BUYING A GIFT
FOR H W

This Man Had Plenty of Help
While on a Shopping
Tour,

HE mile shopper walkedl

up and down the alsle of
the big store looking
about hind with nn ex-
presslon of despalr, He
know what he wanted
to huy all right, It
wusn't that, But he kept wanderlng
about looking st the snleswomen he-
hind the counters with all the perples-
Ity of & dog trying to reeall where
he had burled u soup bons.

He stood off to one side staring n-
tently at u busy young creatire with
dark bay hatr behind the ribbon coun
ter, and ot last wilked up within talk-
Ing distanes.

“Don't suppose you et leave liors
for a fow minutes, con yout?" he be
gon In n low tone,"

“Wahient 1"

"I gny—never mind,
minute I'll be book."

And he rushed away to hlde Ws con-
fuslan from the other shoppers, He
did not return, but went over to un-
other alsle and begun sizlog up pec-
ple there, both ln front nud behind the
counters,

Waan the man bughouse? No.  Just
be pattent and you'll hewr all whout 1t

He kopt looking nnd looklng, nd ot
last hw gaze took in o tall young wom-
ao—reasonubly yvoung—with a buneh
of small pucknges tucked noder her
arm,  He walkked up to her, hesitated,
and then blorted: “Beg  pardon,
madam, but may I spoeak to you 4 mo-
ment 1"

She gave hlm a look snd started to
hurry away, but he was obliged, hav-

I tean walt a

“Don't You Suppose You Can Leave
Here for a Few Minutes?"

fog gone that fur, to male good and
convinee hor of the lnpsocence of his
motives,

“Don't be alarmed," Lo sald, entoh-
ing up with her.  “U'monot teving to
fllet or get fresh.  Honestly, now, I'm
not In the lnbit of speaking to wotn
en I dofi't koow. Look me over nnd
you'tl see thut I'm wellanedning
fnough, But the faet 18 you-uh, you-
ah, you're just the same slae as ty
wite—apparently ! And—"

The wombn gnsped. 1 Qon't see—"
she began,

“Oh, but T want to ask n fuvor of
you," went on the muloe khapper, wors
at ense now,  “Uve looked mll over the
Buleswornen  mnd the only one that
would do was busy boelind the vibbon
eounter, but you've Inst precisely what
I need—oli, 1 beg your pardon, T moein
you're Just exuotly my wife's size and
can tell me what to ask for. You
soe, 1 enme bere o buy her o shis-
walst that she's been deopplbe Hikle
hintg about, wnd now thut U'm hote
s Just struck me that 1 heven't the
remotest lden ubout her slge; 'm the
densest person you ever sgw  shout
puch things—don't even kKnow my own
walst  weasurement,  'm positive,
though, that whatever your sige |s
would do for her, ' You muey be an
inch taller than my wite, but thut's
about the only AIferonce,”

“It's a Mtle unconventonsl, 1su't
LT the womnn sidled not unpleas
nntly, “Stil I don't soe why Lshouldn't
tell you thut my slwe ls—that my
shirtwalsts are usunlly size thirty-
u.l

Ther had beed walking down the
alsle and were uow right by the shirt-
walst counter.

1 had o hloue one pleked out there,”
remarked the man, “that seenied to be
about what I wanted o gel, but 1
didn't know what siwe It was. See!
That'n lylug over there on top of thut
pluk outfe”

“Does your wife lke that shude of
biue?" the wowan asked significantly,
after bitlug her lips for n moment,

"Why—er—well, of course she husn't

A Christman Plot

Bhe wanted some Chrlstons Clgnrs
and the dealer sold hor a box of bay
perfectos for 40 couts.

“Her hashund will glve you 0t when
he gets those," rétuncked o bystander,

“No; be told me to do 1" explalned
the dealer. “Why, Ws wife wonld sue
for divorce If sho knew be puys §$3
box for his clgurs.”

