clation. |
HIS Is for men only. If women
read It they way lmugh at the
men, thereby causing (amily
disiurbances It s about
Christtas shopplng. In which wowen
are inwerested, but it s aboutl men's
shopping. not women's, So much has
been written concerning the matter of
women buylug Christmas preseuts for
wen that it seems high time to show
the other side of the shield. Among
all the domestic uagedies Incident to
this life pone is so polgnantly pitiful
as the nopnual tragedy that tukes place
whien Mr. Man goes forth surrepth
tiously te purchase Yuletide gifts for
his Iladylove, be she wife, widow or
ot iden.

“What would she llke, | wonder?”
sighs Mr. Man. The wsigh s long
drawn out, llke the linked sweeiness
of the first kiss. By the time he en-
ters the big bewlldering departinent
store which be has pussed by a thou-
sand Umes without entering and
which Is to bfin an unknown wonder-
land be' quits sighing and begins see
ing. The first things be sees are the
seores of pretty salesgirls, lncluding
some notl so prety But of course
not one of them is hall so prefity as
the girl, wife or widow for whom he
is going to buy that—well, now, what?

He beglus to slgh some more.

Abh, u box of gloves—the very
thing! And yet what =ize does she
wear? Suppose be got her three sizes
too large for bher dainty hnuds! Aw-
fual!

Then he goes to the other extreme—
or extrewity—and resolves to get her
a palr of thuse beautifal satin slippers
which he discovers on a counter  But,
again, what size? If he should make
the sad error of getting a siugle size
too large she would siare sarcasteally
at him und inquire:

“Do you think I'm from Chieago?

Gloves and slippers are marked *“ta-
boo™ In bis ecalenlutious. Well and
good. Her bhands and feet are dispos-
el of. Now, how about ber bLead?
Why, a set of those back and side
combs—the very thing! All women
like pretty combs, of conrse. But may-
be his partieniar womun I8 sensitive

and she might tmagine that be \mag- [f

ifnes that she doesn't keep her hair

“Oh, 1,8'pose she knows when she
needs hair combs!"” sighs Mr Man,
turning to the
next connier. Her
hend s out of
the question. Bo
far as Christmas
presents go, she
is decapitated.
Well, that wstill
lenves un consid-
ernble portion of
the lady adapta-
ble to adorn-
ments.

*Where are the
Cremonns?' asks
the mnn

“We don't sell
violins In this
rftore’ replies |
Miss Baleslady.
“Go to a music
Lhonse.”

“Violins! I'm
looking for a lady's house dress, a sort
of wrapper'—

“Ohb, you mesn a kimono!™ giggles
the girl, passing on the giggle to the
next girl, who is llkewise generous.

“Didn’t I say kimono. miss?"' the
mau says a lttle testily.

“Third floor; take elevator.” says the
slggly girl,

Mr. Man finally finds the kimono de-
partment. The stack s bewlldering.
He never imagined there were so
many kinds of kimonos in the worlil
He bad associated the kimono with the
Japanese and supposed they were.all
Japs. He couldn't fail to ger one ro

“WHERE ARE THE
CREMONABT"

[Cepyright, 194, by American Press Asso-

Mr. Man, steps up and asks:
“Anything in particular, sir?"

blond hair is just about the size.”
walker.

five minutes.”

“The deoce you do!”
“Yes, 1o gu upstairs to the French
kimono section and try on a kimono
for me—I| menn for my—the other lady.
See? .
The floorwalker sees; also he smiles.
But Christmas 1s coming, so let him
feel cheerful
“Here, Miss Lou,” says the floor-
walker to the blllowy blond. Miss Lou
acceprs the assignment gracefully. ac-
companies the gentleman up to the
third #loor, chatting swlably en rouote,
and tries on French kimono after
Freoch kimono At last ove fits snug:
Iy.
Mr. Man pays the price. The dainty
garment Is bun
dled up and sent
to his address.
and bis troubles
are over. Butare
they? There's n
sequel, It hap
pens thar Mr Man
is buylng this ki
mono for the
deurest girl In the
world, who Is to
become his own
and osanly wife on |
New Years day
SBhe bas confided |7
to him that she §
belleves in useful
Christmas  girts,
something nice to
wear, for In-
stance, apd he MNR. MAN FOUND
has pald  $48.85 THis NOTE.

for s ulce French Bannel kimono.
Very well, It is three days till Christ-
mas eve. That very night when he
reaches home Mr. Map tinds this Jote,
left by messenger:

“Mr. Man—All |8 over bsiween us, |

fit. They were all 20 loose and fawing
that most anything in the shape of a |
Japanese kimono would fit any woman |
as well ga it was Intended to fit. 8o |
at last the search Is ended Rureka! |
Found!

