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HER HAPPY CHRISTMAS 

By CLARISSA MACKIB 
STORY X. 

Poesum Pinktoes and Billie. 
Grandma and Grandpa JLightfoot 

were bo glad ' to have Jennie Chip
munk bring back Johnnie and Billy 
Bushytail, after they had run away, 
that they did not scold the little hoy 
squirrels very much. Indeed, Johnnie 
and Billie were quite ashamed of 
themselves for making their kind 
grandparents worry, and they promis
ed never to do so again. 

Well, it was about three days after 
this, or maybe it was three days and 
a half—I can't be quite sure, because, 
you see, Jennie Chipmunk took my 
calendar to use for paper on the pan
try twelves—anyhow, it was not very 
long after, that Billie Bushytail was 
walking alone In the woods. Johnnie 
had gone to the drug store after some 
more wild cherry bark for Grandpa 
Llghtfoot's cough, and Billie was all 
alone. He jumped from one tree to 
another, his tall whistling in the 
wind, •when all at once, he heard some 
one call to him. \ 

• "Where did you learn to Jump?" 
asked a voice. 

"My grandfather taught me," an
swered Billie, "or, to be more correct, 
it was a big bird that scared me and 
Johirale, so that we Jumped before we 
toe# It. But who are you?" 

w He looked down, and all he could 
^ieewtU a Httle bunch of fur, curled up 
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very strange thing to do? But, you 
see, he did it for a reason. When 
some animals see what they think is 
a dead creature, they will not touch 
it, and Possum Pinktoes, by making 
believe he was asleep, could look as 
if he- really were dead, when he was 
very much alive. But think of making 
believe he was asleep! I've known 
lots of children who pretended they 
were wide awake, when they were as 
sleepy as they could be, but I never 
saw any children who made believe 
they were asleep when they were 
awake. 

"Is that all you are doing?" asked 
Billie. 

"Oh, no, Indeed," answered Possum 
Pinktoes. "That is only one of the 
things I can do. Presently I am go
ing to hang by my tail. I have to do 
that. Watch me." 

He made a quick motion, and— 
would you believe me?—there he was 
hanging down from the limb of the 
tree by his tail. 

"My gracious!" cried Billie Bushy
tail. "That is a very good trick in
deed! A very good one! I wonder if 
I could do that?" 

"Did you ever try?" asked Possum 
Pinktoes. 

"No," answered Billie, "I never 
did." 

"Thgn," said Possum Pinktoes, "you 
don't know whether you can do it or 
not. You never know whether you 
can do a thing until you try it Watch 
me carefully, and see if you can hang 
by your tail. You have a nice, large 
one. I Bhould think you could." 

So, after Billie Bushytail had 
watched Possum Pinktoes for a few 
minutes, and saw how gracefully the 
fjirry creature hung by his tail, the 
little squirrel decided to try it. 

"Who knows V* said Billie. "Per
haps some day I may get into a cir
cus, and can do this trick." 

So he tried to wind his tail around 
the limb, as he had seen Possum 
Pinktoes do, and he let himself drop 
toward the ground. Then, what do 
you suppose happened? Why, Billie 
Bushytail fell right to the earth, as 
qjiick as could be, and my! what a 
bump he gave his nose. It bled a 
little, not quite as much as did the 
maid's nose who was out in the gar
den hanging up the clothes, but pretty 
much. Then Billie ran home crying, 
and his grandfather told him he was 
a foolish little squirrel, and should 

'never try hanging by his tail £gain. 
And Billie never did. Now, what shall 
T tell you about tomorrow night? 
)h, I know. How would you like to 
ear about Johnnie and the sly, sly 
Id fox? 
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y wunted to, sed Puds Simkins, and 
ii Krawsa sed, I wunder if it? hard 
3peek, uppergoots atta malla. Being 
posed to be Eyetallan, and we all 

; ied like enything awn account of it 
•wnding even funnier than the reel 

lyetalian; 
Spagetty comma doodle, sed Skinny 

Martin. And evvrybody laffed agen, 
ind I sed, Tomato spakeetchy. And 
vvrybody laffed agen and kepp awn 
vffing and Puds Simkins sed, Maca-
onl pazza gadumpty. And we kepp 
vwn keeping awn lafllng and the ferst 
hing we noo one Eyetalian had me 

xnd Puds by the collers and the uthir 
Eyetalian had Skinny and Sam. 