Holiday Thought.
, Qive the Lord his due; the devil 1s
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ay the music of the chimes

Fﬁnﬁ you glad and happy fimes,

nd fheir voices clear and sweef;
nto you my wish repeat

e
seen it reptivd the male shopper. *“Do
You suppose she'd ke some other color
bettort™

“You see” potnted out the kind woin-
an Ao considirnte,  half-sympnthetic
tones, “that partlenine slinde of bluo
doosu't go with nny other salor, Now,
I T were rdcelving o Shivtwalst for
Christmas 1 should wint o white walst.
Of course. your wife moy hoave ex
pressed o proference for some other
eolors Not Well, now you understind
It's none of my uffuir—and this s cer-
tuinly rother Informal, me helping you
to select something for your wife,
whom 1 don't even know, Lo gy noth-
Ing of pot even knowlng your nume
but I should think any womnn would
e delighted with somethilng like this
one, Tor lostanee,”  And ghe reaclied
over to plek up one with o lot of lnee
nnd mosgulto netting on the front of It

The male person mguirdd the price,
It wis £1 more than (¢ blue one be
hid selected, but he sald he would
tukee I, and no questions asked.

“Send [t oout to number so-nnd-so
Such-andsuch  street, and—oli, thut
won't do,  Ir might be delivered when
slie was ot home and that would queer
the whole thing. Detter send It to my
office, Thotras J, Wingett Is the name,
In the Pretentions bullding, I'd earey
I, but I've got a lot of stops to make"

“Wingett,"” repeated  the womun
wfter henring Ws nume ; “there's o Mrs,
Wingett In our card elub, You don't
huppen to be Mrs, Allee Wingett's hus-
bund, do yon"

U1 sure am," grinned the man, “She's
the girl thit's golng to get that
shirtwalst off the ploe trée next Mon-
tny."

“Well, of all things"” gasped the
kindly disposed woinun, *1 don't know
Allce Wingetr so very well, but I've
met her ot the club, and it does seem
funny that T should be helplng her hus-
bund to plek out o Christmps present
for her. My nime I8 Comming, I don't
suppose you know my husband. He
travels most of the time.”

"8eems towe Uve henrd Allee spenk
of o Mrs, Camming," says Wingett. "Br
=hy the wiy, mehby you'd better not
sy anything to Allce when you soee
her about-—about how informully we

were Introduced.  She might think it
funny;,  Llke ns oot she'd think I'd
been walking up and down the nlsle
sturiog nb folks," |

T hive o totlon to tell her whnt
you Just sald" gurgled Mred. Cum- |
s, L guess 1 won't though, Seems
to me the Joke would be partly on

ma Wall, Thope Alleg llkes the shirt
willyt."

“IE she dogsn't she hasn't good
taste,” grinoed Wingett. M1 certalnly

am obliged (o you. If vou ean't mike
up your wilhd what to get yoir hus-
band, let me know, and mebby 1 can
help you ont

And he bowed gracefully 18 his new
neguinintanee githered up her pock-

pepes nnd teipped on her way.

= |

Holiday Activities, |
Doar tather's busy ns onn be;
Ho tolls wheh day s done |
The small boy gela the Chrlatmas troe,
Hut father has the fumn,
Wanhington Star.

Utility.
"Does your wite fivor gseful gifts?*
"Too mueh,” replled Mr Meckton,
"Last Christming she bhought me a4 nlee,
new snow shovel,
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Always a New Lot

About  Christuinsg,  copsider  this:
There nre at lenst four thouwsnd kids |
who were too young 1o tike note last |
veur who are Just old euough to bel
surprised when the tree lights up this
year.  Alwanys there s n new bunch of
Christinng come-ans,

Howdy, Uncle?

