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HEN IHarry Platt and
that girl friend of the
Groous (1 forget her
name) were married,
it wis one of those
my goodness - graclous-
Just-think-of-that nf-

falre, with no one ‘o
in the aperot excant the wsuburban |
winfster who tled (he knot, tho ecanb-’
a vho drivo them out thero and the
sivl from the minirier's kitehen, who
nowitness, and Yeft o thumb-print
sreaae on tho cartificato (she wae |
doughnuts ot the tdew) and tho
' owilo (4t ke2st the nameo wae
whero 1?
¢ i'latis were mar-
It beltg (hot kind of o wodding,
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weddlong mift as 1 wonld have llked to !
(whichever In
rrammatloal, though I'm
I  can never  tell whileh)

IMlott i ones of tho nilcest men
that s, he was before |

Bo 1 felt we ought to |
de semething for him, just to show !
mee good  will-——and,  anyhow, wa'vo
dug down for others we thought much .
less of, ao why ohouldn't we for him? |
But the wedding was over, without In-
vicatlong, or even A recoption, and
they were housekeeping before wo
knew It So what could we do?

Well, just then
Christmns came
along not Juat then
but two montha
aftar tho wadding.
They wera mar-
ricd Oectober 24,
so It wasn’t qulto
two anonths, but
that's close
enovgh, Whon
Clhrisumas Ciline
along,# that ia,
just before 1t
came along, I pug-
goested  that we
make up a purse
and glve them a
sort of delayed
wedding present,
just to show our
good will, Every-
body thought it
was a splendid
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jo ot
Pluad,
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o have
proener, or

aroar ‘]"!".

Bul Mr
trn the ofliee,

this hmppened.

ides, that is, of course, except Mr. |
Platt, whom, of course, I didn‘t con- |
cult. So I got up a subscription paper |

and went to everybody in the office

(excopt Mr. Platt, of course).

$26.60, including tem cents

s "

o . more. no leos.

 thought of that!

" ticket with it and told the Platts they
. eould

janitor, wno wasn't expected to give
anything but wanted to glve some-
thing, which shows just how popular
Mr. Platt was with everyone in the
building, when a janitor even would
chip In.

Christmas shopping 18 hard enough,
goodness knows, when you do it for
yourself; but when you do it for a
stock company capitalized at $26.60,
with 28 stockholders, with 28 different
kinds of ideas and tastes, then Christ-
mas shopplng rises above a mere an-
noyance to the dignjty of a real trou-
ble. And that's what 1T was up agalnst.
I thought it would be nice to get an
expression of opinion. 8o 1 went
around one morning and asked for
Ideas. Hut I couldn't get o word. No-
Lody could think of anything, I
couldn't mywself. At noon I went
out  and looked. 1 walked mliles.
I priced. then I went back to
the  ofllco. You should have seen
my desk. Honeat, you would bhave
thought some ouo had turned in a gen.
erad alarin. They cowldn't walt for me
to et back, Thero they were—28 of
them, (that s, 27, or 28 with me).
They all had suggestions, and they
were all different.

The head book:
keeper thought
an arm  chalr
would be nlce
(He stands up all
day). The collec-
tor thought a rain-
coat would be

best, while, Miss

Jones suggesteda '

dresas pattern i

They all sald, ot

course, that they

left it entirely tc'
me; and then each
went away sadly,
as much as to say
that he hoped 1
wouldn't beo 8¢
foolish as to buy
any of 'those other
things that the
. othera had pro
posed.

The next day I looked again, But
oither n thing was too expensive or )
would have money left. It s remark
able how few things there are In the
world you can  buy for $26.60, nc

And then I saw (t.
partment store, and
from $60 to $26.60! There it was, tc
a cent! A great. big, glittering, mag
nificent Punch Bowl! Nobody had

It wag in a de
marked down

But, to make sure, T gent the sales

cxchahge the punch bawl, it
they wished, for something they liked
better.

And what do you suppose those
Platts did?

In January they traded in that mag
nlnc;mt punch bowl for three tons of
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Night Life of Beriin,

Berlin, the city which never sleeps,
has long s#ince outdistanced all Its
Buropean rivals as s ¢ity of night life.
In addition to Its all-uaight cafes, day-
break restaurants, and theaters which
only open thelr doors at midnight,
Berlin has now a magnificent bathing
establlahment which la open every
hour in the 24. The newly-built “Ad-
mirals-Bad” Iin the Friedrichstrasse,
which has recently been opened, s
one of the flnest bathing establisgh.
ments in all Germany. Its swimming
baths, both women's and men's, are
resplendent In the flnest majollea
marble and bevellod gless, while the
Roman and Turkish baths are more
than Oriental in their luxury. A
small army of masseurs and attend-
ants 1s copstantly on duty, and the
great doors of the eatablishment are
never closed., Attached to the baths
Is -2 'trgo nnd up-to-date restaurant,
where Herlln night revellers, after
enjoying a swim at three o'clock In
the morning, may bo seen eating an
early Dbreakfast Iin their bathing
dress.
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PPOSITE each other in the
cosy morning room gsat a
young woman and a girl of
tweolve.

"“Now, Cousin Hilda,” sald
the latter, as she smoothed
down her dress and pettled
herself in her c¢halr, “I'm
begin at the beginning and
and tell.you all about it, and then we
are to go out and biy a Banta Claus
present for him.”

“Yes, Polly,” answered the young
WOImAaDn. L
- “You had gone to Hurope. You had
just packed up and skated as if the
police were after you.
she didnft dbelleve you wanted to
the least little bit, but that your
or made you.”

