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Harriet Hepner. 

  

my dear,” said Aunt Su- 

san reminiscently, *I re- 

member my school days as 

though ‘twas only yesterday. 

And the speiling matches we 
have! There was old 

who always took a great interest in our 

school. He was a peculiar kind of 

man. [Folks would call him cranky in 

these days, 1 suppose. He was so 

gruff and sullen that you'd think he'd 

snap your head off, 

“Education was the old man's hobby. 

He had no learning himself and used 

to tell us how he felt the need of it. 

He thought that people could not be 

educated unless they could spell clean 

frocm b-a, ba, to incommunicability in 

the speller. 

“Well, Squire Hepner had heard that 

the Red IHaw district folks were mak- 
ing their boasts that they could out 
spell and it angered him. His 

daughter Harriet was the best speller 
fn our school, and they said her father 

offered her cow on his place if 

she'd spell the Red Haw school down 
“One Friday afternoon the old squire 

came stamping into the schoolhouse 

when our school was having a spelling 

match. He 

trict, and the boldest scholar would be 

mute and meek when he appeared. He 

had two little jet black eves that scem- 

ed to sce right through you. He could 

make almost any scholar wiggle in his 

seat by fastening his eyes upon him. 

“The squire was the richest man in 
Four Mile, but he never gave any 

money away, and that made it all the 

more surprising hen, just before 

school let out that night, he got up and 
in his short, jerky, gruff way said: 

“ You've spelt pretty well this after- 

noon, scholars, and I'm glad of it, for, 

used to 

Squire Ilepner, 

Ors, 

any 

was the director of our dis- 

peaked 

“You see, the squire fairly hated the 
Red Haw district and about everybody 
in it. The Red Haw and ours had for- 

merly heen one district, and he opposed 

their being divided, because he owned 

land in both, and he knew that if they 

were divided there would be an extra 

tax for a new schoolhouse and a new 

school funda. 

“The squire had a sister living in the 

Red Haw district, but he had not spo- 

ken to her for years and would not al- 
low his folks to look at or speak to her 
or her children, 

“The poor woman had, in 

place, married against the squire’s 
wishes. That angered him. Still. he 
spoke to her when they met, though 
they did not visit back and forth any. 

“Mr. Waitely, the squire’s Lrother-in- 

law, was the one that first suggested 

the dividing of the district and did 
more to bring it about than any other 

man, which was natural, for the dis- 

trict was so big and the schoolhouse so 

far off that the Waitely children could 
not go to school in the winter time 

“But that didn't make the least dif- 

ference to Squire Iepner. He was fu- 
riously ang with Waitely, and on 

town 1eeline day he and Waitely had 

some dreadinl words. 

“Of conrce Mrs. Waitely sided with 

her hu: hanl and from that day the 

squire tu.aed from his own kin. He 

the first 

PE — 
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them. Then plenty of striw was put 
in the box, and about twenty of us 
boys and girls piled in, with lots of 
quilts and buffalo robes and warm 
shawls. 

“I had my first beau that night. His 
name was Azraiel Whitehead, and of 
all awkward boys he was the awk- 
wardest. I think I was the first girl he 

had ever asked to go with him. Any- 
how, 1 know he fell flat on his back 
trying to Lelp me out of the sled, and 
he let me go head first into a snow 
bank. 

“I remember that his handkerchief 

was wet with cinnamon drops and that 

he gave me a handful of peppermint 
and cloves. 1 remember, too, how we 

all of us went up and down hill sing- 

ing and laughing at the top of our 
voices. We made the old woods and 

the valleys ring. Yes, and the sled up- 

set, too, and we were all thrown into a 

ditch. The edge of the wagon bow 
caught my beau’s big feet under it, and 

I thought I should cry from mortifica- 
tion when he lay there and actually 

bawled and snifled. I was so put out 
about it that I wouldn’t sit by him 
after we got into the sled or speak to 
him afterward. 
“When we reached the schoolhouse 

we found it packed so full that we 

could but just crowd in. Most every- 

body had brought a candle_to stick up 
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to my thinkin’, spellin’s the most im- 
portant thing a body can P'arn. In 

fact, it stands to reason vou've got to 

be good spellers 'fore you can be good 
readers or real good in anything. It's 

all well enough to know how to figger 

correctly, an’ I reckon grammar’s well 

enough, though 1 never took much 

stock in it. Geography an’ algebray 

an’ history an’ all that is good enough 

in its place, but ’cordin’ to my notion 
spellin’ beats ‘em all. 

