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INFANTS_BRE SURE
WONDERFUL BEINS
CAUSE NO ONE

KIN UNDERSTRAND
WHAT DEY SRY.
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MADE A HIT.
“I think I've made an impres-
sion on that young lady.”
“W’hy?"
“She’s trying to remember who
it is I remind her of.”—Sacra-
mento Union,

|

mas would hurry up.

this was the most glorious window of all because,

tree.”

can. Now, listen:

ones marked ‘One Dollar’, yet.”

one with real hair to take down and comb!”
““Yes, daughter, and there won't be any little

are the six dollars. Don’t lose it.”’

beds, or bread, as teacher reads us?”’

those little children for shoes and bread.”

roared:
: ““Hoch die kinder!”’

Story About

Once upon a time—the evening of Oct. 31st, 1914—a big department store, in a big eity, had al-
ready got its display of Christmas bargains in its windows, with electric lights shining upon all
the beautiful things and the sdes of the windows trimmed with flowers and bright drapings. It
was just fine. It fairly made your purse itch in your pocket and almost made you wish that Christ-

: There was one big window full of lovely things for father—dressing gowns, slippers, shaving
sets, canes, umbrellas, handkerchiefs, tobacco tools and all that,

There were at least three windows of beauties for mother—suits, wraps, toilet articles, hats,
lingerie, just hundreds of articles. Maybe they put such lots of things in windows for mothers be-
cause it takes a heap of temptation to get women to spend money on Christmas presents. Anyway,
it was altogether a display beautiful enough to fairly set the Christmas bells to ringing.

But, really, this story is about things in the last window of all, the window displaying dolls, and

children, little tads in their nightgowns rushing out, early in the morning, to examine stockings
hung up the night before and to stand in awe before or dance in delight about a brilliant Christmas

Now, before this dolls’ window, once-upon-a-time aforesaid, stood a man holding by the hand a’
little girl of seven or eight years of age. The child spoke in whispers, for there were dolls in these
as big as she and her heart almost stood still through mother-instinet to clasp that big blonde one
marked ‘‘Price $6’"—that one with the real hair, real fur trimmed cape, real shoes, real everything. -
But the man’s talk was big and cheery and you could tell by his accent that he was a German-Ameri-

“Daughter, that $6 doll you love, already, and can have it. But you see there are some fine

gium, or England—nowhere—who will have a finer doll than my little @hristine. So, here, already,

The child took the money, but she had suddenly become quiet. Over her innocent face had
come the look that Jesus must have cast upon the thief crucufied on the cross beside him.
minute she clutched the money and gazed thoughtfully at the dolls, then soberly:

“Daddy, is it true that many, many little Belgium girls have no dolls, or shoes, or clothes, or

“Yes, it’s s0,”” and the big German-American held the child’s hand tighter,
A struggle in the soul of the child, and then the victory came—
“Daddy, I can get alcag with that dollar doll there, and you will send the other five dollars to

The big frame of the man shook. His eyes grew moist, his lips came tight together, a lump rose

in his throat. He straightened up in military style and muttered: e I
“Hoch der kai—'’ but the lump in his throat choked him.

“Hoch der—’ he repeated. Then he swept the child up to his breast, with both arms, and

a Doll

when you think of Christmas, you think of the

- “Oh, daddy, daddy! Can I really have my choice? Oh, goody, goody! How I do love that big

girl in Amerieca, or @Germfany, or France, or Bel-

For a
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Where Do Your Children Play?

- How much attention,’ fatlher and mother, are you
to your children’s play?
‘iy!}g‘g‘ tak}; pains with their food, with their cloth-
ing. You make sure that they go to school. But have
you fixed up a playroom for them? Do you encour-
age them to have parties and dances and frolics AT
OME, where the surroundings are clean?
_ One of the new things of recent times is called
~ the ‘‘social survey’’—a census of the facts about how
live. When carefully taken it gives food for
ought.
Springfield, Ill., has just hac one. A phase of it is
especially interesting. Boys and girls of high-school
age are in a critical time of life. The Springfield
~ survey made a study of the high-school youngster.
Practically all of them go to the movies. Four-
fifths like the theaters and go when they can. Half
are fond of dancing. But IN MORE THAN HALF
DF THE YOUNG PEOPLE’'S HOMES SOCIAL
ATHERINGS ARE NEVER HELD. These bud-
men and women, when most in need of whole-
gu play, have to seek it away from home—in pub-
ie dance halls, in theaters, on the street.
Who is to blame if some of them go wrong?
- Right around the corner is the public schoolhouse,
each night dark and idle. If home isn’t big enough
or dances or parties, they might be held there. A
ttle extra tax would equip it as a people’s club-
18e, open to all.
Then the small parties could be held at home and

 the larger ones in the next best place.
icture to yourself 5000

ic oor{lu of drowned Ger-
 floating about in the dykes of Belgium! Hu-

ginatiox hlln't yet inVentGd a h.u more
n civilization presents in actuality A. D.

The ““Undeserving” Poor

The mayor of Chicago says he believes in ‘‘prompt
relief for the DESERVING poor,” but that bums
and loafers must keep away. '

Perhaps the mayor classes as undeserving the
brute-faced bum who scoffs at work and boasts that
the world has got to provide him with a living on his
terms.

