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GO0D MOKNING- TUDGE I'™
JUROR NO-2 AND I'D LIKE
® BE EXCUSED TODAY IF
© JON WiLL PLERSE ' PAPA
ISNT BEELING WELL ANVD
{ SHOULD BE AT moME
NURBING o /M \NOU LD
IT BE AL Gl

| HBY A Go0b HONESIT
UARD \WOREING MAN

WHATS TAE WHY HES SORT OF RUN DOWAS 36 NEARS
MATTER NoU KNOW- HE'S BEEN W MAKING
WITH THE THE BOILER WORKS NOW BOILERS EH-

- FOR 36 VEARS AND HAS —
( NEUER HAD A DAY OFE.

WITH HiM BH—

ES I'M
™ AERAID HOW OLD IS HE

THE WORK DOESNT™
AGREE WMy HIM.

TOOESAT A 6REE—

HE'LL BE
NINETY EIGHT
™S DECEMBER.

M-E R-R-Y
ChKl STMAS

Married Life the Third Year

Helen's Inappropriate Dress Spoils Her Day at an English
Country House,

E___

_
—

By MABEL HERBERT URNER.

“Well, it's mighty decent of him to
invite us,” declared Warren,

“Oh, ves, I know, dear,' Helen as-
sonted eagerly, "“Only it's alwavs so
hard for me to meel strangers—and to
go to thelr homes
for the @ay when
I've never met any

of thém"—
"What it you
haven't. Morland's

been & big help to
mo over here, He's
in  a position to
throw me in with
the men 1 want
to know, Besides,
these Englishmen
don't often ask
you out to their
homes—they're not
any too Kkeen on
Amerlcans. 8o If he
warnts us to come
out there Sunday
—it's tha least we
an ‘do to . go"
He took fome letters from his pocket,
ooking through them hurriedly.
“What'd I do with that time table he
gave me? He sald there was a traln
around 10.*

“*Oh, would we start as early as that?”
“I told you he wanted us to come for
the day. Here it is," taking out a small
vellow folder and frowning over it. “But
vou can't find anything on these con-
founded tables. Nine thirty-five arrives
it Annerly at 10:48. No, that won't do,
that's only on Tuesdays, Thursdays and
That's English for you. You
break your neck to get a train here and
find it doesn't go on that day. Here-
§:66,  Yes, that the Sunday train."

“But dear, what shall I wear? I don't
know how to dress for a day In the
country here.”

“Wear anything. Guess we'll find they
are very simple peaple.”

But on Sunday morning, when Helen
started to brush the skirt of ler gray

lor-made suit, Warren asked sharply:
0°{You're not golng to wear that?"
BOMivhy, ves, dear; it's the only snit I

“Well, don't wear it. They're alwetys
making fun of the American women who
some over hera and wear nothing but
tallors=gede suits, Put on some kind of
a dress.”

“But 1 haven't mnything
they're all too dressy.”

““Not here, The English dress a lot
more than we do. And we'll be thers for
luncheon.”

It was so rarely that Warren ever no-
ticed. or made .any request about her
clothes, that Helen felt forced to comply.
She knew ghe would feel most uncom-
fortahle and over-dressed, but she hur-
rled into & blue changeable gilk that she
had brought for dinnets cn the steamer.
8he had nothing to wear over it but her
traveling codt, which looked much too
heavy.

“Hurry up, there," admonished Warren.
““We've only got twenty minutes.'

But Vietoria Station was not far and
thay made the train In time.

Warren promptly buried himself in an
iNustrated London weekly, And Helen,
who had put on her thihgs so hurriedly,
now tried to adjust her hat and vell and
“fix" befare the narrow mirror in the
sompartment.

Lnder any clreumstances she would
have dreaded the day, but now she
dreaded It still more, because she felt
inappropriately dressed. There ls noth-
ng which o adds to & woman's discom-
‘ort and self-consciousness as the fesling
hat she is badly gowned.

