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There was nothing especially roman-
tic to contemplate about Claude Mel-
notte Dabbs, village grocer, unless It
were the first two-thirds of his name,

When his doting parents prefixed thal

cognomen of Bulwer Lytton’s hero in

. the drama, “The Lady of Lyons,” to his

family name, it may have been an
augury or at least an influence; for
C. M, Dabbs, while sticking to the hard
facts of life and wringing success from
his career as a tradesman, neverthe-
less had romantic yearnings—desire to
see existence through ‘“the mists of
alabaster lamps.”

And his dream came true. Yes, came
true to the extent that C. M. partici-
pated in a romance in real life that
had chivalry, adventure, mystery, beau-
tiful women and all sorts of iInterest-
ing and delightful people and experi-
ences mixed up in it in about as satis-
fying proportions as anyone could wish,
Right in a little town in Pennsylvania,
with its typical and lovable characters,
the local butter and egg man became
the chief actor in a drama of life in
which his humdrum affairs were tinged
by that aura of enchantment existing
in “perfumed light stealing through
the mists of alabaster lamps.”

Margaret Turnbull, author of this en-
gaging story, was born in Scotland,
educated in New Jersey and lives at
Rockwood, New Hope, in Bucks county,
Pennsylvania. She has written several
successful novels. Her “Looking After
Sandy” is still a popular favorite. Her
play, “Classmates.,” was and still is a
big success. Shéa has done a number of
moving plctures for the bisg producers.
The story, ‘“Alabaster Lamps,’ was
written at Rockwood, on a hill above
the Delaware river, far removed from
theaters, moving pictures or other
accompaniments of city life; hence its
peaceful atmosphere and fine strain of
pure romance.

THE STORY

CHAPTER I.—With a stranger, whom
he introduces as his nephew, Ned Car-
ter, Claude Melnotte Dabbs returns
irom New York to his general grocery
at Peace Valley, Pa. To “Aunt Lyddy,”
his housekeeper, he explains that Car-
tér Is a chance acquaintance, veteran

of the World war, whom he had met | :
/ | sealed it with the money in an en-

velope, directed it, then went to the

and taken a liking to.

CHAPTER II.—Carter tells Aunt
Lyddy he has broken with his family
and his sweetheart because of his re-
sentment of their ultra pacific tend-
éncies. With Dabbs Ned visits Clover
Hollow, abiding place of a “collection
of good-natured cranks,” according to
the grocer. They almost run over a
dog belonging to a girl whom Carter
apparently recognizes. Ned delivers a
grocery order, and in his absence the

irl, Dorothy Selden, reveals that she

ows him to be Ned Carter Rangeley,
gg:ku: L.oren Rangeley, New York
er. :

CHAPTER IIL—Next day Ned com-
mences work as a ‘‘grocer’s boy.” At a
fﬂsidenca, the *"White House,” he de-
ilvers an order marked *“Johnston.”
There he meets a girl who tells him
she and her mother are alone in the
house, the servants having left them
because of the “loneliness.” He prom-
ises to txg to procure household help.
Meeting Dorothy Selden, his erstwhile
sweetheart, he baffles her attempts

to discover the reason for his presence |
| said:

in Peace Valley. Arrangement is made
for a cook to go to the Johnstons'.

CHAPTER IV,—The cook being un-
able to begin work at once, Ned visits
the White House to inform Miss John-
ston of the fact. Explaining the situa-
tion to her mother, the girl, “Mary,” is
astonished by that lady's emotion at
the mention of Dabbs’ name. The cook

rrives, and Mary, with Ned, goes to
the viilaga for groceries. They are
seen by Dorothy Selden, Mrs. John-
ston, worrfed over financial troubles,
is bothered by Dorothy, who warns her

there is somethin uspici ¢
Ned Carter. g suspiclous abou

CHAPTER V.—There i8 something
about Mary vaguely familiar to Dabbs,
and he is highly interested in village
ﬁsﬂlp concerning the mother and

ughter. Mrs. Johnston accompanies
Mary to an inn for luncheon. Dabbs
sees Mrs., Johnston and is obviously
fgﬁf"t’iﬁe'jé Hl?ul int?r:&na Ned he has

@ ng on 8 mind th
like to tell him. at.ug wayl

CHAPTER VI.—Claude reveals to
Ned a romance of his early life. He
had married, while at college, and
under peculiar circumstances, and his
wife left him the day after the cere-
mony. He Is convinced “"Mrs. Johnston"
is his wife, “Polly,” and naturally
wants to know, Who is Mary?

