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" Please, mister, will you give my sister a ride ? She 's got the automobeel bug bad."

For Luck !

Something old and something new,
Something borrowed, something blue!

The Bride

170R "something old," the veil of lace

Which hid her mother's bridal face.

For "something new," the long-trained

dress

—

A dream of satin loveliness !

Her "something borrowed" was the gay
Silk scarf that tied her shower bouquet.
But when they searched for "something

blue,"
She cried, "I think my eyes will do!"

The Bridegroom

For "something old," the bridegroom
chap

His pipe hid 'neath a pocket flap.

For "something new" to grace the day,
His coat of black and trousers gray.
His "something borrowed" chanced to be
The money for the preacher's fee.

Nor lacked he yet for "something blue,"
In thoughts of bills soon falling due!

—Lida Ktck Wlttim.

Advice

jo to the aunt, thou new wife-

her pies and be wise!

Suggested for the Bride's Bouquet

By

Love-in-a-mist.

Thrift.

Marigold.

Bachelors' buttons.

Catch fly.

Bed straw.

Ladies' tresses.

Ladies' slippers.

-consider

The bridegroom,

Her father,

Her mother,

Her brother,

Her little sister,

Marjorie Daw,
Her coiffeuse,

Her lady's maid,

The English butler, London pride

Her elderly rival, Henbane.
Her schoolmates,

A trifier,

An old admirer,
A flatterer,

Previous aspirant. Balm
A favorite cousin, Rue.
A rejected suitor, Love-lies-bleeding.

Her duenna, Snapdragon.
A cynic, Loose-strife.

The bride herself, Maize.— g,o. b. Ucrtw—d.

Her Marriage Vow

Her dearest friend—Do you really obey

Charley?

Mrs. Newlywed—Certainly. He tells

me to please myself, and I always do.

Wild thyme.

Cockscomb.
Forget-me-not.
Venus's looking glass.

Bridal Tourists

"THE BRIDE looked on the mountains,
The river's golden strand

;

Italian garden fountains
Were tinkling near at hand.

She spake with cooing kindness:
"How fair these vistas are !"

The bridegroom, in his blindness,

Bowed down beneath the car.

From thence did he deliver

Some words about a chain

—

Such words as made her shiver
With an astonished pain.

Then to the balmy breezes

She hummed these lines, and smiled:
"Where every prospect pleases,

And only man is riled."—Fridtrta Mix™.

A Pertinent Question

"Well, I see Skeezicks married that

heiress, after all," said Binks.

"Yes," said Slithers. "Wonder where
they went for their moneymoon?"

?

A bride remains a bride by hook or crook !

But what's a bride without her picture

took?
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O. Tcmpora. O. Mores !

IN THE evolution of things, when man
becomes the housekeeper, he probablj

will:

Discharge the cook becatu tnnot

make sweetbreads fur tea.

THE ONLY PEBBLE ON THE BEACH

Fry dahlia bulbs for sweet potatoi

k ri<-e in the corn popper.

Let the furnace lire po out four times

a w. ••k.

F..rp.-t the tap ami waste all the

soft water.

Split kindling wood— for the first

time in bis hf.-.

i the Bhape of the baby's mouth

with a pacifier.

Kn-kl ause bis wife Btopped to

man and is ten minutes late to

•r.

Cry when !)>• is abused for not

g apple dumplings like his

father ma
• me to mother when wife,

the brut.-! says the soup is burned

—

10 there

!

Bat let us hope that he will be gla I

to ins own \ ins and tip

* hen his anger lias subsided, for

to beal the beefsteak
.•. hile mother bus-

ith which to buy
•

Anomalous

1 one to

In the Brides Kitchen

NKW cook is known by hiT potato

peelings.

If the parbape man told all he knew,
IM pity some brides! Wouldn't you?

What's a cookbook without a mother?
All brides' cooking is fla-

vored with ambrosia. Let only

gods and young husbands par-

take!

Jill Bweetened the potatoes,
And put salt in the tea ;

But .lack was kind and verv
blind.

And not a word sail he !

Shifting the Responsibility

Mita Roektey—Oh, papa, why
do you wish me to marry the

kit.d of man who can pet money
OUt Of the Other fellow?

(Hit Roeksey— Because, dear,

then he won't he trying to p.-t itout of me.

A bride and her delusions are soon part-d.

The Little Rift within the Lute

THERE was a little l.r

And she wore a little veil.

Above a little countenance,
A little wan and pale;

While the minister was reading
The wedding Berries sweet,

She winced, as if she really couldn't
.nd upon her fc. t.

The little bride was happy

—

A love match 'twas, all ripht;
But, oh ! her little wedding shoes

\\. re awful small and tight!

The Crucial Point

Bride's mother— Were you nervous dur-

ing the ceremony?
/•' -Well, I lost my self-[>ossesaioo

when papa gave me away to Charley !

Repenting at Leisure

mi, i rpntr - - 1 understand Bean-

brouph fell in love with his wife at firal

sight.

Hi mtiiinitliiii ii- Yes; and now he is

sorrv hi' didn't take a second look.

A F K I G 1 I) RECEPTION
Percy Spenderbilt brings home bis new chorus gul wiie.

I
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REGGIE MAKES
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Back to Nature, showing Why Reggie Took to Farm Life.
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The Point of View

"I'm glad I have no young June bride,"
Thought bachelor Smith with glee;

"For look how my friend Jones is tied,

(While I am loose and free."

|" Poor old Jim Smith went by to-day,"
Said Jones to his young wife.

jGTo live in his lone bachelor way
Must be an awful life!"—c«rr« b. staff.

The Bride's Salad

"Look, darling! What's that in the
salad?" said he,

His astonishment freely expressing.
"Why, of all things!—a button!" she

gasped. "Oh, I see!

Of course, it's a part of the dressing."

Orange blossoms are appropriate for a

bride, but not a saffron groom.

Where the Bachelor Wins

Of all life's disappointments,
None holds such keen regret

As when, in reaching for a peach,
A lemon's what you get!

The Trouble

The trouble with the average man is

that he seldom increases his average.
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What Even1 Bride Should Know
n hoi i mt >

•"TOO OFTEN the tie that binds is a slip

1

Clothes Bometimea help to make s

match. They frequently break one.

When a girl has the nightmare and

falls out of bed, she gets op sheepishly

and i' k in again. When a woman
out of a marital folding bed, the bed

closes up.

The bends of matrimony are coming to

!>.' r--. \t a speculative investment.

However, if gilt-edged, they sell readily.

Be • t. When a henpecked
man's wife allows him to do Bomething

he wishes, he has a horrible suspicion

that she I o loi .• r loves him.

naive farming should be confined

to your land—a husband can easilj be

overa orl

When your husband grow
In effi for an affinit] . trj

- 11 diffi • •
I woman for a while.

V"ii t juli yourself.

A i truly be called well

world cannot tell

If marr: • tell tales out

of school, the maid would never suspect

that the marital bed was not a bed of

The woman who marries for a living

frequently has to be divorced to get it.

Rearing half a dozen children is a

trilling task beside that of remodeling a

husband so you can live with him.

Being jilted is a big disappointment to

a girl. Being married is a aeries of lit-

tle disappointments.

The lovelight which a woman sees shin-

ing in her husband's eyes is often noth-

ing but the reflection of her own.

The best husband is not the ric

but the 01 • with the moat liberal

oail ion.

I
> in 't try to make your husband jealous

—you might fail.

How to treat a husband is a perplexing

problem. 'live him loving care always,

and he will come to ai pt it as a matter

of course. If your devotion is spasmodic,

he will suspect yon of harboring ulterior

motivi ut all you can do i- to

change partners i to keep

them into ippreciative.

When matrimony palls, marry a trav-

eling man.

The Duplicates

TI1K first contains two growing planta;

The second holds her pickles;

The third, her letters; fourth, perchance.

Odd pencils, dimes and nickels;

The fifth, pot • t anpeeled ;

The sixth contains some chow
Within the seventh li-

Some cold cream and pome pov.

"Why, what receptacles are the

You ask, "with use so varied?"
.lust cut-glass dishes, if you plea

For ahe was lately married.
— r..„ -

The Happv Bride

"Has your daughter's second marriage

turned out happily, DobbyT" queried

MIS.

"Win — yes. in a v. bbs.

"Mabi happy she waa with

her first husbai

The Cheat

aid that life is but of cards.

If this be true, then Cupid has the

knack
Of catching all his victims off their

gua-

And dealing from the bottom of the

pack.
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A Change of Sentiment

r u
'

'

i of rice clinging

in lh. in-

r of i

Bui

'. li.-u Bhe

•• •• have mar-
1 have al •

bride on my I

TKI.I. THAT
11V.

lOUld know frcini my B

was ill. , let's act like

- to fool people."
rik'ht. " said the bridegroom,

changing Beats, bo that
I ou( f this hot sunshine and you

I'll t.-ll yon what—I'll take
: curl up on the other

in "ur Bection . . for three
or four ho vim can look oat <if the
windi me to think of it. I

I'll go nut into the Bmoking-room and
-tr my coat ami be comfortabli .

sit and Bmoki •. yarns with the
other men for three or four hoars, until

< Ihicago, wh '

:. you are just horrid! You Bit

right where y< i keep on holding
my hand, if you will insist on maki
both ridic . ,,-

To Arcadie !

The ia| o'er,

I I walk to the door.

Tl rgan thandei i m .

t, for now, alone,

kinsfolk, friends and care
'

the chauffeur me.

A \\ .irn.in of Experience

town late

wail up for me.
• '

''
I -ill con,,, down for

lually win out

The M.un Attraction

All the
|

• lit to spy her

J -low along the al

Up in front the D. I>. "tier"
N"W is waiting, with smile.
Every detail's set to grace her.

By the gods I she'
Roses' her,

In ti • watchert
D Mm thii;k that you can place •

Ever see h.-r anywhere

The M.un Thing

'/' d Cheer up, old man

!

Ah-' i know, makes the

heart grow fonder.

A. d - What 's worrying
is that I'm not just sure that
it 's having the Bame effect on
the girl.

A Nice Distinction

Law n Do j mi mean to tell

me the plaintitf was drunk !

it
- • g— Well, no; but you

couldn't call hin ostentatiously Bober.

Her Sire's Consent

"Yes, though it grieves me," he be(
,-

I cannot pay her hills, young man.
This lifts the load, to Borne exti
'lake her—you have my full consent."

The Old Bachelor

A - h ineymooners now appear
He hi.-s him to his den,

The while he drops a silent tear
To think what might have I n.

OKSi

A HKECHN'

The Unknown Quantity

..T'l.l- BET shew-ill"—began the ra^h
youth.

"Don'tl" interrupted his older and
a iser companion. "Don't bat that

will ever do alii/thing. You can
tell what a woman will

"Hut." protested the young man, "I
Was going to bet that she Would do the

unexpected.

"

"Don't I" repeated the el li stly.
" Even that is

i bet
"

//< (on the honeymoon)— Will yon
me forever'.'

Modern uif, \,,
: i,u t 1*11 make it a

year, with the privilege wal.

IVES A PK
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THE JUNE BRIDE-OFF FOR THE HONEYMOON



The First Chapter of a Su in m e r Ro mancc
Til l :i^ in twilight, Bfter

•'. biefa lia

Thi chaasted the I mng mar

When a .-
g fully

-.'.iiijj for

1" ; that
it I i ad

• i i-

cally bringing i(

ry. H .• r

i'.r ocei i of

complexion arti-
glowed with

• |l»-

quent of the joj of

Hi- was a

big, blond, brawny
fellow bo large, in

•. that while (lis-

ii^ himself to

B e Ik-

clui ' is,

however, he had

iwn the grace

ility that
training and condi-

tion alone ma
ble.

"Did you ever
fix on a nt

character} ou would
I i k e 1 1 > I

"I don't quite

you," he r.--

[ilied.

"Perhaps the

idea has never o

rred to you. li

has to me. 1 should

have loved to be

Scheherezadi

"And who .

Schehei •

"Why, don't
; know? Surely

:

'

I

Arabian Nights'!"
' '

I remember
thi- sllalsllaiBBllsalaiaillaijla^,J»lsBliallallsllija!

in our lit.Mary •• •

,

IlUt 1 V. . , ill

. half-ba ill that. I

"Wi I. Scheherezade man • I Schahriara, the sultan who
wife of I

h»-r head oil".
"

"Oh, yi ' I iow And she kepi her own
l"

" Bj telling bin . d in thai he for-

ition i" mai • and kill i

i

"Hut, if I remember, he beheaded a lot of them before this

Of DM
patriotism ui

.irl for his v. killi

her in the morn in)

• eaf eh?"
" Whal man in 1

Then
me, I'd have loved t.. I

It •

! .Ill:

think of it !

nitfht she 1

matin
and Ix-^in at

other, leavi

ju>' it wa
iting, t

keep the sulta

from putting her t

ith. She did thi

for ind an

"Nearly thr.-

years. Soma jo|

ehT It must hav

p't on her n<

I'll bet in th

time, when th

sultan was nut o

sight, she tuck i

out on t he servants

I can see her in im
agination now, ra

Booing one of he:

Ethiopian h a n q
maids for sun,.- iu

ting like usinj

her curling irmi (

in^ hers

in her tn
I" -t gown tn enter
tain tlw ]i •In-emall

on

"But I d.m't be

lieve a young won
an mi c I e v < r as

Sch e w a I

ive beel

guilt} of petty t> r

.'. ith s.

She w as superior t<

her t \

would have n

"She would hi vote apparently. She'i

t mine if I I . So you w ould liko t<

i , • i

1

'.'

"

" Y<
" Well, thei : have Ml Man.

"

"What! l kill all those beautiful \nung
women? Ugh! I'm ai

an ay from him.
"« mi. I u uin'l think that.

'*

"Wi i thinking of, thi

"Why, it" I'd have I n u had been ?

• you know"

•

t



OWNED, BUT NOT CONTROLLED
Miserable wretch—An' t' think I own th' brute, b—body an' soul

!

A Tragedy Averted
By ARTHUR HANCOCK

pETER BINGLEY— "Bing," for short— came downstairs

feeling grouchy and looking very much the same. He is a

traveling salesman, and the night before he had been out very

late with a number of his drummer friends, with the result that

he had drank not wisely, but too many gin fizzes.

"Mrs. Bingley," he said, looking sharply at his wife, "are

there any headache pills in the house?"

"Yes, dear," replied Mrs. Bingley, trying to suppress the

smile which the question evoked. "Does your head ache,

Peter?"

"Yes, it does!" growled Bing-

ley. "And, Mrs. Bingley," he con-

tinued firmly, "I am late this nnorn-

ing. I leave town on the nine-forty-

five train for Boston. Important
business! Very important! Now,
what you have got to do is to hurry

up and help me to get ready."

"But, Peter," said his wife,

"you haven't had any breakfast!"

"Breakfast! I don't want any
breakfast. See here—where is my
collar button?"

"It's in your shirt, Peter," re-

plied his wife, and this time she

laughed lightly.

"Is it?" snapped Bingley. "It's A SMALL BOY'S IDEA OF A PHILANTHROPIST

a fat lot to laugh at, isn't it? But it is just like a woman.
The least thing seems to please 'em !"

"I proved that to you some years ago, dear."
"How was that?" asked Bingley, holding his head between

his hands.

"Why, when I married you," laughed his wife, as she left

the room.

Bingley said nothing, but he could not just understand how
to take his wife's remark. At last, after much fussing and

growling, he was ready, and, gin-

gerly kissing his wife good-by, he

picked up his grip and left the house,

to be gone, as he supposed, about
ten days.

Five blocks away from home he

met a messenger boy, who knew
him, and, putting out his hand, said,

"A message foryou, Mr. Bingley."

Bingley opened the telegram and
read

:

"Peter Ringley—Chanp;» \n or-

ders at Bost( A ..4 you
for a f"' ...,s. Will wire when
ready. "Sellem & Soakem."

Bingley was greatly pleased at

the news. His elation caused him to

give the lad a quarter as he dis-



THk r.vnLUTION THE ANGLER
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MAID IN GERMANY

missed him. His first impulse was to return home; hut just
then his appetite t

.-

«. 1 1
> > I softly for a cocktail, and, of c mi

would not do | bis appetite in that direction. So
on his way downtown, and soon bis appetite was

satisfied. Id lira- . one, then one more. As he was leaving
the place, he met a friend.

"Hello, Bing, oilman! Leaving town?"
"No," -i! i Bingley. "I left horn.' a »

ago. i go to Boston, bnt got a wire
on thewaj down town that I was not wanted for

a fen

"That suits you all right, eh?"
" Fes ; I'm not k ick ing.

"

"Well, come on; let'a take something.

"

"Thanks, Charlie; bat I have just had
coup

"Oh, come on! What's a coupli ! Let'i

take one on the good news."
So Bingley, for the sake of good friendship,

accepted the invital ion.

Elevei k still found Bingley and In-

"ii the good news. Bing-
i lache had gone, also his grouchy feel-

ing.

"Chariii "my wife thinks I

am out of town. to ring hemp and
have a little fan with her.

"

g upon bis idea, Bingley went ap to

tht? t«lepl .. She ., , wonder .

"Hello! Central? give me twenty-three."
"Hello!" came a gruff, masculine voice to Bingley's «ar.
"Good heavens!" exclaimed Bingley. "II
He wondered if Central had given him the wrong number

so he asked,
" Hello! Is this number twenty-thr.
" What's that?"
"I say, is this number twenty-three?"
"I couldn't tell you."
"Well, is this Peter Bing lence?"
"YOU guessed it that time."
"Ah! And who are you?" inquired Bingley.
"That, sir, is none of your darn hu

"It ain't, eh?" said Bingley, warming up. "Well, wha
are you doing there?"

"That's none of your business, either!"
"What's that?" fairly shouted Bingley.

"I said it was none of your business. Is that clear enough?'
"See here! Do you know whom you are talking to? Doyoi

know who I am?"
"I don't know and I don't care. Why in thunder don't yoi ,.

say what you want to or shut up! If it is Bingley you want t<

talk to, he is out of town.

"

"<>h, is he? I didn't know that," and Bingley smiled l.

"Well, can I speak to Mrs. Binglej V"
"No, you can't."

"Why can't I?" demanded Bingley sharply.
" Because she is not here.

"

"Where is she?"
"See here! It's none of your business where bhe is!"
"Why, you impudent lobster, if I was there I'd thrash you !'

"Go on, you misshapen gorilla! You couldn't li >tag|
[

stamp!" and Bit gley heard the receiver hung up with i

Into Bingley 's semi-befuddled brain flashed the thought thai

Mrs. Bingley was not true to him, that he was sure thai

IN THE STONE AGE
Th' fastest stenographer I ever bad. Writes from four to fire words a day."



ntertained other men when he was away from home. He
etted this idea until it loomed up before him like a shocking

truth; and the more he thought about it,

the madder he grew.

Feeling as though he could fight a whole

army, he opened his grip and took out a re-

volver and placed it in his pocket.

"There, Mrs. Bingley," he said, "I'll

cv^- settle with you as soon as I get home!"
He left the place at once and started

for home, growing madder as he went.

"Why, Peter," cried his wife, as Bing-

ley entered the house, "what is the mat-

;r? I thought you miles away by this time."

Bingley rubbed his hands together and glared at his wife.

"Ah, I suppose you did, Mrs. Bingley! But I am not miles

way. I'm right here. I'm here to avenge the wrongs you

ave done to a kind and loving husband! But I'll settle with

our charmer first, and then you."
Bingley pulled the revolver out of his pocket.

"Where is he?" he asked.

"Peter!" cried his wife, in excitement

/hat ails you? Put that gun away and

•ouble is."

"Where is he? Where is he?"
"Where is who, Peter?"

"The man."
"What man? Come, dear, calm yourself! I'll get dinner

^r you right away. You are excited about something. Tell

\e what it ie.

"

Mrs. Bingley, I want no more of your cooking. I have
iscovered your deceitfulness. You thought I was out of town
nd you could entertain other men while I was away. But,

ark you, Mrs. Bingley, you can't act that way with me! I'll

ave revenge! Ah, revenge shall be mine!"
"Peter, what in the world is the matter with you? It is

itrageous for you to even suggest that I entertain other men
hen you are away. I've always been a dutiful and loving

ife to you, Peter, and I can't understand why you should go
i like this."

"Isn't there a man here?" he asked rather sharply.

"None but yourself, Peter."

"Are you speaking the truth?"

"I swear it."

"Well, there was one here a short time ago

"Are you mad?
tell me what the

^rx
COMPLIMENTARY

Willie, this is the third time I have spoken to yon."
Yes, 'm, keep it up. I love the sound of youi voice."

Can you deny
that?"

"How do

you know?"
"Because,

when I tele-

phoned, a man
answered me.
He even had
the nerve to

call me a mis-

shapen goril-

la!" said Bing-

ley, with a

grin.

Mrs. Bing-

ley broke out

laughing.

"I under-
stand it all

now," she said.

"Yes, I will

PICTURE OF A SPRING-FEVER
GERM

Daintily she has tripped along

Thro' all the sunlit ages

;

Thro' scripture, picture, toast and song.

Thro' myriad printed pages ;

Yet ever takes men by surprise.

And makes them doubt their very eyes.

admit there has been another man here. He came soon after

you left this morning. He is a man whom I knew long before

I did you, Peter. We have always loved each other"

"What!" cried Bingley; but his wife continued,

"Yes, we have always loved each other, and when he came

this morning I did entertain him as best I could. Then I left

him in care of the house while I stepped in to see Mrs. Jones,

who is sick. When I came back, he laughed and said some fool

had been talking to him over the 'phone. It was father!"

Bingley's anger was swept clean away. He laid down the

revolver and took out some bills.

"My dear," he said sheepishly, "here is twenty-five dollars.

You need a new hat or something. Take it for yourself."

"Oh, Peter, I"
"That's all right, dear; but I wouldn't mention this little

affair to any one."

And Mrs. Bingley didn't.

Serials

Silas Haycock was standing in front of a modern skyscraper.

"Land sakes!" he snickered. "Thar's some of them continued

stories I've heeard so much erbout.

"

A Revised" Version

Lives of yeggmen yet remind us
We can use the cops in rhyme,

And, departing, leave behind us
Thumbprints in the books of crime.

/



CITING A CASE
Mom—There, there, Bobby ! big men never cry

—Well, p-pop did last night when you made him peel the onions.

For Sweet Girl Graduates
Some Commencement Suggestions

A HANDSOME gown, suitable for a

young girl to wear while delivering

h'T commencement address on the subject

• if The Influence of Bernard Shaw upon
the Philosophy of the Ancient Fijis, can

be made of Dutch blue mousaeline de soie,

combined with chiffon and an inexpensive

taffeta in delicate pinks, shirred down
the hack and caught up with curtain cord

into chic little nes.selrode roSi ttea at the

corners.

In choosing your gown for the delivery

of your valedictory address, be careful to

hold it Strictly in keeping with the pre-

vailing feeling of the moment, which is

one of sadness rather than of joy. A
flamingo-red panne-velvet surtout, with

navy-blue lapels and iridescent glass but-

tons, with little brass bai da running about

the hobble, hardly suggests the solemnity

of the t, and should, therefore, be

rigorously avoided.

Should it bo happen that the subject

- of your oration has to do with The
Abolitionist Movement from the Begin-

ning to Buchanan, the most appropriate

mat. 'rial for your costume on the com-

mencement stage will b.' a soft brown

le chine, the skirt accordion pl<

stitched flat at to.' upper part, but grad-

er the ba • l with a

in us chocolate chiffon, caught up

unbrequin draping

with slender, gum
chains, the whole trim-

in.- 1 with a black satin

border not less than two

inches in width.

If. through some mis-

understanding with your
shoemaker, your com-
mencement day shoes

come home too late for

your little brother to

break in, and they,

therefore, give forth a

most annoying squeak

every time you step in

one direction or another,

the embarrassment of

the situation may be

overcome by your mak-
ing a private arrange-

ment with the leader of

chest ra to play a

fortissimo Sousa March
while you walk forward

to greet your audi-

preparatory to address-

ing them on The Sarto-

rial Barbarities of the

Chinese Empire.

As a rule, young
graduates wearing floral decorations on
their gowns while delivering their com-
mencement addresses are somewhat care-

less as to the fitness of their selections.

Of course, all flowers are apt to he be-

coming; but an additional effectiveness

can be secured by observing a nicety of

relation between the (lowers worn and the

subject of the address to be delivered.

We venture, therefore, to .suggest the fol-

lowing combinations of flower and sub-

ject, which may not come amiss to a

young girl too busy with the making
h.-r gown to think of anything -

Should We Continue To
Urge Reciprocity

with Canada? Tube rosea

Aaron Burr, Democrat
or Imperialist?.... Chestnut leave!

