patronage.

RIGHT HERE
FOR KIDDIES

RSOLAN’S

You Will Find

PRESENTS OF ALL
KINDS FOR YOUNG FOLKS

AND OLDER FOLKS

Toys,Toys,Toys!

From 10 Cents Up

Passenger Cars, Wagons, Rub-
ber Balls, Sail Boats, Bal-

loons, Horns, Tops, Etc.

For Ladies,

i

Men, Children

Underwecar, Socks, Stockings and
Many Articles of Apparel

HOUSEHOLD and KITCHEN

WARE, TIN and AGATE
GOODS, Etc.

[MTARSOLAN’S|

COVINGTON, LA.

HHE WAS
WILLING

Yuletide fast Is
coming,
dear.

If you my
wife will be,

‘ then roll,
I'il  draw the

T t the poom for aur Christmas party.”
In Engtand the official automoblle ' ‘“Fhen, as
Meense tag must be kept in a small

and displayed near the wi.udshield. | head chargel,

F you wish service, you will
find us ready to attend to
your needs promptly. We

inspect work and look out for

your interest, because we feel
that your interest must be our
interest, if we are to keep your

A MERRY CHRISTMAS

Mechanical Toys, Building Blocks,

| Ope pint of sugar, oue-half cupful
. of butter, two eggs, one pint of fresh
}mﬁk, one tesgpoonful of soda dis-
! golved Io hot water, half a teaspoon-
{ ful each of salt, nutmeg and cinns-
|mon, flour enough to make a stiff
i dough. Stand in & c¢ool place 24 hours,
cut and fry. The dough
. will keep a week and a few cen be

cash and |
. tried every day If ope llkes them fresh
Isrt'.a L bt | from the pan.
To be your > T
Chtlstmas Prompt $Settiement
tree, *Indeed, Cousin Jack, we owe you

a great deal for helping to decorate
yoa acknowledge the debt,

come over here under the mistletos
olrenlur holder attached to the car and let me collect some of the over- |

GREEN Christmnas,
A, fat graveyard!”
sighed Mrs. Drake
wistfully, gazing
aeross  the shrive
eled fields to the lit-
ile cemetery ot the
hillside, where two
song and a daugh-
ter Twere
under the bLreading
' pines. “T  pever
did like & green
Christmas” she
added, puckering
her forehead.

“Pshaw! Christ-
mas is no better
than any other

day, Luey,” re
turped the colonel testily, watching
the effect of his words through the
overhanging curtaln of hls bushy eye-
hrows.

“But
Christmas, Henry, if wyou donht make
presents,” faltered his wife. * I can't
make it seem right that Nora amd the
chlldren are not to be with us, Don't
you think we should let bygomes be
byzones and telephone them to come
over?’ she added timidly,

“8llepce ! thundered her husband,
his face as white as hly hair from the
pent-up wrath of his feelings. ‘Nora
made her bed, now let her le In it
She's no daughter of mine to marry
a good-for-nothing seamp of an artist
without a penny to his name. As to
the children, they're as dead to ma an

“thoge up on the hillside yonder!”

From her corper by the flreplace
Vesta eyed her father nervously, as
she stroked the fur of Nebuchaduez-
zar, Nora's pet eat. How changed he
was, and what bhad brought it ait
about? There wes no renl reason that
she could see, except her father's
stubbornness. Don was not v bad sort,
apd he had made Nora a good hus-
band, providing well for her and the
children. Then there was John Den-
ton. It was just such a night as this
that he had driven him from the
hounse,

The young man had made some
laughing remark about their differ-
ences jn politlcs to which the eotonel
had teken exceptlon, Hot of tetnper
and bitter of tongue, he had disposed
of the matter promptly. John had
asked Yesta to deelde whether she
would be ruled by.love or fear, She
was but twenty, end to her fillal duty
was a fetish. There was no alterna-
tive, she told him. Bhe had ncyer
answered one of his leftters, and in
time they had ceased tg come. He
had forgotten, of course, and it wus
a3 well for both, ag her duty lay to
her parents, now entirely alone,
Vesta’s fingers trembled as she em-
broidered the last dainty forget-me-
not on the ltttle pink flannel for No-
ra's newest baby, the one they had
never seen.

The fire was getting low, and she
rose and poked the coals until they
glowed with pew life, then heaped the
andirong with hickory logs. In a few

| moments the faint odor of pungent

wood began to filter through the room,
and as it did so Vesta’s courage rose.
“We mnust hang up our stockings fo-

vight, dears,” she began softly. “Let's

resting {2

It doesn't seem at all lke .

things.

i
L

" What i3 more

An Important selling here—an event offereing the best valu-
es we have known for some iime. [t compels interest of those
who enjoy the satisfaction of present day ready-to-wear under-
It is timely, too— right in the gift giving season—
when every woman welcomes dainty lingerie.

