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u-r' ) ENE I e the roublb’ry hps been begem” maw lo go to dinnwe Fvanagelin
| S s leplhone stegd of gittin® evidenee He nstome uot to
| 1 -l\l|t“|u|1|] 1 I vienagefing |I'u t hierny |]||ll_ -._-|'|-_\ [=_-|1'|“'|-g] win- N | SuHwer
Wby of @ New York hotel men who hate all us vivacious ones, with others. an'
i { (' haraclors Flossie, e op Iloaxi Ie iln_‘ Hold the wire, Front! Buost I promised,
./ ' g Ctadon s wnd Evangeline, u sl e thnt saffeage commitiee room on the ]'-.-nl--r IFlosst Mep-
k’“«.ﬁ." mim Moee, an® say \I"' Goorgie Huand’s hashand wanis tion that von're
- lin \Ltertoom. o know whieh 1= the cookin® butter! Yes, dearie, eittin” twonty or
Mis" Mand's I..\!.J 4 [ vertuly it ple '.'1.‘ Listetul stabs around here, bt thivty ‘phlone
\-,;\‘nu r'.: Y I vamagr line 1|n'\\||_\. tearwe, hke o eaest From i"',\ RN, "“}'_'11'|I“ is too elorions calls a da \ The way 1l shoot them lines across |
te e cookin” butte: whanddn N thank ! My chanee Loe ] 1oy e whal o tew enviong dames thinks' : thongl 1l
has come ot lastl Ope the sreat an® while g pever gimme no tip, <till he was a dis gend  you o Stronger with liom, Hello ! Tlold
Timmins Brothers, Londan vernit’ fella, an’ Hello 7 The bov's lookin' for hey the wire, Mista Hond, they're ballotin® up there,
ianngers an’ prodncers, seen e an the seene at the Yunng 1 hella? Whis? Gee, ||;,‘ hir blob an the bt \\I._\' don't ot broil it wmstead of I'I‘\!n‘ !
Lamgshnw races where 'moone the Parits moddels, an’ wire's o Columbin Ureshman, an® 1 omet hime whle Ciropse’ll Just devastate yonr liver an® hacon, Flell !
e enlled o me brek stage, an” moto be puat out in intendin' to throw myselt o the Park reser - Take the toaster iff you can't find the broiler,
a tublond drama ol Broodway, an® e says to me, vorr, the dav 1 hiad the sreament with Abie > o an’ push it into the pliee under the gas oven,
“You never would been thus obseured s'long, but it he took the newsstand girl out in his ear, i an' stir up a little Hour zravy with the drp
your very genins wus holdin® you ehnined, for the an’ now hie's tryin' 1o become part of my ex- pin's, see! Goo'hye, Hello! Sir? Line's
world ain't evolved to your level™ he savs, an’ my istenee, whieh he don't realize that u--..-l_\.h-».f\ busy, but T'll try 'em in a minute. Hello !
own heart tells me that's true,. 1 resigned £ om the hins thery moods Al vode by while lie was sav, Mista Huand, &eep stirrin’ or it'll be
ecast with -!I|1|-1.l‘ '{I-','I=l1_\. an’ the guls are givi i | ersnadin” me not 1o g, an’ e ot Aunes l‘”lill‘\ ! I wish I\nrl'll hear thnt  Central
n banguet, un’ Perla Loves umlu- izl for savin® | vt the maelane, an’® with wseream of horror |/ omin® in an' (ellin® i gravy's too rieh!
hae o rectangular flgger, an’ ost would 1 take Her swore whatever 1 satd went in fatare, an’ he What does a miny like Her, with a ¢hin like i
iy comp'ny, but she'd by tellin® all Londen how ileove right down an’ bought that ruby ring h willetie, know about hello?
whe konew me when 1 dressed fwelve to o room hello? No, | tealy kinnot, My, Smaltz, my Erangeline—What's all those fellag movin'
Mye. Timmins says to surround mysell’ with a suit wother won't lemme go to dinner with no A party from v from the desk so fast for?