Is Tammany Hall a

Chronic or a B]

radic Disorder? . . . Tiger III •

The Mission of Woman. Marigold
The Net Result of Puri-

tanism Pie plant

Poets of the Period and
Their Poetry Bv

Woman's Sphere (

' 'n Certain Journalistic

Tendencies Dandelions
The Ruling Spirit of

the Age Coldenrod
The Progressive Mot

* nient Green vi-

What of the Future?... Bachelor DUttOI

The Modern Girl Da

The Modern Girl

With penciled eyebrows, carmined lips.

Powder and rouge upon her face.

With waist line nowhere near the hips.

And hobble skirt to "set the pace"

—

This is the modern girl, whose "making
Comes 'neath the head of "nature f ,i

ing"

!

- ,„,, v. Limj,

The Pith of Experience

Funny how the dear old gentleman wl
just has to pat a child on the head ui

erringly picks out the one with the prett

mother.

Beauty used to he skin deep. No
they are adding a layer of kalsomine.

Almost any boob could grasp an oppo

tunity if a set of printed directions wet

with it.

' n . ') :

Mm ^
,
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M r s

THE KISS—WAS IT A DREAM?

Dubbson s Retort
\5—*RS. DUBBSON sat quietly

darning Dubbson's socks,

while her lord and master
orated vociferously.

"You mean well, Sa-

rah," said he, "but that's

the best that can be said

about your infernal habit

of butting in on everything under the

canopy, whether it is any of your busi-

ness or not. Just take one week's record

as a sample. Here on Monday you go up
to Mrs. Jimpson and tell her your heart

is set on owning that lot of Jimpson's,

up an the corner of G Street and Buena
Vista Avenue, and you ask her for old

friendship's sake to use her influence

with Jimpson to let us have it at a neigh-

borly figure; and what happens? She
tells Jimpson, of course, and immediately
the price goes up fifteen per cent., while,

if you had only kept quiet, I could have
landed the lot for twenty per cent, less,

with a ten per cent, commission for sell-

ing it. I was making Jimpson believe I

could sell it for him, and he was willing

to pay me well for doing it, when in comes
Mrs. Buttinski, gives the whole blooming
business away by telling who the pur-

chaser was, and the whole deal comes
down with a crash. You put your foot in

it up to the top of your rubber boots!"

Mrs. Dubbson wisely refrained from
answering, but darned on in smiling si-

lence, whereupon Dubbson began again.

"Then, on Tuesday, at the Bildad re-

ception," he went on, "you get old Haw-
kins, the cashier of the Seventeenth Na-
tional, off in the corner and tell him that

if my account is overdrawn at the bank
the next day, you hope he'll overlook it,

because one or two of my little specula-

tions have not panned out as well as I

had expected, and that the overdraft will

be made good in a week, anyhow. Now,
of course, you meant well, but it put

Hawkins onto the fact that my overdraft

was intentional and not an inadvertence,

and he came down on me like a pile of

bricks, refused to honor the check, and

has notified me that my note for four

hundred dollars, due on the first, cannot

be renewed on any basis whatsoever.

There you put your other foot in it, as

high as my neck ! And so it has gone all

through the week. You told seven women
in confidence on Wednesday that I am the

author of the Fiat Justitia letters in the

Gazoo, and, instead of being the next

mayor of Noodleville, I couldn't get even

a nomination for dog catcher. You've
been at it persistently and consistently

for the Lord knows how long, until I have

come to believe that, if you were a centi-

pede, you could find something to put

every separate and distinct foot into, with

your hands tied behind your back."
"Well, John," said the lady amiably,

"I am afraid you are right, dear—but

how could I be otherwise, living with you

all these years as I have done? I guess

you keep me as busy putting your foot

in things as I do you."
"Me?" demanded Dubbson. "Me? I?

What have I put my foot in, I'd like to

know?"
"This!" said Mrs. Dubbson, holding

up a much battered sock. "You've put

your foot in that so often that for me
life has become just one darned thing

after another!"

Whereupon Dubbson, realizing the fu-

tility of argument with a woman with a

gift of humor, put both feet into his ga-

loshes and fled to the club, while Mrs.

Dubbson, with a pleasant smile, retired

to bed and read herself to sleep over the

last annual report of the Helping Hand
Society. —Horace Dodd Gailil.

No Time Wasted

Imogene—We weren't in the hall two
minutesbefore he kissed me.

Doris—Yum! Was it an event?

Imogene—My dear, he's an efficiency

expert!



Sundown Soliloquies

TV Benedict

Cl i ,() I) l Ella! K. ;i those chil-

dren aw

whole hunch a

hundred times.

i~w I don't want to

^^ ^5kF J Bee their Billy
""

f» *^ y truck. Dotty 'a

W^^, -J* made me a

penwiper, and
sh«-'ll be dreadfully diss I if 1 don't
look at it'.' Oh. well—come here, Dotty!
Kids are such nuisances! There— the
penwiper'e fine ! Run along now and don't
bother me any more. And tell Bob I'll

slaughter him if he uses his new roller

skates in the hall and raises a hubbub.
Gee! but I'm fagged out! Yes, Ella,

if you could by iron self-control manage
ip jabbering, cease grinning in that

idiotic way, and go out of the room and
leave me in peace a minute or two, I'd

be thankful! Well, she's gone -to blab-
ber a bit, I'll bet! Funny how a wife's
feelings are always getting hurt over
nothing! Wish the whole female sex
would brace up and chuck their emotions
overboard! NO earthly use except to
make them troublesome.
Jiminy! what a life a benedict leads!

All day long at the office, grinding away,
noise on all sides— typewriters clicking—
telephones ringing—clerks gabbing

—

clients grumbling— interruptions galore
— all for the sake of a few sordid dollars

to keep the blamed old race going ! Then

home again and more bedlam! I'd

like to wring the neck of the simpleton
"who made home synonymous with

|

Must have been a blessed bachelor.

Didn't know what gabbers females are

and how nerve-racking kids can be.

. I'm alone now. It's like an oasis

of silence in a desert of sound. S

time is the hour to commune with one's

soul.

Soul! Fine soul I've got! Must have
shrunk to a pebble! Once upon a time I

used to feel things at this hour. Yep, I

liked to gape at a sunset and enjoy its

beauty. Might as well hang a pork pie

in the azure now as a sunset, as far as

I'm concerned. I'd rather see one,

especially if it dropped into my yard, to

fill some hungry mouth! Once I read

poetry. The butcher's bill's my sonnet

now; the laundry list's my lyric. That's

what a chap gets, loading himself up
with a family. Dunno what's going to

become of us, anyway! I don't seem to

do any financial aeroplaning. Just scud

along the earth and keep out of ditches.

Those kids are like bottomless pits. You
keep ramming the food in, and they'ie

yawning like caverns for more! And
there's Ella—can't tell me her silence

means content ! But she's broooding over
my failure to hand out diamonds and
chiffon! And as for me—who likes to

go around in a suit with a hardwood
finish, shining like varnish?

Oh, the bachelors are the lucky boys

!

There's Jimson, now. He goes home to

a quiet spot, where he doesn't hear a dis-

cordant sound. There are hashed voices,

deferential faces, noiseless movements.

HEP
n— I thought both of your grandmothers died last year?

Yes, sir
; but you see grandfather got married again.

NOT SOLD
Stranget—Do you keep canned salmon ?

Freih clerk— No, sir ; we sell it.

Straqgtr— Not always, my friend. You cai
just keep that dozen cans I was going to buy
Good day.

He slips into an easy chair and for »

blessed hour devotes himself to the art?

—poetry, music, literature. He dreams
over the sunset. Pleasant memories
come to him. Carefree, he plans

pleasures. Fancies lure him and imagi
nation flies with him over land and sea

Rent, grub, clothes— these are my fin«

arts! Gee! but matrimony makes a fel

low coarse and sordid ! I can see all mj
better instincts, my higher hopes, m\
nobler self dying by inches. Plain, prac

tical, prosaic thoughts and emotions havi

killed ofF all the delicate, elusive, in-

spirational ideas that are the best part of

a man's nature. If I were only free, if I

were only alone, I might woo back what
I have lost through long hours of I

silence. There would be no kids peeping

through the keyhole to see what I'm

doing; no woman hovering anxiously in

the background, waiting to summon me
to a dinner I don't want, a talkf

I

can't endure. There I knew it— time's
up! Drag the slave back to his chains

the convict to his cell! Imprison his

spirit ! It is not permitted the mated one

to soar. Dinner, did you say? Blast

dinner! Yes, yes, I'm coming. I say!

vr Int. r) Well, Ella, that

good grub you handed out to-night!

You've got a pretty gown on, tool u •

a fellow's iti luck to have n wife lik'

pretty and sensible and capable. Bob is

growing fast. He's some boy, too. And
Dotty— well, what would daddy do with-

out the cut.^t little girl in town? Tut

the ki Is to bed and let's bs f our
good evenings. I'll read while yoo Pew.

I ut it "s a fine thing to have a home !

A blind pool is one in which you can>

not see your way out of losing.



n Aristocratic a m e

TT WAS the day before the match for the Gurlingham Trophy, which
this time had brought from the British Isles a polo team known as

The Tigers to contest with the Fieldbrook team on the Hilldale Meadow.
International Polo had wiped out all antagonism between the two

countries as to all subjects, for first an American team would win, and
then it would be turnabout, the Gurlingham Trophy changing hands
and location at every match.

This day before the great match Miss Evangeline Hardacre, daugh-
ter of an American millionaire climbing to the heights of social success,

sat on the piazza of the Hilldale clubhouse explaining polo to Miss Hebe
Newcombe, the ingenuous daughter of a well-provided westerner who
had just located in New York and was spending money in ways to de-

light Hebe and her mother.

A woman somewhat mannishly and less carefully attired than the

Misses Hardacre and Newcombe stood leaning against a post with her
back to them watching the players on the field as Major de Wing, an
American player who had been violently exercising on a pony, sat down
in his regalia to talk with the pair. The girls had been whispering wit-

tily and acridly to each other between times in criticism of the unknown
woman's dress and general deportment.

" Isn't this a very aristocratic game, major ?" asked Miss Newcombe.
" Why, of course it is!" said Miss Hardacre.
" Well, perhaps," replied the major. " Not many persons are able

to play it, if that is what you mean."
" Because not many persons are as strong, as agile, and all that, as

you are, for instance?" remarked Miss Newcombe with a winning smile.
" One reason. Another is that a man must have an estate with his

own polo ground, you know, and a lot of ponies."

" How many ponies does one require ? I hear these English

players brought over a shipload," ventured Miss Newcombe.
" Oh, not a shipload I" said Miss Hardacre decidedly.
" Well," said the major, "

I 've got fifty ponies, and am looking for

more."

"Oh! Oh! See that pony!" exclaimed Miss Newcombe. One
of the lively animals on the field seemed to be standing on its head.

Then it seemed to turn a somersault. Its rider scored a goal. "Why!
it seems to me the ponies are really the ones that play the game!"

" Well, we couldn't play it without the ponies, you know," replied

the major, a bit crestfallen at the viewpoint.
" Still," said Miss Newcombe, "

I think I d rather see a cracking

game of baseball. Wouldn't you, Evangeline ?"

"Baseball!" shuddered Miss Hardacre, "why, my dear ! What a

notion! Baseball is mere vulgarity and mobbishness."
" Baseball isn't polo, by many a pony," said the major. " Still, I

don' t mind looking at a baseball game myself." And he glanced at

Miss Newcombe, confident he had said something that pleased her.

"Who is that frumpy-looking woman, major?" asked Miss Hard-

acre, indicating the stranger who had stood with her back to them, and
who had walked leisurely away as they talked. "

I thought they were
a bit particular about persons here."

" You mean the woman with the helmet hat and the Norfolk coat ?"

" Yes. See ! Why, she s talking to that English player who has

just dismounted
!"

" Why—er—that," said the major, a bit embarrassed, " is the

Duchess of Lindermere. I believe she is one of the patrons of the game
in England." —./. A. Waldwn,
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BETWEEN FRIENDS
'—Dear me ! I 'm growing old. Just think ! twenty-one to-day.

/—Oh. don't bother. You '11 be younger next year

A Ballade of June-time

By KATlWF SING you to the March of Lohen-
grin,

Jewel of months • and fairest
.In

ring you wreaths to wrap your beau-
ty in.

Deep in the orchard old Pan pip
tune,

While Bower bells faintly chime the j ear'a
hi^h no

And I rig the blossoms lies

am.
. let us also loll and la

Oh, Br iwberries
and Cream

!

ng-tim<— swimming-time, when
gin

Tying Btreamward from the w I

unhewn—
I, freckled as to skin.

But joyous as young p'Nts. to woe im-
mui

rering the forest croon,
Mocking the blue jay and the catb

the water's fine ! Oh. boj •

and Rn- iwberries
am !

kind and softly spin

Bilken threads into that old CC-

eftlj win
swiftly, sure

•n.

-Strawberries

them to Arcady, where lovers spoon
Now and forever in that lambent beam.

Where orange buds bloom 'neath the
honeymoon

!

Oh. Brides and
and Cream

!

Hail to the bridi

—

w i t h Wag)
lilting r

Hail to the June-
time! Hail the
all-sup!

That sends this treas-

ury of gifts tri-

une !

< >h. Brides and
Rose s—Straw-
berries and
Cream !

His Opinion

««Tr SEEMS to me, "ventured skimpy
little Mr. Rennypeck, '-that Pro-

r Peekh< I's article, advising n

be very careful in their choice of «
lacks—er—well, verisimilitude, or ah!
—some such word. As far as I h.i\

known, the man had no mi I with
ling his wife than he has with

ting his photograph taken he just ki

still, looks as plea

- whatever is given him.

"

A Compromise

.lack Spratt could eat no f

His wife could eat no lea

Now, if they both could vote, perhaps
They'd compromise on

Conclusive Evidence

Crawford— How do you know our daugh-
ter and b.-r young man haven't ma
their quarrel yet?

Jfefra. Crawford- Because the ga-
been turned up high all the evening.

Surprised

Robins Joque found a surprise await-

ing him when he got home last night.

/>;/. /--What was it
'.'

Rooins—His wife was asleep.

The Modern Wav

ikes aliv.- '"

ejaculated the Stork,

upon meeting the lit-

t le God of Love cry-

ing bitterly. "What
is the matter, Dan?"
"The m-mum-mat-

ter, " Sobbed Cupid,

"is that Cupidity is

making twice as

many matches a I

am! Uh-wah! hah!

ha-a-a-ah
!"

AFTER A REPRIMAND
Oh, grandma I I wish you could have seen the funny way your

chin went up and down while you were talkinj'



JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES

The Ambitious Vacuum Cleaner; or. One Good Pull Deserves Another.

Prettv Near

T WAS Sunday afternoon, and Mabel's
little sister, Ruth, aged four, was

eated beside Mabel on the sofa. Present-

y the little girl asked of Mabel's fiance :

'Aren't /your tweetheart, Mr. Bumper?"
"Well,'* answered Mr. Bumper, with a

ond glance at Mabel, "you're the next
hing to it!"

The Measure of Cheerfulness

IT'S easy enough to look cheerful
When her roses wash off in the rain,

But the girl who's worth while
Is the one who can smile

When her tube skirt succumbs to the
strain.

Worrying over things that never hap-

pen is an easy way to grow dyspeptic.

A Music Lesson

< «\YfE must buy that house from Brown
as cheaply as possible," said the

old real-estate dealer to his young agent,

"for Brown is a very clever fellow."

"Oh, we can get it for a song," replied

the optimistic young agent.

"Then you will have to sing in the key
of Be Sharp," snapped the old dealer.



THOSE COSTUME DANCES
The man who attends in evening clothes because, he s.ivs. he " looks like a fool in coMtime

The Prudent Farmer to His Love

tf^OME, live with me and be my love,
^"* And I'll boy thee a new cook Btove;

Then. Bummer, autumn, winter, Bpring,

You'll hear yonr own tea kettle Bing.

I'll buy thee, tun, a chair that rocks.

Where yOU may sit aid (tarn my socks;

And as your nee lie tills each hole,

p content shall till your BOUl

That it ia you who sit then- rocking,
And no one else may darn my Btocking.

A mattn ^ made <
> f shucks and hay

Shall real you at the cloae of day;
A clock with loud alarm shall warn
your sleepy hea t when night is gone.
I'll buy thee, too, a muslin gown,
To wear somi i

- into town.
I'll give you damaged corn to feed
The chickens, and if yon su<-c ]

Well with the eggs and fowls anil milk,
I'll give you somewhat toward a -jik.

I f all t beae promi -• an move,
Come, live with me and he my love.

Explained

r~y>\VN in the Red River valley section

of Louisiana there is a planter, a

vet. ran of the Civil War, who is noted

for his profane vocabulary.

Not long since, he married, and every-

thing sailed along nicely for a few days.

But the captain was called out early one

morning by a negro tenant, who wanted to

see him on business. As soon as the cap-

tain saw the ilarkv . he began to curse him.

His young wife, hearing the violent

language, stuck her head out of the win-

dow and asked. "Is that you, dear?"

Before the captain could answer, the

darky said apologetically, "No. ma'am;

dat 'a ' lap'n Johnaon.
"

Very Hard Cash

An Englishman should never he afraid

of thuvrs, as the more money he has in his

the more pounds he can give.

Land

THE JAPS cry. "Sell us land, or fight!

* We'll land an army on your strand !"

Cod wot! A million New York gents

Will fight to sell 'em land!

Throw in a grand piano, I

And let 'em hear hand.

Play choice selectioi i, on the spot,

And give 'em the glad hand,

\r I trolley tickets, there and hack.

If all they want is aai d!— U Wm

Second Nature

Cratojbrd— New York is dancing mad]
('nihsltaii-— No wonder. Whenever we

ride in a public conveyance, we are told

I.. " Step livel] .

"

A Hard Loser

"What ever became of that woman
w ho was married on a bet ?"

"She is now giving her time to a cru-

against gambling,

"



WATCHING ^ OUR~ WOULD GO
^MlflUf/) !

o ^y homer aef
&.

Structural Ironwork

A PROFESSOR in the Harvard Medi-

cal School has discovered a way of

riveting wounds and cuts instead of sew-
ing them up. This doctor recommends
the ordinary shoe rivet for wounds and

says that his method is much better than

Bewing up with silk.

Some way or other this method doesn't

Bound very alluring to us. The old meth-

OCR MIND WAS FASTENED ON THE DRILLS AND AWLS

od of sewing with a needle was about all

we could stand, let alone having any

anvil work done on us. We remember
our old family doctor at home; he must
have been thinking along this very line.

One time we were paring an apple, when
the knife slipped, and father had to take

us to the old family cobbler. He was a

genial-looking man, with a vest pocket

full of thermometers; but his air of

geniality was only a lure. He really

liked to take you to pieces and see if he

could put you back together again with-

out a couple of wheels being left over.

He tied a rope above and below the cut

and got out his kit of tools. You wouldn't

think he was a doctor by looking at his

tools. You'd think that, if it wasn't for

his weight, he was a burglar. He laid

all the implements out methodically in a

row, rolled up his sleeve as if he was
going to repair a five-day boat, and told

as not to think about what he was doing.

It might have been easy for him to think

about the great reception given to the

Prince of Wales when he visited America
in 1860, but our mind was fastened on

the drills and awls.

Then he sat down, with a fat knee on

each side of our leg, and threaded a

needle that looked as if he had got it at a

bargain from a tent maker. He tried to

introduce the point into our skin, but the

needle hadn't been so much of a bargain

as he had thought. He had to get behind

it and urge it with both hands. The
needle tarried reluctantly, but at last it

burrowed in, and back and forth he worked
the shuttle, sticking out hi3 tongue to

show that it wasn't any easy job. No-
body had to tell us that. We could not

help thinking what a great field was
ahead of him in office-building work where
he could use a steam hammer.

He worked steadily on, talk-

ing lightly to our father, tell-

ing him that such an operation

was extremely dangerous and

that he had seen many and
many a boy get blood poison-

ing from wounds lots smaller,

stopping only now and then to

get a glass of water or to tell

a customer to have a seat in

the outer office for a few min-

utes. His small talk ran to

quick deaths and blood poisonings.

At last he tied a double knot, heaved a

sigh of regret, as if to say that once he

got started he liked to go on mending all

afternoon, and asked us what we were
going to be when we grew up. We told

him that we intended to specialize in

derrick building or some other refined

occupation where we didn't have to use a

needle. He said that we had acted like a

gentleman, and we wished we
could say the same about him.

Our old family physician was
a Bplendid doctor as long as he

could give pills, but he was
never intended for light work
like copper riveting. If he had

stuck to his early calling of

steam dredging, he would have
made his fortune. His mistake

was in trying to handle anything

as light as a needle.

Goodness knows, this dredge system of

sewing was hard enough on the individual

who carried the threads, let alone having

a doctor anxious to rivet. It may be just

the thing for cuts, may be as soothing as

morning wind off white clover; but we
want none of it. We would be afraid that

the doctor who employed it had to give

up his card in the Structural Iron Workers'
Union on account of rheumatism and still

had to support a large family.

The Latest Panacea

T")R. SAUBERMANN, a German scien-

tist, delivered a lecture in Berlin

the other day, showing that radium can

restore the hardened arteries of old peo-

ple and make them young again.

We would like to see some of this ra-

dium. Every few weeks it pops up in

the papers with some new ability. It

can cure rheumatism, hang pictures, make
the bed and go shopping Saturday after-

noons. It doesn't make any difference

what is wrong with you, according to the

dispatches; if you will get a little radium
and shake well before taking, it will

cure you or tune the piano. If this new
theory works out all right (as most of

them don't), as soon as we get crow's-

feet or a crick where the doctor puts his

thumb, we can go down to the drugstore,

order some radium and an atomizer, and

the next day we will have to poke our

friends with our umbrella to make them
recognize us.

We are willing to let our arteries con-

tinue to harden and old age continue to

creep on, if radium will do some other

things we meet up with every day. If

radium will keep the laundryman from
pinning our shirts up and hiding the

heads, and somebody at our hotel from
eating up all the French bread, and give

IF THIS NEW THEORY WORKS OUT ALL RIGHT."

us better telephone connection when we
call up Somebody on Seventeenth Street,

it will bring a better shade of bloom back
into our cheeks than if we had made the

application direct on the arteries. If it

will keep the soap out of our eyes, our col-

lars from spreading apart at the top, and
the band from stopping playing two blocks

before it gets to us, we will risk the ar-

tery business. It's the little things in

life that harden the arteries.
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Commercial Shortcake

TIIK SHORTCAKE that is each a fake
* \\ . iee tgain i splayed

Th.- kin.l that mother did not make,
Ami grandma never mad.'.

Th.- kind unknown to boyh 1*8 dream,

Whose praise no bard ere Bang,

With gelatine-bestiffened cream
Ami white-of-egg meringue.

Across its top six berries red,

Placed neatly in a row,

Arc resting calmly on a bed

Of sponge cake dry. below.

It surely is a work of art.

This dish of sweetened foam,

Hut never will the traveler's heart

Cry out. "That's just like home!"
•

An Impenetrable Mvsterv

,(~)NK mystery that I

SUB-DUDE

A. D. 1025

'•Why did she withdraw after receiv-

ing the nomination?"
•'They told her, if elected, she would

beeonx- a member of th.- Common Coun-

cil, and you km>w how particular she |b."

Warning

"Strange, the murder of that Cubist

artist '"

"Yes. What was the cans.' of it?"

"II.' painted the portrait of an intel-

i\ person and made him look like a

blockhead."

am
unable to fathom,

"

ruminatingly remarked Stanley

Livingston Mutshaw, the ama-
teur philosopher, "is why a

man with flinty eyes, a dyed
mustacheand an apocryphal dia-

mond on the bosom of his fire-

alarm shirt invariably addresses

me as ' Friend, ' or a person suf-

ficiently ill-favored for his face

to drive an ant-eater off from

its nest in the middle of a cold

night persists in saluting me as
' Brother, ' and a red-nosed, mal-

odorous wretch will go
out of his wabbling way
to hail me as 'Pal,' when
clean, honorable busi-
ness men, of the sort

from whom anybody
might be proud to bor-

row fifty dollars, claim no special

intimacy with me, but content

themselves with addressing me as

Mr. Mutshaw.' What is the mat-
ter with me, anyhow'"'

Reverie of a Bachelor

One sweetly solemn thought
1 bless, with soul serene.

I'm safe from leap-year accidents
Until Nineteen Sixteen!

