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ﬁ Married Life the Third Year
Helen and Warren Spe;d— an Evening at Home in Their
Londen Apartment,

) S

By MABEL Hl-'.RB

The cab drew up at the curbing be-
fore an imposing entrance. _

Warren jumped out, dragged out one
looking [mpatiently
toward the doorway. But no one came
ot Tor thelr baggage. iy -

Leaving tha sult chse on the sidewalk
and Helen In the cab, he sirode Inside
and came back with a porter, The
driver dragged the trunks fram the top
of the cab and the porter got them lntu
the Rallway.

“I'm afrald your rooms are not quite
ready, sir,’” the man informed thern as
he took them up in the 1ift.

They found both rooms torn up. Bugs X

wers rolled nside and ‘the furniture
pushed in the corner. Ome woman Was
washing the floor and anoth¥r the win-
dows. i

“Whet's all this,” demunded Warren.

“Why aren't these rooms rcady?”

The scrubwomen only lookKed up in |

" mute inquiry.

“They wouldn't know, dear,”" mur-
mered Helen. “You'll have to see the

‘ manager.’

"There Isn't ahy mmqar—lt aa 'Man-

"&senﬂ.' "I'hun what they hl.n in molt
" of these Landon Aparfments.’”™

A fairt jingle of keys down the Hal
aml the housekesper appeared.

“I'm very ,sorry, sir, but the party
didn't leave undll last night. . We'll have
this all in order by luach time.™

“Well, what about’” our -baggage’”
a:iud Warrén, with dlrﬂm,\lt) restraining
his impatience. He ahways hated “to |
deal with women because he cauld pot
roar at them. “That stuf can’t stand
down there In the hall”

“Oh, the porter will take care of that,
sir. If you'll come: -back around one,
you'll find everything ready and your
baggage here."” L

There was nothing to do but to ae-
cept the situation. Helen was devoutly
glad that it had beén Warren and not
she who. had engaged these rooms. Had
she besn Tekponsible ki iritatiolt’ would
have been vented upon ~her. Now he
was forced to make the best of it

Helen had not really wantad to leave
the hotel. Since they were to be in Lon-
don only a month, it seemed hardly
worth while to move, But Warren had
insisted on an apartment. Sald he
wouldn't stand for the “‘wash-stand and
piteher” any longer—that -he wanted his
own bath and a place where“they could
have breakfast |n theis rooms.

As they went down the Iift,
noticed some mall addressed to “'Lady
~" gnd "Sir —." And thers was a
package om the hall table addressed to
“The Honorable —."

“Warren, dld you notice those lettars
in the elevator?™ eagerly, when ' they
reached the street. “Why, this muset be
a very good place. Did you know Lhere
were any titled people here?” 4

“No, and I'm not keen on knowing it
now. We'll get it on our bills all right.
They always lap on a few extras when
they've got a ‘lord" or '!ady' In the
house,”

He paused on the corner and ginnr:ed at
his watch,

“I'll have to leave you here, Tt's al-
most eleven, What are you gofhg to do?
Loaf around the shops untll neon?"

“T suppose I'll have to,” ruefully, *‘but
I'd much rather stayved there and un-
p.cked'n

“You'll have all afterncon for thal
What ‘do you say of having dinner sent
up to the rooms tonight? . We've been
guing out prelty steady.”

“Oh, yes, dear, 1'd love it."”

S Wells wedlsee what kind of a dipver

“capsput up. And e’ 1l get to bed
ply. Tﬁbfuytlewry ﬂIlht»b‘ﬂi can
 @verdone. ” Think T take the tibe

- l'.hatrl m nuielm-:tm "

'no"i:m huur anxm gpept i’
tog- the sbiops of thét nelghborhood. 10“
oclack found her buek st the apartment,
eager to ‘begin tHe mnpacking and to'get
“stralghtened out.” i & 3

Sha found the rooms in perfect order
snd the baggage there. . The gitthhe room
wis most atiractive with its whité pane
elled walls, fresh muslin curtains and the
furniture covered with wkite linen. There
were a few good engravings on the walls
and a couple of very good vases and
candlesticks ‘on the mantel. The bed-
room wag also in white.

Helen could not help but compare ll!ue
charming, home-like rooms wmt the
typleal New York “furnished apartment,”
with its cheap, gaudy furniture and utter
lack of taste.