“‘An’ now. to encourage you in being 

good spellers an’ to swop the braggin’ 

of some districts not far from here, 
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price than you would pay the larg- 

est shoe shop in America. 
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  | the road they 

| on a stool up near the fireplace, lean- 

| her, 

I'm goin’ to make it an object for you 
to study your spellers like sixty for the 

next few weeks. 

“dn six weeks from tonight, ap’ 

that will be Christmas eve, we'll have 

a spellin® match in this house, an’ 1 

want it cirkilated round that airy 
school in this township is free to come 

an’ spell for the prize I'll offer, which 

is $25 in gold to the one that spells 
down everybody. 
“Now, take your spellers home with 

you tonight an’ do somethin’ else with 

em besides a-chawin’ the corners off.’ 

And with that the squire made one of 

his stiff bows to the teacher and walk- 

ed out. 
“I tell you, $25 was a large sum of 

money in those days, and when it was 

known that the prize had been offered 
there was more studying of our old 

blue backed spellers than there had 

ever been before. We used to take 

them home every night, and our fa- 

thers and mothers would give us all the 

hard words, like ‘daguerreotype’ and 

‘phthisic’ and ‘receipt’ and those with 

silent letters in them, and we would 

spell them over and over again. 
“The offering of that prize set the 

whole township in a commotion, and 

little was thought of or talked 

about. The Red Haw and Jack Oak 

districts let it be known that they 

would try for the prize, and they had 

some spellers in those schools, 

especially in the Red Haw. 

“But none of them had a better rec- 

ord than Iarriet Hepner, and they said 

that in those six weeks she studied her 

speller night and day. Folks who pass- 

ed the Hepner house at midnight de- 

clared that through the windows from 

had seen Harriet sitting 

else 

good 

ing her head against the wall, and the 

| squire sittin in his old hickory chair, 

spelling book in one hand and a tallow 

dip in the other, giving out words to 

and everybody else in bed 
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never spoke to them again, not even 

after Mr. Waitely died. The poor man 

got caught under a falling tree and 
was killed, leaving his widow with 
four children and nothing but a shabby 
roof over their heads and three or four 

acres of scrubby land. 

porting herself and the children, but 

the squire never helped her. And, to 

make matters worse, her oldest child, 

little Sam, was a cripple, humpbacked 

and lame in one leg, so that he had 

to walk with a crutch. Of course he 

wasn’t any help to his mother on the 

place, but she was trying to educate 

him, knowing that he never could do 

any physical work. 

“Well, the spelling bee excitement 
became more and more intense as the 

time drew near, and when Christmas 

eve at last came the old Four Mile 

schoolhouse was a sight to see. 

“The night was one of the coldest I 

| ever remeber. The stars shone like 
bright lamps in the sky. The sleighing 

| was good and the air sharp enough to 

| stir the blood and, if possible, still more 
| to stimulate the boys and girls. A lot 

  
No | of the boys had borrowed a pair of 

wonder the girl became thin and sled runners and put a big wagon ou 

“She had a fearfully hard time sup- | 

HE STOOD WITHIN A FOOT OF HIS UNCLE HEPNER. 

on the logs and some sprigs of ever- 
green and berries to make the room 
look Christmasy. There were four dif- 

ferent teachers and well known spell 
ers from all over the townsLip. 