Egg View Note

Ambrose Crosslots says : "If a

feller could back up a statement

as easy as he could a balky hoi

folks would b'lieve more stuff."

One Thing Lacking

"Can you tell me how to secure

a husband, Mrs. Worldly wis.'."'

"Why, you've got a husband, my dear !"

"True; but I haven't got him secured.
"

Youthful Philosophy

/ t-ytar-old— Ma says "a place for

everything and every-

thing in its place, " but

she keeps her hair on

the bureau !

B
N

•

POOR OLD FATHER
Gtralduu—Mother, I think I '11 slip on my rain coat and

run over to the postoffice for the mail.

Mother— Why, my dear, it isn't fit for a dog to be out.

Let your father go.

L Envoi of the Cubists

\\fHEN the last Impression is p
and the tubes are twisted and

pinched,

When the youngest Cubist is throttled and
the oldest Futurist lynched,

We shal I rest, and, gee! we shall need it

—come off for a minute or t
•

Till th.- masters of all this rubbish shall

set us agog anew.

Then those that were Cubists shall worry ;

they shall sit on a picket 1

And paint with a vacuum cleaner on the
sides of canvas tents.

They shall have real models to draw from
—a nude in a crazy quilt,

Or a maudlin, rhomboid Scotchman, de-
scending the stairs in bis kilt.

And only Picasso shall praise them, and
only Matisse shall blame;

And no one shall care for censure, and no
one shall care for sham.'.

Hut each in his own strait jacket and each
in his separate cell

Shall slather the paint as \\- sees it. for

the glory of Art that won't Jell.

— ( .,'.l,i, IIW/i.

A man who frequent-

ly falls off the water-

wagon is apt to get

SOUSel. THE SI.ITS TUAT MADE LLG-WALKKE FAMOUS



THE CHRISTIAN MARTYR
If they had played baseball in Nero's day.

The Good Old Ways
"MY DEAR>" said Mr. Youngby, put-

ting aside his pipe and motioning
her to come and sit on his lap, "I have

been converted. I am ready at last to

have you stand beside me, my equal—no
more, no less."

"Oh, John, I'm so glad!" She wound
her arm around his neck and laid her soft

cheek against his. "I knew you would
see the light some day."

'-'The first time I saw you," he mused
reminiscently, "I wondered if you could

be mortal ! Your radiant beauty, sweet-

ness and puiity seemed almost divine."

Her warm, red lips covered his mouth
for an instant.

"When you promised to marry me," he

said softly, "I felt that, with you to in-

spire me, I should be a cleaner, stronger,

more efficient man. And I have been."

A tender squeeze indicated that she

was listening raptly.

"Even marriage seemed not to bring
you down to my level. To this day I

have continued to look up to you as a

finer, sweeter, higher being than myself.
Silly, wasn't it?" he said dryly.

Mrs. Youngby sat up precipitately.

By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY

"After we were married, I worked
overtime that you might keep a maid

and hire your sewing. I couldn't bear

to have these"—he took her white, dim-

pled hand and touched its pink satin

palm—"become calloused and grimed by

housework. And it wasn't fair to you,"

he said self-accusingly.

"Wh-what do you mean?" she asked.

"All the time," he replied, "you were
just a faulty human being and wanted to

be treated as such. Well, strong and

capable, you wished to help earn the liv-

ing, or, at least, to contribute in house-

hold duties your half toward the copart-

nership which we had formed."
Mr3. Youngby gasped, but said nothing.

"I have consistently acted as if you

were too weak and silly to be a real help-

mate to me, or even to take care of your-

self. When we went out together, I

knelt at your feet and put your rubbers

on. I carried the umbrella or sunshade

over you. I helped you across the slick

places and carried you over the muddy
ones. If there was only one vacant seat

in the car, / hung to a strap every time,

not half the time. Oh, I can see now

that I was constantly humiliating, sham-

ing you."

Her paralyzed tongue still refused to

work.

"During the panic, when every day for

weeks I expected to lose my position, I

selfishly refused to let you share my sleep-

less nights and anxious days, as it was
your right and privilege to do."

"Why — John"— she quavered, then

choked and stopped.

"Don't cry," said Youngby, but with-

out a trace of the usual tenderness in his

tones. "That is all past now. I'll quit

petting, coddling and making a weakling

of you. Hereafter we'll just be chums,

equal in every way. You may knock

about for yourself and be as sturdy and

independent as you please. If you prefer

to keep the maid and work downtown, I'll

help you get a position, and"
"Oh, John," she sobbed, burying her

face in his waistcoat, "I don't want to

be your equal !" She hugged him con-

vulsively. "I want to be your sweet-

heart, your angel ! Put me back upon

my pedestal, and I'll stay there forever

and ever!"



Some Examples of Carelessness

rWOPPING tin ac«)uaintance.

Cracking a joke.

Breaking th.' current of one's
tboogfal

Treading on other people's toe3.

Tripping upstairs.

Tearing along.

Letting fell a hint.

Allowing a secret to escape.

Letting suggestion slipout.

Losing a chance.

Felling to catch a sentence.

Mining the point.

Falling over ourselves.

Stumbling over en apology.

Running against a stone wall.

Kicking up a dust.

Slopping over.

Making a blot on the record.

Forgetting old friends.

Getting caught in the tide of adversity.

f> s

Open Scason lor

Fondfather

HER h'UTUKE
-I wonder if she'll be president some day ?

Cupid"

T11K rammer girl is planning now
Her subtle summer ft]

And Cupid's working overtime
At sharpening his darts.

And by and by. at each resort,

According to her plan,

There'll be a Johnnie slain each day,
Mistaken for a man.

Practice

"How did you develop such a won-
derful batting eve?" asked the major-

league magnate admiringly.

"Acting as health commissioner of

Piwattomie, Kan.," replied the recruit

modestly. "I got so that 1 could swat
a fly every tin

A Marine View

A I'PROPRIATK colors for an artist to use in

painting a storm at sea would be for the

waves rose and the winds blew.

"How did he raise the wind?"
"Well, he had a fine air to start

with, so he just blustered a bit and
blew about his prospects."

An Open Letter

Guyascutus Lodge, Maine, June 12th, 1913.

Ify dear Mr. Editor In a recent iasae of Jrm.i. 1 find

this admirable little sketch, by Mr. Petersen:

I-

M Pir«* 5l „.

MR. MCGILLin -lUH's DIAGRAM

ttAPtTltotN

HIBUV'S MKRRY-CO-ROUND

Admirably drawn ; but, in the interests of truth, is not the

accompanying diagram a leetle bit closer to the facts of life

as we are trying to live it in these extravagant days?

It ocean to me that, in the unlikely event of your publish-

ing this letter, some of your readers will quietly scoff end

"Oh, that's merely the rave of BOme woman who finds that the

capi: To meet thia criticism, I incloae herewith an affi-

davit, duly sworn to before a notary public, that I am, and

have been since my twentv-tirst birthday, a man and a hubby.

Very truly yours.

Wilkini Micawber McGillicuddy.

[affidavit]
Binks County. State of Maine.

Wilkins Micawber McGillicuddy, a resident and taxpayer of

Binks County, personally known to me. solemnly swears that,

to the best of his knowledge and belief, he is a male human
being, and has been so since birth; and deponent furtl

that, since the thirteenth day of November, 1901, he has
I

what is unpopularly known in some quarter! as a husband, hav-

ing upon that date entered into the holy bonds of padlock with

Marietta Maginnia Hopkins, of Slethenville, Pennsylvania, to

all of which I, the undersigned notary public in said Binks

County, State of Main.-, do add my own sworn testimony as to

the truth of the deposition as above of the said Wilkins

Micawber McGillicuddy. (Signed)

Witness- my hand and seal this t Hiram Johnson Pikestaff,

twelfth day of June, 1918. ( Notary Public.

My commission expires February 30th, 1941. [slal]



For the Conso 1 a t i o n u p

. «Y0U KNOW what I want, Jenks?"
* "Yes. sir."

"I've bet a tidy sum on her to show. That's the best she

must do. Understand?"
"I guess I know my biz, boss, after our talk last night."
"Yes. You know your business. It's riding horses. Rid-

ing to order. You know the game. That other matter you
broached is impossible. You ought to see it. Understand?"

"You put it strong enough last night to put a dummy wise,

sir. I'm no dummy."
"Good! You'll go a long way on horses, my boy. I don't

want any partnership in this business. Your crazy idea would
amount to a partnership. You can ride yourself into ownership
of a stable in time. Be satisfied."

"But I can't ride long if I follow your orders."
"You are entered to ride in this race and you'll follow my

orders, or I'll"

"Oh, I know my biz, boss."
"What's the matter, pop?"
John Bamford, owner of the b. m. Olga, entered for the

Consolation Cup, a five-furlong race for horses that had not yet
won at this meeting, with Jenks as jockey, turned to see his

daughter Julie looking intently at Jenks, who paid no attention

to her as the stable boy led Olga toward the chute for the start.

"There's nothing the matter, Julie. I was giving Jenks
his orders. Come." And Bamford and his daughter walked
toward the grand stand.

"But there is something the matter, pop!"
"I was telling Jenks what I want. That mare has speed,

but I want to keep her under cover and make a killing at the

next meeting. She is to run this race just to show."
"But suppose she wins?"
"If I know Jenks, when I tell him to just let that mare show,

Jenks knows his business, doesn't he?"
"But, father"
"There are no buts in this case. Besides, Jenks is too am-

bitious. What do you suppose he asked me last night?"
Julie turned white^ She knew more about the track,

stables, horses and jockeys than Bamford did. "What did

Jenks ask you?"
"Why, the fool thinks he can marry you—the daughter of a

man with millions!"
"You didn't always have so much money, pop.

'

Bamford turned to look at her. "Are you a fool, too?"
The bell rang. "They're off!" was the cry. The race was

on, and Bamford was alive to it. Jenks had no immediate in-

terest for him except as a jockey.

The sport of kings sometimes embarrasses even monarchs
who have entries. Invariably it plays the deuce with the hoi

polloi. It is easier to back favorites than to pick winners.

Yet, -with all its hard lessons and chicanery, the race track

gives place now and then to sentiment. Jockeys have married
into such learned profession as that of the stage, and they have
been known to entertain the nobility of both sexes abroad.

"The fool is leading!" said Bamford to Julie, under his

breath, as cries went up from stand and field, "Olga wins!"
Three of the five furlongs had been run, and Olga was in

the lead. A short race is hot, and the jockeys on the five

horses speeding for the Consolation Cup were all plying whips.

Jenks was ahead, but he was being pressed hard. Spurs
flecked the foam on Olga's flanks with blood.

"Bugler wins!" was the cry now, as a powerful black geld-

ing lapped Olga and seemed to be gaining with every leap.

The stand was in a roar, and down the chutes near the finish a

yelling mob ran.

Jenks whipped harder and spurred deeper. Bamford grasped

Julie's arm and dragged her down the aisle in his excitement.

He was blocked by a mad crowd as he sought to gain the field

in front of the stand.

"Olga! Olga!" was the cry, as the mare swept past, half a

length in the lead.

Fifty to one had been the odds against Olga to win.

As Bamford, raging inwardly, forced his way to meet Jenks
on his return stableward, Julie kept at his side.

"I'll pay him for this!" growled Bamford, careful to hide

his anger. "And you, Julie—you seem glad he won!"
"Jenks obeyed orders, pop."
"Whose orders?"
"Mine."
"To win?"
"Yes. If he had obeyed yours, it would have come out.

You know what might have happened. He's an honest jockey.

Besides, Jenks and I can now do as we please."
"Jenks and you !"

"Yes. He had money on, and I win a hundred thousand."



WATCHING .-• OUR FUNNY -
WOULD GO BY

Sugar and" Sawdust, and then Some

CCIENCE has discovered a way of eon-

verting sawdust into sugar. This

i as agreeable news to us.

Our father was a firm believer in saw-
dust. He would engage a large, strong
man to haul three cords of wood into our
backyard ami throw it off the wagon;
then be would send this large, strongman
away and tell us to take the crosscut saw

CALLING HIS ATTENTION TO THE MII'CAT

and sever each of the sticks into three

pieces. Then he would go on about his

business, and we would hope that the

matter had passed out of his mind. A
little hit of sawing wood would go a long

way with us. We could take one look at

the saw hanging in the woodshed and have

enough sawing to last us until the fol-

lowing season. Once, after we thought

the matter had passed out of father's

mind, we took our fishpole and repaired

to the creek, where we spent a few pleas-

ant and profitable hours.

When we returned, we found father

sitting on the back porch, and we noticed

a long, hickory sprout beside him. He
was looking in the direction of the inl-

and we surmised at once

that there was some connection between

the hickory sprout and the unsawed wood.

Coming up, we Bpoke a pleasant word to

him, calling his attention to the tnudcat

We bad caught and to what long whiskers

it had. Father did not gaze with the

rapt at the long whiskers we
had just called to his attention that we
hoped he would display. Instead, he

and Axed a hand firmly in the collar

of our shirt. This s.-.-rn-'d strange to us.

as. when we had our back turned toward

him, we were in no position to continue

tb.- conversation about theinudcat. How-
ever, it soon developed that he had no

£y rtOMER. CROY

interest whatever in the tnudcat \\

.

stood with our back to father for several

minutes, thinking first about one thing,

then another, but mostly about how hale

and hearty he was for a man of his age.
When he removed his hand from our col-

lar and we turned to face him, there Was
perspiration on his brow. We did not

say anything about it, however. We felt

sure that it would soon occur to him to

remove it.

After father had gone into

the house to rest, we repaired

to the woodyard and began
piling up potential sugar. It

was a welcome change from
what had been attracting our
attention for the last few min-
utes. Creating sawdust was
much sweeter to us than con-

versing with father about a

mudcat that had neglected its

toilet for the greater part of

the season. We knew then that the saw-
dust was sweet, but we didn't know at

the time that it contained sugar.

How To Act before a Cow
pLAIN'FIEIJ), N. J., is going to teach

the art of milking cows in the course

at the public school.

This page thinks this is a good move.
We remember once we went to visit some
country cousins who could afford a cow of

their own. We thought we would do them
a good turn by hurrying out

and milking for them and come
in to them bearing a pail of

frothy richness. With a bucket

under one arm and a one-legged

stool under the other, we ap-

proached the cow on the sub-

ject. She was contentedly go-

ing over the herbs she had

gathered in her wanderings dur-

ing the afternoon, with a sweet

look of peace and contentment.

We felt an instant liking for her and

rested our hand lovingly on her broad

hips. Then we made Other social ad-

vances by patting her glossy stomach.

However, one thing was wrong; we had

come up on the left side of the patient

COW, when she was accustomed to famil-

iarity only on her dexter side, W<
stroked one of her most rearward ribs a

moment, to Show her that We meant no
barm, then Squatted down on the

legged stool.

The patient creature turned an eager
• if we had any regard for the

bounds of conventionality, and a look of

hurt surprise came into her large

Still we thought nothing of the matter
and put our knees under her abdomen and
our head in her Rank and reached for the

milk. We planted an ear tight against
her robust flank and closed our fingers on

the source of supply. With that, the

look of surprise in her eyes gave p

a sterner look. We looked back Int
eyes and smiled confidingly, to assure her

that all was well. From the short time

We bad known her. we liked her very

much. We felt that in time we would

become fast friei

But for some reason or other she did

not reciprocate. She was accustomed to

entertaining on her right side. Suspicion

smoldered in her eyes. We felt some-

thing move inside her flanks, like mus-
cles knott ing, and the next thing v.

member is lying in the spare room of our
cousin's house and hearing an old gentle-

man with a black medical bag and side

whiskers snap his hunter case, after tak-

ing his fingers off our wrist, ar.

something about eggnog six times a day.

We earnest ly entreat the professor of

the I'lainfield school to put the cow in the

curriculum, but to be sure not to let any

THE PATIENT c'HEATt'RE TI'RNKIi l\ I v.H: 9 V 1

of his Students approach her on th<

where she isn't expecting company. It

t to let the creature have her own
way in such a matter. With your ear in

a cow's flank, you are in no position to

argue.

Strange how a vacation usually creates

a vacuum in one's pocket-book.



JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES

Answered

Industrial Series: Clearing up some mysteries about cheese and eggs.

Food for Reflection Defining His Intellect

Sunday- Robby— I think I like you better than tt TS BLITHERS a smart chap?"

juvenile any of the other fellows that come to see "Well, he's the kind of fello\
"MOW, children," said the

school teacher to the juvenile any of the other fellows that come to see * "Well, he's the kind of fellow that

lass, "can any of you tell me what an sister. would plant a piece of dogwood and ex-

pistle is?" Percy—I'm pleased to hear it, Robby. pect to raise a litter of puppies."

"I can," answered a little fellow at Why do you like me the best?

he foot of the class. "An epistle is the Robby—Because sis always lets me stay That silver lining does not look so bright

'ife of an apostle." around and hear what you say. if your mining stock drops to 23.
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fflE MODERN
W O M A M

u f f r a g c t t c n a hots
B, IDA BUSTED BARPER

\TERY pleasant to learn that the Presi-

dent's daughter Jessie won "her"
fight in the Delaware Legislature for a

ten-hour workday for women ! How
many hours has it been legal to work
them in that little borough, whose legisla-

tive body has just overwhelmingly de-

feated a bill for woman suffrage and

voted against the direct election of

United States Senators?

During inauguration week in Washing-

ton, Indian Chief Lockeji took all the

squaws in his band to the anti-suffrage

headquarters and had them put their X
mark in the register. The male Indians,

naving had the ballot forced on them by

the government, are determined to save

their consorts a similar fate.

The North Carolina Legislature voted

iown a woman-suffrage bill, but it re-

moved women from the position of

hattels by giving them control over

their earnings and the right to sue for

damages in case of personal injuries.

One step at a time. First admit that

women have souls; then teach them the

alphabet; the rest follows,

n

The high cost of living is said to be

argely due to the modern woman's per-

licious habit of buying food in small

quantities. Yes; when she goes to mar-

<et she should send to her modern flat a

oarrel of flour, half a barrel of sugar, a

irkin of butter, several bushels of pota-

oes, turnips and onions, a sack of coffee,

and canned goods of all kinds by the

iozen. This may create some complica-

ions with thedumbwaiter and dispossess

he family to make room for the food,

jut the experiment is worth making.

They managed things better at that

lecond suffrage parade in Washington.

To be sure, there were only 530 in line;

)ut there was an escort of a policeman

.o every one and two-thirds woman, and

t was as much as a man's life was worth

o step off the curb. The women felt

ust like an inaugural procession.

A candidate for mayor in a Colorado

own hears of a woman who can't leave

her baby to go to the polls, rushes to her

house and holds it, while she hies to the

ballot box; doesn't drop it or damage it

in any way, and is elected by one vote

!

Question forever settled as to who will

care for baby when mother goes to vote.

The candidates, who have been kissing

babies all these years, to get the moth-

ers' indirect influence.

New York papers are making a good

deal of fun of the men chosen as judges

THE RIGHT :-
TO TAX
TO MAKE LAW
TO ENFORCE LAW

EDUCATION
lou poeifls

EVERY STEP BUT THE LAST ONE

of the suffrage hat-trimming contest.

Why shouldn't they be, when men mil-

liners are a conspicuous feature in that

city? The only funny thing about it was

that they served without pay.

When a few progressive women of

Persia appeared on the streets without

veils, their husbands and fathers were

allowed to drive them back with the lash

of the whip. In more civilized countries

it is the lash of the tongue. The harem

and the veil for woman! Woman's place

is at home

!

Dr. Talcott Williams, head of the new
School of Journalism in Columbia Uni-

versity, complains because the women
students won't specialize on the Woman's
Page. "This important part of a news-

paper has great possibilities," he says,

"but seldom are they fulfilled." True,

alas! too true; but these girl students

understand that any work they might do

along this line in the future would have

to conform to a masculine editor's ideas,

and there is nothing he really knows so

little about as what women want to find

on the Woman's Page.

Q
Deputy Joseph Reinach, of the French

chamber, would give the suffrage to

women as the only solution of the tem-

perance question; and former Premier

Clemenceau would deny it, because they

would use it to restore the Catholic

Church to power. Does it ever occur to

men to consider this subject from the

point of abstract justice and equity?

r
"When we realize the wealth of un-

thanked tenderness that women forever

shower over the aching places of the

world, it will be time enough to accord

their sex the vote. " chirps the Manches-

ter Courier; and Votes for Women, quot-

ing it, heads the quotation: "Woman
as a Poultice!"

D
Julia Marlowe telegraphed wishes for

success to the Michigan women. When
Maude Adams wants to express con-

tempt, she says, "You talk like an anti-

suffragist!" Practically all of the lead-

ing actresses in this country and Great

Britain are for the suffrage. They
speak from the standpoint of working
women who know the world.

D
The English suffragettes seem to be

mixed on their spelling and are showing

their indignation against the males by

attacking the mails.

n
Those councilmen in Hunnewell, Kan.,

who got smart with Mayor Ella Wilson

and defied her authority, have been ousted

from office by the Supreme Court and as-

sessed costs of $400 each. Space forbids

a transcript of their remarks.



WITH FOREIGN FUNMAKERS

In Doubt?
" Du hast also Deint-m Krautitfam crkliirt. daaz Du

nichts nut Ix-kunimst ?
"

"
( i«'WIR8 !"

M Wa» hat er denn dazu tresaet ?
"

"Kr hat f-'hworen. dajtz ihm das Rloichfirultitc ist."
" Und wia v.rhalt <t i-irh mitilim '.'

"lch wi'i-i lucht—it i*t nitiiMier Ktkommen."

"Then you have explained to your fiance

that you will bring no dowry?"
"Certainly.

"

"What did he say to that?"
"He BWore that it was a matter of in-

difference to him.

"

"And how has he conducted himself
since th'-n?"

"I don't know. He has oever come
back."

—

Fliegmde Blasttsr (Munich).

The Age of Luxury

What ere ar'' coming to Employing a

performing dog to amuse your dog.

—

" ( London).

The Professor Unbends

"Das VprariiiR-en am Tanze findpn wir auch nei

den unkultivicrte*ten Volkcrn. Irh Mlbat njkfar*
manchkmal aueh noch recht jrern ein Tiinzchen!"

"We find that even the worst uncivil-

ized races take pleasure in dancing— I

myrelf at times still gladly take a little

turn! "—Meggmdorfer Blaetter (Munich).

The Heavy Attack
" Wenn «ie nun no klein wiir' »i<- irh. und ieh ao

front wie aio. und wrnn atatt SoofMfischain I

war' und ale itatt dem frroan'-n l!ni k«-im*n BchTrm
h.i't latio wukfl' lch iWeh. wie irh «!•• anr<-li-n

»olll'r

"If she only were as small as I am,
and I as tall as she is, and If, Instead of

sunshine, it were raining, and she had no
umbrella instead of h.r large hat, then I

would soon know how to address her."

—

Lu$! r
|
Berlin).

Disconcerting

Modi I— It's a horrid sham<> ! You
know as well as I do that my figure isn't

so sinfully distorted as that

!

Impressionist- -Ah, my child, when wil

you understand that it is your soul that 1

paint, and not your figure?

—

Bystamdsy
(London).

Logical

II' m! quamt j* vou§ diamii nue rVtalt un ractnaf
mrrvcill.-im" Voua n'eUsa i>\\if 1" tni it"' bi

maintcrn.ru !

"

" \\>us -mti-7. bi>'n aimahlr d'rnvoyar votrr n< t«-

a

I'autrr."

"Well, didn't I tell yon that we had

bare a marrelonj treatment? You are

not the same man any mon
"Then be kind enough to send your hill

to the other." In R re (Paris).



AMIABILITY
Matron (insisting upon the unfashionableness of equestrianism)— I think a woman looks a fright on a horse.
Th. Svelte One— But I'm still slender enough to look well on horseback, you know.

1 long ago gave it up for motoring.

the infant,

V4ILDRED BURNHAM drove her own car—
for a few miles—aided by an infant sister,

aged six. The infant was com-
posed of a very short blue dress,

bare brown legs, sandals and a

large black bow tied on the top

of her head.

Mildred looked exactly like

grown up.

Their father was a banker and their mother
i most charming woman. The parents left their home in care

)f a housekeeper and started for Panama. The elder daughter
vaited until they were without the three-mile limit; then, fol-

owed by the infant, she went to the garage.

"I would like my car, please." Mildred had a determined
ook in her eyes, which the man whom she addressed noted.

ie turned the matter over to the superintendent.

"Miss Burnham, your car is laid up."
"Wot laid it up?" queried the infant.