To keep the Merry Christmns from
tursing out A boreh when the girls
haug up thelr stocklugs poor dad
bangs up bis wetch

S

Basad on the drama of
RO! COOPER MEGRUR

Authot of “Under Cover™ and co-author
of "It Pays to Advertise”

CHAPTER XX!l—Continued.
—1—

Btreetman was already asking head-
quarters to connect him with General
French or one of his staff, when the
approaching form gnined the Euoglish
trench, The wun olfmbed up the face
of the warth embnokment, and shout-
Ing, “Don’t ghoot! Don't ghoot! I'm
not  Germnn—I'm Irlshi” he peered
bis,

It was Larry Redmond—that dishey-
#led man who clung to the top af the
bombeproof shelter, ITe wus still in
the German unlform, but without hat
or coat, which he hnd cust axide, while
he ran, for greator sufety when he
shiould rench bis goal, He had no de
sire to stop o bullet Intendsd for n
German, Aod that uolforn  was
dumning.

“Stay where you are!” Montngue
called to him, “Doys, If lie moves,
firel” he told his men,

“I'im Redmond! Captain Redmond
of the Trish Guards!” Lorry erlod, “1've
bheen on speclil service Inside thelr
lines, and they d—n near got me, By
thelr maps this Is Trench 27, {sa't §t7
['ll explnin in a minute,"

“You'll have to do & lat of explaln-
Ing." Montagtie told him,

“Tell me—hns anyone been hpre—
someone  you don't kuow—a-pussin®
himself off perhaps for a Britisher,
bringly’ you some news—=some word—"

“Some word of what?" Captais Mon-

| tague asked,

“T don't know—I can't mike out!"
Larry shouted desperately, “But
there's mischief abend for Trench 27,
I've seen their maps; and one of thelr
gples—"  [Te prused as Streetmnn's
volee cuught his attentlon. The dis-
gulsed Germun spy bhad ot Jast sue-
ceeded In getting someone In suthority
to receive his messuge. And now he
was dellyering his fulse Information.

“Who's that speaking " Lavry nsked
the English captaln sharply, And im-
medlutely e answered Lis own ques-
tion. “It's BSirassman, enptainl 1
know him, Fe's o German spy! Don't
let him telephone! It's a trick!” In
lils engerness to stop that disastrous
message le forgot the warning that
Montugue had given his men, and the
wild-eyed Irlshman rose to his feetl

The Britlsh fired polnt-blank at him,
But Lurry sensed his danger just in
Hme. He dropped fut upon his face
on the top of the bombproof snd the
bullets whistled over him,

Captalny Montugue was lmpressed
with Larry's news, and he ordered
Streetman to put down the telephone,
He thought the matter worth further
lnvestigntion,

“Strasaman, don't youn remember
met' Lurry nsked the man at the tele
phone,

But Herr Strassman's {ron nerve did
not desert hilm even then.

“By God! Tt's Captain Karl of the
German army!  And In onr very
trenches!” he exclalmed., “He's the
man whose plans 1 overheard!"

“That's # pretty good blufl, eaptidn!
« « « Don't let blm ool you!™ Larry
caationed the Eoglish officer, “Dirop
that teleplione!™ ho shonted, ns Strent
man resumed his conversution with
beadquarters, And as a last resort
Captain Redmond shot the lnstrument
from the spy's grasp. Then, under
cover of the hubbub Larry leaped lu-
slde the trench,

YDe——n you, Redimond!" Streetman
swore. For the moment hisshatred be
trayed him,

“Redmond!™ Tarry repeated Joy-
fully. "“You hear, captain? He knows
who I really am! He called me Red-
mond!™ And as Strectman edged near-
er the outiet to the tronch the Irishman
crled, “Dow't et him get away, ser-
peant!™

Bevernl
then,

“Captain—here's my rovolver" Lar-
ty bald his weapon out to Montague
“Put me under arrest till you investl-
gate,” he sald,

“Thank you, Redmond!™ the enlight-
ened Montague replied. He wis vast
Iy relleved. “You've done us a great
service; and be nearly fooleon. . . .
My God—be pearly fooled us!™ he re
peated, as be reallsed the disaster that
Larry had so narrowly averted, “Now
he'll pay for it be cried. “Sergeant—
stand that man against the french!
« » « Boysl"

"Don't shoot me like that! T tell
you T'm Innocent!” Streetman was
begglng for his life now.