When they left the traln at Annerly,
Mr. Morland and his son we's there in
a big touring car to meet them, WWarren
had sald the Morelands were very simple
people and Helen was rather surprised
it the car,

She was stlll more surprised when after
1 few miles’ drive they turned In at a
very beautiful place with large grounds

sujtable—

and gardens. “'Pine Grove Lodge” was
the name over the gate.
The first few moments in which they

were Introduced to Msys. Morland, her
sister and the three younger children,
were for Helan most awkward. She was
glad whep Mrs, Morland asked if she
wauld not like to g0 up=talrs at once and
lay aside her Wraps.

A mald showed Helen up to a large
bedroom on the floor above. It was a
charming room filled wtih Interesting old
English furniture,

Helen took off her coat, feellng more
than ever over-dressed, as Mrs. Morland

-

fl\dr. Morland and Warren

had on only a white waist and a black
sllk skirt.

When she went downstelrs agaln they
were all in the drawing rotom. Young
Mr. Morland rose to give her the chalr
beside his mother. Helen would much
rather have gone over to the couch in
the corner Instead of belng consplcuously
In the center of the room. SBhe was al-
ways painfully awkward and self-con-
sclous in & group of strangers.

“Is thie your first trip?" asked
Morland.

“Yes,” thig {8 my first trip,” repeated
Helen, trying to think of somelhlng‘m
say.

“I suppose you find London very dif-
ferent from New York?'

“Oh, very different?’
stupidity,

““This Is & very
year to come.”

“Oh yes. We've had a very
weather."

“And 1 suppose you had & very smooth
voyage coming over."”

“Yes, it wias very smooth.”

But here this brilllant dialogue
Interrupted by Mr. Morland, who asked
if they would not lilke to see the gar-
den before luncheon,

“Seing the garden” was evidently a
part of every visit to an English home.
went on ahead,
with Mrs. Maor-

Mrs,

loathing her

pleasant time of the

pleasant

and as she walked alone

land, Helen felt much more at east
“Oh, Isn't this Sweet Willlam?"' she
asked, as they paused at a bed fra-

grant with these old fashloned flowers.

“And this Is verbena! Oh, these are
marigolds—I haven't séen any since I
was a ]ittle girl. And what are these—
these little white flowers?"'

"“That's candytuft,’ answered Mrs.
Morland. ““But perhaps In America vou
glve It another pame."

“Oh., no; we call It candytuft, too.
I remember now we used to have heds
of it at grandpa’'s. What wonderful

hollyhocks!™

“Yes, the hollyhocks did very well this
year. We've a larger bed at the other
end of the garden,

Dinner was then announced and they
went to the house,

Ta Helen's surprigs and embarrassment
Mr, Morland croseed the room and for-
mally offered his arm to escort her to
the table. The dining room was onl
at the ond of the all, but to Helen as
she walked beside Mr. Morland awk-
wardly holding his arm, it seemed very
far away.

Warren, who was never digseoncerted
had quickly seen that he was expected
to take in Mrs. Morland and had offered
his arm with easy grace, But Helen's
face was flushed pink when she took
the chalr at Mr. Morland's right, which
he ceremoniously drew out for her .

“Isn't It rather dark 'n here?' asked
Mrs. Morland. “'Elsie you had better
draw uo the awpinrs'

It was almost 5 when they started to
leave, and Helen was afraid Warren
would yleld to the repeated Invitations to
stay for tea.

“Dear; I think we'd better
managed to whisper.

Hoth Mr. and Mrs., Morland went with
them to the station In the car. As they
stond on the platform waiting for the
train Warren Invited them in for dinner
some evening next weask.

“Well, they're mighty fine people,
leaning back and putting up his fem
as the train drew out. Mre, Morland's &
nice woman. Didn't you llke her, And
that was a corking good luncheon they
gave us"

Helen murmured her assent,
volea lacked enthusiagm.

“What was the matter with vou™' as
though It had just occured to him. “You
didn’t have much to say—did yvou? | g
Mrs. Morland trying to draw you out
but you didn't seem to seintillate.”

“Oh, Warren, T was so wreched In thi
dress. I was never so uncomfortable ir
my life. Oh, why did you make me wea:
it

“Make you wear it? Whatd I have to
do with It? I told you not to wear a
tallor-made suit—that's ail.”