"Your father. He discharged the chauffeur before he left

,nd had the car dismantled."

"Well, mantle it up, please. Sis-

er and I are going to use it."

The man looked at "sister."

"Yes, I am going to learn to run

t this afternoon."

"Oh, very well,

hauffeur with you."
"No, thank you.

POP
By JANE VIVIAN

active mind. He

I will send a

I prefer to

earn by myself." Miss Burnham's
nanner showed plainly that, as far

s she was concerned, the incident

/as closed. But it wasn't, because

AMBITION
" Just touch her off, old man. I '11 show some of those other

birds that they have nothing on me when it comes to flying."

the superintendent had

went behind the scenes.

"Put about a pint of gasoline in that car and
roll it out."

Presently a seven-passenger touring car,

manned with a pint of gas, appeared. The Misses

Burnham got in, the older with much confidence, the younger
with much delight. They went through the doors some way
without removing either of them and turned the corner without

turtling. Fortunately the road was long and straight. Thanks
to the forethought of the superintendent, the gas gave out be-

fore the road did, and the car stopped.

Dwight Ellis was driving his car, coming from the opposite

direction. When he saw the young ladies stalled by the road-

side, he alighted and walked up to them.

"What can I do for you?" he asked cheerfully.

"I'm sure I don't know. Do you?" replied the older girl.

"I rather think you have no gas. If this child will get out,

I will see."

"Hold out your arms like pop does, an' I'll jump."
He obeyed, and she fulfilled her

part of the contract with such force

that he nearly lost his balance. "A
pretty burden," he thought, as the

child slipped from his grasp.

"That isn't the way pop catches

me. He don't wabble !"

"Pardon me!" he said. "My
awkwardness was due to over-anx-

iety. Next time I will make a left-

handed running catch of you that

will get my picture on the sporting

page!"
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I SHOULD SMILE
Chlorinda—How can you dream of marrying a man who writes such stupid love letters?

Marig >Li— But just think, dear—he can write the most beautiful checks, and that 's the main
thing after one is married.

"That's where they always put pop's pictun ."

"Why, Doris, father never hail his picture in the paper!"
The child looked at Mr. Ellis defiantly.

"Well, anyway, he's going to!"
'

' Beeaase of yoar loyalty and your eyelashes,

my child, much will be forgiven you!" sai i the

man. to whom the infant already appealed.

"Pop Bays my lashes an- long enough to

braid." She closed one eye for a sample and
looked at him meditatively out of the other, but he turned his

attention from beauty to gasoline.

"It is just as I suspected. You haven't an atom of gas."
"No? Well, just tarn a few of those buttons down there,

then perhaps the thing will go."
"Tli. re's something the matter with the clock,"

piped the infant. "That won't go, either. I guess if

that would go, the car would go, too."
Dwight Kllis began to feel as though life were worth

living. "What you two know about motor cars could

be typewritten on a postage stamp. Evi lently the pleas-

ure of getting you to the village is forced upon me."
"But we don't know you," said the older girl.

"That's my misfortune. Yours is lack of gas. Seri-

ously, now. how w.re you proposing to get hone

y, I was going to run the car in, as soon as I

got it turned around."
"Shades of Pierce, Peer1686 BJ I Packard! As SOOT)

M yon got it turned around ! How were you going to

do that, may I ask?"
"I don't know -exactly. Some of those things un-

itfl are what father turns it with."
"Excuse me," he said, "but does your father eon-
• h Is operas with or without a score'.'"
"Pop isn't a Conductor! He keeps a hank I" "aid the

infant, with g] lain.

"Oh, I thought he was a musician. He runs li

like .

"'
; you meat is pop a trolley-car conductor?

• In- ain't."

"'Ain't,'" thought the man.
Wonder who in her family says 'ain't'

!

man sat down on the ground, a
the child sat down beside him. She |<

i him in the most confiding ma
er said she could IdutT it through

but she can't, can she?"
The ingratiating I - ,,f the 1

fant effaced the memory of the almos
fatal "ain't." and. with a manner a-

fiding as her own, he whispered that h
did not think she could.

The elder sister was entirely unmove
by the stress of the automobile storm
"You crank up for me, please, and 1

"Crank up for you! Fair stranger
were you ever in an auto before

"

"Yes, thousands of times; hut I neve
paid any attention to running it. thong
I picked up a little by listening t

father said when he was working unde
the car."

"If your father used the standard
gauge language for under-car service

what you picked up won't he of n

Use to \<>u !"

"Mother said his languag.- Wl
to use anywhere—except under a CI

"I'd like to meet your father! Perhaps I can. if you wil

allow me to take you home. We can tie your sister onto m;
suit-case rack"

"I don't want to he tied onto your suit-case rack. I wan
to ride in front, Where I can nush the hands of the clock rount

and round with my to<

The man looked at the clock on the stalled car and saw thai

Considerable damage had been done to its face by this younj
person's )•

"I was going to say, a long time laid the elder sia
ter, "that father isn't to blame because I know nothing a

the technique of a car. I was always on the hack seat"

" Confound you !

BREAKING UP THE GA1

The I full, with shiver Mike at the bat. and you

had to go and wake me up
!"



INDEPENDENCE-DAY PARADE
By the Red Snappers, Whitebait, Bluefish, and others.

"Yes, sir, sister was always on the back seat with me an' a

»oy. Sometimes she was on the back seat with me an' two
•oys. Mother always rode in front and read that blue book
hht tells the wrong way to go, pop says."

The infant's bow on top of her head blew in the wind and

he tried to pull her dress down over her knees.

"Cold, ain't it?"

The man looked thoughtfully at the child. She was as

ieautiful as a deeply tinted wild rose.

"Cold, ain't it?" she repeated, returning his glance with
ne of the most friendly regard.

"Child, dear child, would it hurt you any to say isn't it?"

"Mother says ain't."

"No, she does not, Doris! Mother never said 'ain't' in her

?hole life
!"

The man breathed sighs of relief. Just why he should be

o affected by the possihly defective grammar system of a fam-
ly whose name he did not know, and none of whom he had ever

let prior to a half hour ago, he could not then tell. As an ex-

ression of gratitude, he took a coat from his own car and put

t around the child.

"Thank you ever so much! Why, this coat is just like

ather's! He lost his. Somebody stole it!"

"My brilliant young friend, you have gotten me sized up
oo small. I admit having been before the Pujo Committee,
ut it wasn't for stealing coats! I wouldn't have stolen your

father's coat, anyway. I'd surely have stolen you instead!"

"Why don't you steal sister?"

The man looked at "sister" and wondered
how soon he could steal her. Sister was not at

all embarrassed. She was too busy wondering
what she ought to do. Dwight Ellis surmised

the trend of her thoughts. "I think I had

better tow you home, after all. I'll go and get

my big car. You will have to wait here for

me, because you can't get away! By the way,

why did you take this awful road? It is the worst one in the

State!"

"I didn't take it. The car took it."

"And if the car had preferred the other road, I'd never have

met you!" He looked into the eyes of the girl—looked just an

instant too long. Then he jumped into his own car, whirled it

around and was off. Soon after he left, a chauffeur from the

garage appeared. Without making much talk, he attached a

leader to the stalled car, said he had been instructed to find the

Misses Burnham— if possible— and bring them back to the

garage without a moment's delay.

When Mr. Ellis returned, there was nothing to be seen but

his coat hanging on a tree and the heavy tracks of a double turn.

"I wonder!" he said. "I wonder!"******
Several weeks later Dwight Ellis went into the bank on



Wil i splendid-looking man talking

with a girl of great beauty. Near them hild,

with bare, brown legs, wearing a large

black bow and a short pink dress.

"Why, Dwight Ellis, how'd y>u?

These are my daughters. I believe you
have never met them.

"

"Oh, pop, that's tii<" man wbi

your coat
!"

"The younger one appears to have

mel said Mr. Ellis, laughing, his heart

lighter than it had been in weeks.

"She told nie she'd found the man who stole my coat,

but sail he was 'awful nice.' So I never dreamed it

was you. you old thoroughbred!"******
At the wedding, not longafter, Doris was the flower

girl. It is embarrassing to record that, though rehearsed

for hours, she did not behave particularly well on her

march to the altar, preferring to hop, skip and jump
rather than walk, and to throw the flowers at her friends

who were ribboned otF rather than strew them in the

straight and narrow path that led to the man who stole

her father's coat.

The ' scribed the atTair as an original wooing
and wed. ling, and for once the papers were right.

The Lover's Oracle

"Ere I begin, pray. Echo, hid me wel-

come." "Welcome."
"Wilt thou reply, let me ask what I

will'.'" "I will."

"Pray tell me, then, what makes me cry 'Alack'?" "A lack."

"A lack? Of what? That helps me not. alas!" "A lass."

"A lass, indeed! Her name? Come, Echo,

answer !" "Ann, sir!"

"What -Nan'.' Absurd! You're out of practice

sure !" " 'Tis sure."
"Where do I Suffer, then, if I'm a lovei ?" "All over."
"What will relieve this, my so sad complaint'.'" "Complaint."

Sheba
Hen

CUNNING—WHAT?
—The ocean is very treacherous, isn't it ?

Yes, indeed. And this time of year is er—especially full

"Don't most men (lee the source of such confu-

sion?"

"What would you do if I should disbelieve you?"
"Stay just a moment, Echo. I'd know more !"

"One parting word, I'll be beholden ever!"
"Oh, Echo, please don't leave me woebegoni

'"

"Why hide so, Echo? What's there to imbosk
at?"

of er—craft.

" Few shun."

| oU.
"

" No rii"!

" Never!"
"Begoi •

"Bo, scat
'"

" .

I
'

WrfMTt-o It 6*^^

l!OM> lOJIE—WHAT HAITlMh AT \ " DOOBI K-11KAI1KK " OH TBI KoIKTH

Grievously Afflicted

A crying shame.

A weeping willow.

A howling swell.

A sad dog.

A sorry jade.

A mourning cloak.

A sighing breeze.

A groaning branch.

A moaning tide.

A sobbing wind.

A bellowing bull.

A Woeful •

An unhappy chai

A dismal failure.

A miserble fiasco.

A wretched meal.

A gloomy pn>~;

A troubled pool.

A harrowed field.

A tortured meaning.

The fizzing soda fountain will be

more in evidence than the whizzing

rocket.



HE WHO RUNS MAY READ

The Day We Celebrate

["THIS is the day we celebrate

—

Look out, son! You will shock
Aunt Kate!

"There's something do-

ing everywhere"

—

Bang! "Gee! That was
an awful scare

!

"That boy of ours can
make more noise"

—

Bang! bang! — "than
fourteen common boys

!

"He has enough explo-

sives to
estroy a battleship or two.

Gee whiz! I wish he hadn't got
old of that old tin coffee pot!

He puts a cannon cracker in,

nd then it makes an awful din!

I shouldn't care, did I not know
nat ere long he'll be his own foe.

There ! Just as I expected, he
olds up a mangled hand to me!

[ guess peace must be hard to get

—

seems the war's not ended yet!"

-Chjrli, R. \l,i,„.

The Future Butterfly

Mrs. Gadsby—How are you spending

your vacation?

Mrs. Grubb—Sewing for Madam Mo-
deest.

Mrs. Gadsby—Oh, my dear!

Mrs. Grubb— I had to have the money.
I'm sending my husband abroad this year.

VOIR SPECIAL VACATION" NOTICE
PLEASE REMEMBER when you go on your

vacation, that the Post Office Department will

not forward your JUDGE from your residence
to your new vacation address, unless you notify

the postmaster, at your place of residence, that

vou desire to have your papers sent temporarily
to your new address and leave the postage with
liim so that he can forward your publications.

If your vacation should be for A MONTH OR
MORE advise us of your old and new address
and we will forward your papers directly from
this office, and it will be unnecessary to ad\ isc

your postmaster, but bear in mind that it lakes

from ten davs 10 two weeks lor us lo make a

change of address so that it will be necessar]
during that lime lo have the postmaster look
after your pipers.

Be particular lo send us your old as well as

your new address. By carefully c< mplying wilh
these requests you will save yourself a lot of

trouble and insure the prompt and regular deliv.

erv of the publications for which vou have
subscribed. LESLIE JL'DGE CO., 225 Fifth Ave..
New York

The Mortgage

CI JENKINS bought a house and lot,

On easy terms, one day

;

A little down in cash was all

He was required to pay.

The smiling agent gladly took

A mortgage for the rest.

"It's fine," said Si, "in real estate

Your savings to invest!"

He saved and slaved from year to year
The interest to meet;

He hadn't clothes upon his back,

Nor shoes upon his feet.

And when an earthquake came at last.

And, like a hungry bear,

Just gobbled up the house and lot,

The mortgage still was there!
—Minn* Irvine.

Pellets of Pessimism

Philanthropy is the most effective form

of advertising.

The innocent bystander soon loses his

innocence or ceases to bystand.

If you treat a woman well, she will im-

mediately suspect you of treating some
other woman better.

The quiet fifth of July is greatly appre-

ciated after the noisy fourth.
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If a Lad Lo\c

T i \ LAD love and a lass never care,

Now tell me, come tell me, what shall

a la<1 do?
Sit down with his trouble and dine off

pair,

While other lads sit with their sweet-
hearts and woo?

No, no I Let me tell you, that never
would do

!

No, never woald do !

There's only one thint,' I can think on to

do-
Only one thing, and I'd do it. I swear!

Although, it is true, 'tis old as 'tis new—
Just kiss her and kiss her, however she

flare,

take ye no care whatever she swear.
Whatever she BWear, -ir. or do.

For women he women, and care not a hair

For the man who don't dare, however
he v

And they who would win 'em, foul weather
or fair.

Must fly them, not follow, and they will

pursue

:

And that is the way, let me tell you,

to v.

The way, sir, to WOO !—ttaH-n I

He Got His

Crunch — There goes a

man who robbed me of a

large fort

',' i,i, He robbed you of

a fortune, and still he is

enjoying his liberty

!

rue)— Not by a darned
sight ! He married t h e

rich widow I was after.

Taken Out Too Soon

M
mi a 1

1

this morning.
/''t///.. r Can'l help it.

lady.

.1/ -Well,
let my I

- stay in

longer.

THE TYRANTS
Would Can the Peaches

JONES was showing his wife and her

friend, Mr~. I'.rown, around the new
offices. He left them in the waiting-room

for a few minutes, while he answered a

telephone call, and the conversation be-

tween the two women drifted to house-

hold matters.

"And have you put up much fruit this

year, Mrs. Jones?" asked Mrs. Brown.

"Not very much so far." answered

Mrs. Jones; "hut." as her gaze wan-
dered across the room, where several

pretty stenographers were working, "I

intend to can a few peaches very soon."

The Bright Side

"It is said that m:>re than one person

has been killed by kissing."

"Yes; but isn't it great stuff if you

live through it?"

The Happy Man
//. —They say Sally Simpson is married

—at last.

Shi— Who's the happy man?
He—Her father, of course.

1913

The M oonWaning of the

LJJIS LINKS' is immaculate;
His nails are neatly manicur

Her powdered nose no freckle shows,
Her hair has lat.

They sit in a secluded nook,

And surreptitiously they spoon;
And we who see them smile, because
We know they're on their honeymoon.

Upon the bosom of his shirt

A stain of egg is evident

;

Round him and his apparel clings
A very strong tobacco scent.

She, in a state of negligi

Toys carelessly with knife and -

Alas! She can't or won't avert
The waning of the honeymoon.

Ut It l>unh .

In Washington

Eastern applicant—They talk s

public office bein' a public trust

Western office-seeker—And then they

hang the "No Trust" sign all over this

town.

A Real Sleeper

Attorney for the defendant— Isn't your
husband subject to insomnia?

Prosecuting wife—Insom-
nia? Well, [guess not !

That man couldn't be kept

awake if his pajamas were
lined with mustard plas-

ters!

Su mmer Nigh Is

IN UTAH
Cltenl—Judge, what is the penalty fot bigamy?

— Plural mothers-in-law.

Little tender Squeezes.

Now and then a V

Fill a summer evening
Brimming full of bliss.

Lead and Follow

You

do not seem to be having a

good time. D< n't you like

our *"<-ial lead

<

v Kht i, You bet I

do! It's your darned un

social followers that I

ike.



X 1 n

( f TT S AMAZING !" exclaimed the Countess de Cinqfranc regard-

ing the Count with a look in which fondness fought with distrust.

The Count de Cinqfranc, who claimed descent from Hugh Capet,

yet whose beauty suggested that his line had before gone to plebeian

sources, had married some millions of dollars gathered at great pains by
the father of the Countess, a citizen of the United States, incidentally

conferring a title.

" What is amazing, ma chere ?" languidly asked the Count, as he
settled gracefully against a divan in the magnificent apartment they

were occupying temporarily in a Paris hotel. Nonchalantly and grace-

fully he put flame to a cigarette.

" Your deceits," she replied, struggling to keep her composure.
'Ah, mignon, you wrong me !"

"Oh, no, 1 don't," replied the Countess. "You haven't used that

last million francs as you said you were going to."

The Count's ancestral castle, near Avignon, he had explained, was
being put in order for them, and one bundle of money after another had
been handed to him for this purpose. The father of the Countess had
expressed a desire to see the castle while passing through Paris with

her mother for Egypt. He had taken the Count on credit, if one may
put aside unexceptionable proofs of nobility. But the father had been
able T>nly to see a photograph of the castle, a picture which showed an
ancient pile which no enterprising American unconnected with the

French nobility by marriage would look at twice unless he desired to

exploit a stone quarry.

t "You have been away two weeks," said the Countess. "You said

you were going to the castle to look after the work. A day after you
left I took the journey at a venture. You have not been at the castle.

Moreover, nothing whatever has been done toward rebuilding it."

"
I will explain."

" You can't explain."
" I cannot, if you will not permit me, ma chere."
" Don t ever call me your dear again !" she exclaimed.

"And am I not your dear?" he asked, with a charming smile.
" You told me at first that you would have married me had 1 been of

the canaille."

She burst into tears.

" You loved me for myself," he added.
"As others do, no doubt," she sobbed.

The reply pleased him, but he did not show that. "Have I not

almost become an American—for you ?" he asked. " Did I not prom-
ise you always to wear American clothes and to learn English? 1 like

the clothes, and have won some distinction in them even in Paris. They
call me 'Jules the Yankee ' here because of them. English I found

more difficult; but have I not mastered it
?"

"You love me no more," she sighed, still sobbing. "As for your

clothes, you have carte blanche with the best Fifth Avenue tailor, who
sends you as the seasons and fashions dictate ten, twenty, or more suits

at a time."
" Voila ! It was thirty the last time. Yet if I were you and you

were in my place, ma chere, the best in Paris should be yours. Now
what do you mean by accusations and tears ? I admit I have not yet

repaired the castle. That will come later."

" You love the Countess de Marchand
!"

"I? Impossible!"
"

I have it in this letter she wrote you before you went to Monte
Carlo with her—where you have been with her these two weeks!" And
new tears came as she handed him a letter. He scanned it hurriedly.

" But, mon cher ami, you do not read French with native skill. It

is a language subject to much misconstruction. And it is our habit to

pass compliments that mean nothing. Where did you get this ?"

"
I found it in a pocket of one of your coats."

"Ah," thought the Count to himself, " this is one of the penalties of

superabundant attire." Then to her,

"But it is not etiquette to rifle pockets."
"

I have proof that you are in love with her, and that you went
with her to Monte Carlo."

" What proof?"
" During her absence I engaged her fille de chambre, who has told

me all."

"So? She is a pretty girl, and you do well to keep her. But she

has not told you all. I feigned love for the Countess de Marchand with

a purpose. The Countess informed me that she had a system by which
one might break the bank at Monte Carlo. We went there for that pur-

pose. We quarreled and I shall never see her again."
" You quarreled ? About what ?"

" Because, mon cher ami, she caused me to lose the million francs

you gave me." - — ./. A. \\jldmn.
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YJTHFKK are you going, darling?"

The quaver in Mrs. Flaxman 'a

voice betrayed the

courage needed for

t h <• repetition of

\,* '•'"'t. . V her qaestion.

*.__ ,1/ An <mi urinous
black disk,

from the
outer rim of

which pro-
jected a soli-

tary a n rl

murderously spiky feather, re-

volved slowly on the threshold and
partially disclosed the features of

Miss Flaxman.

"ExCUSe me," quavered the

mother, conscious of the debutan-
te's intolerance of questioning.
'*! know I shouldn't be curious.

I want to remind you that the pho-

tographer will he here at noon."
"If I'm not here, tell him to

wait ; and tell Lucie to lay out ten

of my simplest and most expen-
sive frocks," returned Miss Flax-

man, with unusual leniency. "I
don't mind telling you—this once
— that I'm going to Mrs. Ransome,
to arrange the trouble between her

husband am) herself. He made
himself so ridiculous over me last

night I determined to put an end
to it. It Beems she is actually

thinking of Reno! Of course that

wouldn't do for me in my first

in. Next year will lie time
Igh for that sort of thing.

"

Miss Fla i ised, hauled lan-

guidly upon a silken cord, and
drew a flimsy handkerchief from
the miscellaneous interior of her recap-

tured bag. Mrs. Flaxman mutely admired
her condescension and sagacity.

"I shall tell Mrs. Ransome," continued

the debutante, snapping the gold bag
clasp and playing out the silk cord, "that
all she has to do now is to whistle. After

laal night, her husband's ears are pricked

for the horn" voice.
"

I would the world do without de-

butantes?" sighed the mother. "S<> cool

- so level headed bo practical I Youmake
rne feel my ignorance and emotionalism."

The Up to-thc-mtnute Debutante

Miss Flaxman smiled encouragingly.

"No, no not that. You are not quite

adjusted to modern conditions—that's all.

But you are so sensible about advice.

It's quite easy to help you. Bj the

please have the dinner hour fixed

for eight precisely. The night I dined

^--

REr'LKCTING
" What gets my goat is that I took this trip for mv health

home last month it was announced at a

quarter before. And send that brown

dress back to Grox. She shouldn't have

sold it to you. I told her you couldn't

wear that shade, no matter how much

you wanted to." Sensitively desirous to

avoid the disappointment in her mother's

face. Miss Flaxman turned to the door.

"By the way," she volunteered over her

shoulder, with a pretty and unusual ex-

pansiveneSS, "I'm goine; to marry Billy

Watkins. I'd like you and father to meet

him some tine

The Earth Was Suffering

^<>T long ago, when her father pur
Chased a country place in Virginia,

a little Washington girl was afforded bet
ii-i experience of things rural.

She rose very early and her eye wa-
in, mediately caught by the sparkle of

the den on the gi

" Why, daddy, " she obs<

"it's hotter than I thought
I

the grows all covered with perspi-

ration !"

The Pup

The Glorious Fourth will

here,

So I must "hit the trail";
For. if I don't, some "gink" will

tie

Firecrackers to my tail.

Its Meaning

"Papa," asked little Lester Liv-
ermore, be of the prying mind,
"what does 'nominal' mean'."'
" 'In name only : not real. ' my

son. For instance, the average
'The Hon.' is nominally honor-

able.
"

Fashion at the Shore

"There's no limit to woi

ideas of fash

;

i)^ - "What's jarring you now?"
"Oh. I saw a girl on the |

today, and I'm a goat if she

didn't have the skirt of her bath-

ing suit slashed !"

A Base Hit

"You talk about men!" ex-

claimed the Buffragette. "What
has man ever done for woman?"

"He invented the ballot box." came
timidlv from the tear of the hall.

The Latest Matrimony

" And the 1 r marriage
was such a love match

!

They even had moving pic-

tures made of their wed-

ding
'"

"Ami now she has gi

to Reno they saj . to acquire a residei

"Yes; a six months' interval to d
the films.

"

Af i
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Fortune Telling

AN IOWA man is complaining to the

court because he went to a clair-

voyant to have his fortune told, and she

charged him $10 and told him nothing

that he did not know. Personally we
think the Iowa man got off easy enough.

One time we went to a clairvoyant to

have her lift the curtain of the future

for us, and, after doing this, she lifted

our watch and was yearning for our tie

pin, when we gently but firmly pushed

her hand away. It hurt the poor girl

through and through, and involuntary

tears sprang into her large, innocent eyes

as she dropped her hand in the direction

of our pocketbook. She said that when
she went into a trance she did not know
what happened on this earth, and some-

times her hand strayed away unknown to

her, and that it grieved her deeply if she

woke up five minutes later and found a

strange watch or purse in her hand, but

for us to have no fear and to trust her

like a sister.