CHAPTER VI1.—Mrs. Johnston tells
Mary they are practically penniless,
through &a trustee’'s defalcation. She

lans an appeal to Loren Rangeley, her |

anker, and Mary endeavors to dis-
piade her, While with Ned, Mary falls
into a pool. Ned gets her out, unhurt
but the incident reveals to him the real

nature of his feelings toward the girl. |

CHAPTER VIIIL—In an attempt to
clear up the gituation, Dabbs sends
Mrs. Johnston $500, which he had from
her when they were married. She keeps
the money, satisfying Dabbs she is
his wife, but, Who is Mary? Mrs.
Johnston and her daughter go to New
York, on Dabbs’' money. Dabbs tells
Ned he knows he is Rangeley's son,
and the two men arrange to follow the
women. “Polly” informs Loren Range-
ley she and Mary are going to Europe.

Mrs, Johnston stooped and kissed
her. “You are all I have in the world,
80 you're rather precious to me.
You'’re not to get up. I've had my
dinner, and yours is on the d{ray
ready to bring up.”

“Mother!” Mary lay still and won-
dered. “You get a dinner! Why I
never even dreamed you knew how!”

“There's lots of undiscovered coun-
try about mother, though you've
known her all your life, Mary. You'll
find it out some day.”

Mary finished her dinner and when
she relinquished the tray, sald:
“Mother, couldn't we sort over the
jewelry tonight?” |

‘Mrs. Johnston agreed and went from
the room with the tray. Mary lay
back on the pillows and contemplated
the ceiling, a little frown between her
brows. If it was not having to sell
the jewelry and being poor, what was
it that was worrying mother? Surely
she was not worrying about this—this
Mr. Carter?

At the same moment Claude Dabbs.
still at his desk, also frowning, looked
up from his writing as Ned came into
the room.

“C., M., aren’t you rather jumping
at conclusions? ‘Johnston’ is far from
being an uncommon name, and ‘Mary,’
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' ing uncommon either; therefore the
| combination really tells you nothing.”

Claude nodded. *“I told myself that,
too, at first, but—"

“All the same,” Ned continued re-
luctantly, *I will tell you something
I've noticed about Mrs.
She has a little black mole on the
lobe of her ear. Rather fetching, like
the dark stone of an earring. And
behind the same ear she has a single
lock of pure white hair.”

“A bit like a thumb-mark and just
behind the ear?”

“YES."

Claude " rose, excitedly, then sat
down . suddenly. “Polly—or I'm a
Dutchman! Do you suppose she’s got
her suspicions about me, and came
here to verify ’em?” demanded Claude,

“Never heard her mention your
name,”” Ned declared. , *‘“Certainly
never asked me any questions.”

“All the same, I don’t like the way
things look,” Claude said doggedly.
“There’s something behind it. I'm
going to be on the safe side.”

Ned looked at him curiously, and a
little uncomfortably. What safe side
could there be for a man in C. M.’s
position, if his utterly absurd deduec-
tion that lovely Mrs. Johnston was
his “Polly” had any foundation in
fact.

“I’'m going to send her back the
money,” declared Dabbs., “Going to
send her back her cursed five hun-
dred *and feel that my soul’'s my
own. I scraped and saved that money

Just for this chance.”

He opened a small drawer in his
desk, and reached for a roll of bills
with a rubber band about them, wrote
a few words on a sheet of paper,

store door.
Although the store was closed and

recesses, Young John Slater, an as-

sistant, was there.

“John,” called Claude, take this let-
ter up to the White House. You can
take the car. I don’t care how late

Young John grunted sssent and dis-

| appeared with the note, whistling at

the thought of having the ear to him-
gself as late as he wished.

cases. Mary sat propped up against
the pillows and her mother sat at the
foot of the bed. Between them was

a heap of glittering things.. If Mary
“Bother that old ring. You
don’t want to keep that,” her mother
would say: “Mary, you gave me that
ring when you were only twelve. How
can I part with it?" |
In the middle of an animated dis-
cussion about an old jade bracelet,
the doorbell rang. Mrs. Johnston,
after waiting for some ome to answer
it, suddenly realized that she was the

only some one available. and went
down stairs.

