadn't been
for the Ransom girl—!Then after a
whille the letters fell off, until they
almost stopped. It was two months
now since she had heard from David
Not even a letter for Christmas!

Mrs. Derrit arose and went to her
window. The moon was now up, flood-
ing the great shoulders and sides of
the valley with light, just as it had
done that night when they brought
Dave home to her, with the little patch
of snow still on his cheek, There was |
snow tonight, too, just a light sifting
of it as there had been then, . . |
It would be cold and frozen down by
the creek, For a while she had avoid- |

Chestertown, Md.
ed the spot, but afterwards it hw Phone 290
fascination for her, Often, o‘y?{mn_ h |

light nights, she had wal | i
¢ D Mthat far, _

She wondered | A her Dave—
knew? Perbhaps, Wia

Is not included in Santa% pac
because, knowing the ot '_ he
has designated Gil*5 .

Bros. to #&rnish
(Iice Creamv g ring Christmas. The
o

Will not be complete without it
Place your orders early.

GILL BROS.
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edish
Olson
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~GREETINGS
of the

Season
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e

AND
 Best Wishes
—>TeOur
Many Friends

could say that
. hristmas eve, he |
was watching, walting somewhere,
wondering if she still remembered?
Remember? Aye, for ever and ever! |

She drew on a shawl. It could not
be s0 very cold, the night was so
bright, the moonlight so soft against
the edge of the hills. The door creaked
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and Patrons |

HARRY F. JEFFERSON

“The Woman’s Shop”’

CHESTERTOWN, MARYLAND.

T. H. M. BRAMBLE.

FAIRLEE,

MERCHANDISE for the

Farm and Home
Shop at Bramble's
No need to go further

We stock the year round
to meet your needs.

TOLCHESTER

BALTIMORE FERRY
TWO HOURS FROM THE RAST
ERN SHORE TO PIER 16 LIGHT
STREET, BALTIMORE
STEAMER EXPRESS RUNNING
FALL SCHEDULE
Weather Permitting
Effective S8eptember 6th, 1927
Leaves Baltimore week days at 8.00
a. m, and 3.00 p. m,

Leaves Baltimore Sundays
|8.30 a. m. and 3.00 p. m.
Leaves Tolchester week
10,15 a. m. and 5.15 p. m.
Leaves Tolchester Sundays

10.45 a. m, and 6.16 p. m.
Adults tickets one way 60 cents;
Round trip good 30 days $1.10;
Round p. good 1 day $1.00;
| CK “b' m-

days at

at

Baltimore-Tolchester Ferry

J

. mending f4r Olson. For a while her

needle darted back and forth, tralling
a little thrdadd of siiver light In the
glow from ohe lamp; then presently
work and ¢eedle rested In her lap.
For was na‘ this Christmas Eve? And
down thro®l€h memory came a proces-
sion of tPese gracious anniversaries,
marking he birth of the Child, and
sacred children everywhere in

Then Presently Work and Needle
Rested in Her Lap.

Christendom. In a moment or two
Mrs., Derrit was no longer seated In
her little cabin in the vast foothill
valley, but was back in that home
down East where littie David had first
entered her life. What Christmas Eves
were those! ‘What laughter and
shrieks of delight when Big Dave, her
busband, with his great fur coat with
the red sash and whiskers of cotton
batting burst through the door, being
unable to accommodate his bulky form
to the chimney after the tradition of
Sapta Claus! What feasting and fun,
and, after little David had grown tired
of play, what hours of domestie rap

ture linking bushband and wife! 1t ali
seemed now =0 strange and unreal,
as though it had been part of some
previous incarvation,

Down the years came memory.
David was now a healthy lad, Trouble.
sowe, sometimes, hut never bad; just
overflowing with that boyishness
which no mother quite understands
and none would ever relinguish.