You no like our langwitch, sed the 
,<2*>t j Eyetalian that had me and Puds. 

Yes we do, sure we do, sed Puds, 
jthir, I Its a awl rite langwitch I sed. 

allans j Go beet it to yourself home,- sed the 
_>undir- Eyetalian. -And he gave me and Puds 
MaJtin.a push and the uthir one gave Skinny 
s speek and Sam a push, and we kepp awn go-

' Ing till we was back awn my frunt 
>wer it?; steps. 
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(Cpyrlght 1915, by McClure Newspaper 
Syndicate.) 

The schoolteacher at Rock Gulch dis
missed her pupils with a smiling face. 
Behind the smiles lurked unshed tears. 
When the last youngster had,vanished 
down the snow-covered trail, Bernlce 
leaned her head against the window 
frame and the hot, rebellious -tears 
flooded her soft gray eyes. 

How she hated this far western 
country, with its crude ways, its dowd-
ily dressed women, its unpolished men, 
and, above aJl, its loneliness! It was all 
so different from New England—and 
yet she fled from Masachusetts to hide 
a heart-ache. , 

"There is something wrong with me,' 
she sighed at last. "It can't be the 
country or the people—they are kind 
and generous—it's the way I feel! How 
can I cure the ache and the homesick
ness for things that may never be?" 

No answer came to her out of the 
swiftly falling winter twilight. 

Perhaps the knowledge that a wed
ding was taking place in Boston at that 
very hour confused her reasoning pow
ers. The man had ceased to love her 
and she had offered him his freedom 
and be had accepted it, and so, being 
without near relatives, Bernlce had 
found a position out here in Montana. 
This was he first Christmas in Rocky 
Gulch. 

After awhile she locked the ushool-
house dor and with the children's 
Christmas offerings in her lunch basket 
the lonely little schoolma'am set off 
down the trail toward the Tucker place 
where she boarded. , 

It was snowing,hard now and the 
trail was rapidly disappearing under 
the white blanket. In the deepening 
gloom dark shapes appeared, approach
ing and receding, but they proved to 
be the pine trees fringing the steep 
slopes. 

Far below, the fights of the town 
gleamed through the darkness and 
then vanished, and Bernlce, plunging 
out of the path to avoid a deep drift, 
took a wrong turning and soon ac
knowledged to herself with a frighten
ed sob that she was lost on the moun
tain in a raging blizzard. 

Hours afterward, she sang exhausted 
at the foot of, a pine tree and dropped 
her head on her outstretched arms. 

"I will rest for a few minutes," she 
murmured drowsily. 

* • * 

Down in the town. Mrs. Tucker wait
ed supper that Christmas eve until 9 
o'clock. Then little Willie Tucker sleep
ily announced that Mrs. Halllday had 
invited teacher to spend the night and 
eat Christmas dinner at the Halllday 
ranch. Chiding Willie for his tardy in
formation, Mrs. Tucker hastened to the 
telephone and called the Halllday 
ranch; but the wires were all down, 
and so the anxious little woman decid
ed that the teacher had been unable to 
send word about her change of Christ
mas plans, and went about the trim
ming of the Tucker Christinas tree 
with renewed activity. 

• • • 
Bernlce opened her eyes in the liv

ing room of a warm log cabin. Gay 
Navajo blankets hung from the walls 
and covered the broad couch on which 
she reclined before a blazing Are of 
hickory logs. 

Two men were bending over the lire; 
one was stirring something In a bright 
tin saucepan, something hot and 
steaming which he poured into a tum
bler and brought to her bedside. 

"Hello!* he smiled. "Awake, are 
you? Drink this mess and tell us how 
it all happened." 

Bernlce smiled back into & bronzed 
face that Inspired instant confidence. 
He was young, with very blue eyes 
and very brown hair. 

Bernice obediently drank the steam
ing mixture and snuggled down in the 
blankets and went to sleep. 

"I wonder who she Is, Jim" said the 
last comer. 