Young John Slater stood waiting
impatiently, “Mr. Dabbs, he asked
me to give this nete into your hands,
and if they was any answer to wait.”

Mrs. Johnston managed to indicate
that he might wait in the hall, and
went swiftly into the library, shut the
door and held the letter as though it
was a deadly explosive. Presently she

dollar bills fell

opened the letter. [ive one hundred
out. Mrs. Johnston
picked them up, together with the
note which had been folded around
the bills. The note began without

preamble.

“If yvou are the Polly Johnston who
married me in New Brunswick, some
twenty years ago, you will know why
I am returning the money. 1 have
felt worse than the devil about it for
more years than I like to remember.
For God's sake don’t refuse me the
chance to get financially straight. 1
won’t intrude otherwise, without your
permission. If you are not my Polly
Johnston, send it back and excuse

“Claude Dabbs.”

Polly Johnston gave a low whistle,
“It’s a godsend,” she sald aloud as
she put the money in her desk. She
threw the note on the !lre. watched {1t
burn and went into the hall.

“Tell Mr., Dabbs there i no an-

| swer.”

Young John went out into tne night
'and Mrs. Johnston went up to Mary,
arranging her story as she climbed
the stairs.

Mary, fingering the Jewels, yawned
a littlee She idly planned several
beginnings for the next chapter of
her life in Clover Hollow. They
were all differént, yet each began
with the morning’s interview with the
grocer’s clerk. She thought this was
odd, but concluded that poverty and
the country were narrowing her hori-
zon. She looked up as her mother
entered the room,

With a sudden movement of her
hand, Mrs, Johnston swept the ‘“for
sale” jewelg into the box.

“We won’t have to bother with them
yet awhile, I've had a telegram
from New York. We're to go there
and negotiate a loan on the land. 1
want you with me,
couldn’t leave you here alone. We'll
have to take the first train tomorrow.
It's the 9:80, I think. WIill you be
feeling up to that, Mary-girl?’

with _‘Pﬂlly’ for short, ig far from be-

Johnston. |

| MERT 11?"
the first yvear I was clear of debt, and | we

I've held it all this time just for— | that it s, crazy as it may seem to

| I want to get at,” Claude said.

shuttered, there was a light in its dim | tone was that of a man hard-driven, |

On Mary’s bed lay two empty. jewel |
' nocent nor more stupid than the av-

| erage, but I slept through the last

'this time Ned was anxious.

of course. I
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- “I feel perfectly all right, Mother.
It’s only a bit sudden, and I can never
care about the city in this weather.
But I'll be ready.”

“We'll stop on our way to the sta-

tion and get Mrs, Pulsifer to come,
Good

and look after the house.
night, dear, and i{f you dream of
drowning, just call Mother.”

Mary looked at her mother, stand-
ing in the doorway and ready to snap
the light out.

“Lovely old thing,” she called, “go
and get your own beauty sleep. I'll
have pleasant dreams.”

When the darkness enfolded her,
however, she made a distinctly wry
face. How much, she wondered, was
she a business necessity in this con-
templated trip to New York, and how
much was it her mother’s plan not

- to let the next chapter begin with
' the grocer’s clerk? '

In her own room, Mrs. Johnson

' disrobed, her heart beating to the
| ' his hand still on the telephone re-

I

In Her Room Mrs. Johnson Disrobed.

tune of one monotonous chant, which
ran thus: “Not yet, Claude Dabbs, not

yet shall you know about Mary.” |

Then she planned her next move, |
which was to eliminate Dabbs and his
too engaging nephew from Mary’'s life
—and from her own.

Claude Dabbs waited until he knew
there was no answer and no return
of the money.

Then it WAS Polly.

He turned out the light, but seeing
that the library was still occupied,

looked in, Ned was sitting ac the
window, smoking. He looked up as
Claude came into the room, and said,

— e e

“It looks as if it was Polly. I feel |
you. I hope she got all I meant, as
well as the :znoney.”

Ned turned on him, more excited
than Dabbs had yet seen him. “The
girl! Unecle Claude, you’ll have to
explain things to her, won't you?”