Kagerly she began to unpack Thera
was only one {iny wardrobe, but it was
g0 well fitted with hangers that. there
was ‘poom for both her’ clothes and, Waf-y
ren's. The bureau drawers were all
freshly lined with white ‘paper—another
note of English thoroughness and

[}

Helen |

J
T URNER.

htfulness. Not a thing had been
o\a-luuked that might add to thelr com-
fort .

A little later the manuerua came, to
the door to see If evervithing was all
right and express her regrets that' the
rooms had not bsen ready. While-she
was there Halen asked about having
dinner sent up. -

‘‘Oh, yes, you can have any meal
-m—r\'ed In your rooms. I'll have & Mttle
f(sldin; table put in. The dinner is three
iahllliagu and sixpence for service. But
iwe don't serve wine; you'li have to sup-
ply that yoursélf. There's a Vvery Rood
wine gshop on the block below, and there's
flower stand there, too, when you
wish flowers,"

Surély that was very English. Helen
could not chndelve of & New York house-
lkeeper or manager volunteering the -in-
[formation Bs to Where' you could” get
|flawers.  But she had come to know
|tlml to 'the English flowers were ‘al-
|most & necessity.

The blue vases on ‘the mantel seemed
to eall for flowers, So, whep_she had
{finishéd unpacking Helen wentyout to
flhe Mttle gtund o the blgek helow:: and
bought t'a.e great bunehes of daffodils—
slx peﬁce a bunch’ She also atop:m‘l into
1the ‘wine store for a hottle of claret.

The daffodils 4n the blue vases geve
the 'final touch . of eharm amd ‘home.
"Thé rest of the afterncon Helen spent
Iln going over her clothes, putting on
hooks and eyes, shampooing her hair,
washing giom :md ‘getting things really
I or;hr They, "had been In London
‘over two weeks- and until now she had
not had a mmoment to spend on her clothes.

Yielding to a sadden impulse, shé put
lon her pretifest dinner gown. This was
to ba an evening at home—In thefr own
home in Loridon.

When Warren came he nperwd- the dmor
on a ve'y attractive scene—the charming
little sitting room, with its shaded lghts
and ﬂme and Helen ln a low:necked
gOWN.

“Jove, we look serumptiouns. What's all
the glad: rags for? Thought we weren't
Eolng out tonight™

“We're' not,” joyfully. "But I wanted
to have & wonderful little dinner here,

|

Oh, 1 love this place. Aren't these
charming rooma?®’
“Hum,” glanting around approvingly.

“I.ooks a darn slght better than It did
this morning.”

“And they're really very nlce hers. The
Imanagersss | came In. this afternoon to
| 52y how ‘sorry ¥Me Wus the rooms weren't
| ready. 1 spoke about having dinner up
here. Tt's 1 shillings each for dinner and
§ pence for the gervice, Don't you think
that's cheap ?*'

“That's all right. But hurry It up.
Tell them to trot it slong. I'h hungry."”

“And, dear,” rubbing jhier cheek plead-
ingly agalnst his arm, “would you mind
putting on & dinner coat? Let's make it
& very wonderfu] dinner.”

“All right,” good naturedly,
to satisfy you."”

While Warren dressed, the maid brought
In _and set the folding table. It was not
the usual careless serving of ‘R meal In
the room. Every detell of the table was
perfect, even to the pink shaded candle
which she, placed in the center. Helen
put on n vase of the daffodlls and drew
up the chalrs.

""Well, that's something ke ®R!" ex-
claimed Warren, when he came out look-
ing fresh and wall groomed in hils dinner
coat.

“Ian't

“anything

it charming?"’ assented Helen
eagerly. “Oh, T do love the atmosphers
of this. Dear; I'mr so glad we came here."”

“What'd T tell you? Isn't this a darn
#ight better than being vooped up In
that hotel room? If Americans only knew
they could get furnished flats’ over here
and live twire sa well for the fame
money—~ they'd put out of business a
few of these hotels who soak tHe tour-
ist. But we wont ba so jubilant thl'we
see what the dinner's lke. Atmosphers
may be enough for you—but 1 want some
good Sfood along with iL"

From wherp ghe sat, the table and her-
self were reflected In the Jong mirrar
over the mantel She could sea only
Warren's back—but it was the broad,
well-groomed back she so loved. The
lire of his head and shoulders always
thrilled her, Etirred to a sudden tender-
nége,  ghe arose quiekly and- came over
to. nestle @ moment on the arms of his
chalr. ;

“Oh, dear isn't, it wonﬂerful' Aren't you
very, very happy "tonight?"