“But I didn't have anything else. And
this—oh, didn't vou see it when 1 was in
the sun? This changeable silk fairly glit.
tered! [ never felt to conspeclous—oh, it
spolled my whole day!”

"Spolied your day-~fiddlesticks!
you're going to let a little thing
that upset you! But that's like vyou-
you're so full of egotlsm, you imag'ne
everybody's scrutinising you and yow
clothes. Chances are nobody noticed wha
you had o

g0, she

but  het
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BILLIE WAS GETTING PRIMED
UP OVER THE NEW BUNGALOW
ONTHE SEASIDE AND

ING SAID SHED THEY SPIED
THE LARGE FAT FIGURE OF
ADDIE ASTRIDE THE RAFTE
PEARING A BREAK DOWN
BILL YELLED -"HEY THERE
WHAT DO YOU WANT UP THERE
THE MAN HIGHER UP
CHIRPED,

SUPPO.C T.R. REPUSED
T0o GIVE UP WHAT HE
KNOWS ABOUT THE
STANDARD QI|L WOULD

COR-TEL-YOU?"

FISH SIR? YES, BRING |
ME A GOOD EEL!

RhaRAEN

NENA WAS GETTING SORE,AS INTERLOGUTOR-WHAT ARE
YOU DOING THESE Dm!s RUFUSY
RUFUS~ISE PLAYIN BASEBALL.
INTI!ILOC.UTOR- WHAT POSITION
DO You PLAY?
UFUS- ™M AN INFIELDUN SUH
INTERLOGUTOR - DO You FIND
IT PRETTY FAST IN THE
‘|FIELD?
RUFUS-0H,
.——.

WE WILL NOw SEE -

THE REFORMED DRUNKARD
IN THREE REELS.

‘YTIM 'ARD 'ORACE!

OAT ABAR SAYS-  MANY A MAN LOSES
HIS NERVE WHEN HE 6OE6 To THE

DENTIST", .
T 52

THE SMALL TIME COMEDIANS
CAME OUT UPON THE STAGE
AMID A CLOUDBURST oOF
APPLAUSE. THEY DONT HANG
A MAN IN IRELAND WITH A
WOODEN LE§ ANY MORE '™MPED
HANS. Hows THAT ASkeD
HERMAN. “ WHY THEY USE A
ROPE" CHIRPED HANS.

JusT AS THE BAND STRUCK
UP THE FUNERAL MAucu THE
STAGE HAND HOLLERED,

“IF NEW YORK SUFFERS FROW
THE ROAR OF STREET TRAFFIC.

ITS PICKIN UP.

DROP THAT OYSTER
AND LEAVE THE
WHARF!!

1S CHICAGO ILLINOIS(LL O norst)|

HALT! [You? - THEN [l|M THE BOOB
WHO | GOETH 08T THOV THAT PUTTETH
HA LT! e e ? YEA |FReut||™e HoBo I
HERE A ) HOBOKEN

T Y[Y %
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“And Departmg Leave Behmd Us"
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| School's Begun - - - - ---- By Percy Shaw

—'===.£='_

There is quiet on the street;
Almost every one you meat

Looks at every other one,

And there's something queer in that,
Here's the se¢ret—School's begun,

Where's the racing pit-a-pat?
Where the rush of children's feat?
Pray behold the dozing cat

In the chair where Harry sat.

Look at mother's face; she feels
No one tagging at her heels;

Now the breakfast things are done,
She can sit and think awhile;

She has even time to smile,

Joe's not pulling Mary's hair:
There's a stiliness in the alr;

Sort of pleasant not to call: -
“Give your sister back her ball."
With a half an hour to spare
Beems like heaven everywhere,
Here's the reason—=8chool's begun,

Wonder why it {8? You know,
After the first day or so,

That the hours pass kind of slow?
What's the reason that you look
At the clock and leave your hook?
What's the reason that vou kiss
Forty times the babbling miss?
What's the reason that you fold
Naughty boy and fall to scold?
When everything is said

done—
Here's the reason—=School's begun

and

prp—

\

( TL;Rise of Business Supervision

In 179 there was formed the Manches-
ter Board of Health,

This wea the first enterprise of
kind in the world. Its
guard the phynsical
Interests of factory
wnrkers. Its desire
was to Insure light,
ventilatlon and sani-
tary convenlencea
for the tollers, Be-
yond this It did not
snek Lo gO.