“Lecta Plumb and I ‘chose up. 1 

got first choice and took Harriet Hep- 
| mer. She was pale as death and looked 
_ nervous and frightened. Lecta took 
| Abimelech Abers, the leading speller . 
from the Red Iaw school, and I took 

Cindy Patch, the best speller from Jack 

Oak. 
“Then we chose everybody in the 

room who could spell at all. I think we 
had more than fifty on a side. We 
stood in long rows on both sides of the 

house against the wall, and, much to 
my disgust, I got my hair full of tai- 

low from a dripping candle. 
“We were about ready to commence 

spelling and everybody had become 

quiet when the people who sat near 

the door made way for some one who 

had come late, and in came little Sam 
Waitely on his crutch, with his mother 

behind him in a poor, thin, patched old 
faded calico dress and a thin cotton 

shawl, with a faded old red hood on 
her head. I could see a hole worn in 

_   her shoe as she put her foot up on the 
———  



  

stove hearth, 

“Sam was then about fifteen years 

old, hut not as tall ng sone hoys of 

nine. Ile was very thinly dressed for 

such a sharp night, and they had walk 

ed fully two miles 

“1 felt sorry for them and spoke up 

at once and took Sam on my side. It 

happened to my turn 

and I was bound the 

should not slighted, 

could gpell or not, 

“IIe had half a mind not to try, but 

I saw his mother reach out her hand 

and gently push him, and then he hob 

bled down to the end of the line and 

stood within a foot of hig Uncle Hep- 

ner. 

“Then the spelling commenced. I 

blush to teil it, but I actually missed 
the very first word given me, and that 

was ‘mermaid. I spelled it ‘mur 
mer.’ 1 knew better, but I was so 

nervous I could not collect my 

thoughts. So I had to take my seat, 
and of course I had a little cry all to 

myself 

“But IT nearly laughed so as to be 
heard all over the room when Azralel 
Whitehead missed ‘goose.’ He spelled 

it ‘guse,’” and he had told me in confi 

dence that he half expected to get the 

to 

poor 

whether 

choose, 

fellow 

he 

he 

he 

prize and had been studying his speller 
for weeks, 

“Electa” missed ‘emanate.’ She 

spelled it with an ‘©’ instead of an ‘a.’ 

“Cindy Patch missed ‘tranquilize.” I 

think she knew how to spell it, but she 
was excited because seven or eight 

had missed it before her. The Jack 
Qak scholars looked very sober when 

Cindy had to sit down. 
“But you ought to have seen old 

Squire Hepner's eyes twinkle and his 
grim face look grimmer when Abime- 
lech Abers, the best Red Haw scholar, 

missed ‘phytochimy’ and Harriet spells 

ed it without hesitation. Bimelech 

got confused and thought the last let- 
ter was ‘e’ instead of ‘y.’ 

“The Red Haw people did look morti- 
fled, and the Four Mile folks were 

highly pleased and showed it, too, for 
all the best spellers were out on both 
sides, and only Harriet Hepner and 

five or six others were left. Four of 
them missed ‘micaceous,” and Harriet 
was just going to spell it when Mis’ 
Walitely, in a scared, timid voice that 

could just be heard, said: 

“‘If you please, teacher, 

hasn’t spelled vet.’ 

“Sammy stood down at the end of 

the line, and they had overlooked him. 
But the teacher replied: 

“ ‘Oh, indeed! I thought he was done 

long ago.’ 

“I thought he said it sneeringly, and 

he gave Sammy the word in a tone 

that said plainly, ‘You can’t spell it 

anyway.’ 

“But what did Sammy do but spell 

it correctly without the slightest hesi- 

tation. 
“Then the others who were standing 

missed ‘dromedary,” and that left Har- 

rliet and Sammy alone. I tell you, you 

might have heard a pin drop then. Ev- 

erybody was half crazy with excite- 

ment. 
“Old Squire Hepner did not move a 

muscle. lle had the money, five gold 

five dollar pieces, and a fancy purse 
and was to give them himself to the 

winner. 