“P'd be happier 3 you'll
sleeve out of the butter.”
“Oh!" wiping the offending chiffon
flounce on her napkin, a8 she went back
L“ her seat with an uncertain little laugh,
“If you.enly would have _‘.unt a little bit
of pentiment!"

" “Don't need it,
us both.”

take your

You've got enough for
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WINDDOWS OF THE
Sput BELIBNE

The Judge Brings a Little Stranger Home

Natlonal News Ass'n

GENTLENEN PE SEATED
aomm'u -RA-RA :
AH GOT WS TO
o0 MISTAR JorIN 50N
lNT!nLooum ELL (M VERY
ORRY TO HEAR THAT BOMES .5
HATS HAPPENED
BONES- wHY MAH GRAND
ED SUDDENLY, You KN
WNSONAM THOUGHT THE
WORLD OF THAT OLD MAN.
INTERLOOUTOR- THATS

Too, DIDNT HE

5-OH YPS. HE THOUGMHT |

ToO!BAD
DONES. iLL BET HE uxeawau*

1AM WAS A GRAND-CHILD.  *
e R 7
RASTUS BROwN WILL Now!SING *

5N TRE WELL BT
SHES GOT EIGHT MOREICHANCES

OAT naaa SAYS-ITS AN [LL WIND THAT
CANT FIND ARYTHING TO BLOW ABOUT

- s "'- ‘-“
FOOLISH FRITZ, THE SALT
LAKE WONDER DETECTIVE,
PEERING OVER THE CLIFF, SAW
THE OLD HERHH’ MISER DURY
6 THE GOLD MA, HA, SAYETH
FRITZ ME HATH PISCOVERED
bOHETHfNG- GRASPISNG HIS
TRUSTY FLOUR SACK FRITZ
ETIT DOWN SCOOPED UP THE
ALE AND IN UNISON ALL THE
GOLD EAGLES SCREECHED,
“IF A BARBER DIES AND
TO HEAVEN WILL HE

| THOUGHT | KNEW
THE LADY!!!

IR

IT ALL STARTED IN Bie TEDS
MERRY MULILAEP PARLOR.
FOOTBALL PETE AND MIKE
THE BUTCHER
AND SO0ON CAME TO BLOWS

WHEN A BOTTLE 0N THE NECK

HiM UP FALLING BACK MIKE
EEPED OVER HIS CHEATERS
AND GASPED

WOULD THEY PLACE HIM
OIIA'NER (BEER) 7

SIC'EM Pmucri.. HE
BIT YOUR FATHER!

ARGUING
EN A BATTLE ROYAL FolLLow-

D. MIKE WAS JUBT ABOUT
OPLANT A SIZE 10 ON PETE

OPPED HIM WHEN THEY
GHT HIM TO THEY SAT

“IF TOM SHARKEY DIED

AT THIS HOUR

A Slx-Hour Day for Wives

By DOROTHY DIX.

In this country eight hours' labor a
day is considered sufficient for a (brick-
layer,,.or.a hedcarrier, ora  Jongshores
man. 'In Australla, whete they do rthings
& lttle better; It has been decided that

‘six hours n day & emough for, a  husky

man to labor.

But everywhere the ldea of limiting
the number of hours that a wife and
mother should work Is estimated so truly
humorous and absard that the comiec
artists use the suggestion as & theme
to make people laugh.

Ha-ba! Tee-heo! It Is certainly amus-
Ing to think of mother only working
six hours & day, instead of twelve, or
eighteen, and the artist of the Sydney

| Bulletin has given in the picture that

accompanies this article, his ldea of the
gide-splitting complieations that wauld
engue should this grotesque idea of cur-

talllng & wie and mother’'s working
day, ever be put into practice.
Of course, In such an event, there

would have to be relayvs of wives, work-

Ing on different shifts, hecouse you
can't knock off “the work of 'taking care
of @ house and the children just be-
cause Lhe whistle blows and your six-
hour day is up. - Thers are still' about
eleven million other things to, be done
In order to insure the comfort and well-
being of the family. Mother doea It all
now, but she doesn't keep unlon hours,
if she did she could parcel out her job
among two other women, and there
watld be plenty of work for them gll

Suppose that Mother, like some other
laborers, worked on a six-hour sched-
ule.

The average woman's day begins at &
o'clock, when &he gets up, hurries into
her own clothes, cooks the breakfast,
wakes up father and finds his clothes for
him; wakes up the children and helps
them get dressed; fixes the baby's bottle,
and serves the breakf{ast she has pres
pared to her family.