"She came to ns out of the storm— 
a little snowbird," murmured Jim 
Butler. 

Billy Smith smiled shrewdly. 
"Little Snowbird will be missed on 

Christmas eve," he said. "Some one 
is probably looking for her now, so 
don't set your heart on her Jim." 

Jim laughed softly. 
"Oh, get out, you old idiot!" he grin

ned. "Can't a chap sentimentalize a bit 
on Christmas eve without your getting 
silly? I was thinking It will be a sorry 
Christmas for this little girl, and this 
blizzard looks good for all day tomor
row !" 

"Sure thing—so I'm going out to cut 
a Christmas tree for her," said Billy, 
struggling into his heavy coat. 

"You're an angel," laughed Jim, get
ting out an ax. 

"Aw—shut up—rm doing It for ex
ercise!" blushed Billy, tiptoeing into 
the night. 

Left alone. Jim Butler sat down and 
stared Into the fire's heart. Who can 
tell what pictures he saw there on this 
Christmas eve? Perhaps he saw there 
•another Christmas in this same moun-

Using The Curlers 

AS a rule, if It is more becoming 
to wear your hair curled, it is 

naturally curled for you. 
Those born with straight hair usually 
look better if it Is kept straight. Yet 
most of them seem to want it curly, 

/judging by the hundreds of requests 
/for. the hair-curling fluid that I 
receive. 

This hair-curling fluid Is an ex-
cellent thing, yet harmful if used to 
excess—as all things like that must 
be. It is a good thing if used slight
ly, and if the hair is allowed 

- Intervals without any sort of lotion 
or cosmetic on It at all. The most 
harmless way to do the hair is to 
curl it around soft tissue paper or 
soft leather "kids." 

If you will dampen your hair a 
trifle and then separate it into 
strands, rolling the strands like a 
rope is rolled, and then rolling them 
about the paper or kids, you will find 
your hair will cnj-l quite easily. And 
the curl will be loose and fluffy and. 
becoming. The dryer your hair is— 
that is to say, the freer from oil, the 
prettier the curl, and the longer it 
will last Oily hair never stays *in 
curl long under any circumstances. 

Do not have the strands of hair 
too fine, or the curl will be a crimp. 
And let the h*lr dry quickly after 
It is around the curlers. Ii you can 
possibly sit where a current of hot 
air will blow dver the head, the soon
er the hair will curl, and, usually, 
the more lasting the effect. 

Hot irons are to be avoided always, 
unless circumstances demand curly 
hair and allow you only a few mo
ments to get it. The heat of the iron 
:ontracts the hair folliole at one side, 
sausing it to curl, but this is what 
makes irons injurious. 

Questions and Answers 
Cold cream makes my skin break out, 

md steaming makes it worse than it i». 

yet it it always rouffh and broken out. 
Can you help me with itt—Beauty Seeker 

Reply—All I can advise^ unlesi I knew 01 
saw you personally, would be plenty of out
door exercise and fresh air. I have seen 
cases much like yours, where the young 

Roll strands of hair about paper or 
soft kids 

girl responded at oaee, when made to stay 
outdoors and tramp or take a lot ef eierctae. 

• • • • 
Can you give me the name of a good an-

tiseftic soap and ointment t—H. B. 
Reply—I cannot give the names of any 

brands of preparations in these columns. 

[Protected by ,The Adams Newspaper Berries] 
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tain cabin, when, beside his forest 
guide and friend, Billy Smith, would be 
another—his wife—and, somehow, she 
took the face and shape of the girl on 
the couch. 

He had never seen Bernlce Avery, 
before the moment when he had stum
bled over her snow-covered from. He 
had carried, her to the cabin three 
miles up the mountain and given Billy 
Smtlh the surprise of his adventurous 
life. 

James Butler was a timber expert In 
the employ of the government and 
Billy was his right hand mah. 

Suddenly the door opened and Billy 
staggered in, powdered with whiteness, 
carrying a small, symmetrical hemlock 
tree. 

"Our Christmas tree for the kid," he 
said solemnly. 

"Good, chuckled Jim, and they set to 
work. 