Then she tried unsuccessfully to go
into a trance, and at last she said she

couldn't go into the spirit world unless

she had something material to hold in her

hand, and asked us to put our pocketbook

»=^

AND ASKED DS TO PUT OUR POCKETBOOK IN HER PALM

in her palm while she went behind the

:urtain of the future and looked around

to find what belonged to us. She dark-

ened the windows and we placed the purse

in the desired place. Then she went be-

hind the curtains and found that two
;reat-uncles were soon going to pass to

the great beyond and leave all their

worldly goods to us. We asked her to

iescribe these two charming relatives, as

it the moment we did not recall having
my great uncles at all. She said that

me of them had side whiskers and the

jther a kindly face, and for us not to sign

any papers on Friday.

We swung the conversation around to

the great-uncles again and asked if she

couldn't crowd up a bit closer and get a

better view of them, as we were strangely

interested; but the two uncles seemed to

have passed out of her mind. With her

bosom rising and falling with emotion,

she begged us to beware of a tall, dark

man, and, above all, not to walk under a

ladder. We told her that for her sake

we would look askance at any tall, dark

man who approached us in any capa-

city whatever, and that we would have

nothing to do with any ladder, no dif-

ference what its standing was.

Then she arose, to signify that the

interview was at an end. Knowing the

humiliation that a sensitive person like

her must feel when we called her atten-

tion to the fact that she still had our

material in her hand, we thought we
would lead up to it by mentioning remu-
neration and feel of the pocket which
our purse had once called home. But
she said that she had taken a fancy to us

and for us to go on our way and think no

more about it. We called her attention

to the fact that she had taken something
besides a fancy, and that we couldn't

keep our minds off the subject. Her
great, expressive eyes filled with tears

as she asked if we doubted her. Then
she pushed us out onto the

street, asking us not to forget

her after our two great-uncles

passed to the spirit world and

affluence and worldly wealth

were ours. We told her that

she would often be in our minds
and said adieu. After we were
out of the lady's hearing, we
said other things.

We don't know whether the

two gentlemen she alluded to

have gone to their reward or not, but, if

they have, they have been singularly

negligent in living up to what their ac-

quaintances were expecting of them. We
know how disappointed the fortune teller

must be and how her great, expressive

eyes must fill with tears every time she

recalls their disappointing conduct.

The Iowa man should be thankful that

it cost him only $10 to hear from his lost

relatives.

The "fishwalk" is the latest dance rage
in Washington. We haven't seen it, but
we trust there is nothing in it to carp
about.

An Ambitious Emperor

ITMPEROR WILLIAM of Germany is

demanding of his people a yacht

costing two and one-half million dollars.

We do not think he should have such an

expensive craft, for, when he comes over

to this country and the editor of this

page entertains him, he will have to get

along with a boat costing far less. The

WE WILL TRY TO MAKE UP BY BRIGHT CONVERSATION

difference between his yacht and ours will

be apparent to him at once. It makes no

difference how preoccupied he may be, he

will at once discern that the two boats

are not identical. The difference will be

in favor of his craft. We will try to

make up for the lack of some late inven-

tions on yachts not yet installed on ours

by bright and charming conversation. If

he is the right kind of a man, he will not

care if our vessel hasn't all the improve-

ments to be found on his. In entertaining

a friend, it is the spirit that counts.

Random Notions

THE directors of the high school at

Dover, N. J., want somebody to

teach the girls how to box. We don't

know what the position pays, but our

application goes forward to-morrow.

Springfield, Mo., has a bachelor who
had to join the police force to keep the

girls from kissing him. We have been
in Springfield, Mo., and we have met the

Springfield girls, and for the life of us

we can't understand why this unkissed

bachelor took that step.

Come to think of it, that would be a

nice place to take our vacation.

We don't know whether we are a rela-

tive of the Duke of Croy or not. We
think it's his place to say so first. If he

is really a relative, he is the only duke
that we are related to that we know of.

We haven't looked into the baron line yet.



JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURI.s

PRETZELSCHMIDT5

CHEESE BECOMES

WELL KNOWN

# t

F" jB
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3

Scent by Parcel Pott; Of, Win It !>,.- n't I'.iy To Interfere with I'nclc Sam's Mail.

Wh.t Is Worst Whit Happened Curious

,,/"\l(. DEAR," pouted the pretty girl "Yon know what happened I i the man
in irritation, as the trolley car who Said, 'I can't"."'

came to till, "what is worse than "Sure; he i:"t 'canned.'"

waiting on a switch?"
"Trying to pass on the same rail, While in all of the large cities flrew

have been prohibited firewater ia still

permit ted to be on t li
«

- job.

DRETTY bride, in his canoe,
* Ere yoo paddle off with him,

Listen I would qoestion yon :

Did yoo ever l< arn to swim?

Most of Love's sre taught at

night school.



xt MODERN WOMAN
t*

u f f r a g c t t c S n h o t

["HE anti-suffragists take pleasure in

trying to frighten women by saying

lat, if they get the franchise, wives will

>se the sacred right of dower. They have

lready been so fortunate as to lose it in

ver half the States, without any regard

d the suffrage, and in every instance the

ew statute has made much more liberal

revision for them. Where i3

le logic in a statement that,

: women can help elect law-

lakers and make laws, their

•gal position will be worse

lan it is now?
n

The anti-suffragists have a

aluable recruit in Abdul Ha-
id, ex-Sultan of Turkey. Now
lat he is out of a job, if only

could speak English he

ight come over here and take

iat side in debates. It is

ractically impossible to get an

merican man to do it.

It used to be the custom for

Legislature to pass a suffrage

11, discover a misplaced com-

a, and declare its action null

id void. That of New Jersey,

jwever, finding it had used

or" instead of "and," calmly

t together and passed the cor-

cted bill. It looks as if the

me has come when woman
ffrage can't be downed by a

ammatical error.

Two women have been ad-

itted to practice law in Cairo,

gypt, but the Russian Duma and the

•orgia Legislature, U. S. A., still refuse

is privilege. The members «an't help

i

because they are made that way.

D
From every university in the country

mes the report, usual at this season, of

|e very large proportion of women who
rry off the honors. And yet it is a

atter of recent memory that the chief

gument against admitting women to

e higher education was their incapacity

r it. Now this is the argument em-
oyed against allowing them to par-

cipate in government. And when the

/;, IDA BUSTED BARPER

opportunity comes, they will prove its fal-

lacy just as they have done in the colleges.

In order to prove that the women of

New York State do not want the ballot,

the Anti-Suffrage Association is making
a post-card canvass— it will require only

two million and a half of postals—and

The "antis" will not accept men in

their association, and then accuse the

suffragists of sex antagonism when they

have always welcomed men with open

arms. (This is a figure of speech.)

The women of Great Britain are mak-
ing a lot of fuss because, now that the

members of the House of Com-
mons have voted themselves

salaries, the women, through

their taxes have, to help pay
them. American women have

been doing this for more than

a hundred years, and about four

times as large salaries as are

paid over there. In addition,

they help pay the salaries of

members of the Legislatures in

forty-eight States, whom they

have not been allowed to help

select, and are specifically tax-

ed without being represented.

THE LIBERTY BELLE

when the results are tabulated they will

be furnished to the voters, many of whom
will then proceed to vote exactly as the

party bosses tell them to.

It was bad enough for Secretary of the

Interior Lane to appoint a woman re-

ceiver of the land office at Leadville,

Colo., without adding insult to injury by

saying, "It is an established fact that

money can be handled more safely by

women than by men. " Haven't men been

very careful from the beginning of time

to see that women didn't have a chance

to establish that fact?

An Eastern judge writes of

the thrills he experienced on

visiting the big court house in

Seattle and finding in every

court about as many women as

men sitting on the juries. What
astonished him most of all was
the calm way in which this in-

novation was accepted — no

earthquake, no excitement,

nothing turned upside down.
When he h a d recovered h i s

equilibrium, he was told that

women were quite as well fitted

for jury service as men, paid

much stricter attention to the

evidence, elevated court procedure, and

made gentlemen out of witnesses and

even out of lawyers! Then he went home
wondering how people could so long have

been frightened by scarecrows.

While men of prominence in London are

proposing that the suffragettes should be

severely "birched," the park commis-

sioner of New York invites the suffra-

gists to Central Park, to plant a number
of beautiful birches, and dedicates them

to the cause. And then Englishmen won-
der why there is no militant movement
in this country

!
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i

a day, < r

times seven, if the

others do. You don't

have a chance at

- ,.t v . - h !!. t i mix it up

. (3(2

/- with t,u
* r i,h and

A ^ ( \c<^S fashionable, and why
/^ O^ shouldn't you do it

I v.>»^CP w '' *' " >' " u 8 •• t a\v h e n you get a

chance 7 Yoa can't

as long an 1 you will be deader broke
when it is over th:m if you were sane
almiit it. b it nobo ly wants to be sane
twelvemonths in a year. Summer is the
silly s.-ason, anyhow, so be as silly as

yoa can. The swagger people who are

under the same hotel roof with you are
onto you, all right, and it amuses them.
They have other amusements, but yoa
doi t pay for them, which saves you a lot.

There are a few hundred other things
you may do when you are off for your
summer splurge, but they need not be
mentioned hen. If you follow the ad-

Vice above given, they will come your
way soon enough. It is a demonstrated
fact that what one person doesn't know
about spending the summer properly an-
other one does, and they are sure to get
together and talk until everything gets
out. By that time summer is over and the
golden dream looks like a nightmare for
the next nine or ten or eleven months.

€?J»

i

TMh 1AL STANDARD

ITS GOOD POINT
Second-hand dealer do Farmer Green, to whom he had sold a car^—Well, how do you

like your car by this time ?

Farmer (,>,,,;—Wa-al, it ain't much on looks, and it ain't much on speed; but, by gum !

it kin make more noise than any other car in the county ! Everybody will know I 've got it.

Delta Bathing

CHK WEARS, to keep her tresses from
the wave,

A cap and netting;
With dainty shoes upon her feet, to save
Those feet from Wetting.

In skirt and bodice of a creamy serge
She meets the surges

;

Or, standing hesitant upon the verge,
One foot she merges.

In playful mood she dallies with the tide.

Splashing it neatly.

(If she went further in, you see, 'twould
hide

Her dress completely.

)

— .\riii nr /.. Salmon.

A True Cavalier

"Flamson is the very essence of cour-

tesy
"

"He is?"

"Yes; at the Hemmand-
haw's ball the other night,

he even referred to the wall

flowers as mural decoration-.
"

And Thus It Goes

In Kokomo they laugh in

About the name of ECanka
\' l Kankakeeitea pass the
buck

By poking fun at Keokuk.

He Wondered

"I often " obfus-
lly mused skimpy little

Mr. Hennypeck, "why
woman's husband is ever
called her lord and mi

got

He Explained

THK GIRL was willing, but the base*

ball player was diffident. She had
to resort to strategy.

"Jim," she said, "there are several

points of the game that I wish you would
explain."

"Where shall I begin?" he ask. -d, de-

lighted.

"I should like to—er' —she hesit

blushing—"know more about the "squeeze

play.'
"

According to Shape

The girl who's inclined to be slim.
To the mountains secluded will go it;

While the one with the beautiful limb,
By the sea will continue to show it.

ON THE HIGH CS
"i boy, and as a punishment

I 'm n i'kc Ti'U stay ri^ht here in this room while

your inotber is practising her singing lesson."



AFTER A SUMMER'S FLIRTATIONS

Of a Kindly Nature

"How should you define eugenics?"

"Oh, it's good nature systematized, or

the science of being

well bred."

-fr4

Flubdub—W h a t

do you consider the

most delicate form

of flattery?

Cynicus—Telling

a married man he
^~ doesn't look it.

An Alphabet of Midsummer

Automobiles affording air.

Bathers bedecking beaches.
Cool casinos crowded.
iDrinks disappearing dizzily.

Evenings exquisitely enchanting.

Fans fluttering flirtatiously.

Girls glittering gorgeously.

Hammocks harboring humans.
Ice inviting intimacy.

Juleps joyously juggled.

Kool konditions kontrived.

Lanterns lighting lawns.
Matrons manipulating matrimony.
[Negligees necessarily numerous.
lOpenwork occasionally observed.

[Parks pleasantly populated.

Quill-drivers quaffing quenchers.
Roof-gardens re-echoing ragtime.

• Seasides swarming with swimmers.
[Tourists traveling by thousands.

Urban utilities utilized.

[Vacationists vacillating variously.

MMfidows winking winsomely.
fXcur3ions 'xciting 'xpectations.

[Yankees yearning for yachts.

|Zanies zigzagging zealously.
j—Harvey Peak*

.

The Foolish Man

A MAN and a woman were walking

along a country road on their way

to call on a neighbor. Presently they

heard a honk back of them and quickly

stepped aside to let an automobile pass.

As they were getting the dust out of

their throats and clothing, the woman
spoke.

"Henry," she said, "why don't

you ride in a thing like that in-

stead of walking as you do?"

"Because, Mary," he replied,

with no sign of shame, "I have-

n't money enough to pay the cost

of it."

"Why haven't you the money,

Henry?" she persisted.

"Because, Mary, I have not

been able to get it since I mar-

ried you."

If there were any insinuation

in that, she ignored it.

"Well, why didn't you get it

before you married me?" she

asked.

"Because, Mary, there were

reasons."

"Could you have got it?"

"I am quite sure that I could

have done so."

"Then, in heaven's name, Hen-

ry, why didn't you?"
"Because, Mary, I preferred

you, as poor as we both were,

to a millionaire lady who wanted

me in spite of my poverty."

She stopped dusting herself

and looked at him.

"Henry," she said severely, "I knew
you were foolish about me, but I didn't

think you were that foolish!" And she

kissed him, dust and all, right there in

the public highway.

He angered her, there's no dispute;

She thought he was a boob.

He asked her if her bathing suit.

This year, would be a tube.

PLAINT OF THE PFSSIMISTIC TOURIST
My usual luck ! Wet days I get wet towns, dry days " dry

towns."



allow

N thing To Fear

UNDE RSTAND that I ca

any *•• •« «k i ti vr or lau

work in mj roon

the Ian lladj to thi

plicanl who had jui

gaged b ten - by - tv

back room at three dol-

week.

"Oh, certainly, to be

sure' I never try to do any cooking or

laundry work in my room, for I take my
out and Bend my things to tin- laun-

dry. Of course I may now and then wash
out a few handkerchiefs in my room, or

nly a pair of BtockingB or a strip of

lace or ribbon or something of thai kind:

but as for really doing any washing, I

WOOl In't think of such a thing. When it

comes to cooking, I have a little one -burn-

er oil stove that I might now anil then

sort. Such things come handy,
when one is taking •

- oat, you know "

u

THE differei -

1 h maid
and wife's extensive

—

A maid is pensive, and a wife
ex-pensive

!

A maid conceals her thorns be-
neath the r<-

That is, she poses, while a wife
eX-p

Then wedlock much increases
her alertness

—

A maid shows pertness, and a
wife ex-perti

Again, one often finds a maid-
en acting ;

A wife, Some claim, is often
found ex-act irig.

Thus X. the unknown quantity,

r| exes
The man who fain

DOMESTICITY
She—You don't speak to me as affectionately as you used

to. Don't you love me any more ?

//'—There yon go again ! Why. I lore you more than life

itself. Now shut up and let me read my paper!

would
studv what

B St

Da

PAPA'S COMMENT
illv has promised at list to marry me.

ne to me for sympathy. I told you
i d pet into trouble if you didn't keep away from that girl.

to make a little tea or b lil an egg or

an omelet when it was ba 1 weath-

er or I didn't feel quite like going out.

Then I have a very nice chafing dish, in

which I now and then get myself up
a little luncheon or even a little din-

can do so many thii

with a chafing dish when one kno
bow. A friend of mine has a dinner

menu, every course of which can be

prepared with a chafing dish. Jusl

for the jollity of it. I might v.

i friend or two in to dine with

on veiling and give them a chaf-

ing-dish menu. Or I might want to

get niv luncheon in my room on a hot

ling out in the heal . but

as for really doing any a
cooking in my room, you need give

• If no concern on that account.

I wonder if I could have a couple of
shelves put in the closet, for dishes

in iron or two and things of that

angerous

"What a glorious moon!"
cried Gracie Gush. "Do you

not love such nights as

this?"

"I do not," replied Mr.

Bachelder bitterly. "It was
just such a night as this that

got me into :i breach -of-

promise suit.
"

Bits of Wisdom

Fortune is to desire as

fuel to fire, for it both
I

it and perishes by it.

Seeker for Happiness, g<>

as a pilgrim and find 1

1

A child who is not curious, a man who is

not greedy, and a woman who is not vain.

When thou shalt tin i these, thou wilt

find Happiness in their company.

His Penance

l_IK loved to dive, and he loved to swim.
And he loved in the tide to play

;

Then what in the world wa- the n

with him
That he sat on the sands all day?

He sat by B girl whose bathing suit.

Whose cap and whose she ry ;

And sb.' would have thought him a per-

fect brute

If he hadn't —bo thai was why!
w

His Kind

Mr. Undertizt — I wish I could have
known you in my salad da;

Mist Peri I don't I never cared for

shrimp salad.

Well Qual.f.cd

"Did you hear that that poor fellow

who lost both his legs in an automobile

tends to go into polit i

"No. How can he, without a li

stand on?"
"Oil. be expects to gQ on til-

POLIThNfcSS EFFECTIVE
• ;—Why do you persist in walking on the grass plot on this side?

—

B

on the other side the sign says " Please!
"

You urvrr walk on the othe:



Apostrophe to a Flv

r~\H, FLY! oh, pesky fly, with eye full

keen,
Thou art enough to cause one suicide,

As thou doth every means to thwart

thee quite deride

Vnd laughest at the swatter and the

screen.

)h, fly, bowed down with cholera and the

Pip.

Thy buzz does bring distraction to our

ears

And to our eyes the brine and salty

tears.

8 there no way to get thee on the hip

Vnd do thee and thy progeny up brown?
)h, fly ! thou curse of weather that is hot,

n vain we sputter, fume and chase and
swat!

Bad and Worse

Mack— I have three daughters on my
lands.

Wyld—That's nothing. I have three

ons-in-law on mine.

Ah, Me!

The water wagon has been completely

.bandoned in Brooklyn. Three of them,

vhich cost $650 each, were sold under the

lammer for $67.73 each. Still, it is a

;ood town to live in.

Critical

He—Why does an actor, to portray

eep emotion, clutch at his head, and an

ctress at her heart?

She—Each feels it most in the weakest

oint.

A WEDDING A LA TANGO
Pride

Jones—What a puff ball Burlson's got

to be since he bought that farm up-State !

Why, every day the grinning nut comes
to the office wearing a raw potato for a

watch charm.

Smith—Yes; he explained about that

potato to me. It was his share of last

year's crop.

Numerically Speaking

"Did he kiss you good-by?" I asked her.
She nodded her pretty head.

"How singular !" I was sarcastic.
"No; plural," was all that she said.

A Free Translation

"Say, pop, what's a 'raconteur'?"
"French for a bore."

»"' IIMUM!*' I. .lir-3
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Bang ! bang ! He let go both barrels, but the bird was just out of range

Cubisticallv Speaking

LIE CLASPED her slender cubiform
In his rectangular embra.

He gazed on her rhomboidal charm
With passionate, prismatic i.,

He Btroked her rectilinear locks;

n, with a sound like prying strip-

Krom off a trapezoidal box,

He kissed her squarely on tin- lips.

—

/

Interested

// -tation)— The}

you have canght the fellow wl

our hou-.- night before last.

Do you wart t'

him?
// Sorel I'd like to ta!

him. I want to know how he got in

without wak i wife. I've I n

that for the last tv

U I.

Wrong Kind

M r g . /' a hum—
•nat, after

life would b<

I!ut I

didn't refer to chin

music.

A Feminine Perquisite

Crawford— So you're going

away to the country? Haw
you your trunk packed yet?

Crabshaw—No; my wife
s av e d me the t rouble. She

filled it with all her own
things.

Felicitations

on ; t:.ke a ride !" the

motorist cried,

To his best girl, Nancy Lee.

miles from town the old

thing broke down

—

"(
' ime on : take a walk!"
qnotl

Homemade

Little Catharine had heard

a great deal said about home-
• • things. One day, when

her mother asked her how she

would like a little brother or

he replied, "It would

be all right if it was home-

Thc Wav It Goes

VVHIEN Bobby went swinging along up the st-

ile was good U) behold, from his hat to his feet;

And many a maiden he happened to i

Half turned to look after the youth going by.

And the bolder ones strove for a glance froi

But he kept to his way, looking natty and trim.

Unconscious that any were looking at him.

When Freddy went tripping along through the c r

He looked well enough, though his garment*
loud

;

Bat he fancied his smile would make any girl proud.

So he ogled the girls as he strutted along.

And was certain there wasn't a girl in the throng
Who wasn't dead crazy about him in sooth.

Though very few troubled to glance at the youth.

—Wmtttr <• /*.f|/.

And He Did

Waittt — Here is your soft-boiled

there anything else I can do for yool

I— Yes ; beat it.

egg, sir. Is

There is a reason even for the kick of a mule.

: iper is good only

when indoi \ bil Ity and

Labor. KAI1.KOAD TLKM—LONli ANII M10BT HAlX
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1_IE COULD negotiate the briny like a merman.
When the surf was high he was in his glory.

When the sea was rolling lazily he would stretch

himself on the sands and dream—unless there was
a pretty girl in sight. Matrons had no charm for

him, although he had been known to rescue two
or three ignorant of the brutality of breakers that

had given them more than a taste of salt water.

And he was always polite enough to answer their

questions about the weather. Spinsters of uncertain years and certain

lacks to the eye he would flee on sight, even if he had to break his own
notable record as a submarine swimmer.

But a pretty girl. Ah! he loved to look at one. He loved better

to talk to one. He loved best to teach one to swim. Yet he was not

CAUGHT
original in this. Other like men who do not love

to see, talk to and teach [pretty girls to swim in

due course of time become hermits. Hermits do
not figure appreciably in the male census.

Many a pretty girl had this chap seen, talked

to, and taught. And it was his purpose to keep it

up as long as pretty girls happened to this shore,

on which he almost figured as a monopolist.

One day he spied a new pretty girl in a bath-

ing suit that never had been wet. Apparently she did not intend that

it should be wet. Its dry charm was sufficient, and served every coquet-

tish purpose, on a figure as to the exact proportions of which no man
with good eyes need have guessed. She wore on her head a silk cap

that emphasized the charm of vagrant locks. Her mouth would have



I bibit in any controvei

lack hi' logic in the theory thai kisaii g is not I
» > j_r

i

-

itarted to make her nose retrou

and been I ask, with tie

suit that it could not have been improved if Nature ha<i

returned i" toe j"l>. <>n her arms she wore braet

that emphasized the ir round perfection.

Tl h t [ > looked at h . Bpoke to her the next

hing h«-r to swim the third day. She

to the surf as though Bhehad forgotten the origi-

nal plan nf her costume, her bracelets jingling, an I her
••• with a wonder that the sea did not wholly in-

lething alw aj a happens to everybody. Other pret-

irls followed tier t" the shore, hut the chap never

if they did uot know how to swim,
that was their misfortune.

W n be had taught her to swim, they went off to-

gether in some haste, and the matrons and the spinsters

alongshore declared they had gone to get married.
—./. .1. Waldran.

A Function

, , T TELL j e, the new doctor that's just moved to Tor-

pidville is an upty-date feller 1" declared honest

Parmer Hornbeak, upon his return from the near-by vil-

lage. "You know, whenevera new establishment starts

up. it i- y for 'em to hold sort of a grand open-

in' and distribute soovyneere. Well, this doctor, be

held s reception in his new office this afternoon, and

that attended a dose o' pills."

Couldn't Come Up
bel Why 'ii In't Nokash come down to the church euchre

part] lit?

/ dm He was unahle to come up with the price of a ticket.

MR. AND MRS. WEEKS AND A FORTNIGHT

No Chance for Him

New clerk (finding only office hoy in the private office)

this where thai pretty stenographer billing?

Offia boy Yep. An' de boss de cooing. Skiddool

Is

Js\

Lamentation

,,T~~y>\VN to the beach I cam
The maiden said, and heaved a

h.

"No, 1 can'1 go this year, and
I'll BWi It. r here, no doubt, and di<

M hear! went out to her. I said,
" What puts despair into your speech?

Perhaps your hopes are not all d<

w ! can't you Kn down to the beach ?'1

"Because," the maiden sobbed, "I bear
A fellow I had on the string

Las) season's coming hack this year.

And he'd make me dig up his ring!"

Where It Began

Adam Honestly, now. my dear, I

ne\ er loved another woman !