“Don’t talk nonsenss, Polln"

“Bkated isn't slang. It means that
you just glided off ke a streak of
lightning. You had skated, and [ wes
lonesome, and I was out walking with
poor Flora, when a boy came along
with a big dog: He was tough. Be
was his dog. He shouted at mes

“*Take care of your dogl’

“"Why?' I answered.

“''Cause my dog will chew him
upl’

*l was just going to tell him that
if his dog did there would be trouble
in the camp, when It' sprang upon
poor Flora and ended her Hfe. I can‘t
describe my feelings as I saw bher
breathing her last.”

‘"Well, -don’t try to—not K thu'ﬂ

any slang In it.”

*“Why, Hilda, I haven't sald a slang

word. You know how very, very par-
ticular mother is with me. No, I can’t
describe my feelings, but I remember
that 1 went for that boy, tooth and
toe-nall. I hit and ecratched and
kicked and bit, and 1 was dolng him
up when—"
“Polly Bewelll”
Hilda In hoiror,
“Now what's happened?” Polly
asked. “I told tt to papa just this
way, and he patted me on the shoul-
der and called me good girl. As I
-was saying, I was putting In my best
licks when along came a taxi with a
fat woman In f{t. Maybe she was
eloping, and maybe she only wanted
to get home to lunch. Maybe the
chauffeur yelled ‘Hi!'" at me, and
maybe he fist wanted to kill another
girl. However it was, he ran me
down. Yes, cousin, I was knocked
out.”
“You mean you lost consclousness ™
“Graclous, but how Ignorant you
are for a #irl of twenty! Nobody oan
be knocked out without lésing their
consciousness. That's the whole idea
of it. Yes, I wans knocked _out and
. eounted out, and when I came to I
was in the hospttal with three broken
ribs. That fat woman must have
welghed a ton. It waa hours and
hours .before I came to, and then—oh,
then—"

exclaimed Miss

. "Then what?

' ™Then there was the loveltest angel
standing beside my cot in the hos-
pital you ever saw. Nobody knew
who I was, and they had rung for the
ambulance and taken me to the hos-
pital. And, oh, that angel, cousin—

, that angel!™

! “You mean a nurse, of course.”

{  *I don't. I mean a man—a doctor.

'Fi!e had hold of my hand. He was

]

' sad eyes.

{ hatr, ntda. handsome nbee, and
| he spoke to me there was pathos
i his

, that's surely slang!*
it isn’t. I told papa about it,
sald things bad come "to a
tf a girl with three broken
oouldnt wink at the angel-doo-
tor who has set them. When I had
opened my eyes and winked the doc:
tor said:

““Little girl, what I8 your name?*

“‘I¥s Hevnah JYones.'

*'And where do wou llve?

“‘At faroff Blackberry Corners.’™.

“Polly, you cught 10 have been sent
to fall!™ was the.emiphatlec comment.

"Hat T had oy, Httl2 schome'to worl,
vou mes. Prpr buated for five days
before he found me, and then it was
ten more before the angel would let
him take mo home. QCousin Hilda, a
girl who is the real thing can accom-:
piish-a heap-in fifteen days, even if
she has broken ribs. ] wanted to have
s chat with that angel on outside mat-
ters, and 1 had three or four of them.
You ought to have seen his face when
[ told him where I had seen him be-
fore and asked If he didn’'t remember
me."

“But—but I don't—don’t—"
tested Hilda In a puzzled way.

“But you will In just a minute. I
told him I had seen him in this ve
house! Now, then!" .

“Polly, It wasn't—17"

“Oh, it wasn't eh? Want to bet a
$20 hat It wasn't? Of course it was,
and I was so mad at you that It set
my broken ribs back all of three days.
Dr. Charles Mortimer, and because he
Isn't rich your mother 18 down on him
and she skated you off to Europe. Oh,
I got on to the racket right away.”

“Polly. Bewell, you are a wicked
girl! You use slang, and you fib to
the doctor, and you meddleo with other
people’s affalrs, and—and—"

“And such dark eyes—and |such a
deep, pathetic volée! And we had
several confldential chats together—
very "confidential. We didn’'t even let
a tralned nurse come within ten feet
of us, Hilde, you donm’t know how
confidential & girl becomes wWwhen
three of her ribs are broken and she
is afraid to draw long breaths!"

“And—and you talked about—meT"

“We .did. 1 told him just what I

pro-

thought of your mother, and I told

him I was going to have a plaln talk
ﬂmmu‘lml_ln-—"'

£ logk very sagry.

- 40, a8 we are going | do kn

[

% o o el T 1wanﬂmmiﬁpmoﬁoul.'
bhob.}nﬂ_» l-doct

sémething for our Lot
“You—you cam do that by “your
solf.” ]
“But you oan tell me whether the'

‘dlamonds ase all O. K. or mot. No

rhinestones for the angel with the
deep, derk eyes, Dear me, while 1
can't help byt grieve abowt poor
Flore's death, I almost wish I could

“You Mean a Nurbo, of Course.”

have three ribs broken on the other
sidel”™

It was three days before Christmas,

and the Etre®ts were crowded and

the stores packed like a ward caucus.
It was crowd and jam and push. The
cousins had to link hands to prevent
separation. They had visited two or
three stores and were still in the jam
when Polly suddenly disengaged her
hand and whispered:
“Watch my hikel” A

And ten seconds later she was lost

In the crowd, and the angel-doctor

and Miss Hilda Fitch stood face to -

face. They were penned in. They
had to leanlmlnat & show-cage and
hold their own. They had to talk
and say and by and- by the
angel-doctor had to help select the
presents for the Sunday