Did you ever stop to think how a bit of
kait goods—a sweater—makes boys out

of every man in your family?

Every man likes a sweater—he dotes on
‘em and he never feels better than when

he dons a sweater and is out

For a Christmas present, sure to please,
pick out a sweater here—for dad, big

brother and little brother.

All that is new in weavings

comfortabis

It is a fact.

in the open.

and colors.

HATS—A new shipment of
hats so snappy. that even old
Santa Claus wanted to doff
his fur trimmed cap for one

-of them.

They are in brows of all
shades—from the light buff

than a soft pair of easy slip-

pers for home wear during
the long winter evenings.
Every grown-up and child,
too, needs a pair for com-
fort’s sake alone.

New colored Silk Christmas
Umbrellas at $1.25 to $3.00,

_ Just the kind you had made

up your mind to pay $10.00

bitten oak leaves.

with dark ribbon bands, to
the rich deep hue of frost-

They are $2.50 uﬁ.

Felt Slippers, p

men and boys.

from _3_32.75 to £3.25 for wo-
men, and $1.10 to $1.50 for

rices ranging ¢,
-y

DATECE

COVINGTON 5 B’G STORE

Handles of leather,
wood and celluloid—beau-
tifully surmounted in white
or colored cords and tips.

D e i e o e e st i e el

Just play we are lttle children ngain.
I'm sure Santa Claps is coming this
way. Let us be {ayful together this
year; at least, for life i3 so hncertain,
you know. Won't you play I'm your
little girl this Christmas, Daddy 1" she
ended pleadingly.

“Don't he a fool, Vesta" retorted
her father gharply. “If yowre ever
going to be a woman you should show
some signs of it at thirty. Al this

talk about Christmas is nonsense.
nonsense, I tell you. I declare ™m

glek of people spending their last
cent to make a show this time of the
year, and making a bid for presents in
exchange for their own.”

uBut the joy of glving—"

uGnw oid Joe Bean today,” he went
on, waving her remarks aside. *“And
what do you suppose he had the nerve
to say?_ Just this, T'm bringing you a -

“flling it with frexh tabacco,

‘eommanded  the

nice fat turkey tonight, eolonel,’ a‘i"
much ag to say, ‘Won't you have my |
present. ready for me to toke hack |
when I eall? The amart old codger!”

“What Mid you say, futher? 1 hope
you didn't hurt his feelings. Joe iqi
well meuning, and loves to do for oth- |
ers,” excuscd Mrs, Drake.

“You know the name of the plaee
that is paved with geod intenticns of !
just such fools!” spapped the colonel,
knocking the ashes from his vive and
s !

how T h.".m *he w urd hirletm

Lanm

Ing on more logs “The Christmas
'sgmt never tarries where there is ‘no '
welcome !

“Stop that drivel about Christmas!™|
oomne_l sharpl”

| turned Vesta,

banging his cane on the heafth, or
'l . . . leave the homse this in-
stant. Do you hear me?” He
ended with an impotent thump of his
faithful stick,

Vesta rose slowly, and bravely toss-
ing ‘back her head, crossed the room
and flung open the door.

“(ilad to see you, Miss Vesta, and a
merry Christmas,” greeted old Joe
Bean cheerily. “Teld your father to-
day T'd bring you over a turkey for
the great feast. Knew yours had all
died off this year, and thought It
would help to tell you it's Christmas,”
he chuckled with smiling iips that his
enormous beard could not: conceal,

“Merry Christmas to you, Joe!” re-
“(Come rght in,” she
added with a covert glance in the di-
réction of her father_. who was sitting 1

A A i S N P P N

very erect in his Sleepy Hollow chalry
Mrs. Drake rose and came forward,
hands ountstretched nervously.

“It wns very kind of you to remems-
ber us, Joe she began, taking the
turkey. “Why, what n nice fat fellow
he is!” ghe ndded appreclatively.

“Corn-fed!” chuckled the old man,
wFattened him on purpose for you,™
he answered Ingratiatingly.

Thie colonel nodded Indifferently.

“Oh, don't say thank you. It's noth-
tng at ail,” deprecated Joe,

“1 wpsn't going to, Bean, S0 save
your breath. I'm not keen about either
siving or taklpg, Bvery man for him-
self, you kuow, That's my motto. It's
ot :

But the ‘insistent sound of tha
]'i_mr:king agalo drowned the colonel's
' words.

(Continued on page 6)