It was Christmas morning when 
Bernlce awoke again. Dimly sHe' re
membered the events of the night and 
when full realization came upon her 
she sat up in bed and looked around. 

"Dear me, how horrid I feel!" she 
yawned sleepily, and at that Instant she 
saw the Christmas tree and her eyes 
popped wide open.-

The little tree Btood on a table near 
the fire, propped with heavy stones, 
strigns of popcorn festooned It and 
there were puzzling tinsled ornaments 
-4-nuts covered with tinfoil. There were 
a Mexican quirt, a pair of gayly bead
ed Indian moccasins, a orll of Navajo 
blankets and some apples and oranges. 

"I wonder whose Christmas this is," 
marveled "Bernice. 

The sun was streaming through the, 
windows when Jim and Billy knocked 
at the door and entered in response to 
her call. 

They had arrayed themselves In 
their best garments and they glanced 
expectantly from the girl's shyly smil
ing face to the gay little tree. 

"Merry Christmas!" all three said 
In unison, and then laughed In gay 
friendliness. 

"It looks so Christmasy in here," said 
Bernice; "I'm afraid I've stumbled upon 
somebody's Christmas' tree." 

Jim laughed. "Oh, that's your tree!" 
"Mine?" she stammered. 
•Yes—it was Billy's idea—your being 

away from home and everything. 
These are just trifles we had around 
the house. Please don't cry!" he pro
tested as tears filled the lovely eyes of 
his guest. 

"But you don't know how beautiful It 
is.' she sobbed. "I was hating Christmas 
this year—I was so lonesome—and 
everything!" 

She told them how she had disliked 
the west, not dreaming it could hold 
such kindness, and in return both men 
became very gruff indeed and Billy 
sternly inslted upon her coming out 
and eating her breakfast of cornbread, 
bacon, and coffee. Jim said nothing, but 
hip eyes were eloquent. 
' It was late afternoon when the storm 

ceased so that they could put on snow-
shoes and set out down the trail toward 
the Gulch, Bernice hugging her prec
ious gifts close ot her heart. . 

"It's the happiest Christmas I ever 
had," she told Jim, wtih eyes all ashine. 

"And you don't hate the west and Its 
people?" he smiled. 

"No, indeed." 
"Then—perhaps—you will like it well 

enough to stay here always!" he blurt
ed, and then In a panic of bashfulness 
he dashed away from the ^Tucker's 
front gate, leaving Billy sole witness to 
Bernlce's blushes and telltale eyes. 

"We'll have another Christmas tree 
next year—we threea—nd it won't be 
any accident either," predicted the 
guide shrewdly. 

Billy's prophecy was fulfilled, and 
Bernlce's happy Christmas was follow
ed by many more In the country where 
she learend to love because love had 
really sough4 and found her there. 

PROTEST AGAINST 
TAX ON GASOLINE 

Iowa City, Dec. 25. — Iowa City and 
Johnson county automobile owners 
will make a strenuous protest against 
the proposed tax on gasoline, accord
ing to a movement started here head
ed by Frank Carson and other prom
inent men in this part of the state. 

The Iowa City men are at work pre
paring cards which are to be sent to 
every automobile owner in the county 
during the month. The opposition is 
on the grounds that the tax will not 
only strike at those who use gasoline 
to operate an automobile as a luxury, 
but those who use the fluid as a means 
of earning a livelihood. 

"Our plan is to work In cooperation 
with the automobile men in the other 
counties of the state," said Mr. Carson 
last evening. "According to present 
indications all the congressmen from 
Iowa will receive instructions from the 
people whom they represent to vote 
against the gasoline tax." 

ATTRACTIVE FUR SETS 
QUAINT MUFF SHAPES AND BECOMING 

NECKPIECES OF VELVET, PLUSH OR FUtt 

FASCINATING CAPS TO MATCH 

New York, Dec. 25. — Just as the 
tinkling of sleighbells delighted the 
hearts of the children and grown-ups 
of yesterday, so are we of today enrap
tured with the thought of winter, when 
tiny coasters may once more be 
brought into use, and the snow king, 
zealously guards his domain — moun
tains and streams in glittering snow-
clad loveliness. 

