SHORT STORY

When Tom Sewed.
By JANE OBBORN. ?
* {Copyright, 1917, by the McClurs
{ Newspaper Syndicate.)
X HEN Tom Bates had advanced a
4 hundred feet down the road, aft-
er having ieft Molly, he heard
“p subdued but high-pitched whistle. It
came from the direction of the side
" door of the Gardner houss, and, turning
ek, he saw emerging from the grape
arbor that clustered around the ddor
the bony, stooped [figure of Molly's
 wncle. The uncle was- beckoning to
Tom to return, and because the uncle
held one lean finger to his lips, Tom
knew he was to return stealthily. So
Tom crept back in the moonlight as
~ quietly as & night-prowling cat till he
- stood within 8 few inches of the old

o fa
ln:"_(J-m you knit?" asked the uncle.
“Enit—what do you mean knit?”
“What do 1 mean knit—I mean knit
~—worsted work. on needles, of course.”
*“Well, I should think not.”
4'Can you use a sewing machine?”
“Ceartainly not.”
" Tom had reasons of his own to want
1o ‘impress favorably Molly's uncle—
w%lio was also het guardian—but he did
fot intend to perjure himself by claim-
" ing accomplishments that he did not
have.
“Woell, can you thread needles and
sew on buttons?"’
- “Yes—I supposg I can,” Tom admit-
ted, slowly . remembering the bach-
.~ elor buttops that he had in time pasi
b:]erg constrained to sew on for him-
- el
“All right,” the uncle said, with evi-
‘dent patisfaction. “I can knit and
. the minister can cut out garments as
-good as any one, and son John can
- run the sewing machine, Now, here's

would be doing your share, in order to
« help ont Molly, I guess you're not go-
ing to back out. You eee, my wife—
Molly’'s Aunt Matty — and my son
John's wile and the minister's wife
snd Molly—well, they are running the
. Red Cross Soclety here in Dobb’s Cor-
ners, Well, times have been pretty
busy here. What with canning and
all, it was pretty harrd for the wom-
. €n folks, War times seem to come
" hardest on the women, if they're pa-
- “triotic, like our women folks are.”
~ *“What's that got to do with my
faewing buttons on?” asked Tom.
“Wait tll I get to it, can't you?"
cenapped Molly's- uncle, “Saturday
there is to be the big send-off parade
in the big city, and seems as if my
Matty and Tom's wife Lad set their
“hearts on seeing the boys start off,
~and. of course, the minister's wife and
. Molly just bad to go. And what is
Tore, they all had planned to get oif
'8 box of things for the Red Cross,
:“Well, as I said, tomatoes ripened soon-
~er. than they expected, and there were
. & powertful lot of grapes this year, and
. the preserving sort of put things back.
* And now, il they go in to that parade
~ Saturday, they never will get that box
. packed and my Matty and the reést are
“almost worried sick about it. They've
< got to get it off Monday morning. Of
- courss, the minlster's wite wouldn't
- ‘'want to see them finish up on Sunday.
Bo they have decided they will work
. til midnight on Saturday. Well, hero
Js'my plan. Tomorrow (Friday) even-
~_ ingIcan tell Matty I am going down to
- the store to sit awhile, and the minje-
- ler can let on he has to talk to one of
the elders, and John can tell his wife
~he's got to negotinte n the next coun-
~ | ty.about those cows he s thinking of
- “buying, and you can tell Molly what
" ¥ou choose, if she was counting on
- seelng you that mnight. And we can
N | 8ll get-together down at the head-
o : quarters and we can finlsh them gar-
. ments up. We can get there by hail
. bask seven, and we can work until
- eleven, without having the women sus-
+piclous, That is three hours and a
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belf for four men. That's — faurtc:niuncla he understood thp old man bet-|
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our pipes, we can peg rigit akead with- i thet hod been set aside for the Red
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Tom unwilling as ie was to be re- | 2iter Molly's uncle had picked the lock
garded as an expert necdleman, | with a pass key, they soon set to work
agreed, hnd sealed the agreement with | by the light of a steady old oil lamp.

8 heerty hand shake. and went off to | Knitting was not exactly easy for
his lodgings in tho village, fceling that | tha old man. and the yarn caught on
Locause of that littie speech of Molly's | his calloused knuckles, but ha set him-
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“Fach day The West Virginian publishies one tested secipe prepared
by Mrs, S. J. Brobst, Fairmont's foremost authority upon culinary art.
Cut them out and save them. Today's recipe is for— il

POLENTA, Y

(Polenta is an Italian dish, good and wholesome.) !
One quart brick of cold boiled mush.
Sauce for Polenta: Two tablespoons batter, iwo tablespoons flour,
one cup sirained tomalo sauce, one-half teaspoon sall, one feaspoon
graled nutmeg, one-half cup grated cheese. g
Cut the mush into half-inch slices, put layer to bottom of bakedish, cover
with one-quarter of the sauce and one tablespoon grated cheese, then a
layer of mush, sauce and cheese until dish is filled; place in moderate oven
30 minutes; sprinkle either with chopped green peppers or parsley.