Then she washes behind little Johnnle's
ears, combs little Mary's hair, helps
Tommy find his cap, goes over thelr les-
sons with all of the chiidren, sees that
thelr shoes are blacked and nicely tied
up, and gets them off to school. Then
she bathes and dresses the baby and gets
it to sleep agoln, cleans up the breakfast
things, ' makes the beds and sweeps the
house and moes to market, after which
she darns and patches and mends on the
days she isn't washing and ironing, until
time to get lunch. This brings her up to
1% o'clock, every minute of which has
been breathless work.

No one can deny that she has done &
fair day's work, and has earned her board
and keep,. which ts all she gefs out of
it, for, alas, there !s no pay envelope on
Saturday atianched to the job of wife.

But ean you Imagine mother putting
down her tools at 12 o'clock and quitting
work?. .What would happen if sha lald
aside the broom and the dust pan and
locked up the sewing machine und banged
down the top of the cook stave?

A conference at Sydney has
constitute a day's work
home and his two six-

decided that six hours should

This Is a pilcture of the worker's
ur wives—the breakfast wife (R

a m, to 2 p. m.) and the dinner wife (2 p. m. ta 8§ p. m.)
The dinner wife is cooking the evenlng meal under the cold

eye of the breakfast wife.

The breakfast kid and the din-

ner kid (fenced off to prevent trouble) are making things
hot for the all day cat.—Sydney Bulletin,

at 12 o'clock she wouldn't find time
hanging heavily on her bands for she
would find plenty to do to keep her hust- |
Img until 8 o'clock, when father's l-u-)l
was heard in the lock.

Wife No. 3 could take it easicw for all
that she would bave to do would be to
serve the dinner that No. 2 had cooked,
and to clear away the table, wash the
dishes, tidy up the kitchen, arrange the
breakfust for the next morning, entertain
father when he felt like talking, help the
children with thelr lessons, sing the baby
to sleep, put the children to bed, and st
up a couple of hours after father had
gone to his rest doing the darning that
the other two wives had not found time
to do during the day. After which shé
would have nothing to do but to' walk
the baby when It had the colle and get up
half & dozen times during the night to get
water for the other children, give Mary
#ime medicing when she coughed and see
that Tommy was coversd, |

Naturally there are maveral objections |
to the three-platoon system of wives, |
For one thing, women are foollsh and
Mlogical creatures, and any wife would |
rather work herself lo death than to
divide up her labor and her husband with
another lady, or ladles. For another |
thing, the high cost of living Inclines men
tn cellbacy rather than to Mommmsm.i

Where would the baby get Its bottle?| with millinery the price It Is, a man |
Who would give the children thelr lunrh”lﬂndu it hard enough to buy hats and | Tee-heel

Who would take the baby out for an air- | fgllais
family | further draina on his purse by having to

AWjb would mee” the ehildren | purchase Paris confections for her under-
dldn‘t run wild? Who would cooK dinner studies.

ing? - Who" would make the

clothes?:

for '@ Hungry man®:

for ene woman without uddlnn

flo thers ‘iz no eaﬂ.hly

Be sure that [f wife No. zam od duty | mother winning’ out” on ‘s strike for l‘

)

4 labor,

Bix-hour or an elght-hour day. Bhe's
got 1o be on her job early and late, for
literally her work Is never done.

And the wonder of it ull Is that women
are able to
labor, to stand these long hours, this
monotonous dolng over and over again,
day by day, year after year, the dull
round aof lttle tasks that are maddening
in thelr monotony. For women's work g8
to sweep floors that are lntigred the
next minute and must be swept agaln,
to cookk meals that are eaten for people
who are hungry
or two, to mend clothes that

are torn

agaln, to soothe fretful children that are |

forever whimpering and crying,

The most robust man would break down
under the strain of such long hours and
of work which makes such a ceaseless
demand on nerves and temper, and yet
such {8 the miracle of love that it puts |
into a frall, dellcate little women's body
the strength to perform thie herculean
All about us we sée one woman
doing three women's work sa often that
we don't even notice It nor count the

:numbnr of hours she tolls a day.

Of courde great, big. husky
shouldn't Le worked to death,
eight hours a day
to work. But the |dea of mother not
worklng more than slx or elght hours
a day is certainly a riprroaring farce

It Iy to laugh at the mere {dea. Ha-ha.