*“The Intest and dalntiest thing Is the
Jreuch flannel kimono," says the chief
saleswoman, whereupon she shows Mr,'|
‘Man a late and dajuty creation In
pink flannel
,which looks no
more like a Jap-
anese kimono
than a cnterpillar
.looks like a but-

. "But—how-—
ean | know this |
will ft? asks
Mr. Man.
“About how

| you buy & beautiful French kimono for

HI. vo'! Ho. yo'! Chris'mus in
Bettah h'ist away, yo' kids, I's
OI' folks" way &m to. set sroun’

Hatehin’ rikoleenons till de houah

will send your ring and the dog collar
and the bracelel tomorrow, | was In
Goldensteln & Abraham's this afiernoon
and saw you making eyes at bhalf the
girls in the store; then | saw you openly
flirting with a blondined ereature. | drop-
ped my vell down so you couldn't recog-
nfze me. 1 heard you say “third foor™
when you want to the elevator with ner.
1 went up In the next car and watched

that horrid wreich! Is it pnecessary for
me to say more? ALLYCE

Ho you se¢ there are tragedies In
men's Christmas shopping,

But did this really happena?

Ask the man.

SLEEPY HEADS.

By GOODLOE THOMAS.

de mawnin'!

where the giggly girls abound. For
ten minutes he wapders around through
the aisles, casting longing glances at
the s#alesgirls, Now and then be pauses
and eyes one girl in particular  Final-
Iy the foorwalker, who has been eylng

“Yes; T"m looking for a gzirl about
the slze of my—| menn the Indy I'm
trying to buy a Chrissmas present for,
That youmg Iudy with the billowy

“Well, what of It? asks the floor-

“I want mo'borrow that girl for about

wiut would you like, pretty "r'n_ald?" ._
*Why, I'd like to coast on your Christmas sled,”

e — ————————— — L ——

days;

In spint and m truth.”

lic dSdi..
' to take his company,

ACK low;xrd Judea turn the

Of men in these the creed and canon

inghearts;

From soaring spires and armameiifs to where
The Nazarene once walked the fretted sea;
From gilded domes whose crass magmificence
Hides not the hovels in their shades to w
The Master lay that Galilean night «
Beneath the stars; from velvet pews and gold
And silver glittering to where He said:

“To visit them that suffer and are sick
Is true religion, undefiled. Whoso
Shall rightly worship God must worship Him

The world doth tire

Of hollow show and sound

That echo from the bannered plains of War,
Of vestments crusted with the gems that mock
The starving bodies and the hearts of men.

Ye ane another. Whosoever gives
A cup of water to the least of these

wa'nin"l
de grate

Linkum Jeff'son, ¢it to bed ¥
ro'wmaumh-a. '

L

Of swords— until at'last

Of Bethlehiem and stand

It longs to hear the simple gospel : “Love

Shall give it unto Me.” World weary souls |
Are turning from the blasphemy of Pride, .
And back across the crimson centuries
They go, back over fields of hate and stife,
Back over pathways réd-with blood .
And ighted with the s of staks aid gh

m-m‘h _
and a Hue lot
Captain _Ralph

share bis tent. &
tagether after taps
letter. saylng, YRead that,

Deag Ralph—1 have sent
m-u ) n:;.‘...""m will, reach’
you in time for Christmas. A e

pugh,” he wild, for there |

3

in e style. L S
“The pickets are driven in" sald

Captaln Hunt as he stood in the fent

opening with a turkey leg In one hand, '

and the next moment he was ordered
. make a reconnol-
sance and report the strength of the
enemy. _ g

' The' country about Gauley bridge
was thickly covered with scrubby

A -

\

. ] | 2

; "THE PICKETS ARE DRIVEN IN. _
pine and cedar. Pushing through this '
until he ‘obfuined a - position  com-
wanding the road by which the Con-
federntes must advaoce, the captain
halted his rvn. He sent a few ‘men
in advance aw scouts, and then he and
1 and a corporal’ wenr forward abotit
twenty yards, ‘The scouts, bewlldered
by the underbrush, got into owe rear,
and ar soon #8 we heard men advanc. °
lng In owr front Hunt at once sald it

was his scouts returning. *That tar-
. 2 3 ¢ .
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