Sauce is made as follows: Put butter in pan; when melted add flour,
mix until zmooth, then add tomato sauce and seasoning; boil three minutes.
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i with him in th pavic that froots on thci
1 | lake. |
| Not even on Fifth avenue, New Yorlk, |
|| do I get that feeling of buoyancy and
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- “Well, run shead and blow your
- ytoney,” sald Dick, as he kissed me
goodbye and sent me away on my
‘shopping trip,

“I' shall really be glad to get rid of
sou, for Jim and I are going to have
a long business session and | expect
that it {s as it should be—men must
::gka the money while women spend

“Now look here, Oick, haven't you
BOt out of that mid-Victorlan age when
1l men though that women were beau-
tiful playthings? There is a prychoi-
CEy Bbout clothes, my dear.”

\ “Psyciology, your grendmother,” ex-

ed Dick.

“Well, I believe that my grandmoth-
~ @r had a soul, even if she did not talk
‘about it much, and surely you, if you
_bave thought about it at all, must ac-
“knowledge that there is a soul and
~Epirit in dress.”

‘For the love of Mike, Margle, run

g5 and buy your duds. If you don't
you will keep me from dolng what 1
~ want to do—to mull over a foolish sub
+ Ject which never intercsted me in the
Ieast.  Dress, unless on a pretty wo-
. man bEs no charms for me.”
. Now I know I have changed, little
book, for if Dick bad made that re.
~merk to me five years ago, 1 would
have gone away and wept. I would no
Lave understood that Dick was Impa
tient to get to his businese and that he
. xtally meant to pay me a compliment
(4in talking sbout & pretty woman in
pretty clothes,
As it was, I walked up Michigan
EBoulevard, with a very contented feel
- Dick was well enough to put off
the saint and become his old impatien:
agaln. The sun was shining, 1
8 in perfect health and was going
Uy some pretty gauds for which 1
&d & number of yellow baczked bills in
‘pocket to pay.
I wonder, little book, If streets have
& personality to everybody., They have
1o me—Michigan Boulevard always
mmakes me think of youth. The Youth
Who is trying to put on old manners
alrs. It tries to be so very sober
its great diguified skyscrapers

: z | never-ending youth that I do on Michi. |
looming up on one side and masquer-! con Boulevard, Chicago. There is al|

In Aiterooon:cont ad top hat. ur | I2e o unetoected alertnoss and |
. i dem r abo cople you meet.
alas, middle-age-and-dignity finds out"[‘?-.ue_:;c;:ﬁaz h‘:lstvengt-?u:El-ygu-before?[
suddenl vat Automobile Row—with ils"cxpreﬁnion that is almost irresistible. |
stair and b.rlsk businesd bustle—thac | § am always expecting that at the nex:
l.mThhns nc; place 1]0 Bo. i corner, I;lll m.?p_-h 10).“'“_\-. all m};
re t coming to mee
waarasau;ter;ion; gfcﬁlhl:s T:gne{mn;,eli?! " Eﬁ?et:ll?luou:ﬁre?cﬂli?d gf::ds% $
voaitolaelian R ma o s ve Eicre i oY s tisiplay il lroustuses
» 0! 0 wind-—1 do not even min e
fommattien Lt %01 1O o ool pmak g it
‘ 3 ) street just a block away, for State
llﬂi! n;to:; eirsls‘l;l:ﬁ1aE}t::cutsl:risrlif§11(f;urﬁn‘1é’1:" Ir:ﬂ:et.Tlsdnm:r;her nlurtf Imr Iu:lt;rc telg
8 ¥  older ing  Today I am gla am alive an
than the one a little further down lhaia;n one of the humming throngh that
etreet who draws attention to the | censclously or unconsciously ahsorbs
‘g'rauy park and the sparkling water of | the vouthful atmosphere of the beautl-
Lake Michigan und seems to be nlways | ;] strect whose greatest charm is that