But even bhad Momtague been dis-

men grabbed Streetman

posed to spare hlm, bis doom was

sealed. Ao epemy aeroplane-had dart-
el out abiove thelr lnes.. Ome of the
Britiah privates spled It when it was
nlmpst  above them, and a9 they
paused to watch it the plane slowed
visibly,

“That means she'll drop a%bomb.” a
Tomwmy observedl.

“Sure—they never hit wmoything™
Captaln Reflmond jeersd

But this time Larry was mistaken,

As he spoke, gomething eame hurtling
down to enrth,

"Look out, boys!
look outl"  Cuptaly. Montague conld
no more keep back bis Involuntary
warning than be coold stay the death
that threatened them,

In anpther moment there was a ter
rifle explosjon. ‘Prench 27 rocked with
the force of 1t. ‘Tt hombproof shelter
fell ng I 10 were mude of onrdbonrd,
burying them beneath it, The heaped-
up. diet at the top of the trench was
senttered ke so much sawduost,

There was no longer any Ught In
that lttle inferno except what came
ftom the starlit heavens. Men—or
whit tad once been men—Iny wmotlon-
less where the powerful explosive had
flung thew. Otlers had vanlizshed ag §f
into thin alr—never to return. And
for o few brief moments all was sllent,

Then someong stireed fn the sham-
bles, It wos Cuptitln Montague, One
of the timbers from the roof of the
shattered bombproof bt fallen upon
his left leg: and, wenk as he was from
bis fnjuries, e could not release it,

“Boys, {nke that beam off miy leg!”
le called fatatly. “I can't move! Take
It off, I tell youl™ He called geveral of
his mwen by oame. But ne one an-
He groaned then, as he
struggled to rise, and fell back foint-

For God's snke

Ewerad,

| Ing,
down nt the alert faces turned up to |

The telephone buxzer begnn to eall
Insistontly, And there wus ote man
who beard It Larry Bad been stunned
for a4 few seconds. Iow he might be
wotinded be had not the slightest lden.
But thnt he wus hurt he hnd not the
slightest doubt. e could barely move,
as copsclousness returned ta him, But
untfl the call of the telephone ronsed
bim further he bad been content to
lie where he fell—und rest. That slg-
nal, however, spurred Ll to dogged
effort,

"The telephone! 1t isn't smnshed!™
he eried. “Ob, God! Let me get to
thut telophone! If they attack ug now
we're done forl™ He drugged himself
ulong the littered floor of the trench
for o few feet, then sank down with n
groan.  "Oh, my God! My leg!" he
monned,  Aod then be drifted into o
dellnm.  Hls mind wandered hack to
Ethel Willoughty, And once more he
fonnd himself jn Sir George Wagstafl's
hiouse in London, pleading with her to
mwarery hlm, . . . Soon he galned
control of Wls befuddied braln agnin,
“I've got to get to that telephons!” he
told himself desperntely. “Come on,
Larry! You can do It!" be told hilm-
gell fervely, D 1 your Irish beart!
Cowme on! 1It's only live fest more!™
S0 hls wndaunted spirit lnshed his bro-
kién hody to its bidding.

At Inst he galued the 'phone, At the
other end headguarters was still trying
frantioally to learn the rest of that
Interrupted mes=suge that the German
spy had etarted to relate,

“No, no! I'm not Lee!
mond!" he gasped.
of the Irish Guards!

I'm Ted-
*Cuptain Redmond
Bpectal service!
Major Drayton, you remembier
me!" Larry sald almost joyfully, as he
discovered to whom he was speaking.
Bomb aeroplane—Trench 27

“Listen!