alile support, ¢ :; forgit the ex u‘r\:t-. sintegle gen’lman! Oh, no, von astin' her an’ Curly Wolf, Idaho ]}”—,»f. — When the standees git too thick,
whle support, ar g | _ ) ingle g 11 » no, you astin® her an® g0y i
Flossie Is he n stern sort of fella, dearie? rittin' vour pow to vouch for you wouldn't the boss sends a decklinnd around to wipe off
Frangeling Oh, no! Te was Kiddin® an' langh chiange her, tor she's vory formal, Denvie, hie's heen the marble with a cloth soaled in ammonin.  Say,
i’y o saud he et g Little diekens Like me'd have the i liere six times, expluinm’ bow hie's goin’ 1o take look out an' see if that noise is Abie's car, dearie,
Jolng over there spri ein' thewrselves Lor freal Calenlas oo’ tmgonometry, an’ wathin® me to wear he was comin' at five, an'—Lello? O, sy, hiw i
ropes, un' that he'd read of eves like wine, bt liis class pint the fawn suit just enterin’s the entest hoy! He took
never expected to meet "em, ITis Hrst name’s - me an’ maw round the enbarets last night, an’ he
Henry, an' he ast me to eall him ity canse ﬂ\" § VANGELINE — Fate belts all  alike, knows all the music publisher’s boostin® erews by
Lie's lonely, an' he says (o think of him as my Floss; so leave him bear his pain. Yunno their first names, an’ Lie's a bear on the piano, him-
konight, At thet pert’ly swell ? I kin see myself’ before that London andienee, self, an' when he ragged the Bavemrole he goome a
Flossia Be wary, dedrie, for you can’t compellin® their vapt attention by the way 1'll passionate look, an’ says, “Could this lieve hour hut
it ot a man's real thonglts, My Unele heot them lines aevoss! Sometimes when | lust forever!™ A'eonrse, | gotta he glued to doty
Heinle's the softest seemim’ old coot alive, beon standin® on the end, with ouly that one daytimes, bot with evenin's shadows, 1 kin give o
an” he's took three years decidin® on a wite, lispin® line an® the posin’ to do, an® 1'd notive lust clank of my demeanin' chains, for — hello!
‘vanse e mnkes a exeuse o call on tem early some gy in o stage box keenly observin’ me,  Marie Dressler ain't livin® heve now, Hello? T ain’t
in the mormin’, au® f they answer the hell _ it was all T eould do not to dash to the een- in no state to be doin® this work, "eause just as 1
e bowdoir cap, he's nol =aw again, os he trey an' show what true actin’ was, Are you was leavin® this mornin® T fonnd Pd turned the ol
clnims that o woman who wears one'd soon Lassih with 8 ooin’ Lo wear the new veils with pictures of stove in the batlivoom too high, an® the whole place
be usin® his shppers an® ondorin® some dark "“"p‘f guys abou Inndsenpres in eolors paited on 'em? was full of soot, an' the agent bhringin® some people
1 ain an exped ; . "
brown paint when  the wondwork needed e 15 Coste aand R T No, but ain't they a boon to who may take onr lease oifa onr hands? Wiy lias
cleanin’, He— Lhello ? Well, Guinevere, Vare - wine, for the dear knows plenty need atten: such dreadtul happenin’s gotta be?
vou, girhie?  Sure 1 will! Goo'bye, Al me -~ Guin tion took Lrom their dials! Yunno when Hirdie
was haslin' in Bepuett's down in Park Row, an' a Latimer got howe from Paras, slie had gilded eye FANGELINE — Cheor up, dearie! Eva Meln-
party from Cuarly Wolf, Idaho, blowed in, an' now lishes an® pink dyed ermine, an® talk about ehick! tosh was ridin' in an elevated train, goin® home
they ol o twelvesrdom apartment, an' his 1-:‘11;-14 They sare got it on us Tor effects, oo Lello ! tv Harlem an' wonderin' why she was ever born,
adores her, an® they're o enltured Parvdon ne, but you ain’t vang no hall” hour withou when a handsome fella veached down to tie his shoe,
F thes wouldn't hegin a meal without vespon=e! Ganme the name, an’ Il see, thoogeh | an’ when b an® Exa both got up ot 12000 Steeet,
* "lil‘I'illl a Carnsn |||'||1|l tite the win'l L.Ili|i‘ o be a absolute i1"““__‘l' o thias wire, |"_|'[] Iim] |||¢_- l;”'o- tor lu']‘ shoe, an' Hu'_\ bl Lo oo
chitne ! Bat g opportanity like that's wlhieh what rewandl would be mine? O, T 8'pos i the lock-step all he fised ! When e looked
rarer vound this ul.1m|- thine o elenn somew here the arbutns 1= ||r'a'|lill. throveh the dead I Paee she seen e was o hitile oross l'_\u'li. bt that
,,.' eallar v Pidsboegls, lepves, while the jeweled streams sparkles in tle ain'e essential, when men gt the saluvy he does
{ s, an’ natwre's eallin® to her votaries ekl ? they went to Berlin on the honeymoon.