teckoning to the “boy-trying-to-be-old” | { s still younz. still enthusiastic, still
co the other side to come over and play l helieves in itself,
NN o
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gelf to work on an uncompleted muff- 1 that burglars had entered. Then fol-
ler with a will, end scon was pulfing | iowed the assembling of the Red Cross
away on his corn-cob pipe to the ryth- | jeaders and the brave encounter in the
milc click to the slow-moving woodet | dark.,
teedles, ke minister cut out pn-[ “What {n the name of love did you
jamas and bed packets with nervous |blow that lamp out for?” asked Mat-
buste, Tumming the quick measures ty, as she was inspecting the knitting
0f an oldfashioned cemp meering | her husband had been dolog. “If it
hymn; eud John, who was portly and | hadn't been for that, we wouldn't have
deliberate, stitched the pleces of heavy | been so frighteéend.”
votton into garments, with never | «f gyegs 1 didn't think, was the
pause to relight Bir pipe, Some times | weak reply. “I was bound you
Tom mada himeell useiul by cutting | shouldn't' know what we had been do-
under the direction of the minister, jna—wanted it to bo a surprise, so 1
sometimes llam I'.i;'t's'uti olj: Luttons, anel.‘l | blew out the lamp.”
sometimes he filled John's pipe or Te-| =
lighted it, so that the wheels of the ma- | Of course, Matty found the k:::itun.:
chine might run on without interrup-|beyond criticistn, though it wasn't yery
tion. well along, and the minister's wife was
It was about ten o'clock and the min-| perfectly delighted with her husband's
ister’s song was at its loudest, the ma- work as a cutter. John's wife never

chine was buzzing almost as noisily.

The air was tlue Eri{h smoke and the | 523w Buch good machine stitching and

four men were as intent on their work | b2d been untied. Parson, will you do

as though the evening’s occupatior | Tom had wrought with so much pains.
Then Tom looked quizzically at Mol-

Lkad been a game of whist. They dla
e ly, and she smiled back to him,
not sec the four figures that looked “Let's tell them,” he said, and then

ward the window from the street,
Epitawartithery ndoywitrom went on. “It's as good & time as any,”

nor did they hear, through the parson's

noisy treble, tho sound of four differ- :‘9 “95:“‘!- "‘l‘; tell you dﬂlﬂi.MO}lr n;nﬂ
nt sorts of footzieps on the stairs. But;+ Want to be married. lm leaving
cnt orts of footzteps on th ] forgths] camp GRS Batarday T antie

they did hear a lkey in the door, and
: : e . | didn’t want to be separated tiHl fhe knot
becausa Molly’s uccle heard his Mat Ean baalinitiaasl Parion e iYOqNds

ty's voice saying véry positively: I
v.]::es.q Il find oght whnpdurad break | the honors? Molly and I got the 1i-
; censo yesterday."

into this room.” He reached up to the |

icmp thet hungfrom the ceiling, drow | . And there in the little Red Cross

it down, and with one vigorous puff | aeadquarters, with the work where it

down the chimney. extinguished the) lay In the machine. the good old uncle
" gave away his niece and Molly mar

cnly light.
Two or three sereams followed in |Tled her soldier.

the darkness, and then much confu- o

afon. Finolly, after what seemed to How Lebzter Gets Food.

Tem, many minutes of groping about, | qpe lobster gets his food by follow-

he put his hand out and found Molly's Ing the suggestions of his lonz anten-

fiand stretched out before her. About |- ° ni h“_ ovar thatartl "’ in hi

that tima Molly's uncle had found Mat- u_:l_. which sort over the articles in hia

1y and the minister had relighted the | 'mmcdiate vicinity and inform him
which are edible and which are not.

lamp.

itl took a great deal of expleining to | He cannot see much and relies upon
reveal the fact that the minister's maid | bis sense of touch for dietetic infor-
on returning from the village had | mation. He loves to fight, even In his
brought back the news that there was | wild statc, not so much, it is thought,
from canniballsm as from pure "mean-

a light In the Red Cross headquarters.
Of course, the only thing to think was ,f negs."

i,

MORE VICTIMS OF GERMAN KILL-TUR

More proof—if anybody thinks more Is needed—of Germany's cam-
ralgn to win the war by killing bab {os. .
German aviators who bombarded tke hospital of Rosendacl wounded

i this kaby.

The mother {s sitting on the rulns of her home.
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to pay for products they |
1eady to respond without's
|'to tho Information on the
of the law which has
Lroadcast over the state

BITS OF

war gardeus of
spring's planting would
crease the produztion of the gardens
+nd make their cultivation about half
the work, in the opinion of James H.
Stewart, state commissioner of agri-
culture, who already has started his
ciforts to increase West Virgluia's food
preducts next year, says the Charles-
ten Mail.

fall or winter plowing will engble the
gerdener to get his pianting done much
earlier than if he has to wait in the
spring until the soil has drled suffl-
clently to the plowing depth.
the garden already plowed, the com-
missioner points out, a
cmount of work will produce a mellow
surface for the planting of early vege-
tatles lopg before the soil can be
rroperly worked if it must be plowed
or spaded
planting.

products has been a material factor
assisting Labor Commissioner Samuel
B. Montgomery
weights and measures
ing to information from his cffice.
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Purity in cocoa means
carefully selected, scru-
pulously cleaned cocoa
beans, scientifically
blended, skilfully
roasted, and with the
excess of fat removed,
reduced to anextremely
* fine powder by a strictly
mechanical process, no
chemicals being used,
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containing no added P
mineral matter. / Accuracy in fi
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FROM DAT MAN 0B MINE.
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