The Trench Was Scattered Like So
Much Sawdust.

wiped out—send res¢rves! Under-
stind? . . . Ol wy leg! he groaned.
“Wait!" he contlnped “Didn't & girl,
an English girl, with my pass, come
to you with iuformation fram me? . . .
She didn't? . . . Oh, Ethel, where
are you? . . . Listen, listenl” he
begeed the officer back there at hend-
quarters. “Crown prince marching
agnlnst Parie! Ven Klock flanking us!
Tournay and Le Cateau. Get the
Freneh to send more troons, You ean't?
Then retreat—rotreat riglt to the very
gates of T'aris.  1t's our only chanoe.
e o + Yeu T keep guard!” He
dropped the {nstrument then, He had
done his duty.

Captaln Redmond straightensd him-
el to his full helght. And his hand
reached for Lis revolver, He did pot
remember thut he bad surrendered It
voluutarlly to Mottagne.

“I'I Keep gunrd™ he repeated In a
dazed and mechnnical fashion, s he
groped for the mlestg weapon.

In a second mote he toppled upon
the ground. Hedmwond of the Irish
Guards bad fajuted.

CHAPTER XXIIL
“The Sweetest Girl | Know”
For nlmost ten days Larry Redmond
had laln, delirlous. In a lttle church

In Fronee, not many miles from Parls.
It was only the wreek of a ¢hurch now,
for the Germun shells hid swept It,
leawing ruln in thelr wake. Even the
stntupe of Christ on the Cross which
surmounted the altar bad not Lentul[w:!
desecratlon, for the upper part of the
crueins hnd been snapped off ke
matchwood and now rested ngulnst the
lower part of the ligure of the Savior,

Re-enforcements hud reached Trench
27 In time—thunks to Lurey's herolsm
nud though he knew nothing of what
hed hppened after be had fallen close
by the telephone, the British troops had
stemmed the gap in thelr defonses.

Along with others of the Injured,
Captain Redmond lad been hurrled
awny from the front as fast as was
possible, until at lnst he had been re-
ceived Into the fleld statlon for the
English wounded for which purpose
the Red Cross had preseed that tiny
church Ipto service, When Larry
reached that place it had been far to
the reur of the British first line, But
now, flng! those heroes In khakl had
been forced buck untll the boom of
thelr gnns wos pladnly audible in the
violated sanctoary.

Captnin Redmond lay upon & heap
of striuw on the foor, About hlm were
many aother men; swathed in bandoges,
us he was, and smong them thera
moved a soldler with the Red Cross
Insignin upon hls arm; and a Frendh
priest kneeled heside the stricken and
prayed for the welfnre of their souls
us well ag thelr bodies, It was early
mornlag, threa or four hours past mid-
nlght, and the cluttered nave wis only
dimly lglted by a few lanterns.

A doctor strode through the door-
woy.

“1 want fo se¢ Doctor Charles," he
announced, and to the man who rose
from one of the altur steps, where he
had Dbeen examining churts of the
wounded, he explained that he was
Doector Aubrey of the Second corps,
geiit to relleve the medical officer sta-
tioned there, who had been ordered to
Joln the ambulguce furces at the front,

Doctor Charles. handed over his
churts at once and prepared to leave.

“I see Captuln Redmond 18 still
liere” Aubrey remarked ns he geanned
the records. “How Is he?"

"8t out of his head!"

W D pull through 1

“He ought to.”

“Brave chap, wasn't he?" sald Doe-
tor Aubrey—"to get us that informa-
tion about Von Kluck's flnnking move-
mentl™

“If It hadn’t been for Redmond they
would have captured our entive army,”
the departing surgeon replied.

“P'retty big things for one man to
dol” the neweomer exclalmed,

Doctor Charles agreed with him, and
after suylng a hurried good-by he
passed on Into the gray of the ap-
propching dawn. .