The mill superin-
tendents  1ifted &
howl. ‘They talked
about  Interference.
They barréd their
doors against publie

its

Intent was to

inspection. They
[declared 1t was all
n priviate matter

between themeelves
and the workerse—a
matter of contract.

Robert Owen, It seems, was the first
factory superintendent to Invite Inspec-
tlan of his factory. He worked with the
Board of Health, not agalnst it. He re-
fused to employ children under 0 years
of age, and, though thers was a lax on
windows, ha suppiled plenty of light snd
also fresh alr.

B0 gremt was the ignorance - of. the
workers that they regurded Lhy factory
laws as Infringing on thelr rights, Thé
greed and foollsh fears of the mill own-
ers prompted them to put out the good
old mrgument that a man's children
were his property and that for the
state to dictate to him where they should
work, when and how, was a specips of,
tyranny.
Let them run the streeta? Neveri '™

Factories were bullt alongside of poors,
houses and orphan asylums, Piupers and
children were worked )ike padk mules’

When a man who worked 11 orphans
fourteen hours a day—boys and girls
from & to 13—was accused of crusity, he
defended himself by saying: "If I don't
work "em all the time ‘cept when they
#leep and eat, lhar will learn to play and
then never work.,” This argument was

cluslive.

motor  power,
raw
of finding & market—all these combined

economic expediency,

joint stock company. Prom a man and

Work was good for t-hlldren'

The wtress of the times—having many Iﬂrn business man. He sympathized wlth‘.
machines in one bullding all run by one |the tollers, and he safeguarded his cus<”
the necessity of buylng  tomers.

terin! in quantities, the expense era and the friend of the public.

his wife and his children making things Copyright,
at home we get two or three men going Bervice,

By ELBERT HUBBARD,

into partnership and hiring a few of thelr?

Then we get the system of * ‘sharshold- '
Ing," with hundreds or thousands of peo-,
ple as partners in & manufacturing entar»
priee which they never visit

The people who owned the shares were
the ones who owned the tools
naturally, they wanted and expected divi.
dends for the use of the tools. That
was all they wanted—dividends,

tlon only through his abillty to muke the
venture bring returns. The people who
owned the shares or the (ools never saw
the people who used the tools. A great
gulf lay between them. For the wrongs
and Injustice visited upon the workers no
one person was to blame. « The fault was
shifted. Everybody justified himself, And
then came the saying, "Corporations have.
no souls.

vet he saw Lthe misery, the lgnorance and
the mental Indifference that resulted from
the factory system.

He, too, must produce dividends, byt
the desire of his heart was also to mitls
gate the jot of the workers.
Heved In work for chlldren, but {t must
be under happy conditions and most ot
the time out of doors

Books were written by good men ple

and new, In which the hideousness of the
new was etched In biting phrase.
tried to turn the dlal backward and re-
& little lnter; “A Dream of John Bull"
good old times. - -

Put among the many philosophers ._n!',-
| philanthropists who wrestled the problem

In the belfef that success lay in going on.
and not In turning back.
dition tolerable,

would emerge a condition that
make for health, happiness dand prospery

repeated by many fond parenis as eon- | #edh.

| Robert Owen was the world's first mod-n

He was the friend of his hal‘lr:

nelghbors at day wages. g

Robert Owen was manager of a mhl,

Robert Owen seems to have stood alone”

ity such as this tired old world has neﬂr’"

Very. -

The manager of the mill held his posi-.1°

He, too, ba-

[l

turing the evils of the factory system. .®
Comparisons were matle betwéen thd o1

Bome:
vive the collur Industries, as did Ruskin,

was antlelpated, and many slghed for l.hr i

He set hims=elf to meking the new mn‘
and prophesied & dayr
when out ‘of the smoke and din of strifel
wuld“

Very naturally he was called a dmmom :

to force the Invention of a very ourious Bome called Him an infidel and the nnemy‘
It was called a of soclety.