Educated

Uadgt You sa] you have a friend whd
objects to the hobble skirt. Is she ma

Ifai fori* No
;
fat

S tide Musings

"These w !
- "thai

and roar
How like to life here on the -h.

"Yes, •pule :mk. ." he s:ell\ spoke;

mine; full i vmvr. departing broke.



A RACC

A KANSAS burglar broke into a

Btranger'a house the other day

and stole a three-dollar watch. After

keeping it a few days, he slipped

back and returned it. The people of

Kansas think this is very queer, but

to me it does not seem strange.

I once had a three-dollar watch.

It was just after they were put on

the market, and I often carried it. Some-

times I wouldn't carry it more than a

couple of blocks. Then I would leave it

and come back the next morning, while I

was feeling fresh, and get it. I was not

afraid of anybody stealing it, unless he

brought a conveyance. It wouid not pay

a light-fingered person to hire a rig just

to purloin a three-dollar watch. I can

see in my mind's eye the look of surprise

and chagrin that would come over the

thief's face should he chance to come
across my watch in some doorway late at

night and try to pick it up. He would

soon have to retire, baffled.

It was a large watch, as watches go.

Only mine rarely went. One time I

stepped on a banana peel and mashed
over two innocent, bright-eyed children

and a man with burnsides. I did not know
that he had burnsides until a patrolman

got him out of the asphalt, or I would

have tried harder to spare the children.

No gentleman could wind that watch.

I have tried it time and time and again.

He might think he was a gentleman un-

til he got into its throes, but the neigh-

bor's on his block wouldn't let their chil-

dren play outside after dusk.

To wind it, I had to throw it prone on

its face and cow it with a stove lifter.

Then I would reach into its better self,

blushing to my collar at the liberties I

was taking, as a gentleman of breeding

well might, and grope around until I came
across one of the more prominent handle-

bars. Taking advantage of my sex, I

would twist and turn the machinery until

I was thoroughly ashamed of myself.

Stepping out, I would get the watch over

on its flank, and, summoning up courage,

look down into its open, frank face. Its

look of pain and mortification at my fa-

A Watch To Waste
an noMKi: ci:oy

miliarity would make me miserable the

rest of the afternoon. Stifling my sense

of shame, I would examine it carefully,

to find that I had merely been whirling

the second hand around.

Not caring a whit for the plaudits or

the contumely of the world, I would get

under the watch and get it over on its

face again. Then I would show more
partiality in selecting a lever; I wouldn't

take the first one I came across, but look

over the whole selection and finally choose

one in some out-of-the-way corner. I

would try, as best I could, to select a

lever that I believed to be intimately as-

sociated with the daily conduct of the

watch. I would twist this around until I

felt that I had done all that was expected

of me, and then take another look at the

face of the watch. Then I would find

that I had set it ahead eleven hours and

twenty minutes.

With a dogged, determined air so char-

acteristic of successful men, I would tell

my family good-by and return to the

front. After my eyes had become accus-

tomed to the dark, I would come across

the part that tightened the mainspring.

Bracing my feet against some of the

stronger joists, I would twist the wind-

ing part until I felt that none could point

a finger at me and say that I had not

\ \ J / ^% w
V \

I WAS NOT AFRAID OF ANYBODY STKALING IT.

lived a life of usefulness. Then I

would withdraw. I would get the

timepiece upon my knees, and finally

work it into my pocket. By noon it

would be run down again.

But when it chose to run, it went
at it vigorously. It ticked so awfully

loud that my more immediate rela-

tives moved far over to the West
Side, and it jarred so there was always

a large bruised spot under my watch
pocket. A younger brother borrowed it

to go fishing, and when he came back he

said that it had rocked the boat and

jarred the guile so that he had to go

three miles down the bend to spend the

night. If this was not my brother, I

would think it was an exaggeration; but

our family is not prone to exaggeration.

I could not lose this instrument to save

me. One time I put it in a bag with six

kittens and took it down to the river's

brink. I tossed it into the angry waters

and returned to my abode, a light-hearted

man. But peace and joy were not mine
for long. The six humiliated creatures

beat me home, only slightly wet behind

the ears. The watch had shaken the bag
to pieces and worked its way to shore.

The next day two boys brought it to me,

on a stick between them, and demanded
a reward. I told them they had shown
splendid honesty and that they might
keep the watch. Then I shut the door.

The next day, as I was going through a

vacant lot, somebody hit me with a rock,

much to the chagrin of a favorite rib; but

I have never found out who the guilty

parties were.

The watch was later found by an Italian

groceryman in his basement. He had

been receiving threatening letters, and

so the watch was wheeled to the bureau

of combustibles, where an assistant was
maimed in the thigh when the mainspring

slipped.

The people in Kansas may think it queer

that the burglar returned the timepiece,

but it is no mystery to me. The burglar

probably loved his family devotedly and

could not bear to see his innocent babes

playing with the weapon.



JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES

Jack and His Famoui Beanstalk; or, Everything which Goes Up must eventually Come Down

The Summer Girl

THERE WAS a pirl in our town, and

she was good i" sen : she spent

ber days in playing games where she vr< t

f tan. A n< 1 whin she saw the tan

on, with all hi-r might and main

she rushed into a beaatj simp and took

i! otr again.

Didn't Keep l Good Watch

"Confound those restaurant signal"

"What's the trouble now?"
"While I was watching my hat

coat, some one Btole my watch."

At the seaside sunburn and heartburn

often arc contracted at the same time.

Unappreciated Wit

,,X4K\' are really boo mean for any-
1Y1

thingl"
• What's the trouble now

"Why. 1 asked John for an automohil.-

to-day. and h«- said that I must be con-

• with the splendid carriage that

Nature has given me I"



THE MODERN WOMAN
Curbside Comments

By OREOLA W. HASKELL
With busies and wiih banners,the snrtract cohorts to,

And I, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal of w oe,

And note what word the E-uiini: world in passing may bestow.

Time for Taps

THAT the suffrage cause is languish-

ing, even dying, may be ascertained

by applying to the S. O. W. S. (not a

porcine proposition, but an anti society).

When it finally becomes a

corpse and all hands assem-

ble for the requiem, a modest

delegation of eighty thou-

sand souls from the Woman
Suffrage Party of Greater

New York will constitute a

small per cent, of The Faith-

ful who will come to mourn.

Manufacturers of mouchoirs

should join with the antis

and prepare for the happy
event. A shroud of the one
million five hundred thousand
suffrage leaflets given out

during the past year by the

little handful of W. S. P.

adherents is now being made
for the Crushed Cause.

A Hurry Call

f ET SOME anti illustrate

the truth that woman's
place is the home in the usual

way by rushing madly from
it to rescue the youth of the

land. A young high-school

student was caught by his

sister on the street haranguing a number
of his fellows on the subject of suffrage.

The peroration of his speech was: "I
don't care how you feel about it, fellows,

but it's bound to come." This is but one

heartrending result of debates in our
public schools.

The Prayer of the Anti

I~)KAR MEN, we pray you keep us far
'From where the raging voters are;

Let us not hear their mouthings rude,
Lest we defile our womanhood.
Keep us from those vile spots remote,
Where our husbands and our fathers vote

—

From the tumultuous, seething polls

That fill with quakes our gentle souls.

Though mothers of the race we be,

Ward off responsibility,

So to our children held most dear
We'll pass weak wills and selfish fear.

Though women slave and children moan,
Let us care only for our own.
Like birds, we'll twitter round our nests
And civic duties view like pests.

Sweet, timid shirkers keep us then;
So shall we help you not— Ah, men!

The Drama

A/f ISGUIDED theatrical managers are

allowing suffragists to make speeches

in the intermissions during plays. The
theater is no place to get real ideas, and it

is to be hoped that women in the audiences

will show their disapproval by following

haughtily in the footsteps of the male
sex who scud out between the acts.

NEITHER ONE THING NOR THE OTHER

The Remedy

By ELINOR Bykns. Chairman Press Bureau. National American
Woman Suffrage Association

YYfHAT a foolish picture the cartoon on

this page is! The woman looks so

absurdly helpless and afraid! Just be-

cause the men will not have her at the

ballot box, and she doesn't want to stay

with the idiots and the criminals, she

seems to think there is no place for her.

Why doesn't she go out and make a place

for herself, as the real live women are

doing? They are proving that no govern-

ment can be successful if it merely pro-

tects property and fails to take care of

the children, to protect human life, and

to make it possible for people to live de-

cently. Men, when they realize they

must have a new kind of government,
and that they can't manage it alone-—as

the men of Illinois and the West have
already done—will urge the women to

join them at the polls and help them to

care for the minors, the criminals and

the idiots.

Suffragette Snapshots
By //'.I BUSTED HARPER

THERE are people who say the militant

movement in Great Britain has in-

jured the movement in the United States.

Since the militants got under full head-

way over there, five of our States and one

Territory have granted the complete suf-

frage to women; and this winter, while

the militants have been do-

ing their worst, both houses

in eleven of our State Legis-

latures have given large ma-
jorities in favor of suffrage

bills. This certainly shows
that American suffragists

are judged on their own mer-
its and not on the demerits

of those in another country.

I

A New York restaurant

proprietor, in commenting
on the afternoon turkey trots

and bunny hugs which the

mayor is trying to suppress,

said, "It is a whole lot bet-

ter for women to come here

and dance and keep slim than

to sit around afternoons

playing bridge and getting

fat." Maybe so; both kinds

of women are a menace to

the best interests of society.

D
The belated action of the

New York anti-suffragists,

in opening their little head-

quarters on Fifth Avenue a few days be-

fore the big suffrage parade, "to offset

any impression it might make," reminds

one of the careful housewife, who ex-

claimed, when she saw Niagara Falls,

"Oh, that reminds me— I left the kitchen

faucet running!"
a

"We must abolish everything that

bears even the semblance of privilege,"

is the Wilson slogan. Thanks, Mr. Presi-

dent. Will you kindly get yourself into

a state of mind where you can see that

the possession of the suffrage by only

one-half the people is about the most
iniquitous privilege that could exist?

The health commissioner of New York
is determined that all the restaurants

and hotel dining-rooms shall display signs

telling how much benzoate of soda and
similar stuff there is in the pastry. It

is often asked why men make so much
better cooks than women, but no such

signs were ever necessary on the pies

that mother used to make.



LION AND THE MOUSE
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Capitalizing Chloc

The fair animal trainer is quite at ease in a cage of snarling beasts,

but let an innocent little mouse appear in her apartment and she is panic stricken.

[
\\ KOTE a sonnet to her .

I called then "welli of meet
pri--

I uid they were the blue-

The bluest ami the truest i

That ever maid p<

I said—hut what's the DSeT You knov
The sort of rot I wrote, and so

I needn't quote the n
Suffice to state some editor
Accepted— yes, and paid me for
That rhyme of rhapso

And so I went with right good will

And settled up the grocer's hill

With "Chloe's Ey<

I wrote a ballad to her mouth;
I called it "flower of the smith.

"

I said it was the dearest mouth.
The dearest and sineerest ni"Uth

That ever shaped a smile.

I said, in Love's complete eclii

I longed to plunge her perfect lips,

And raved along this style.

(I had to stretch her mouth until

The stanzas matched the milkman's bii

Who threatened bovine drouth.)

No sooner was it published than
I reimbursed the dairvman
Through "Chloe's Mouth."

Oh, Chloe is a wondrous maid!
The baker and the cook were paid
From proceeds of the fairest bl

The fairest and the rarest brow
That ever graced a girl.

The butcher bandit got a check
I minted from her snowy neck.

Augmented by a curl.

I paid the iceman with her arm
And tipped a waiter with a charm
That phrased a rhythmic line.

Ah, Chloe's all the World to me I

More of a mtfM she could not he

If she were mine!- /••;;„ Bmtfee Arthur.

From the stone age to the iron age is

long cry, but the gar-age is more talked oi

Taking No Chances

t , DOI'SY, dear, I might win a rich hus-

band if you let me go to the sea-

shore this summer."
"But, my daughter, you have been go-

ing to a different place each year. Re-

member, a rolling stone gathers no n

"I know, DOpsy; but this time I am
going to a place where I will be the only

!• on the beach."

Choosing the Place

To wade through pamphlets without end
Is now his occupation,

While searching for the place to spend
His two weeks of vacation.

An 111 timed Query

"Ravenyelp doesn't call on that Rox-
more girl any more.

"

"How did they happen to fall out?"

"The last time he

went to see her, he

asked her if she had

the cartoon-collect-

ing mania."

"Where was the

wrong in that ?"

" He didn't intend

any. hut he happ.

to he looking at the

f a m i I y phot >graph

album at the time.
"

Certainly Had

//. uritt — Opportu-

nity knocks once at

every man's door.

./. a- , 1 1 - - And it

OUght to have enough

to ring the

bell.

LETS HIM OUT
Farm m'l you rra<l ? i Sure
Farmtt n? B»J—Yep , but I can't swim.



EASIER
Dirtier—Well, the only thing to do is to get it to the nearest garage as soon as possible.

Passenger friend—Wouldn't it be easier to bring a garage here?

Perfecting the Weather

T IS now proposed that we establish

weather observatories near the North

d South Poles. The idea is that the

observers there can

send by wireless the

daily data as to winds

and other things, and

from this more accu-

rate predictions may
be formulated.

Having established

these polar observato-

es, we may expect a few words of cheer

ong in July and August ; but, aside from
tern, we cannot anticipate much.
Once they get to working the weather,

en. will probably tell us that we will

>ve to set up an observatory on the

oon, so that the interplanetary waves
in be charted.

Meantime, the weather will go right

lead weathering in the way it has fol-

wed since Adam went out without his

rercoat just after the fall.

Aye, money talks, as you can see

;

I heard it on the fly.

The only thing it said to me
Was simply, "Sir, good-by!"

The Man with the Conundrum

(t A RATHER neat little idea has just

occurred to me, " says the man with

the serrated whiskers and the dilatory

ears, sidling up to the desk of the pale

hireling with the spluttery fountain pen.

"Yes, yes! Go on! You interest me
strangely," growls the pale hireling.

"It is in the nature of a conundrum, so

to speak."

"So to ask, you mean," humphs the

other.

"Er—well, yes, perhaps. It is this:

What is the difference between a small

steel tool with a claw on the end and a

crooked politician who extorts money
from law-breakers because of his influ-

ence with the powers that be?"
"All right. Just to make conversation,

what is the difference?"

"One pulls the tacks and the other

taxes the pull."

And the man with the serrated whisk-

ers glides joyfully from the room, while

the pale hireling splutters ink all over

himself as he jabs fiercely at the desk

with his fountain pen.

Wits are sometimes sharpened on dull

minds. A STUDY IN BLACK AND WHITE



Smith Surprised

COON after entering his office, the

manufacturer rang tin- bell un St his

Smith, the I

dastrioas one, Bt<

into the office.

"Smith," s n i il the

a i c t u rer in his

gravesl tone, as he re-

n,"\ b i his glasses, "
I

have been observing your industry for

tin' past f« w months, Your ability for

work unded me; no detail seema
mall for yon, ami yon are as b

as the day is long. No task seems too

great for yoo. to handle. You are the

first to arrive in the morning ami the last

to pass out of the door in the evening"
"Yes, sir, yes, sir." replied the indus-

trious one, visions of a fat increase in his

weekly stipend passing before him. "I
have always tried my best."

"Therefore, " continued his employer,
"I want you to clear oat of this concern
at the end of this week, and clear out for

good. It's jastmen of your stamp who
worm out all the business Becrets of a
concern, and then go and obtain employ-
ment with a rival show around the cor-

ner. So beat it, and beat it fae

Adjustable

The summer girl knows how to drape.
And here and there she'll pin it

;

But her bathing suit has little shape
Until her shape gets in it.

Proper Self poise

TT REQUIRES a great

deal in the way of

citement to deprive the

true Bostonian of his
Belf-poise ami a proper

regard for t he proprieties

of life. This was illus-

trated w h e d a middle-

aged and quite correctly

clad Bostonian K"t in the

way of a runaway pair of

h' irses. He was knocked
down, dragged fifty feel

in the mud, banged
against an ash can. which
upset and covered him
with ashes. His nose
was bleeding and three

front teeth were missing
wh<n two policemen lift-

ed him to his feet. Nev-
ertheless, his first words
following a bloody smile
Well',

"Pleasant day, isn't it,

gentlemen?"

Revenge

"Hello, Jack! How are

you and Nan gettingonT"
"She played me a mean

trick, and I quit her."
"How's that?"
"Shi- married another

fellow.
"

f •> '

SHE BELIEVES IN LEAP-YEAK
What's so rare as a day in June?

Minute— 1 should say a day in February.

GETTING INTO DEEP WATER

Stew versus Roast

I'M GLAD I married .lini instead
Of John—though Johnny's got
coin.

When me and John went out, we fed
Like swells— along the Tenderloin,

On chicken, roast, chops, steak or sqtM
With frosty bottles on the side;

But eat in ' now's a sort of job—
I guess I've kinder lost my stride.

For poor old Jimmy leads me to

A side-street, paper-napkin dump,
Where soup] mutton stew-

Remind me I'm an awful chump.

We pick our teeth, and Jim'll

"Old girl, come on! You're look)

glum.
Let's float along the Creat Whit.-

'

And get some beers — that'

sorni-
1"

And when we pass the good hotels,

Take it from me, I never stop;
Them crispy, roast-.. tOSSty smells

dive me the solar-plexus (lop.

It's Johnny's world! I fill my ch-

And dream of pocket hooks and him—
Hut. say. I bet > ou never i

I'd rather smell the stew with Jim.
—ju .



If the craze for cabaret dancing continues, why not break in the waiters and the waitresses ?

W h W h osiers v e r y w ere
By HORACE DODD GASTJT

r)ANIELS, JOSEPHUS—Managing ed-

itor of United States navy in Cabi-

net of President Wilson. Launched upon
the troubled seas of

life in early infancy

at Washington, N.

C, May 18th, 1862.

Has wielded a trench-

ant pen from the

first, writing his first

words with his fin-

ger, which he dipped

into a blacking box,

on his nurse's pina-

fore, at the age of

four days: "We look with alarm upon
the reactionary efforts of the old fogies

of the hour to substitute the words 'lab-

bord' and 'stabbord' for 'gee' and 'haw'
on the farm, just as we should look with
equal disfavor upon any attempt on the

part of the same parties to substitute the

words 'gee' and 'haw' for 'labbord' and
'stabbord' on board a man-o'-war. " This

|

shows at what an early age he first mani-
fested that quality of intelligent interest

in two widely diversified branches of the

public service which caused the President

so much embarrassment later, when it

came to deciding whether to place him at

the head of the Navy Department or in

charge of that of Agriculture.

Showed marked inclination toward jour-

nalism and naval affairs as a school boy,

combining the two interests by making
paper boats and admiral's cocked hats out

of old newspapers wherever and when-
ever opportunity offered. Became marine

editor of Raleigh News and Observer,

and, seizing the tide at that ebb which

leads on to fortune, was carried along on

the wave of success and was
ultimately washed into the

editorship itself. Has acted

on many occasions as pilot of

the Ship of Democracy, and

is said to have been confiden-

tial adviser of Admiral Bryan
more than once when that

gentleman found himself
hopelessly at sea and over his

head in the maelstrom of pol-

itics, standing nobly by even

when his chief lay stranded

on the shores of defeat,

calmly confident of the ul-

timate salvage. The eloquence

of his pen and the broadness

of his view are such that there are thou-

sands of his contemporaries who affection-

ately refer to him as the man who put
the "con" in conning tower. His devotion

to naval matters has made him an expert
sailor from the ground up, and his inti-

mate knowledge on sight of the subtle

peculiarities of every kind of wind that

blows, taken together with an unusually

penetrating weather-eye, which he never
closes, inspires great confidence in his

efficiency as managing editor of the Navy
Department.

His democracy is abso-

lutely pure, and extends

even to an utter detesta-

tion of silk hats, the one

THEY SPENT A DAY AT A WATERING PLACE



he wore in accordance with the require-
ment! of custom on inauguration day hav-

gned the day after to the ig-

ooble office of acting

basket, to hold
letters from shore ad-
mirals asking not to be

U Has radical

in respect to the
duties of sailors, one of
which is that these
gentlemen should have
at least a rudimentary
knowledge of the habits
of oceans, great lakes

I navigable rivers, and should be able
at Bight to tell between a drag store win-
dow and the tail endof a tagboat at night
As an economist is a strong believer in a
big navy, not necessarily as an engine of
war, but for the purpose of keeping the
personnel busy and compelling the long
list Of rear-admirals to move to the front
occasionally and earn their salaries. Is a
man of rare and genial presence, and,
like the original Josephus, incorruptible
by the lure of the sirens of wealth or
personal expediency. Address, Admiral
Joe, Ac the Sign of the Slouch Hat. Pier
A No. 1, Navy Department, Washington.

Proved It

j^|KS. HROWN arrived late at the regu-
lar meeting of her card club, and

appeared quite flustered, unlike her usual
calm, we||-poised self. Upon being asked
the cause of her apparent perturbation,

A DREAM OF BLISS
Oh, Billy! ii it wuz only pink sody water !"

EXTENUATING CIRCUMSTANCES
Mn Blank - I think those pictures are just awful

'

Mr Wait—But you must recollect thet they re all
done by band.

she explained that, while waiting for the
street car, she had been greatly annoyed
by a strange man, who insisted upon talk-
ing to her.

" What did you do?" inquired her sym-
pathizing friends.

"Well, to show him I was a lady, I

slapped his far.
'"

His Yearn

"Well, ('laud.-,'* inquired the county
clerk, addressing a young negro who had
percolated into the office and stood nerv-
ously jiggering his hat in both hands.
"what can I do for you'."'

"W'y—w'y, Bah, I wants—
dat is, if yo* 'scosably pi.

sab—wants to git a—a li<

to practice mafimonv, sah."

Giving Life its Flavor

The salt of the earth.

Sweet dispositions.

Bitter experience.

Soar tempers.

pery p.-., pie.

Spicy stories.

Honeyed words.

Little pickli

Sage counsel.

Mint jn

Gingery comments.

The Fan

J-JH said the umpire was a thief.
And heaped abuse upon his nam.-.

What is the cause of all his grief.'
His home team lost a game.

To-day he says the "ump" is great—
The very best beneath the sun.

Why BQCh a sudden change of state V

To-day his home team won !

— ...

Another Angle

"Does the count intend to contest his
wife '8 suit for divorce?"
"No; but his creditors do."

GUutft
ing to die

( "tiadyt

TALKING BKHIND HER BACK
When Jack proposed yesterday he said he was will-

lor me.
—What did you tell him ?

— To consider himself a desd one.



IceaeiKs-ir.

A BRIGHT IDEA
Izaak — Oh, hang it, Mary, I forgot the bait

!

Mary—Do you suppose the fish would notice the difference if you were to use spaghetti ?

Almost Europe

rF YOUR soul is a bit temperamental
1 And you pine for a tour continental,

Come along,

Get a flat

On the upper East Side for a song

—

Think of that!

Where Pavlowa can wash up your dishes;
Donizetti supply you with fishes;

Manuel
Run the steam,

By the side of his wife, Jezebel—
What a team

!

Be-a-tri-che will serve you with custard,
And Rebecca supply you with mustard.

Atmosphere?
Come along

To the East Side of town. It is here
For a song. —Jane Burr.

Frequenters of the great white way have
no balance in affairs of weight.

Dutch Courage

<< TTXCUSE me, old man," says the in-

timate friend, "but, really, you

ought not to take on so many cocktails

just before going home to dinner."

"It isn't that I like th' thingsh," al-

most weeps the gentleman addressed, in

a moment of semi-maudlin confidence.

"I don't care for zhem, but I got to get

up shome short o' courage to be able to

ack unconsherned in th' preshenshe o' m'
wife'sh new butler."

Freshies

"Ah!" says the visitor in the college

town, noticing the long file of young
men parading about the campus. "Some
raw recruits?"

"Yes and no," explains the resident.

"They're what you might call rah-rah

recruits."

She Didn't Mind

« «(~)F COURSE you are paying for my
time," said the pretty stenogra-

pher, "and if you want to waste it"

"I do," promptly declared her em-
ployer, and kept on waisting it.

Mendacity

I can stand for the man with the personal
hobby,

And live through the ravings of those
who have fads;

But my temper is short and inclined to

be knobby
With the person who says that he never

reads ads.

When Harmony Is Possible

So long as the conversation steers away
from tariffs and agriculture and pork

barrels and such-like topics, Democratic
harmony in Congress seems assured.