“It seemed to me that that poor 
erippled boy got help from on high 

that night. I never saw anything like 

jt. At first he was so shy that his 
voice almost trembled, but when he 
and the cousin he had never spoken 
to stood up there alone and his fierce 

old uncle glared so contemptuously at 
bim the little fellow raised himself to 
his full height and from that moment 
never flinched. 

“His large eyes glistened, and he 

threw back his head and looked boldly 
at his uncle and spelled the words in 

a loud, clear tone that fairly took peo- 

ple’s breath away. 

“His mother had quietly slipped 
through the crowd and taken her seat 
behind him, and those that sat near 
said she got one of his hands in hers 

and held it, while the tears streamed 

down her face. 
“The two spelled against each other 

for a full half hour, and all the time 
poor Harriet was as white as a sheet, 
and I could see that she was trem- 

bling from head to foot. 
“At last the teacher gave the word 

‘tyrannously.” Harriet spelled the first 

syllable, then stopped and stammered, 

looked imploringly at her father and 

then tremblingly went on and spelled 
it with one ‘n.’ 

“ ‘How did you spell 

Did you have only'— 
“Squire Hepner had been looking on 

a spelling book too. Now he turned 

sharply round to the master and in 

his hardest, coldest voice said: 
“ ‘She missed it, sir. Pass it to the 

next.’ 

“Sam spelled it without hesitating an 

instant. 

“You could have heard a pin drop in 

that room. It was still as death. Har- 
riet dropped into her seat and buried 
her face in her hands. Squire Hepner's 

face never changed. Without a word 
he rose, reached out his long arm, beck- 

oned to Sam to come to him and then 

dropped into the lad’s outstretched 
hand the purse. Turning and facing 

the breathless people, he said: 

“I want you all to know that I think 

this has been a fair and square mateh, 

and my nephew deserves the prize. 

“Without further words he took his 

hat and marched out of the house. 
“Well, the Red Haw people actually 

carried Sam home on their shoulders, 

with Mis’ Waitely close behind, crying 

as if her heart would break with joy 

and nervousness. But she had on a 

long, warm, plaid shawl that I saw 

Mis’ Squire Hepner throw over her as 

she stepped out of the door. 

“One of my sisters went home with 

the Hepners that night, and she said 

Harriet cried all the way home and 

was in mortal terror at the thought of 

meeting her father. She stopped on the 

Sammy 

it, Harriet?   

  

doorafep a long while, and when she 
did finally step Into the room, trem- 

bling and fairly mourning, her father, 

who was sitting with his head between 

his hands before the fire, got up and 
walked over to her and actually kissed 

her there before them all, Then he 

went off to hed without a word, 

“But what follewed was hetter still, 

Christmas day the squire took his big 

sled, put in lots of hay and blankets 

and drove off like Nimshl himself to 

his sister's, No one ever knew what 

happened there, but It ended in Mis’ 
Waltely and all the children going 

home with the squire, And an big 

Christmas day they had, folks sald. 

“The squire declared It was an honor 

to know a boy who could spell like 

Sam. They say he had that boy spell 

the dictionary half through that win 
ter and nearly hugged him when he 

spelled correctly the longest word in it. 

“The squire was the strangest man 

on the subject of gpelling that T ever 

heard of. Nothing but Sam’s knowing 
how to spell so well ever softened his 

heart toward his sister and her chil 

dren. And nothing pleased him more 

than have Sam and Harriet spell 
against each other for hours at a 

stretch.” 

TO 

How It Was Done. 

She — The idea! And we weren't 

even standing under the mistletoe! 

He—No. I did that sub rosal— 

Brooklyn Eagle. 

Their 
Prettiest Girl. 

By HENRY BERLINGHOFF. 
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It was Ned Bellingham who discov- 

ered the girl across the way. Cros- 

by Maurer hooted at the suggestion 

that she was the daintiest and most 

wholly woman on the 

globe. 