But that bum was once a dimpled baby, smiling,
angel-like, to a mother’s caress. The difference is
not wholly of his wilful making. Somewhere, some-
how, the rest of us interposed, by act or neglect, to
make him what he is. :

If in the mayor’s home circle one had been born a
weakling or a cripple, had been started in life’s race
with less than the average chance, we're quite sure
his honor wouldn’t say to this unfortunate: |
stand for the survival of the fittest; you must
starve.” A

Where, then, are the undeserving poor? :

Where, among all the sons and daughters of men,
high or lowly, rich or poor, is there a human soul of
whom it can be justly said: ‘“You deserve nothing
but to famish and die?”’ . s

We shouldn’t care to assume the responsibility of
making such a selection, 419
Would you? -
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QUEBS I'LL ASK. SCHABPER,
THE HUNOROUS GUY, IP 1 CAN
TAKE TODAY OFF. THIS QUSHY
Yo BE MY
DAY OF
REST.
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HIS OWN DISCOVERY,

The wife of the great botanis
beamed at him across the suppe:
table.

“But these,” she exclaimed
pointing to the dish of mushroomi
that had been set before her
“‘are all for me, are they?"”

““Yes, Mabel,” he assured hor,
“I gathered them especially foi
you'n

In five minutes she had de
voured the 1lot. At breakfast
next morning he greeted her anx.
iously,

“‘Bleep all right,” he inquired.

‘‘Splendidly.”

“Not sick at all-—no pains?”

‘“Why, of course not, Charles,”
she responded.

‘““Hurrah, then!” he exclaimed.
“I have discovered another spe-
cies of mushroom that isn’t pois-
onous.”

A DIPLOMATIO REBUKE

A well-known Western senator
recently visited a barber shop
where the barber, failing to recog-
nize his patron, was very talka-
tive.

He ventured on all the timely
topics of the day, and although
the senator did not apparently en-
ter into the spirit of the conversa-
tion very keenly, the tonsorial
artist’s enthusiasm was not vivid-
ly dampened.

Finally he asked:

‘““Have you ever been in here
before?”

“Once,” sald the senator.

“Strange that I don’t recall
your face.”

‘““Not at all,” the senator as-
sured. “It altered greatly in
healing.—Harper’'s Magazine.

Lillian Walker’'s pet poodle was
exhibited in a ™ Brooklyn show
some time ago. Mr. Bunny was
joking her about it, saying the dog
couldn’t win a prize anywhere.
Miss Walker retorted:

“Well, I'll exhibit him to show
what no dog should be like then.”

Mrs. Maude Thaden and Mrs.
J. H. Davis are entertaining the
Eurekah Rebekah Card club this

afternoon at the Odd Fellows'
temple.

Teacher—Shame on you, Char-
ley! If I would put a tack on
your chair and let yoa sit on it,
how would you feel?

Charley (frankly)-—I supose
I'd feel just like one of those old-
fashioned ingrain carpets.

BRITTLE FAITH.

Tom Pence, of the democratie
national committee, tells of a
good sister in one of the Southern
states who was late for the service
and explained it by saying that
the horse she was driving had run
away.

“You shouldn’t let such little
things detain you,” reproved the
pastor. ‘““You should trust in the
Lord.”

“I d4id,” she replied, “till the
bellyband broke and then I jump-
ed.”-—National Monthly.

DULL THUDS.

Somehow or other the fellow
who is always rooting for his
Heavenly Home wants to stick
around in this Wicked World just
as long as he possibly can.

The accident insurance com-
panfes are not in business for
their health. That's the reason
why you can't get a policy that
insures against accidental mar-

A fhlrd party never makes a hit
with a republican, a democrat or

a lover.—Cinct. Enquirer.

THE ADVENTURES
OF JOHNNY MOUSE

YHE FELLOW WHO Alumys CH ARlT I BAZAAR
ZZ;”‘S JUST ONE  AMPoRA
VCE* Ust
wr vaagﬂ%\‘; ym”‘“ o 5 B
OPPORTOCWITY *

and RUMMAGE SALE

750 C

Thursday,

Five, Ten, Fifteen,

A FEW

Hichen's' Garden of Allah.

Galsworthy's Dark Flower.

Jetfry Farnoe's Amateur Gen-
tleman,

MacGrath's Enchantment.

Grammar School Boys,

Rover Boys.

Leather Upholstered Parlor
Suite, 3 pieces.
Music Cabinet.

“What's th’ muzzle on Ponto
for, brother?”

“That's to save him from the
dog-catcher.”

“How's it going to save him {if
he cant’ bite the dog-catcher?”

Women's Togs—
Suits,
‘Dresses,

Coats,

Waists.

Hats.
Overcoats,
Suits.
Shoes,

Silk Petticoats,

PIES N’ THINGS

“John, John,” whispered an
alarmed wife, poking her .sleep-
ing husband in the ribs. “Wake
up, John; there are burglars In
the pantry and they are eating all
my pies.”

“Well, what do we care,” mum-
bled John, rolling over, “so long
as they don’t die in the house?”

Lamps.

Lamp Shades.
Portieres.
Curtains.

Clothes Wringers.
Bird Cages,

Statuary.
Jewelry,
Glass.

~——Pittsburg Telegraph.

Men's Clothing—

WHERE PENNIES DO THE WORK OF DOLLARS

Street

(Opopsite McLean-McMillan)

Friday and

Saturday

Open 7:30 a, m,
(Also Friday and Saturday Evenings)

Twenty-five Cents,

OF THEM

Annapolis Series.
High School Boys.
Duida's Novels,
George Ade's Artie.

Chambers’ Younger Set.
Merriman’s Isie of Unrest.

FURNITURE

Dak Beoedstead,
Horn Chair.
Rocking-Chairs.

A Wagonload of Stock from West Coast Grocery
Cereals, Assorted Jams, Jelly Glasses Sold Cheap.

For Children—
Coats.

Dresses.

Shoes.

Blouses,

$30 and Less,

MISCELLANEOUS

Jap. BEmbroideries,
Mexican Pottery.
Delft Ware,

Guitar,
Pictures.

Victor Records.
Candlesticks.
Clocks.

China.

EVERYTHING FOR EVERYBODY