AmTCHING- OUR FUNN^t -

oW0RLLV GO BY
^
i -<a

Whv Things Arc Slow at

This Season

N c* port

THK LATEST and newest fad among
boi • i y people at Newport is taking

a pig out riding in the automobile, in-

: of a lapdog.

This is going to hold things back at

Newport. We wish it distinctly under-

stood that we do not favor this new
fashion. Newport cannot count on our
support.

If anybody should invite us to spend a

i in Newport this summer, we
shall have to hurt somebody's feelings by

not complying with the latest fashion. It

makes no differei ce how well brought up
the i

't it> parentage may be, or

how hlu.' its blood may he, we feel that

it will never have a very warm place in

our heart. There are always
s in our heart that a pig can-

tOUct). We don't doubt that a

pig with a pink ribbon around its

throat and its nose Btickii g out of a

blue-tinted bag looks cute, but,

still, we will never June away for a

pig to take out in our auto.» This

is all because of something that

happened to us when we were
younger.

1 h • ''a we slipped out into the

lot, where a large, rotund mother
pig lay dozing in the bosom of her

family. We picked up one of her

ring by the tail, as some 01 e had told

t if you picked up a pig by its tail

it would sound no tocsin of warning.
This is a falsehood. This offspring had

a particularly good tocsin and turned it on

full bla8t. With that, the mother pig

I to her feet and made at us. We
I on. The mother pig a< lerated

her sp 1. and we did also. Our acceler-

ator was in good working order. The
mother pig took a nip out of our calf.

t stop to reprove her we kept
on acceleral ii

We mad.' for a tree and started up it.

The mother pig struck at us and got a

• dorsal tooth caught in the Seat of

our tl We kept right on. Again
truck at us, and again she got her

teeth tangled in our trousers. We kept
right on tOWard the top. We got one

foot over a limb and looked down at her

in hurt surprise. But she did not stop to

interpret the look in our cms aid kept

walking arout d and around the tree,

mumbling under her breath.

All afternoon she stayed beneath that
tree, while we remained on that limb.

We got a good chai >e to Btudy her pro-

file. We spoke to the mother pig, asking

her like a gentleman to retire; bother
finer feelings were gone. Oft< n she stood

upon her bind feet, with her fore feet

against the tree, trying to reach us; but

she could not comfort us.

Finally, through the gloaming, came
the owner and looked at us in surprise.

He threw the mother jug some corn,

which she began to eat with a loud rel-

ish. The manners she s t for her

spring were not all that a cultivated mind

" TllK NEWEST PAD is takiv; a PIG OUT l;tl>IN'<; "

could desire. The owner asked why we
wre so bent on bticking to that limb. We
explained that bent wasn't any name for

ii ; we bad no desire to become sustenance

for the mother pig

—

especially when she

had BUCh bad table manners.

The owner helped us down and led us

away without one vain regret. We could

' beauty in the domestic BC< 1
• be-

fore US. Prom that day on, none of the

swine family has had any attraction for

us. We will have to disappoint Now-
port. It will have to get along the b st

way it can without us- -we flatly refuse

to bow to this new foible of fashion.

* Wa raally haran't an] aoto; bat
1 a w liilr.

They've passed a law in Claj tot,. Mo..

a suburb of St. Louis, imposii ur a line for

swearingon the streets. The tine is from

?1 to $100. If an\ DO ly h<s to go to jail

because he can't pay up, our sympathy is

with him we've been in Clayton.

Strange Doings. What?

A MAN in Jersey City is suing a con*

cern because it is using hi

bologna advertisement. Probably a 1

ber of the firm came across the Ji

City rutin and said, "We must use this

man's fa I never saw such a fa©

That's a pretty poor pun, isn't Itl V .

we had to butcher the King's F.ngli.-h to

make it.

Forgive us this one time, and We'll

never, never
1 lin.

Random Notions

The latest fad among the women of

Paris is to carry their own ipoonS Wh» n

they go to an afternoon tea. We trust

that the worm n, on leaving the tea shop,

won't wipe the spoons under their :t

Real ladies would never be guilty

of that. A real lady would lightly

cleanse the spoon on her underskirt

and replace the utensil in her bag.

By Watching Paris Women at a fash-

ionable tea, \oti can soon tell which

are the real ladies and which are

only social climbers.

An Englishman said tin 1 other 1 lav,

on the street in Chicago, that the

Irish were no good and would never

have borne rule in Ireland. He is

still on a diet of mutton broth, but

the head physician says that be

will be aide to go out in a wheel chair in

a couple of weeks.
a

A genius has invented an alarm clock

that sounds like ripping cloth. No doubt,

on hearing it, a person just tears out.

We could have Said, "Well, anyway, it

should make a ripping good alarm"; but

that would have been cheap and tawdry.

There is nothing worse than a pun that

goes fiat.

Y. -, a pun should always be pungent.

Now that women are going to
I

pistol pockets on their hips, a lot of peo-

ple are worn ing that some of the suffra-

gettes will take to gun packing. But We
think there is a mistake of one letter.

Our bet is that they are more apt to take

to gum packing.

Or, again, speaking in military terms,

powder pu



FOR THE PURPOSE OF AN ALIBI

Dhoo ! If you 're goin' to blame me fer everything 'at happens, what 's th' use o' keepin' a cat ?"

Moderation

^DIFFERENT language, so they say,

* will make a different man.

he sailor lives in sweet accord with

this elastic plan,

ne wife in every foreign land still

leaves him conscience-free,

or changing language changes self

—

each time he puts to sea!

o do not blame the sailor lad because

he's not as you,

ut praise him if, in every

port, he doesn't wed with

two! —Key CtAnmack.

The Lost Classics

Teacher—What can you say

f Damon and Pythias?

Pupil—I only pay attention

o those in the big league.

Restricted Talent

down—De Bolieux is awon-
erful juggler, isn't he?

Acrobat—Yes; but I called

n him at his flat when he was
:eeping bachelor's hall last

inter, and he couldn't flop a

'riddle cake to save his life.

Viewpoints

Mrs. Gramercy—When I married you,

I thought you'd sown your wild oats.

Gramercy—With all your money, my
dear, it would have been a shame not to

start another crop.

H'

Riches often take wings when they are

invested in flying machines.

NOWADAYS
Mr. Puffy Where can I find the book, " Man, Kuler of the

Suffragette Librarian—In the fiction department.

Frequently the Way
[E started out to s-peculate,

But, as his cash supply grew less,

In order to keep up the gait,

He found he had to drop the "s."

Her Blame

Mrs. Crabshau—Why didn't you tell

me before I married you that you were

never home before midnight?

Crabshaw—I thought you
knew it, my dear. I used to

be around to your place as late

as that nearly every night.

The Rich Girl

No more a bluff will guarantee,

The game is hard to beat;

For now her pa will ask to see

Your income-tax receipt.

Proof Positive

Crawford—Do you believe

that a mule really kicks as

much as they say?

Crabshaiv — Well, I notice

that they never hitch one up to

a dynamite wagon.
World ?'



JUDGES MOTION PICTURES
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DI SCOVERE D!

HAROLD OVERHEARS
PERCY'S PROMISE
TO SEND ROSES
THE NEXT DAY.
AND PLANS

5WIET REVENGE

a

:s

The Course of True \x>ve. in which everything is considered fair.

Too Much Competition

, 4I_IANG It!" matters the enraptured

youth. "What chance have I toyoui

get her alone? She has to go to the au-

to show, the food show, the Bower show,

the dog show, the millinery show, th*

Unvcddcd

Ttaeher (in grammar class)—What it

a singular pronoun, Johnny?

/oAnny—One that isn't married yet

His Duty

Policeman (loquiter)— I teen my d

an' I done it. I says to the capti

"There's a guy runnin* a tough j<

down the street." The captain sayi

While there are laws against artificial me, "Go pull"— an* I starts to go—"h

land show and— Oh, well, there's no show coloring for foodstuffs, it is an open sea- leg," says the captain. So I seen n

for n son for artificially colored complexions. duty an* I done it.



THE MODERN WOMAN
Curbsidc Comments

By ORSOLA w. HASKELL
With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go,

And I. a watcher on the curb, look out for wr.tl oi woe.

And note wliat word the gaping world in passing ma\ bestow.

Pint-cup Politics

k|ADAM MARIA VEKONE, a French
lawyer, has suggested, as some

eep-browed souls before her, that we
ave not woman suffrage, but "mother
uffrage"—that the vote resolve itself

ito a civic trading stamp given for

laternity. All hail to the Veronean
iea! At one fell swoop it would bar

rom the ballot box thousands, aye, mil-

ions of the unsexed creatures who choose

o become wage-earners rather than to

emain ladylike starvers. And what
boon it would be to the State, ad-

litting to its privileges and coun-

ils only the cream of womanhood,
"or it is a gratifying fact that Mrs.

imith or Mrs. Jones, after present-

rig the community with specimens

f posterity without regard to the

itter's quality or training, are lift-

d high into the realms of wisdom
nd worth. How far they rise, for

nstance, above an unmarried female

ke Mary Bartelme, of Chicago,

he public guardian for Cook Coun-

y, Illinois, and the first woman
udge for girl delinquents! Called

The Mother of Ten Thousand Child-

en" and having under her charge
ever less than four hundred at a

ime, how can she hope, for ex-

mple, to understand the needs of

hildren as her married sister

rould? No, matrimony is the only edu-

ator and maternity the only service

/orth mentioning, and so let us hand
olitical premiums only to those who
ave properly qualified.

Classes

,LJOW BRIGHT the women look!"
she said.

"How good they are an 1 true!

'hey've bettered church and home and
schools.

Why not the great state, too?
live them the vote." A sage came by

and answered her at last,

'You note them through your suffrage
specs that yellow glamours cast."

'How stupid is the female sex!"
Another voice spoke low.
They always lag behind the men.
They're silly, sly and slow.

Ceep them at home." The sage replied,

in accents sad, "Alas!
)ear anti, look! Your lorgnette's made

of dreary old smoked glass."

Cards

VfOTES- FOR -WOMEN playing cards

may now be obtained by the un-

righteous at any emporium where the

vote vandals preside. Thus do women
ally themselves with baseness. For will

not enormous revenues now come from
the gambling element, who will in a body

desert the anti side and rush to the suf-

frage precincts, lured by the yellow

beauty of kings and jacks?

Little drops of prejudice,

Little grains of fear,

Make old fogies everywhere
And our antis dear.

10U HOCtHs

USING THE BACK WAY

The Antics of the Anti Cat

B) I i inor Bykks, Chairman Press Unreal. National American
Woman Suffrage Association

THE ANTI cannot go to the Capitol

herself, because it is no place for a

lady; but she lets her favorite cat—Indi-

rect Influence—go. The cat cannot go

by the front door, because he might be

taken for a lobbyist; but he is not afraid

of underground routes, and he knows the

soot will soon rub off. Once inside, the

cat will be so ingratiating the legislators

will enjoy petting him and playing with

him. Everything will be very pleasant,

unless the legislators fail to do what the

Anti and the cat want done. Then little

I. I. will be quite capable of howling and

scratching until he gets his way. W»ul«l

it not be better if the Anti went herself

to the Capitol? It would seem so; but,

then, she would have to be responsible

for what she did, and Antis, you know,

like power without responsibility.

Suffragette Snapshots
Hii IDA HUSTED HARPER

COME awful things are promised in the

season's styles for man. They are to

be more expensive, which will require him

to owe his tailor more than ever. Even-

ing trousers are to be very loose, and $15

shoes are to replace pumps, so that the

creature can perpetrate the tango and

turkey trot without accident. For the

rest of the day the clothes are to be very

tight, so as to show the natural form,

and this is where the long-suffering pub-

lic will start a suffragette movement.

The San Francisco building inspector

says that now he can say to the

builders, "There is one organiza-

tion of voters—the Civic Center

—

numbering over a thousand public-

spirited women, who will measure

up your new tenements and see

whether you violate the law."

Every city needs a watching com-

mittee to compel the enforcement

of laws much more than a commit-

tee to secure new laws, and women,

with their greater leisure, will

make admirable watchers as soon

as they are invested with power to

act.

n
It is often asked why the suf-

fragists will not consent to the sub-

mission of the question to a vote of

women. Because it would require

just as much money and effort to

make a campaign of that kind as

one among male voters, and, after it was
finished, the results would not be binding,

but all would have to be done over again,

as only qualified electors can change a

State constitution. Such a proposal is a

mere subterfuge, and it failed ignomini-

ously in every Legislature where it was
introduced this year.

i

The New York suffragists are selling

soap to raise money. Is that symbolical

of a general cleaning up when women get

the vote?

Miss Julia Lathrop, head of the Na-
tional Children's Bureau, says, "The anti-

suffragists are like the hypnotized chick-

ens which balk at a chalk line when there

is nothing beyond." Yes; and after the

ballot is actually given to women, they

are just like those same chickens when
some corn is dropped the other side of

the chalk line.



LAUGHS FROM OTHER LANDS
#

A Poor Attorney

•
'• r I.ihrpr hatdirh bestrast. cil .

Papa wiv'ii .1. r Suche nut ihm Rucksprache »

men I

Ach. wcnn matin v>n Pupa vvrl.-idiKt
wird.

Motl r Whal ! Tin' teacher punish. '.1

you, even after papa has had a talk with
him?

Oh, when one is defended by
papa!

—

Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich).

So Selfish

'You know, nay dear, men are quite
impossible, If I accept Jink's pro]

be will e; t.> marry him; and If

I refuse it, he will expect to be allowed
t'> marry some out' else."

—

Byatandci
( London).

Special Request

"Please, teacher, mother says can Al-
berl David sit by 'iaself this mornln',
'cos

'

i touch o' the measles?"

—

h (London).

Forgetful
" H«nta sinil wir vi.t Wo. h.- v.rh'iratrt. I<-h

m mlch, K.luard, dass du nar nicht m-iiftii-rig

In t. M i" mi I' I" iii. i

"To-day it is four weeks since wo are
married. I am surprised, Edward, that
you are not anxious to know what pres-

ent to make me on such an occasion!"

—

Ulk (Berlin).

Hints to Climbers: How To Attract Notice

Invent (if possible) a sillier and more
undignified dance than has ever been
danced before.— Punch (London).

The Only New Thing
"Arh. Frnu Ma ' M Klm.n " Ka i>t ja

. Mitotan i«*h Sie u«'»«hon ! Wa»
k'll't i*'i» tx'l Ehnrn |

"

" NirhtK B—ondajaa— nur meinen Mann "

"Oh, Mrs. Meyer, how do you do? It's

an age sine* I've teen you! Anything
new with \ ou?"
"Only my husband. "— F< I'Aact-

ler (Munich).

Too Much Scotch

Mrs. McTavith (enticingly) — Coral

awa' over tae this side, Donal', an' gel

tae yer l»>'d.

Donal'— I'll dae nothin o' the kin

It's takin' me all ma time tae stay wha
I am.

—

Sketch (London).

s'«

An Unkind Cut

Artist— I paint only for pleasure.

Foir cntir—And only for y<>ur own,
presume.— /• ter (Munich),

H

Forbidden Fruits
" Ni.-lit wahr. Hnnrirh. w.-t ... »ir v rhi-iraU't win

nclim-n wir UDt- >i:r \S . hnunir nut M'hr .

Zlmnu
•n"*"

" Zum SrhiilH-lani!"

"When we are married, we are goii

to take a house with very large room]
aren't We, Henry?"

"
I • r what purpo

"So that we can do the glide dai—Jugi I d i Munich).
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VICARIOUS PUNISHMENT
'Now see what ye git fer playin' ball on Sunday! Game pretty near puttin' th" pastor's eye out!"

Breaking the Ice

JOW, Miss Imogene,

"

argues the young
who has been receiv-

the frigid stares and

nonosyllabic replies of

fair young thing who
= to become offended

im at the dinner and

inued to accumulate

rnatfon at the opera,

I perfectly useless for

to attempt to act like

ceberg. Science tells

lat only one-eighth of

:eberg is visible, and
r

nsidering the fact that

sras wearing anevening
1, he really might have

:ised a bit more tact. fl haJiuJuJU. R*o^a» -

Useless for Furnishings

THE weather bureau.

The river bed.

The wood tick.

The college spread.

The mantle of charity.

The witness stand.

The baseball pitcher.

The bowl on the alley.

A Rare Treat

I love to listen to the song
Of joyous little bfrds,

Because I know there's

nothing wrong
Or vulgar in the words.

Ini enuous Child

1 are not squabs that

ar on the menu of a

mian table d'hote.

REASON FOR THE PREFERENCE
Gladys— Mrs. Wouldbesmart cares more for hex dogs than for her children.

Muriel—Certainly; they have a pedigree.

Elderly widowei If I

were your papa, Bobby,

what is the first thing you.

would ask of me?
Eligible widow's little boy

—I'd ask you what makes
you dye your hair.



The Best Policy

i \ \ i. come tax they frame,
\ I yon find they've got yoor nunc

Will J
"ii truthfully dis

close

All that in your pocket

Will yon count each fee
j cu earned,

Tell h <> w min-h y o i r

ka returned?
Will you, on your honor

true,

Pay the u t rn B t cent
that's due!

Tell the truth. Bir, if

\ cu can !

Tell the whole truth like a man!
Would you stoop to lies, forsooth?

Tell the truth!
It" to wed a girl \ on seek,
An. I the maiden thus should speak
"When we're married, will you be

as you are now to me?
Will you bring me sweets an I Rowers,

I hold my hand for hours'.'

Will you take me to the play.

Never care from me to Btraj
'.'"

Tell the truth, sir, like a man!
Tell the whole truth if you can !

Falsehood is a serpent's tooth

—

Tell the truth!-/: it ,,,„.

In New York

Howard— Here's a man who sa\ s that

happiness depends on the c k.

Coward— In more cases it depends on
the delicatessen shop.

PKKOCCUPI
-ake, why The water

is fine I

ftr—Chap at the bath-house told mr to remember my
bath-house number, and I m trying to keep n in my mind

DOORSTEPS

Food for Thought

A savory morsel of scandal.

A pretty kettle of fish.

The cold shoulder.

A perfect stew.

A nice hash.

Some square and cube roots.

II IS ( ked (_'.

sauce for the go
Tongue of rumor.

Trifles li^ht as air.

A regular pudding.

Honeyed words.
(

' n did opinions.

Apples of discord.

Fruit of experience.

Milk in the cocoanut.

("ream of the joke.
— '..

It Was True

Bak*r— I understand your
late wife could make everything

In the ( kbook.

Dyspeptic— She not only

could, but did.

Hard To Choose

iiTIIH jury has been out a long time

" Ye- ; and 1 doubt their e\

reaching a verdict. You *
one in which a life-insurance solicitor

suing a book agent, and I fancy the ju

men are trying to figure out

for Bticking them both."

Her Figure

"He fell in love with her fimp
No wonder, for she was a peach.

He shook at the thought of prop
She Beamed so far out of reach.

"He fell in love with her flgUl

She was constantly in his thoughts
No wonder he loved her BO madly—
Her figure was one and six naught

Unfailing Remedy

Mrs. \'<kiiI (to dear friend)—What
the secret of getting a new frock out

hubby after he refuses once'.'

Mrs. Wil, if— If at first you don't su

. <ry again

!



HE HARDIHOOD of automobiles is a

constant surprise to me. It used to

be that out to the Chau-

tauqua Grounds and back

was as far as an auto

could go without having

a workman climb into it

with a blowpipe and a

reel of wire and do some
swearing; but of late

/s all an auto asks is that you keep the

id open in front of it.

This was brought to my attention very

•cibly the other day. I borrowed a

.chine from a friend to take a spin.

<e all people who have never had any

perience running a machine, I felt that

auto was an open book before me. As
eral friends on my block were watch-

I I thought I would start the machine
th eclat; but I found that my eclat had

>sted to the roots. Eclat isn't a suc-

58 as a self-starter.

Reaching over, I gave two or three of

i most likely-looking levers a pull, and

j seat hit me in the back. The ma-
ne kept going faster and faster, leap-

* ahead as if something was after it.

fumbled at the steering wheel until I

w that I had little or no influence over

e machine. I saw at once that all I

aid do would be to go back to town and

ing word as to what had happened.

Gateposts flew by like pickets. I

ached over for levers that would get

e machine to change its mind. There
re plenty of levers, but they had noth-

g to say about the speed.

A large, fat man was walking down
e middle of the road, stopping now and

en to pluck a fragrant flower from a

eluded nook. I turned on the horn, but
was too much wrapped up in his flower

pay any attention. The fenders flicked

m out where he had been gathering the

agrant flowers, but I could not stop to

k if he had provided for his family. I

)uld have gone back willingly, if I could

,ve done so, and asked him if he had
ffered a contusion; but I did not feel

at it was best to leave the machine
st yet. I did not want to go off and
ave it all alone on a country road. A
ithering of care-free cows were con-

ntedly walking down the middle of the

ad. I sounded the horn and waved my
ind at them, but they only turned and
ized at me in round-eyed wonder. I

w that some of them were mothers, but
could not stop to congratulate them,
ith my horn screaming, I dashed into

eir midst—especially into the midst of

large roan. Before she could take cog-
zance of what she was doing, she was
ing on her stomach bv the side of the

ad.

An Auto and Some
Care- free Cows

Hi/ lloMF.i: CROY

A young mother, with two offspring at

her side, lifted her tail and ran down the

road, trying to keep ahead of me. I

immediately dubbed her Cornelia. Then
I hit her on the diaphragm and threw her

on her ear. She got up with a hurt and

astonished look on her face, but Cornelia

should have rejoiced that her family

jewels were safe.

I sped on over hill and dale, until we
came to a turn in the road where a

beetling sandbank stood. Instinctively

I felt a dislike for that sandbank. I felt

that we should come together.

We did!

Slowly I got the sandbank off me and

shook it out my trouser legs. Two farm-

ers came up and looked into the hole that

I had just made, then at the machine

plunged into the sand to its waist.

"Is that machine yours?" asked one of

them.

"No," I answered, with pride.

"But you just left it," he argued.

"Yes," I admitted; "but without fond

regrets. How much will you charge to

get it back to town for me?"
The two men looked at me carefully,

then went off and conferred. From time

to time they looked at me critically, and

I knew they were going to provide well

for their families. When they named

HOW TO WEAR AN EVEN-
ING GOWN THOUGH THE
NECK BE IMPERFECT

For "Adam's appre,"

the mannish collar.

For noticeable bones on shoul-

\ ders, epaulets give military effect

to simplest gown.

Ctkji (?L»..« t^
For the "chic" but chick-

en-chested girl, lace frill.

For too thick a neck, the

"Cinch" neck belt.



TIIK I.ITTi K VILLAGE G1BL HE LEFT BEHIND HI M CALLS \T HIS OFFICE AFTKK BEVERAL )

w££

the amoant, I Baw that they were plan-

ning a college coarse, too, for their chil-

dren. When they returned, we walked
back to the machine still imbedded in

the sandbank. This took

only a few minutes.

They hitched onto the

back end of the machine
and dragged it out of its

> trouble. Soon we were

t on our way back to town.

I dare I not look back at

the machine to see how
much it had Buffered, for

fear I would break down.

How Bad for it to be cut

down in the beauty and innocence of its

youth! Every time I thought <>f Emil

and of how much he loved his car. I

wondered what I could mortgage.

"Emil," I said brokenly, "two of us

went out riding this afternoon. I am
the only survivor. We brought the other

in b 'hind a wagon. Come out and look

at it, and I'll pay down all I can and th--

ilments. I'm still young,

you i you'll K't your money all

right."

Emil looked at the machine, punched

it in the ribs, felt of its pulse, and ex-

plored the small of its back with his

thumb. Untying the machine, he jumped

in and ran it around the block.

"Are these friends of yours?" be asked,

waving his band al the two men, who

I dividing the loot.

"No," I answered, with feeling.

"Well, then, did you have them brine;

you back just to be thrown Into their

company?"
"No." I answered. "I met a sand-

bank that way. 1 didn't know how else

to get the machine back."
"Why didn't you get in and drive it

back? That jolt didn't hurt it. A little

accident that way doesn't hurt an auto-

mobile any longer. Itu-^ed to knock them
out, but now it just gets their fighting

blood up. Get in and I'll drive you home.

Fine evening, isn't it?"

I agreed that it was clearing up, and

thought to myself how rough you can be

with an auto and not have any effect on

it. It used to be that you couldn't hit

one with a sofa cushion without laming it,

and now you can bit one with a sandbank

and it will laugh in your fai

The Maxims of Marcus O'Pt

DEVENGE i- my son, bv
the Wise Cuy attains to the \

><{ discretion, he avoids sweets as r

ossible.

The man who shaves his own n<

my dear Bildad, will never
I

by an obstreperous creditor.