Ned retorted with some heat, and 

the result was that then and there the 

was threatened 

lovable young 

domestic partnership 

with dissolution. 

It was the first time since they had 

set up housekeeping in a bachelor 

apartment three years before that they 

had had a disagreement. 

Maurer had flung himself out of the 

room with never a goodby, and Ned 

had sat himself down at his drawing 

board to make the girl across the 

way the central figure in a set of il- 

lustrations he was doing for a story, 

blissfully ignoring the fact that the 

author's heroine was tall, above the 

ordinary, a fair haired goddess of the 

Norseland, while the girl across the 

way was petite and decidedly dark. 

Maurer did not return to dress for 

dinner, and Ned was fast asleep by 

the time he did come in. There was 

no reopening of the discussion, and in 

the morning the clash of the day be- 

fore was tacitly ignored. 
More than a week passed and the 

cloud had blown away when Maurer, 

waiting for his breakfast to be sent 

up from the restaurant in the build- 

ing, approached the window and gave 

a low whistle of surprise. 

“You're right, old man,” he cried, 

“and I'll eat all the humble pie you 

care to feed me. That girl is a god- 

dess in miniature. 

Ned sprang to the window, a pleased 

smile of triuinph on his face. But the 

smile faded when he looked closely. 

“It's awfully good of you to say so; 

old chap,” he said gratefully, “but I'll 

eat that pie myself. Funny I should 

have thought her such ‘a stunner. 

She’s a good looker, but nothing like 

the goddess I've been raving about.” 

“Don’t be a beastly fool,” urged 
Maurer politely. “You're an artist. 

You must know that she’s one woman 

in a thousand.” 

“Do you mean it?’ demanded Ned 

wonderingly. “I thought you were 

saying it to please me. Funny that 

you should like her. Usually your 

taste is very good.” 

“Good!” echoed Maurer. “Of course 

it’s good, and it tells me that that girl 

is a remarkable beauty.” 

“Nonsense!” scoffed Ned. “She's 

good looking, but commonplace. There 

are hundreds like her.” 

Maurer turned a look of ineffable 
scorn upon his friend and silently 

made his way to the table, where the 

breakfast now was spread. 

The meal was eaten in silence, and 

for a second time within ten days 

Maurer departed for his office without 

the “good luck in your work, old man,” 

which started Ned on his drawings in 

proper humor with himself. 

Instead of "going to his drawing 

board Ned went to the window, and 

for a long half hour he studied the 

dainty figure sewing by the window 

across the street. 

He turned away with a sigh, then 

regarded the half completed sketch 

tacked to his drawing board. It was 

a remarkably good likeness of the girl 

opposite; but, kneading his rubber 

afresh, Ned started to efface the figure 

with another sigh for his lost ideal. 

He took a melancholy pleasure in 

drawing in a girl who was tall and 

plump and whose hair glinted yellowy 

against a crimson curtain. This was 

to be the frontispiece of a magazine, 

and he had wondered the afternoon 

before if the girl would see it and rec- 

ognize her likeness. He had drawn 

nothing else but pictures of her since 

that first morning, and now he won- 

dered how he had ever been such a 

fool. 

That evening Maurer smoked his 

pipe in front of the window where he 
could watch his new divinity, and 

Ned, to avoid further rupture, clapped 

on his hat and went out for a street 

car ride, a form of amusement he de- 

” 

  

tested, Dut whlch wag better than 
watching Maurer make a fool of him 

self, 

Ever since he had come to the city 

he and Crosby Maurer had been the 

firmest of friends. For three years 

they had lived together in the lttle 

four room apartment that had hecome 

a real home to them, and 

had they studied each other's peculiar 
ities there were none of the outbreaks 

of 111 humor that had spoiled many 

such arrangements. This was the {irat 

time that there had come a real clash, 

and Bellingham felt it keenly. 