For these days of sleighing and 
skating, not forgetting the gorgeous 
wintry mornings when a brisk walk 
over frozen paths brings a glow to our 

Melon Muff and Puritan Collar 
of Plush. 

cheeks and brightness to our eyes, 
clothes must play as important a part 
as for any other occasions. 

Attractive Fur 8ets. 
Fashion decreed at the beginning of 

the season that fur was to be popular, 
and old Father Winter has approved 
the notion by sending us a brisk, crisp 
winter that makes the touch of fur, 
no matter how small or large, quite 
consistent 

In muffs and neckpieces there is a 
wide choice both as to models and ma
terials. It is no longer considered 
"home-made" to carry a muff of vel
vet, heavy silk, or velours, with Just 
a band or two of fur, by way of trim
ming, or for that matter no fur at all. 
These sets are often made to match 
coat or suit; one especially pretty set 
worn .recently with a tailored suit of 
dark brown duvetyn, was of silk plush 
in the same tone as the suit, trimmed 
with strips of beaver to match the 
trimming oil the suit. The muff was 
made in the popular melon shape, the 
plush being shirred to a very small 
opening at the hand and banded with 
a two-inch strip of beaver. A broad 
Puritan collar of the plush completed 
the set, and a small hat, with a band 
of the plush around the edge and a 
beaver ball on the tip top of the 
crown, was a chic accompaniment. 
This set was to be worn with the suit 
and also with a heavy, belted and 
pocketed top coat of dark green vel
ours, intended for sleighing, motoring 
and like purposes, when warmth was 
necessary as well as becomingness. 

Another pretty set of ctose haired 
fur, made from an old seal coat, had a 
barrel muff and the regulation throw-
scarf. This set was completed by a 
long tasseled cap made of the same 
material as the loose, box coat, which 

; was of dark green duvetyn, also band-
I ed and cuffed with seal. Gold cord, 
j silver and gold lace, is used for the 
I more dressy muffs and neckpieces, and 

oftentimes there Is a metal or velvet 
rose as an attractive bit of color. 

The Popular Tam-o'-Shanter. 
With the awakening of the out-of. 

dopr spirit there has come a demand 
for comfortable headgear; not the 
freakish hats and caps which were in. 
trbduced when the motoring fad came 
in, so ^hideous and unbecoming, but 
chic, little caps and tams made up in 
sweater cloth, lamb's wtiol, the mater
ial of the coat or suit,'.or knitted to 
match sweater or scarf. These caps 
are extremely youthful and chic, easily 
made, and the height of comfort. 

Sets of cap, scarf, and sports' coat, 
or sweater, are used for skating cross
country walking, and motoring. One 
especially pretty cap with scarf or 
muffler attached, is being made up in 
chiffon for summer motoring use; the 
idea is wonderfully practical, as the 
full, gathered scarf end may be 
brought over the head and face, veil 
fashion, protecting »the complexion 
and eyes very efficiently. 

Leather is being,used for these sets 
quite extensively too; a fur trimmed 
set of dull red Russian leather, trim
med with sable and combined with a 
short, tab-ended scarf, also trimmed 
with sable, is unusually smart and be
coming. These leather sets may be 
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Barrel Muff and Throw-8carf of 8»al. ~ 

made at home of suede, or a aoft Jd£-: 
They arb practical for many purposes 
as they are not injured by dust, rain or ;; 
snow. s 

There are some attraotive velveteen, 
and velvet sets, also, trimmed With a 
vividly contrasting color. 

The Utility Walking Stlok. 
One of the novelties following the 

popularity of walking, skating and 
general out-of-door winter sports is the 
powder puff and other articles necss-
walking-stick with a soft silken or vel
vet bag attached for handkerchief* 
sary to Milady^ beauty and comfort 
Although somewhat extreme these 
sticks are nevertheless quite practical, 
especially for mountain climbs and 
hilly roads. . . 
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ORGANIZE BOONE TRAIL IF 
Fort Dodge, Dec. 25.—Many Minne-f^ 

sota towns will be represented here 
at the formal organization of the 
Daniel Boone trail. People living on 
the trail from Shakopee and Minne
apolis have sent word they will put. 
up $14,000 to put the highway in th« ' 
best shape possible. 
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