As Aubrey set about his duties it
seemed to him that the rour of the
artlllery becawme Ibereasingly distinet.
And it was not long before the blare
of a bugle sounding retreat was waft-
ed unmistakably through the open
doors,

At the sound of that order one of
the men lying upon the floor ralsed
himself upon an elbow and lstened,

“T tell you—retreut! Retreat]” he

erfed. “Right to the very gates of
Paris! « .+ Ob, Ethel—where are
you" v

“Who's that?" Doctor Aubrey nsked
of one of Hig Red Cross naslstinty

“Captnin Redmond! He goes on llke
that most of the tlwe"” the man anp-
swerad,

“The telephone! I've got to get to
thit telephone!™ Larry shouted. “Come
on, Larry! Yon can do It! It's only
U few feet more!”

The doctor kneeled beside him,

“There, there, old min! Take 1t
epsyl” be sald. 1t was plain to bim
that the wounded man was living over
again those tense and terrible moments
in the trench,

All at once a daged look came over
Captain Redmond's face, He looked
at the doctor curiously.

“What place [s this? Who are you?"
he asked. He had at last regained
lils genses,

“You're at an English field hospital,”
the doctor said.

“Then they got me, dldn't they ™
siald Larry. “Did 1 telephone head-
quarters in time? I can't remember,
There was a bomb, I tried to crawl to
the 'phone. . Wus 1 too late?
Tell mel"

“Your information ecame In time to
prevent thelr flanking our whole army,”
Doctor Anbrey told him.

“Thank God!™ Larty murinurid.
“And Miss Willoughby? She was nt
Tourville? Where 1s she? . ., . No.
no! You wouldn't know,” he gald, as
the .doctor shook his lhead. “And
Strassman? He dldu't get away

“Strassman? You wean the German
spy who was with you in Urench 277

“Yes, yes!" Larry sald eagerly.

“Thelr bomb got him," sald the doe-
tor. “He's dead.™

“That's one good shot they made,”

Cuptain Redmond rvepiled.  “Tell me—
we've turned them buck? We've saved
Puris ¥

“l feéar oot the other sald, and
his grave face revealed the anxiety
that be shared with all his fellows.
“We're only ten mliles from Parls now,
We've been retredting for over a
week."

“But that was part of the plan!"
the woundad man cried. “To retreat,
und then—"

T know," the medical man i{nten
rupted. “Hut we hiven't been able to
cut their lines. Even the government
has been moved to Bordesux. The
German's aren’t five miles from here
Lnst nlght they shelled this church,
They're four to one. 1'm afrald we're
done for"

Larry grasped at the arm of the man
who knelt beside him,

“Dou’t say that!" he begged. “It

-.-.m'i h;. 'ﬁu-_v ean't Inlw_ Parle. They

can't,  Dear God, 1 beég. thee—"
“Tlioye, thera! Test a hit, old man!
You got n nasty smash In the head,
Lie back!” Aud He lowersd the eap-
toln back upon the straw once more.
“Out there they're fighting while I'm
no ool to anyone,” Larty groaned.
- . . L] . - .

“Doctor!  This lady wishes to gee
you."

Doctor Aubirey turoed ns the Red
Crogs mun spoke; and hiz glnoie ens
pountered o giel—an  English  glrl,
dregsed in a suit once white, but now
torn and bedreaggled, Hor halr was
disheveled, and her face showed pale
and wan 1o the half-light of the dlm
chureh,

“She hns a pass from  CGeneral
French's bheadquarters” the man add-
el

“May I be of service?" the doctor
asked her,

Ithel stepped forward then.

“For ten days I've been sesrching
vour virious fleld hospitals” she told

him, “This is my lust chance, Tell
me—aolt, I'm afrald! 'm afrald to
ngkk! . . . She nerved herseif by a

visible effort,
Captaln—"

As ghe faltered there cnme a quick
ory from the min the doctor had just
left.