In time the edge of the trouble wore 

away, but there was no real resump 

tion of the old friendship. Maurer wag 

still too hurt to forget all that had 

been said In the heat of passion, 
though he had forgotten the things he 

had said to Ned at the first disagree 

ment. 

While there was a 

ance of the old 

was lacking the real regard that 

made them something more 

forms. 

Vainly Ned sought to overcome his 

reversal of opinion, but it was nearly 

two weeks before he could change. 

Then as he was dressing one morning 

he chanced to glance through the half 

opened shutters, and a moment later 

he was In his friend's room. 

“You win!” he cried with such ab- 

ruptness that Maurer cut himself with 

the razor he was wielding, “That girl 

80 closely 

careful observ 

forms, back of them 

had 

than 

i8 a raving beauty, Maurie. Funny 

that I should have taken that dislike 
to her, but it’s gone now. She's all 

that you say she 1s.” 
“And that isn’t much,” was the re- 

ply in cold contempt. “Funny I should 

have raved about her. She looks like 

a chorus girl. It was a shock when 

I saw her this morning.” 

“Are you crazy?’ stormed Ned. 

“Why, she’s the daintiest little woman 
the world can show. She's better look- 

Ing and sweeter than I thought she 

was at first.” 

“She’s a tricky sort of young per- 

son,” observed Maurer calmly. “One 

day she looks like the real thing, and 

then again she looks utterly common- 

place, Funny you can only rave about 

her on one of her uninteresting days. 

I suppose that from now on you'll be 

drawing brunette dwarfs, no matter 

what sort of heroines the author likes. 

You'll lose your pull wiih the publish 

ers if you keep that sort of thing up. 

Jetter see a doctor about it.” 

“You'd better see an oculist yourself 

if your eyes are so dull to real loveli- 
ness,” retorted Ned. “When you have 

finished your breakfast let me know, 

and I'll come and get mine. The leace 

here runs out at the end of this month. 

I guess I won't renew my share, Mau- 

rer. Better get some one else.” 

“Think I'll move, too,” assented 

Maurer. “I don’t want to stay here 

with a female freak like that living 

across the way. I'll stop at the office 
on the way out and tell them to look 

for another tenant.” 
He went out to a lonely breakfast, 

and when he had gone Bellington 

came out to play with the cold chops 

and the lukewarm coffee. He did not 

go to the drawing board in spite of 
the splendid inspiration of the girl 

across the way. 

He was tremendously fond of Mau- 

rer, and this abrupt termination of 

their friendship, coming as it had, un- 

settled him for work. He could only 

puff at his pipe and wonder what it 

would be like to set up housekeeping 

alone in a smaller apartment. He 

would take an apartment in the same 

house to be near the girl, but he would 

need only one roo. 

Maurer paid the larger share of the 

joint rental. He was making more 

money and insisted that he would pay 

as much were he alone. Ned had ap- 

preciated his kindness, and when he 

did not look at the girl he reproached 
himself for his new ingratitude. 

But when he saw the little brown 

head and the delicate profile through 

the window opposite he told himself 

that an unseeing brute like Maurer did 

not deserve sympathy. 

The luncheon came up and was sent 

back untasted, and the afternoon shad- 

ows grew into dusk, and still Ned sat 

and smoked and thought. 

The girl was gone now, but he could 

still fancy that she was there, and he 

was so absorbed with his thoughts 

that he did not hear the key turn in 
the lock, and not until Maurer burst 
in with a whoop that rattled the 

shades on the electric globes did he 

rouse himself. 

“We're both right, old man!” shouted 

Maurer as he dragged Ned from his 

chair and forced him to participate in 

an impromptu war dance about the 

tiny parlor. “The prettiest girl in the 

world lives across the way, but your 

prettiest girl is not my prettiest girl, 

thank heaven! There are two of 'em, 

old man, yours and mine—at least 

they're going to be yours and mine, 1 

hope.” 

He sank into a chair. 