“Yes, but who is she? That's what
His

holding on to his patience by sheer
will power., “Is she an adopted
daughter? Who was her father, and
how old is she? Why do you think I
told you what I did the other night, |

you come back, if there’s no answer.” | If it wasn’t that T wanted to know |

who the girl is?” |
Ned crossed to him, and put his
hand on his shoulder. :
“I give you my word, Claude Dabbs,
I didn't realize it. I'm not more in- |

part of your story and my mind has
been on other things. I didn’t get you
at all. Do you mean to say you—" |

“Yes,” and this time Claude’s con-
trol snapped. “I want to know |
whether she's mine or not.” |

He¢ wrenched himself away f’rammI
Ned's hand. “I don’t know that it
will make a blamed bit of difference
to anyone but me, but I'd like to
know.”

The morning came and went with- |
out news from the White house. By
He had
promised Claude to wait for him until
he returned from. a trip to the express |

office.
- Immediately on his return Ned fol- |

lowed Claude into the private office. |
“Met Ettie Pulsifer on the wood |
road this morning going to the White |
house. She's got orders to pack the |
trunks, set the house in order, and
lock up. The key and the trunks*are
to be sent to New York. Says it was
Mrs. Johnston who telephoned. Says
the girl said they were only going up
for the day, but the mother never
opened her mouth. -What do you
think of it? '
“Looks to me. C. M., as though Mrs.
Johnston wanted to keep Miss John-
ston from you," and added mentally,
but did not say it. “or me.,” |
“Thar’'s whut I doped out.”
“Did you find out from Mrs. Pual-

sifer where the trunks were to go¥ |

“Sure.” He took out a small leather
notebook and opened it: “Hotel Plaza,
New York.”

' “By G—d, I believe you're right and
it is Polly, up to her old tricks. Never
faces anything, but always runs away.
Well, this time two can play that!
game. This time I'm going after her.”

Ned, who already had made up his
mind to follow Mary, cost what It
might, and prepared to break from
Peace Valley and Claude Dabbs if
need be, took him up at once with
“That’s the way to talk.”

“Yeh, I know,” Claude admitted,

' hand.
. know why?"

shrewdly. “It's the way you think I
ought to have talked and done, twenty
years ago., But I didn't have the
money."”

“I've got the money,”” Ned began,
but Claude stopped him DE:I‘EthﬂI'ﬁF
with:

“So have 1. Enough for both. Don’t
bother about money.”

“In that case,” began Ned, but never
finished the sentence, for young John
came in to say that Ned was wanted
on the long-distance telephone,

“Switch it in here, then, can’t you?”
Dabbs demanded.

Ned reached for the receiver. As
he did so, Claude, with his usual deli-
cacy, left the room. _

Mary Johnston was on the wire,

Ned, thrilled, heard her voice tell-
ing him that Mrs. Pulsifer had the
key of the house and was to close

it, but would he see that little Phoebe
Sayer received the borrowed gar-
ments back safely? Would he also
tell Phoebe that she was sending her
some books as a little remembrance?
As for Mr. Carter himself, she would
never, never forget all he had done
for her, and she was so sorry she
could not see him again. They were
sailing in a few days.

“Sailing? Where?”

“I'm not quite sure, but think Eng-
land first. "Mother deecided suddenly.”

“But you can't go—yet. I beg par-
don, Miss Johnston, but I wanted to
see you. I'd something to say. I—"

“Yes, yes, Mr. Carter. I'll be so
such obliged if you’'ll tell Phoebe,
and—here is Mother, she’ll* be so
grateful, too.”

“But Miss Johnston—Mary—"

“Good-by, Mr. Carter.”

At the other end of the line the re-
celver was hung up.

Claude came in und found Ned with

ceiver, his face a study in perplexity.
“What’s up?”
“They’'re going abroad, and soon.

| 'We've got to start things, right now.

How soon can you get ready?”

“Ned!” Claude gasped. “Abroad!
I hadn’t really planned anything like
that! Why, by Jiminy, Ned, I've
never traveled farther than New
York.” L

“Time you did. Look here, Claude
Dabbs, are you going to .sit here in
Peace Valley and let everything slide
as you did before, or are you going
to find out the truth—about Mary?”

“If that girl’s 1nine,
know it.”

This was so exactly Ned's state of
mind that he found himself glaring
at C. M., as at a rival, and with diffi-

culty refrained from retorting, *“So
do I1.” Fortunately his brain told
him that this was no time to tell

Mary’s possible father, if indeed that

was Claude’s proud position, his hon-

orable intentions.