Then the hreuking of the old howme
ties and the plunge into 'tfw Breal
West. Young Dave had tuken to the
new land even more rendily than did
his father. How be grew! How he

STEPHENR. COLLINS
Cwﬂn ll _ ,;_ ' wn.Md
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a8 she opened it; there was frost on
the hinges, but her heart was warm
she was going to do her vigil for Dave.
Down the winding road she went : the
road along which they had brought
him home. How warm it was! Or was
it cold? Cold and warmth are so much
alike, How the road stretched on and
on! It never had seemed so far. And
the moon—why was the moon growing
dark, when It had not yet reached the
zenith? And what made it sway like
that?

Ah, here was the spot, the very spot.’

She sat down on the ground. This was
where they found M., der hands
tuuc_hml the gsRow, but it was not cold.
ﬁ';‘lij}ﬂ;'n;llﬂ cold, All was warm. But
the mceen had gone out. Why had the
moon gone out? Ah, theréd he
was! Dave! She felt his arms about
her; she felt his kiss on her lips.
There was snow on his cheek !
. ; * . * - -

“Don’'t you know me, mother? Don't
you know me?" he was saying, as she
opened her eyes. She was in her room,
there was no doubt about that. Yes.
it was her room; through the open
door she could see the cream sep-
arator Iin che kitchen. But who was
that woman, that— Why, It was the
Ransom girl! And what was she ecar.
rying? She was bringing it to her:

why was she bringing it to her? And |

David, kneeling beside her bed?

“We brought you another Ilittle
David, for Christmas, mother” the
Rapsom girl was saying, and before
Mrs, Derrit knew it a little face was
pressed against hers, and suddenly her
hard, dry cheeks were wet., “David,
David,” she cried. “Your Grandpa's
David!”

Big David's hand was In hers

“You found me on the road, David?™

she asked, after a while.

“Yes," he answered, gently. “Just—

just where—Iit happened.”

Her eyes were blg and bright, *
knew he would come,” she sald. “But
[ didn't know he would bring you,
and wee David, and-—-and the Ransom
girl 1"

“Well, here we are,” the Ransom
girl rejoined. “The city Is all right for
a while, but when a man has a wife,
and a famlily, it's back to the farm!
We were keeping it a secret from you,
just for—just for Cbhristmas, you
know "

(8 1937, Western Newspaper Union.)
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Stewart-Warner Radio W}ins Two
Grand Prizes in Italian [Contests

In Italy, land of Marconi. inventor of o’
, N : radio’s pre-
decessqr. the wireless telegraph, an Kmerican built receiger
has twice carried off the honors in competition with ever}:

leading Kuropean and American brand. The Grand Pri
at both the (Gonzaga and Padova Fairs was awarded tr(:z:
well-kpown radio, built in the United States, in a contest
judged on the basis of performance and beauty,

An ipdication of the extreme values in radio, available
to American buyers, is the fact that this receiver, manu-
factured by the Stewart-Warner Speedometer Corp})ration
of Chicago, sells in the United States for a nominal price,

while many of the competitive European makes entered i
the contests sell for extremely high prices. red in

Unquestionably the American ra
America, the land of free sp
tla1x in lradic& setg 18 Iunknown. But in
the Atlantic, radio listeners must pay an annual fee '
governments for the support'of {roadcasting. PANSoetr

In addition, the United States hdbwict onl¥ outdistanced
KEuropean nations with an overwhelming number of excellent

broadcasting stations—but in the production of finer receiv-

ing equipment, selling at prices that, to our Continental
cousins, would seem ridiculously low.

Local Dealer

A. L. STERLING

WAL i iR 61

OF KENT COUNTY. MD!

Insures Property Against Fire and Lightning
All Policy Holders Participate In The Company’s Profits

Conservation and caution its motto, Nearly three million
dollars worth of propeaty insured.

DIRECTORS

R. G. Nicholson, J. D, Baechus,
‘Elisson, Jr., Allan A. Harris, Eben F. P
W. Emory, P. Medford Brooks, Chesterto
ner, Betterton; Wm. A. Hyland, Galena:
Sudlersville; James P. Brown, Chureh Hil