“Ethel!" Larey's call eleetrified them,

&g burrled to him,

“Oh, my dear!” she answered with
a dry soby,

“My darlin®! My durlin'!  You're
gife—you'rs not hurt?' Le exelaimed,
ng she put her arms about him with
Immense tenderness.

“No, nol And I'm here with you,
thatk Godl”

“Tell me—what news from the
front ¥’ he demunded, os a roll of ean-
nonadiog fAlled the church with its res.
ounnt booming,

“On, 1 can't tell you," she sald, “It's
too dreadful.” But she saw that he
ctaved the troth, even though It were
the worst. “We're 'still retreating,
They suy—Puris s lost."”

The notes of o bugle agaln sounded
clear through the ropr of the great
guns,

"Ob, dedr God, they musin't tiuke
Parlg!" Larry cried, “If we can keep
Ifaris, we've a fighting chance.” He
stopped abruptly then, aud turned his
liead as If at some wotdrous sotnd,
“Listen to the bugles!” he shouted.
“Theyre not playlng retreat! That's
the call to attack! . . What doea
it mean?”

A messenger hurst Into the church,

“"Whao's- In chavge here?' he de
anded.

YT am,” Aubrey told him,

“I'm from beadquurters” the man
sald. “Is Captaln Lawrence Redmond
here?”

“Yes, yes! I'm herel" Larry called,
struggling to hls feet with thel's
kelp.

The messenger crossed to where the
wounded mun #tood, half supported
by the girl,

“T have the honor to report,” he ane
nounced, “that General I'rench and
General Joffre extend to you thele
gratefnl thanks for your Information,
and to state that you have heen men-
tioned in the dispatehies for signal
bravery in the cause of the allles.”

“Oh, iy dear—and you sald ‘For
King and Counutry! " Hthel exclaimed,
her heart near to bursting with pride
in him.

“SWhat do I matter" he chided her
“when out there they onre driving us
back? Hear their guns!” The lttle
structure that sheltered them shook
from cellar to rultered roof under the
vibiration of the terriflc fire

“One moment!” dald the messenger,
“T have to add, sir, that your lnformas
ton, ecoming at a +vithl time, bas ens
nbled the English troops, In conjunce
tipn with the French, to execute o turms
ing movement. Aund after o fourluys'
battle the enemy 18 now L retreat bee
yond the Mare"

Larry seemed not to grasp the news,
He looked dully at the wan from heads
qunrters,

“What did you say? he nsked,

“The enemy {5 in retreat.”

“But they suld we were beaten
Larry stummered,

“I'm fust in from the front,” the
messenger informed him. T tel] vou,
the enemy 19 in retreat’

“"And Paris? Parls Is safe?" Larry
eried, as the Joy of it nll broke over
him,

“Parle s safe.” was the answer,

A band was playing now, und those
glnd folk in the 1ittle chinrch could heag
the thunder of winrching feet.

“You hear®™ the messenger asked
“That's the French. The reserves are
coming up from Paris”

“That's the English troops!” Tarry
shouted, ns he recognlzed a famiilap
marching alr,

“Yes! They landed today,” the man
gald. i

Larry stood thers llstening to the
welcomie straius. One arm he had flung
about Fthel. And the other he waved
above his bandaged head.

“More of our boys off to the fromt!™
he exulted, “And Jdo yon mind what
they're plaring, my darling? he asked
her. It was “Tipperury.”

The woonded men ecaught up the
song.

Captain Redmond smiled happlly as
the soldiers shonted the words; and ag
they reached a eertuin passage of the
chorus be looked down dt Hthel with a
world of tenderness In his eyes and
beld ber closer,

The English Tommiss wepre singing,
“The sweetest girl I know!"

THE END,

"Tell me—is Cnptoin—

Zoslogical Meoment.
Nephew—"I tried to get n ralse tos
day, aunt. but the boss refused 1t*
Mre,  Blunderby—*Too bad, Dicky,
Perhaps you didn't epproach him st
the soologleal moment.”