! VANGELINE —Uve gave upy my Winly vepeat i, will you? Fropt? D7on find Mis® Flossie — Bul workin® here takes the pep rigli
’ 1) ? oW dhreatn ol rotmines I senidin’ Ghorge Hood? Well, 1ell her the |'tll!}': waitin® 1o out of me, an’ 1 a remanece eome by, Pd o think o
Lhae ane g Portland o lettergream that Kuow abont that butter! Tlello — just a second, wats Jitsl another taskmaster vellin® Yor o call
r I won't mnke the const tonr with 1he Fovangeline Mre. Timnins said it was strange o : - r Fomnnoline Thanks he,
I'd noties some S0, i’ prol’ly A1 weeek his life, civl o my compelling make up was still single, an’ ( I wou't be on that old stage
guy n i stage bax Dl I gotta heod ant’s eall, an® then | U otold bime about my frightful experiences with tonight, the vietim of ap
wouldn't eare Lo Oregon, anyway. Andy an' Mike —yunno Andy stayed in Ludlow 4 pression what the veriest
It's so wet that they must move fast or the moss'll Street Joll ten months outa plain spite so e stranger conld  pereeive
form on ‘em. Yet Pmogoin” 1o Feel o lock withownt wonldn't have to come through with my alimeny, Every time anyone smoked
Laster's letters, e sells minin” maelinery, but he an' the instant 1 took Mike, Andy come out an’ 1 a thing in our dressin'
kin saffer over o wiltin® Hily. will admit that he give me a lovely eelebration din ruom 1l was put onto me,
Plossi Hello?  Yup, 9309, who yon callin®? ner. How bright the workl seemed then, dearie - an’ 1 ast yon, dearie, kin a
Miss Dale’s gonpe ”_\nl., an' won't be hack ‘il six. an' bt o week passed betore Mike declared maw an’ party give the publie their
Hello? Ob, werey, maw, what's come off 7 Yuune Unele Heinde hadda leave our flat or he'd leave him best when iU they s'muels
shie quit burlesgque an’ took the job of housekeepes self — My, Timmins' fnce was a study while 1 was If they answet the bell in a as bow 1o a frien’ in a box,
here, dearie, an' vesterday burgulars got into the tellin® him, an’ finally after a long silence he said boudoir cap, he's not they git fined an' coarsely
Ioss' suite, ‘epuse maw left it open, while passin’ very agritatedd, T Little one, many with them woes to W Again rebuked 7 Me, Timmins un
with o voupla guyvs who were waitin' for an ele eprry would's guve up entively, where your valinnt derstands what 1 stood, an® he says he marvels |
vator, about joinin' an expedition to Cocos Tslwnd sl kep' vou gom'™ an’ hwe's had his evoss, too am’l in o snoitarinm,
to hint burvied treastre, an’ — ves, waw, 1 hear yvou ! Gee, these monsguetaive boots are terrible hard to Plossio — | bello?  Tt's only Abie.  Yes, ves
Why, the idear! A" vourse yon was vight! The boss’ keep up, a't they? e | never, Ale!  Welly he's mistook; that's all, o
wife is kickin® beeause the detective who eome about Flosste — Tunwins must be a real sineere tella, I think you=—oh, if you've  (Continued on Page 12