Seamounable Hints,

Frosted  ears should be rubbed with
|||uw untll the cireulation returns.
A newspaper folded Into an oblong |

vert inakes a good gubstitute for an over-
rofl.

endure Lhis novarveulinx!

afain within &n hour !

men |
8ix or |
s plenty for them |

Drawn for The Bee by Tad
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The Summer Storm

it nl\ i nnh I
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The Httle girl was desparately angry.

Bhe star(ed to run upstairs, and at
the first step she turned, stamped her
foollah lictle foot as hard ax she could
and shouted in a strange, stralned, harsh
volce,

“Ob!" she said, "“Oh, -1 wish the light-
ning would strike the whole wortd—
and kil It all to pleces—1 wish—"' but
Just then someons ln authority wrrived
and the Uttle gird ran upstairs and hid
her hond in the hed clothes and would
rat even listen to the raln tapping,
tapping on the window pane, and rush-
ing, rushing down the steep sides of the
high shingled reof.

And yet It was worth listening to—that
rain—It says so many things,

“Hark!" It whis “Hark"—how the
whole world Is stopping to lsten to the
riin  song.

"Eheh—"—tlred bables, will fall aslesp,
worn mothers will smile at the sound
of the song. 1

Flowers faded In the heat of the.too
frlendly sun will revive, the parching
dust in the red rond will soften, the mosa
will begin o grow. See how the llles
hold up their thirsty cups.

Listen! the Iitle stream silent 8o long
begins to murmur, the tall trees bow' Lo
the oncoming storm.

Hark~there's the thunder; ah, there
comes the lightning—it looks as {f a tall
man walked and swung hiy lantern—now
here's hix shadow betwesn the lght hnd
the dark.

Now, It's a great pen writing—in fluid
fire.

What s It that it says to us, all the
wondrous writing there on the wall of
purple clouds? .

Come, ohildrén, run into the honse—the
raln, the real rain has begun,

And the Httte girl les upstalrs in the
room under the peaked roof crying’ Oh,
how bitterly she cries! "1 wigh'" she
soba, I wish''—poor, poor little girl—the
rtorm hns begun, hoase't It—the storm of
Iife, for yol.

How do you intend to weather It, I
wonder—with pnger, with tears, with
dreadful wishing of dire disaster to all
who oppose your wagrant fancies? Poor
little foollsh girl; your eyes are red, your
soft hair tumbles about y*ur fMushed face,
the smile that makes you beautiful s
gone.

All the Joyous delight In mere lving
for living's sake, whers is that? Gone,
too, with the happy smile, Deur, dear,
what a tragedy—and &l becauge You
could not go out In the very face of tha
coming storm and play lady up and down
the walk in your mother's old lHac frock
Ll at you have luken such freakish tancy
| Tor,
Well,
you'll forget it tomorrow, lttle girl,
'un hour from now you won't remember
what It was all about—the wild storm in

well--what » sorrow fo be siire-

By WINIFRED BLACK. i

your little rebel heart—I wish I oconid
make you sse what & waste of time jo’ls '
to cry llke that pig

Bomo day vou'll know, mnhﬂd.lﬂ-
day.

There's something grimly just in the
course of nature after all. 1 never thn
4 heart to fairly burst over fancled sof-

along to make pretence over into sobsr
enrpest. Don't cory so hard, NtGe iﬁ.
somo day you'll need those tears..

Some one will forget to ask you to hér
party. S

The woman next door will have an auto
when you have to walk. Your husband
will forget to bring yoa &. knot ' '
violets on your anniversaty day—oh, ter-
rible things are walting for you down the
road of lite, little girl. Why don't ydu
snve all that rush of tears for them? -

What—you love to cry—it does you W
—you feel better now that the tears are
gone.

Yos, but—well, I declare, you look bet
ter, too. Was It just a storm s# natural
as lightning, an necessary a thing as lljl
raln, perhps—and yet— ;

Lought to seold you, litle girl. I ought
to punish you some way—and I will,

There, \you shall have chocolate (6t
oream today—not peach ns van haped~
and the ribhon in your bonnle Bro®e
hair shall be Bluet-not pink at all.
shall T satisfy the demand fof puﬁln .
ment.

You are sorry, you u.s-wuur RITHE m
around my neck, How soft they |1:c,
tho little slender arms.

What a fodlish litele thce It s that leans
agninst my tired forehead; how fhst
ittle heart beats that reste so close 40
mine. Oh, my darling, if T could eniy
hold you #o when the real troubles cofme
~If T could enly “punish you myssif
instead of letting ‘Hfe—cruel, relentiten
Hie—do it. \

Look, the clouds are breaking In
sky, the sun shines on a distant W
on the mountain side; how green, HoW
green it in! o

'I'ha;irlatruhamlnuot.ﬂl“
flowers nud gally in the Hght breess the
storm left when it raged agross the M
in the next valley below, Tha M
Ktream—how loudly it sings! T Nve '
svings, I lve.”