“Then you’d better come out into
the world—with me, and pursue Mrs.
Polly Johnston.”

“'m coming,” Claude told him.
“You go to New York tomorrow, Ned,
and if we can’t get the same steamer,
we’ll take the next. Tl fix things
here while you find out Polly’s plans.
I'll join you in New York.”

“I'll go tonight,”

“All right, and I'll join you tomor-
row, and—and the best on the ship,
Ned. You're my guest.”

“T have money.”

. “Yeh, but you're coming with me,

and we're going to need plenty, es- |

peclally if you're—" Claude stopped
abruptly and finished rather lamely,
“traveling with me.”

Ned wondered what was on his
mind. He was amazed at this Claude
Dabbs.

Claude gave him a clue almost im-
mediately. “Are' you ‘Carter’ or
‘Rangely’ this trip?”

Ned slid to his feet and faced him,
but Claude stopped him before he
could speak. -

“You see, Ned, Miss Selden tele-
phoned the station a day or so ago
and sent a telegram to your father.
It said that his son was living here
under the name of ‘Carter.’ ‘Guess the
girl didn’'t realize she was on a party

wire and what that means in the

ecountry.”

Ned stopped him,
say yvou knew?”

“Sure, I've known ever since you
met the girl. She volunteered the in-
formation.”

“And you never asked me a single
question?”

“You mean

e e
or .the next morning at the latest.

- At least that was the version Mary

I mean to

They went directly to the Plaza,

where her mother left Mary and took |

 NOW YOU CAN WAX-POLISH ALL
YOUR FLOORS AND LINOLEUM §

her own way to the lawyer's oflice.

was allowed to believe.
As a matter of fact, Mrs. Johnston

‘went directly to Loren Rangeley's |
bank, was ushered at once into the | &

president’s private office and held a
long consultation, At the end she had
négotiated a loan on the land:; so
that much of her version was true.
She had also told Mr. Rangeley that
she wished to get away on the first
steamer to Europe, where she could

live better and cheaper than she could |¥

here. It would be better to stay there
until her financial position became Se-
cure, or at least improved, and It
would serve to take Mary away from
an undesirable suitor.

Loren Rangeley
sympathetic. His quick, cold eyes
noted that Mrs. Johnston had lost
none of her charm for him; that she
wore very well indeed. ,The loan he
was making was amply secured. In-

deed, there was every chance of the | ',
He was |§

land experiencing a boom.
In possession of facts that made this
almost a surety, but he did not tell
her so. It suited his purpose that
while he waited and made up his own
mind, she should not be in a position
to know that financially she was quite
secure.

He agreed with her that it would
be better to go abroad with the girl.
It Is to be noted that even with this
lead, and the fact that Mrs. Johnston
had been staying in, the town Dorothy

' Selden had wired from, he asked no'

questions concerning his son. He
could and did, by the mere summon-
ing of a private secretary, secure for
Mrs. Johnston accommodation on a
steamer,

“When do you wish to sail?” Range-
ley asked.

“Saturday,” said Mrs.
coolly, Somehow she did not like his
smiling scrutiny any better this time
than she had the last. It would be

better to escape before he brought the |
battery of his elderly charms to bear &

upon her. In her present financial
condition it might be difficult to hold
him off successfully, Flight,
might be as useful in her case as In
Mary's.

Mr. Rangeley was midlly surprised

at this sudden aection, but on the |
whole pleased. He meant to go abroad |

this summer himself. Nothing like
promptness in action. Mary’s suitor
must be indeed objectionable to cause
Mrs. Johnston to take such drastic
measures,

Mrs, Johnston left, with the money
and the steamer reservations. At the
last moment Mr. Rangeley told her
that business might compél him to
cross over, possibly within a few days,
but Polly Johnston refused to bor-
row trouble. She took a cab back to
the Plaza to break the news to Mary.

Mary listened without speaking,
and with wide, homesick eyves. It was
incredible! What was there to hold
Mary in this country?

Mrs, Johnston had Iinvented the
story about the suitor to suit her own
purposes, without really visualizing
Ned in the background to give her fib
color. Had she unconsciously told the

- truth?

If she had,

| then thank the Lord they were going!

“Why should I? Ain't we friends? |

I knew you’d tell me when you were

- good and ready.”