4
Now we call him a seor and a prophst.—o

1912,  International Nem:

o

The Manicure Lady

"I was out in the Bronx pastures yes-
terday, picking dalsien,” sald the Mani-
cure Lady. "Gee, George, but It made
me feel fine.
like the finest flowers In the world?
Mayhe the reason |s that they grow out-
wide of hot houses, and that the sight

of them Is ke looking at a clean little
baby girl ail ready to Eo to Bunday
school.”

“1 guess you Hke them because they
are natural,” suggested the Head Bar-
ber. “They aln't as pretty as hot-
house roses, but they are kind of nat-
ural. 1 Nke natura! blossoms, the same
ge | like regular men: Long years of
this here New York teach me that there
aln't many dalsies or regular men left
They're dying out, kid, dying out."

“But | was golng to tell you about
Wiltred,” =ald the Manlcure ILady.
v(3eorge, It was sure kind of pathetie

tn %ea the poor kid on that outing, The
old gent had panned him kind of hard
In the forenoon on secount of Wilfred
wanting an extra five dollars for that
loarfare that he I8 all the time talking
| about;
the way out to the end of the car line."
“You mean morose,’” corrected the
Head Barber,
talk, ltke you talking all the time to
me. | wish I could ever get you right
on them words that expresses meaning.'”
] don'{ think you express much mean-
ing,” said the Manioure Lady. “1 don't
think vou could bring any meaning home
on a dray, George, let alone expressing
jt. But as I was saying, Wilfred romped
around like & colt In & pasture. Every
daisy that he picked for me was the
clew—no—cue for him to come over and
say something #weet to 'me. He wrote
about elght aifferent poems during the
afternoon, Every one of them soundsd
i little like every other poem that he had
ever wrote and & Jot more like a lot of
poems that other poets had wrote, but
that d'dn't make no difference to my
dear, darling brother. That's one of the
]n!ce things about & poet or g song writer,

»

Why is 1t that daisles zeem |

so he acted kind of verbose all |

George.
other people seems

Get this, for Instance: Wilfred was sets
ting on the grass under a tpes, with &
ham sandwich In one hand and & daisy
In the other, and he sprouts this: '

dell,
Kiss rr;r once, swesthenrt, dalsles. wont
tell

[la.l]ln[z I love vou. WIll,you be trua?

"He was foking.'
ber,
ago.'

“‘I‘hn BONg wWas wrote a long thno

publishers, elither.”™

“You bet it don't,” sald the Head Bar-
ber. '“The song publishers are too busy’
copplng for themselves.™

Polnted Paragraphs. :
Babies and grievances grow larger with
nursing.

hits the target.
| Some men work overtime trying to earn,!

“Verbose means lots of | & dishonest living.

It is useless to take a vacation lf you
are weary from overrest.

might patronise & roof garden. -

And miny & man does-the things pri-
vately that he denounces In publie.

A fussy woman says the next most
annoying thing to a man In the house is
a fly.

The world Is full of the sort of friends
who tnke to the woods when trouble
shows up.

The political candidate whoe “also ran™
is unable to see whereln the world il
growing wiser.

Many & man fools Nimself with the In-

lief that his wisdom & superior
of the late Mr. Solomon, Nuda ot

body staying out late at Lt IF it
isn't her husband or ths lll'l. it's
the cat.-Chicago News

t

__'r-'g.'.f"“. ‘

Give me your promise, please, darling, do:

sald the Head Bar-u'.t

“Bo waa lots of other songa that Wlt--j

fred has wrote,” suld the Manicurs
Lady. “That don't bother Wilftkd none,
though. | guess it don't bother the song -

The man who shoots at random never

If you would get up In the world you

A woman just has to worry about some- p

Nothing that they cop off the
3 make them think -
lexs of the reml beauty of the originalast '

Bweet bunch of dalsies, tm-h from thom

'.-‘.:r Ju