And you, ilttle girl, you ars glad the
lightning did not strike the whole world
~you are sorry you wished thal—youg
woll, 1 am sorry too. )

Some day, perhaps, you will wish?
agaln, and T may not he there to am
8t the fury of your balked intent.  »r

W1l you romember then, little girl? S0
you think of me, and of how we
through the storm togelher, this

inl?

¥

In|day, and kissed each other and smiled
when it was all over?
I wonder. L
-2 S
T}

Mister Roseben, aln't they?' asked the

Manloure Lady.

“You don't mean Mister Roseben, snld
the Head Barber, favoring the Mani-
Icura Lady with a more-sorrow-than-snger
look. “You mean Mister Penrose''
“Gearge,” demanded the Manioure Lady,
{“fs the time ever going to come when
you will stop’ thinking . that you know
mores than anybody that ever met you?
Why J& it that vou are all the time
looking for & chance to oorrdot me? 1
'xot a good grammar school education,
|aml If you ever went through the first
| reader class and got your honorable

| discharge you did more than your talk
| would prove for youw"
| “I went way past the first reader,
!xat Into the second reader, and | guess
| that 18 the last reader of them all—
| the reader of humen nature and the
’rudrr of good books I wish T pould have
igone to Yale or Princeton, but I didn't
Iwnm to tax the old man too hard after
]a,ll that he had done for mae, so I told
him after I had finished the last term
{at school that he eould afford for me
that I wanted to go to work, It turned
Jout all right at that. I've got & pretty
good job, as New York jobe go, and
I manage to get by."

“1 don't mean to cffend you George,"
| snid the penitent Manicure Lady. '"You are
| al] the time kidding me, so I thought It
| wouldn't be no more than falr it I kid-
|ded you a little,. But as I was saying,
| they are gertainly after the SBtandard OU
| gang, 1 guess that they have the fear
| of all creation in thelr hearts. Brother
| Wiifred i writing n poem that the calls
| “The Shame of Standard OIL" He read

chance aur (Shane and thrist under the boack of the | it to me this morning and T thought the

]tlrbl tWo SIANZAS Was pretty flerce, but 1

b

By WILLIAM F. KIRK.

L]
| The Manicure Lady
W L
“"Gee, George, the papers s getting
after Mister John D. Rockefeller and

| along this plane.’ "—Washington

&

had to humor the poor boy a litle, so 1
told him they were good, but not so
a8 the third verse, The thind verse
bad ut that. It went:

Thou ectupus, thou slimy, crawling,
Cr-uelg’n( the bones of Progress and i
l"

I smo thee In my vislons ev -
Hlki:lhl ":_T whyole world :nﬁth':l‘lt::;lnth
¥ sting.
Oh, for some A spear
Agninst that ne#:xlcg!!:hl: Aeadly ‘:’h?::'
“There ain't enough humer in I
jected the Head Barber, “He uutht'
have put in & few local gags, like *
Is old John D, anyhow? and have |
answer be, 'Oh, John D. s ofl l’ll"l A
That's the trouble with your brothen
kiddo. He never stops to think thut
he could slip over one real Numor
poem, he might be loaning you aun.r
fnstead of you staking him to carfare®
“I guess you are right, George, but tbe
old gent sald the other night when 1
asked him if he didn't think WHred
should write humorous postry, that ke
thought “all of Wilfred's poetry “‘was':
Joke ahyhow.” g

P

: .'-':'
A Keatucky Ormtor.

South Trimble, a clerk of the house af
representatives, was talking in Washi
hnﬂ:boul a4 Kentucky orator, n&

“He 18 more-loquacious than eloquent,™
sald Mr. Trimble, with a smile. “Hig
mouth, to judge from the length of hig -
speeches, muet be B3 blg as Peleg m
son's.

“Peleg Anderson entersd a Loli!\'ﬁl.
musle shop to buy & mouth organ. He
had a very large mouth, and, though ho
tried every organ in the estn

-

nomoftbmm&tomﬁl. -...‘I'

“ 'See here.' sald the saleaman
‘we'll ﬁnwtommaammm
you, 1 guess, Peleg. Just try your

row that some resl grief did not come

’