Ned 'drew nearer and put out his
“Thanks. Do you want to

Claude smiled and shook his head
as he took Ned’'s hand. *“I guess not.
You see, I do know Loren Rangeley,

and of all the old—well, never mind |

and excuse me, Ned, for he's your
father, and of course that’s one thing
to his credit. All I mean to say is
if there's two sides to any question

The Mutual Five

and Loren Rangeley’s on one, let me |

get on the other.”
“You know my father!”
“Only just in a business way.”
This helped Ned very little,
could the great Loren Rangeley have

What |

to do with a country grocer? Sus- |

picions began to cross his mind. Be-

fore he could stop himself, he sald:
“I say, Uncle Claude, what are you

' holding out on me?”

To his surprise, Claude Dabbs
looked positively confused. “You're
dead right, Ned, I haven’t been entire-

ly open with you either, but that can |

walt. All you have to tell me is
whether you'll be ‘Carter’ or ‘Range-
ley' on this trip.”

Ned hesitated. “I'd rather be ‘Car-
ter,’ but we're apt to meet people who
know me as Rangeley, so Carter's
oft.” | -

“Best both of us sall under our true
colors from now on and just be our
natural, brutal selves. Well, get un-
der way, Ned, and I'll start things
here. Jiminy! Polly won't leave me
gasping this time, though it never
would have occurred to me to follow
but for you.” '

Mary Johnston -had departed fro
Clover Hollow with the expectation
of returplng on the afternoon train,

|
|

But she would let Mary infer that it

was to escape Loren Rangeley,
name once mentioned, Mary made no

protest.
It was only when they were dressed

for dinner, and their guests had been |

announced, that Polly ventured to tell
the girl the sailing date was Satur-

ray.

Mary said nothing. but under dark |

brows her blue eyves looked the ques-
tion that her mother knew must

listened, gravely | /&

Johnston: | @

His -‘-".

H'DW; | "

It could not be possible that her |33

to Wwonderful Mary had-any real- feeling

. about the grocer’s clerk.

gooner or later be nnswered.
(Continued Next Week)
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THOS. W. PERKINS, Inc.

Established 1917
CORRESPONDENT OF

WEST & COMPANY, Bankers |

Philadelphia
Members—New York and Philadelphia Stock Exchange |

HIGH GRADE INVESTMENTS |
- STOCKS AND BONDS
il | ACCOUNTS CARRIED
SHORT TERM TRUST NOTES

| Correspondence Solicited
LA ee ! . i
159 Court Street, Chestertown, Maryland
: Telephone 109 H

anyone can use it.
son’s Polishing Wax with a Lamb’s-wool mop.
cleans as it waxes.

| Poliﬁher over the floor and let ELECTRICITY do all the
work,

than a vacuum cleaner—it glides along silently, smoothly,
leaving a path of beauty behind it.

new—of wood, linoleum, tile or composition.
they are finished —with varnish, shellac, wax or paint.
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- Easily—Flectrically—-ten
times faster than by hand

Gleaming waxed floors are no longer a luxury—NOW

you can have their radiant glow in every room. The new
Johnson’s

econmm_ical of floor finishes.
few minutes—there is no hard work - no stooping or

kneeling—no messy rags and pails.
roughen your hands !

and expense of frequent refinishing.

Wax Electric Treatment makes WAX the most
This treatment takes only a~

It. won’t soil or
And it sayes you all the bother

This Johnson’s Wax Electric Treatment is so easy

Just spread on a thin coat of John-
This
Then run the Johnson Electric

This Electrie Floor Polisher is'much easier to run

It makes no difference whether the floors are old or'
Nor how

You can RENT THIS ELECTRIC FLOOR
PCLISHER FOR $2.00 A DAY and in just a

short time give all your floors and linoleums
this beautifying wax treatment.

JOANSON'S WAX

Electric Floor Polisher
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- Fersi7 Let us show vou how much
NS ,@-ﬂ " a saving these Certain-teed
= ‘;;!_r} floor«coverings will mean

N ' for you.
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Chestertown Maryland

JOHN BARTLEY

Maryland

I Chestertown
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different flavors of Ice
{ream at Gill Bros.
Parlor on Cross
' Street
Cherry
Pineapple
Kiddie Tub
Walnat

Honey Moon
Special =

Chestertown, Md

Vanilla
Chocolate

Fig¢ Walnut
f'rozen Custard
Pineapple
Orange Ice
Dainties

L Bl

Phone 290
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