“I'm taking care of Gordon's clients 

while he’s in Europe, and a Mrs. Fos- 

ter sent for me today to consult about 

some real estate deal. That's where 

my prettiest girl went! They're twins, 
Alice and Phoebe Bayard, and they're 

Mrs. Foster's nieces. She’s an invalid, 

and they take turns living with her 

She says it's too much of a strain to 

have them both there at once and to 

try to tell which is which. That's why 

sometimes it was my prettiest girl 

and sometimes it was the one you 

liked. We made the mistake of think- 

ing that there was only one. The old 

lady’s going to Europe with a trained 

nurse for keeps. It’s a good thing that 

we gave up this apartment. We'll 

need two, and they won’t be in bache- 

lor halls either.” 

Ned grasped his friend’s hand in his 

own. “There's only one prettiest girl,” 

he declared, ‘but yours isn’t common- 

place.” And with that concession Mau- 

rer was content, 

    

THAT 

THAT 

THAT 

THAT 

ing Jackets, 

THAT 

THAT 

THAT 

before 

The line of gifts embrace: —German, Haviland and 

nese Hand Painted China, Pictures, Toilet Articles, Cush- 

ions, Linens, Books, Handkerchiefs, Smoking Sets, Smok- 

Fancy 

Painted Tables, Purses, Rugs, Ladies’ Slippers, IFurs, Boys’ 
Clothing, ete. ete. 

Bear in Mind 

O'Connell's is the place to do your Christmas shopping. 

My goods are the standard of quality, carefully selected 
in the foremost wholesale houses of Chicago. 

The articles were selected for their usefulness and accepta- 
bility and that you will not be shown worthless and trashy 

merchandise in this store. 

Japa- 

Aprons, Baskets, Japanese Hand 

My line of novelties is the largest and better than anv 

shown in this city. 

It is no trouble to show you goods here, whether or not 

you intend buying. 

We will be expecting you to look this line over sometime 

DECEMBER THE TWENTY FIFTH. 

Thomas 0’Connell 

0000000000000000 092000002000 008 

  

A Gift 

fo the 

Home 
A profitable purchase for the family 

is a piece of well-made, handsome Furn- 

all the in the 

pleasure it gives. 

iture ; members share 

We have everything, from a piano, an 

oaken bedroom set, a sectional bookcase 

with leaded glass doors, that is a perm- 

anent utility ; a music cabinet; an ex- 

tension dining table, or a kitchen cabi- 

net, down to the smallest utility. 

Tasty Pictures and High Grade Musi- 

cal Instruments. 

SWENSON BROTHERS. 
Tasty Pictures and High Grade Musi- 

cal Instrnments. 

  

MERRY 
CHRISTMAS 
Your Christmas will 

be merry if you provide 

in advance for a dinner 
of our prime meats or 

poultry. 

Fresh Young Poultry, 

drawn, Chickens and 
Turkeys: Prime Beef; 

Pork and Lamb at its 

best; Oysters, mince- 
meat, Sausages, Berries, 

and all the trimmings. 

Don’t it make you feel 

hungry? 

Olson & Anderson 

Phone No. 9. 
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experts—it has that delicious home-made flavor. 

Cake Some Home 
ROUMAN’S CHRISTMAS CANDY is freshly made by 

a generous package home. 

    

  

  

Take 

X- 

TS 
We are making our Special Holiday Prices, and 

those who are giving any entertainment can be sup- 

plied here at the lowest cost for wholesome sweets. 

Rowman JBros. 
Ice Cream Parlor and Candy Kitchen. 

Hot Drinks Always Ready. 

  

  

  
    

Fl Welcome Guest 
Old Santa is welcomed by all on Christmas Eve, 

but Opportunity should be welcome every day. 

portunity is knocking at your door now. The 
Op- 

West- 

ern irrigation is opening new fields of efforts for thous- 
ands. 

Let me show you the wonderful proposition 1 can 

make on Utah land, ready now to have the water turn- 
ed on it that will make it literally yield gold. 

BG. MR. Empson 
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