For every-day d noble

tus, a goodly supply of elbow gr<

is rather to be chosen than a shar-

lard Oil.

Remember the saying of Centsfl

th.- first hackman, oh, G
that a snowball in the hand is \vi

two in the neck.

The trouble with having a hie; h«

friend I'ompus, is that, in nine ci

out of ten. investigation shows t

there is nothing in it.

Beware, oh. Apollinaris, of the

cient saw with the rusty teeth,

true that the early bird catcheth

worm, but there be Others

the worm, like the fest ive catfish

getteth nothing but the hook

Yes, most noble Vertigo, th

man's motto, when a kit:,

would had him to the scratch, is " I'awi

Yet would I caution thee Bgail

so in public, for there be many men w
guns about, to whom a jest of suel

nature is an offei Be of a capital sort

Should the day ever dawn, oh, Win!
top. when man shall cease to decei

woman, then will it come to pass Uf

that day that there will be no ml
marriages in the land, and the State

Matrimony will no longer be regarded

a State of the Union.

In Nineteen Fifty

"Anything unusual about that nl

restaurant you patronize?"

"Yes; no women smoke there."

I

lie wF
wool.

The cash register does not always ril

up the full price paid for pleasure.

FOOLISH QUESTION
CftiflU—Where are all the people who

used to live at the seashore ?

Walnut— They are spending the sum-

mer in the city
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i e m t e d F ate
N 0! "

Her answer was firm, and yet her

anner such that it seemed to bid him
hope. In his eyes

and attitude were
supplication, appeal.

"But," he began

again, "if you will

only hear me, I"

A growing impa-

tience appeared upon

her as she gazed in-

to his face, this man
i earnest, so eager.

"I offer you"
He would have urged his longing with

ill more warmth, but she bade him
ause.

"You need go no further!" said she.

There was a rising flush on her cheek

—

visible hardening of her voice—a nerv-

js tapping of her foot upon the floor.

"But you would not reject my offer if

ou would only hear what I"

Again she interrupted. Disdain, scorn,

idignation now spoke in tone and atti-

ude and glance.

"I do not wish to hear!" said she. "I
ave listened too long as it is. To pro-

jng this were idle. I wish you would go !"

Wherein could he s< >•

vain man, even a gleam of

hope that led him to per-

sist? Yet he clung to his

purpose. lie rushed to his

fate.

"Then, if you will hoc

hear to that appeal, I will

offer"

Almost fiercely she in-

terrupted him.

"You can offer me noth-

ing that I want!" she cried.

"You can make no offer to

me that I would not reject

!

Will you go?"
And yet he heeded not

the warning in her flashing

eye, her heaving breast,

the suppressed tempest in

her very voice.

"But" I"

The storm broke.

"Once and for all, go!"
she exclaimed. "I have
more tinware now than
would stock a store ! And
I have got no use for your

wooden ladles and your but-

ter bowls! Pick up your

CUTTING OUT CUPID
M. Idas—Has your son an eye for business ?

C. Rtsus— I should say he has, with three millionaires' daughters on his calling list !

THE GIRL(S) I LEFT BEHIND ME

traps and go, or when this rolling pin

falls you will have to go back to your tin-

shop and have rivets put in you!"
The peddler took up his goods.

"It has got so now," said he, as the

door closed behind him with a bang, "that

women don't know a bargain when they

see one, so they don't!"

And he passed slowly on, to tempt fate

at the house on the next block.—aw Mott.

Out of the Mouths of Babes

T MET a schoolgirl at a ball,

Her years thirteen, her locks in curls.

"What dance do you like best," said I,

"My most demure of little girls?

"Now, shall we dance a minuet,
An Irish jig or Highland fling,

Mazurka, Boston or Bolero,

Or some Hungarian gypsy thing,

"A quadrille, waltz or rigadoon,

A two-step or a set of lancers?

Or would you dance a pas seul only,

Like those famous Russian dancers?"

She frowned. I saw she was not pleased.

"I know the grizzly bear," I cried,

"And all the very latest things

—

The Apache dance, the Gaby glide,

"The turkey trot, the bunny hug,

Or, if you like, Spain's wild fandango.

"

"Aren't these a trifle slow?" said she.

"Oh, please, sir, can you tango?"
— R. <\ Reade.
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No Complaint To Make

IT WAS at th- vaudeville. The ^irl

with the excruciating voice had just

•

"Jul think I" groani . to the

him. "We paid real

money to hear that !"

"I didn't," placid

une in on a 'comp.

"Hut you had to spend carfare 1

her*. di<i you
in.

"Nop .

"
r» pi ie - t h ••

mplaining one. "I

live in walking d

"But. "
i

>•

• ly, "at least ymi

hoped to be entertained,

not punished.

"

"No, 1 didn't care,"
grinned the strainer. "I

away f I

home. My wife is clean-

ing hous'

No Bargain

"It strikes me that

g Terwilliger is rather

a shiftless lot. \Vh;it aim
in life has he?"

"
I think he rather hi

|

to marry a rieh wife."
"It's a vain hoi

Any woman with mi

whether young or old, who
out to buy a h

shop around and do better than he."

Amalgamation

Johnny's mother had instituti

of ten cents for every Boot made on the

•.- nil.

I rubbing his finger for a long time

over the cloth at his pi

"John, what are you doing?"
ther a' Is

" Nothing. I v. rj ing to rub

two spots ii.'

Philosophy

D 1 '!:
v
- he with sense of h

k<

• has this gift, life is not

Yet all may cultivate this joy of 1 »
f-

-

:

.l"k- d jingles ofttimes l<

strife.

• rstand. life is hut one grand alloy.

Delight in being human— that is joy.

Urea' i trouble you will •

Endeavor to accept them each in turn.

A Fiblc of Success

£"\NCE there was a bright young m
who set out to make his way in t

world. Various people pave him vnrii

kinds of good advice, and finally one kind
old gentleman said, "Remember, n

that there is always room at tl

You can get there if you try."
"I know a better way than that,

promptly replied the youth. "M\
Bimple. 1 will occuj

a room lower down and Ii

out all that room at the t

at a g I figure." Th
he did. and, accordingl

of his deacendaa
from that time forth ev<

had '

roke of worl
M oral There are i

better «t aj t h «

.

SELF-ADJUSTING
<"orae back with ray pants !

vou 're not going out to-day !

raitt -I know bat your m.i

The \Vhv

Teacher of'hygiene—Why must we al-

ways be careful to keep our homes
and neat '.'

/. ''- girl I may walk

m at any moment.

Well Chosen

Kidd A Morgan are running a

summer hotel at the seashore, and they

call it "The Breakers."

Haebin They picked a good name for

it. I was th. • hey broke me.

After Trials

-he has taken ar

:.
"

it. The others were onl

Bampli

Suggestive

Percy- -I wish I

e paper. I am
ful, and am going to p

e to a young la

latter.

This is a stationery
- you're looking for a hardware -tore

\ hardwai
Y.-; you need sandpaper.

Uninteresting

Mn 'hi- Is she a good conversational istl

hlarjorit No. I couldn't get her tc

talk about anybody I V<

In the game of love the fellow wiih th«

roj al diamond flush can alwa;

against a pair of heart

THE BUNCH THAT PAYS NO DIVIDENDS



, AS FOR me," said Arabella, "I'm
determined to go on the stage,

's the only really independent vocation

r woman."
"Arabella!" exclaimed Belinda.

"I mean it."

Arabella and Belinda were bachelor

rls. Spinsters are not exactly the same
eatures. They differ in age and a certain harmony that ap-

;als to the eye. Arabella and Belinda were sightly protests

jainst the very term "bachelor girl." And to a man on the

reet or up a tree, they separately and together belied their

tsperate purposes in life.

Arabella and Belinda had just left college, with parchments
tting forth certain proud acquirements and showing the phys-

al benefits of the higher education. Arabella and Belinda

ere all the more lovable in the premises because neither liked

cats and neither seemed to have any af-

fection for a dog of any breed. Intellect-

ually they were no doubt finished, but

emotionally they were elementary. Hap-

pily they did not lack means for comfort-

able living according to theirown devices.

They had quietly discussed the future

more than once, each with certain reser-

vations. Now, over their tea, they returned to it.

"But the dangers of the stage !" said Belinda. "They say

peril lurks in managers' offices, and stage-door hazards are a

tradition."

"Fudge!"
"And you have to— to—to show yourself so frankly. You

literally have to undress!"

"What do you mean?"
"Though your shape is all right, I'm sure!"
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IK THESE FOUR MEN ARE GOOD ENOUGH TO VOTE. WHY NOT THE WOMAN?

"Belinda!"
"Ai t if I win- a 'Johnny,' as they

call those chaps wh<> talk in falsetto

whose eyebrows ami hair exclude fore-

heads"
"Stop I Do yon think I 'd ever be a

showgirl? I mean the drama tragedy

nettling big tremendous! Oh, you
don't know what I've been doing! I can
play Lady Macbeth !"

V I Arabella struck a pose which she

thought was appropriate, closed her eyes

and began the somnambulic scene, " 'Out,

damned spot I Out, I say!'"
"Wait!" cried Belinda. "Do you

think, dear, that Mrs. Siddons ever stood

like that? Slu- must have rubbed one

band with the other. Or that Ristori or

Ellen Terry shut her eyes in that .-(•.•in-?

FAIL
• lore me !

••u so hard
then I crushed two ci

Bat jron used to crush two cigars.

Yuu read it jus! as yon spoke your grad-

uation essay.
"

Arahella emerged from her histrionic

mood with a laugh. "Hut what shall 1

do? What shall you do? We've decided

that matrimony is a snare and a delusion,

as it i~.
'*

"And that men are unnecessary ani-

mals, except as they gO to swell the

audience !"

"Or except as they may be used for a

bit of recreation on occasion, if they

happen to own motor cars. By the way.

1 met Jack Garland and Billy Sanford this

morning, as I was coming out of Madam
Dupe's shop.

"

"Why, you didn't tell me you had been
to Madam Dupe's! Did you finally order

that stunning leghorn shape and the para-

dise?"

"Yes. I was going to tell you. .lack

Garland and Hilly Sanford met me as I

came out, and Hilly asked if you and I

would like to go down the Jersey coast

to-morrow for a day in his auto."

"With him and .lack?"

"Of coin- e. We can't run s motorcar."
"Hut Jack proposed tome yesterday,

and I refused him.

"

•Well, what of it? Billy proposed to

me the day before, and I refused him.

They can't do anything worse than pro-

pose again in couples"
"Ail he refused ana in, of course. Hut

I'm not sure either of us has any time

for motor rides or to waste on such

chaps.
"

"Or any Other Chaps. Now. dear. I've

something to ask. Do you think it is

right for a young woman like me to think

too steadily of the uplift of tin- human
rao

"Not in view of the fact that you have

not added to the race and have no inten-

tion to do so. Hut what did yuu a:

Hillv ahout the motor ride?"

"I didn't answer. Now. if you thin

as you Bay, I shall give up my idea c

settlem.-nt work. There .-.-. m to

plenty of persons in it already .

"

"Y<-s. Besides, the dangers of settU

merit work an- enormous. Most youo
women who go into it might just as w4
contemplate a regular matrimonial hi

reHU with favor and he dot.,- with i'

They all get married that is. the we|

looking ones. The ill-looking ones hav

to do the work. You. my dear. ar<

tainly not ill-looking.

"

"Thanks, awfully !"

"And yuu are determined to remal
single, as I am. aid teach weakerwoml
lessons. But did you tell Billy we didn'

cari' to go down the coast

"The idea! How could I tell him ur

til I had spoken to you about it'.' r'o

myself, 1 don't care to go joy-riding

I've too serious a purpose in life. An
as I've given up rny plan to go in fo

settlement work. I must keep quiet for

lot and think of what to do -omethin

earnest and beneficial to humanity."

"Joy-riding, indeed! Thatwouldi ' b

joy-riding, and we really need a littl

change. The weather promises to h

fine. We can take our bathing suit

along.

"

"Yes, that's what Hilly said. And h

said they could order dinner in advanc

at that tine r.ew hotel.
"

"But, my dear, it seems you hav.

a little stupid ahout it. You haven'

even said we'd go. How an- th<

know?" Belinda almost snapped thi

out as the telephone bell rang.

"There!" said Arahella. "Hilly saii

he'd call up. That's him. I'm sure!"

And Arabella and Belinda ran to th

'phone together. i " hlrfrom

Many hreach-of-promise suits have hi

their beginning in a bathing suit.
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THE MODERN WOMAN
Comments
W. HASKELL

C u rbs i J c

/>> ORBOL.
kl with banners, the suffrage cohorts eo.

And I. a watcher on the curb, look out for weal of woe.

Ami note what word the capitis: worhi in passing may bestow.

A Noble Example

"TURING a suffrage debate an anti rose

and in sturdy tones spake: "Why
hould I strive for the

liserable ballot? I have

jur sons and a spouse,

nd I'd like to see any of

iem dare to vote except

le way I want them to!"

iThat a noble figure is

lis. standing out in clear

is-relief against a back-

round of bossed and

row - beaten manhood !

et every suffragist for-

et the women whose

)ur sons are daughters,

»st aside not only respect

Dr their own opinions,

ut the deference due to

lose of others, and emu-
ite this worthy despiser

the dignified methods
f the voter. For it is

irough creatures of her

ind that the full beauty

f indirect influence

ursts upon the human
lind.

The Cunning Things

^OME women say they

have all the rights

ley want—namely, to be loved, protected

nd supported. How sweet and cute this

Minds ! Just think—the babies in long

lothes have precisely the same rights!

Her View

THE SMALL daughter of a suffragist

championing the Votes-for-Women
uestion was heard to say to her father,

'Tain't right for this house to have only

ne vote. You're the only man we've
:ot. Even the kitten is a girl

!"

An Anti-climax

TERBAL evolution of a suffragist be-

ginning sixty years ago and up to

le present date: Monster, freak, fail-

re, frump, flirt.

The Remedy

1 METROPOLITAN newspaper has
shown us the way to crush out that

lonster—suffrage sentiment. In taking

small poll to find out how many women
i New York City really want to vote, it

as discovered that self-supporting and

oor women were more desirous of be-

coming enfranchised than those whom
fate had attached to satisfactory male
money machines. Let us, then, arise

and marry off the former to masculine
cash registers, so that they may tear

from their breasts forever the yellow

badge of female insurrection.

RIDDING NUISANCE

The New Voice

YV/Ti'HIN the city's Btrident streets, we
hear the same old sounds once more

—

The peddler's call, the huckster's cry, the
swarthy singers at the door;

And, in the country, birds and bees and
boarders wake the meads sun-kissed.

But through the land there's one new
note, whose vocal lure

few can resist

—

It is the Votes-for-Wom-
en voice of the omni-
present suffragist.

From California

A YOUNG woman
who served on an

election board in Los
Angeles not only insists

that during the balloting

the men were courteous

and the women dignified,

but has the temerity

to add, "I can only say

good of my experi-
ence." Thank goodness,

we are not so credulous

as to believe it, for do

we not know that the

mere act of voting will

change a man into a boor

and a woman into a sim-

pleton? Yes, indeed!

Suffragette Snapshots

Hii WA BUSTED HARPER
AFTER the Minnesota

Legislature defeated

The Coming of the Camel

By Elinor Bvkns, Chairman Press Bureau, National American
Woman Suffrage Association

f EAVING its habitat in the far West,

the suffrage camel came last Novem-
ber into Kansas. And the people of the

East said, "Oh, well, a camel may be

very useful on the Pacific coast and in

other partly civilized places, but you will

never see one this side of the Missis-

sippi." Enraged at this, the camel

humped itself and swam the great river,

landing safely, though suddenly, in Illi-

nois. The first creature it met was the

anti cat— Indirect Influence. That pam-
pered animal gave one look, then sprang

upon the camel with a ferocious howling

and scratching. "You amaze and annoy

me!" said the camel. "I heard you were
sweet and gsntle—a safe pet for any

lady; but, instead, you are a wild beast.

This State is not big enough for both of

us, and I'm the one the people need; so

good-by." Then, assisted by the camel,

the cat rapidly disappeared from Illinois.

the bill for a woman-suf-

frage amendment, the women of Minne-

apolis undertook to get up a debate on the

subject. They wrote over forty letters and

tried for a month to find a man or woman
to take the negative side. They even

begged the legislators who voted against

it to come and state their reasons; but

this was the very last thing they would be

willing to do, and, finally, the debate had

to be abandoned.

D

The latest undertaking reported from

Seattle is a training school for mothers,

promoted by the leaders of the recent

campaign for the ballot, with lectures on

the care of mothers before the birth of

children, the care of babies and every-

thing connected with child life. In the

city hall two rooms have been set apart

for a class in scientific buving for house-

wives. These reports must be a mistake,

as it is a well-known fact that, the mo-
ment women get a vote, they lose all in-

terest in the duties of motherhood and

domestic life.



WITH FOREIGN FUNMAKERS

The Little Blackmailer
Frit 3ia mir nu-ht zwanzitz Pfonniire

icubon. sait ich's di-r Muma. unci Si* Iranian •

If they don't give me twenty
pfennigs, I'll tell mamma. Then they

will hare to become engaged. Ml

r ( Munich).

The Troubadour
"On no chante pa.

"Cm tombe bien! Moi. ja i.e rhante pas. )• tzaaala!"

"Singing is not allowed her.

"How fortanatel I am not singing

—

I howl!"

—

Lt Sourire (Paris).

A Peculiar Compliment
" Wan <\rr F.lrfant f iir kolnaaalf ( Ihr.-ti hat ' W.-nn

Id) mir da#affi n dia Ihrigrn lietracli

"Whal colossal ears the elephant I

I look at yours Alongside of them,
Mi-* Laura .—Mtggemdorfer /."

|
Mm: ich I.

Mv Word!

Ful one I call it most indelicate; and

if any man wanted to paint me like

that, my word! he'd regret it! London

Wie Friiulein Eulalia sich
photonraphnr.nl:
schlankzu i-rarheini-u.

Wie das schlau er-

dachte Klcid in <l«r I'h.i-

toRraphi.' herauxkam !

How Miss Eulalia had her picture taken

in order to appear slender. And how the

cleverly conceived dress showed on the

photograph.— Ulk (Berlin).

Not Complete
' jIou- wa* tVhlt noch7.ii tinaerem Gluck?"

" Kir. r Stuhl. tmil '.

"

"Sweet Loulou, what is there wanting
to our happinet
"A mors comfortable chair. Emil.—

"

• / ( Munich).

Wise
(D«rklelD« Peperlwin) Tom I >Upf«aS

len nrwiaeht

'

']{•. kl.uii'. k'.mm' 'mal zu mir her
Dir 'wa» ««>.-

"Not not, H.rr I/.-hr<-r. »<> kl.iini- Kiiabla brauc
» ixaa !

"

Little Peperl is caught by th>

ing apples.

"Say. little fellow, corns down h**

I've got something t<> tell you."
" No, no, teacher! Lit like

don't need to know everything."

—

Fi
ij. i ili BlaetU r ( Munich).

IflL

.*—

A Child Martvr
" T'aa pan besoin d'uier la brotae ; pa*ae-mc

deux minute* I'.

"You needn't use the brush, .lust p|

him over to me for two minir
Rui (Paris).

What She Wanted

"I am afraid, madam, we have -ho

you all our stock ; but we could proci

more from our factory."

"Well, perhaps you'd better. You S

I want something of neater pattern i

quits small- -just I little square for

birdcage."

—

Punch (London).



A TECHNICAL PHRASE
" Beg pardon, sir ; but is there a blacksmith's shop hereabout ? The lady 's cast her left hind shoe."

The Man Who Did Wrong
By ELLIN

NCE there was a Young Man who undertook to

carve out a career, and, accordingly, he made
a connection with a large and prosperous mer-

cantile establishment. As the Young Man
was extremely young, all the older employes

felt it their duty to give him the benefit of

their experience and to offer him advice.

"Master the details of the business," said

the Head Bookkeeper. "That is the only true

secret. If you have the details of the business,

ou are indispensable. Look at me. I've been here thirty years.

"

The Young Man looked at him, shook his head doubtfully

nd passed on.

"Always be punctual and keep your mouth shut. That's

he way to make a hit with the Old Man," advised the Pro-

rietor's Secretary. "He always knows to a second just, where
will he at a -certain time."

"What a bore!" observed the Young Man, as he passed

long.

"Above all, be serious," cautioned the Head Designer.

O. JONES

"Remember the fable of the Ant and the Grasshopper. Of
course it doesn't matter quite so much what you do outside of

the office, but bear in mind constantly that this is the place for

work— hard, serious, conscientious work. Let the Boss see

that you are in dead earnest."

As the Young Man passed on, he hoped that, when he had
reached the age of the Head Designer, his own shoulders would
not be so rounded.

"Be very respectful to the Boss. That's the way I've got

along with Old Blodger all these years," declared the Stock

Manager, looking about him furtively. "I hate the old cur-

mudgeon, but you'd never know it to see me talking to him. I

make him think he's the salt of the earth. Take my tip. Bow
and scrape. That's the combination."

The Young Man passed on, still unconvinced. That nigh

he pondered this and other bits of advice he had received.

The next morning, as he was passing the door of the private

office of the Proprietor, the Young Man had a sudden impulse
to go in and tell him a capital story he had heard a few nights

before. The horror of the punctilious secretary at this undig-



B

l • had ne v •• r

beard a I ry.

Perhaps M was h i
•*

~s at this

..r pel h

w hich caused the

Young Man from that

time regard all the

had been proffered. He
arrivi l at ai 1 departed from the office at

will and without regularity. He av<

work as much as DOB (living in

•iv or another to transfer rn

his duties to the shoulders of other em-
He was happy and care-free about

kl I, he was not hum-
hie or sycophantic in the presence of "Old

Blodger. " If the P etor had I

his own father, the Young Man couldn't

treated him with much l< is n spect.

lie kept him posted on all the la

He induced him to join nurry,

youth-renewing expeditions. He lured

him to the ball gam< -• He Bhowed him

new lance steps at the cabarets. In

short, he did all manner of things which a wise Youi g Mar.

i not do.

The result was that in a year or two the Young Man was

. '

WHAT SHE MISSED
to suburbanite friend)—I cannot understand how you can live out here. W

there isn't a moving picturr show in the town '

taken into the (inn as a full partner. "He's the >jr.

low around an office you ever saw." explained Blodger 1

crony of his. "Always cheerful. Never has a long face. (

his work done with absolutely no apparent etTort. Brighfl

whin. Nothing of the machine about him. And,

only man I ev< r had in the shop who treated i

a human being under a hundn I ag< I tell \

he's a wonder
!"

The Young Man was v. .plain h -s bj
n it statement that it was tin- only course possible fori

as all the ace. thods of business success had been
empted by those already well intrenched in the employ of

establishment. " " he would add, "wh
vice I received Be< med all riedit in it-- !:'. the fellows who g
it were so unattractive that 1 thought I should prel

rather than to follow in their I

Moral—Advice is chameleonic It varies its color to I

monize with that of him who offers it.

L

REBELLED
DC day

Bui

. .rob was ruade '

Playing the Game

IT IS well for the Wise \ irgin to keep man igp

fact that till her wicks are trimmed; it makes hin

Mei nren't so < pi ick to notice the things a woman I

:t the < i on.

Matrimonially speaking, a jrirl has

given lip hope When she S'ldoll-.V Ctl-

i 'nan who \\ tars rabbi I

Women love masterful men

—

outside of

the immediate family circle.

When a mar. woman li

s listen to- him.

Woman's garden of life is never com*
plete without tit least one I I

.-art.

I. \ •• sharpens the wits, but dolls the

judgment.



IN PASSING
That twelve-dollar bouquet you bought her night before last.

Freelv Translated into the Language of Poets

HE cold shoulder—"This was the most unkindest cut of all."

The shoemaker—"There's a divinity that shapes our ends."

p's biscuit
—"The moldy rolls of Noah's Ark."

mophilia—"Bequeathed by bleeding sire to son."

arding-house silver—"Not too bright or good for human na-

ture's daily food."

ardianship—"The watch-dog's honest 'bark.'
"

thma— "111 blows the wind that profits nobody."

rlsh rabbits
—"The stuff that dreams are made of."

r missteps—"Footprints on the sands of time."

ing like a gentleman—"The calm repose that marks the

caste of Vere de Vere."

e new stenographer—"Thou comest in such questionable

shape that I will speak with thee."

r peek-a-boo waist—"The baseless fabric of this vision."

—Oeo. B. Aloretcood

The Black Hand Again !

Mrs. Collins found the following Black Hand letter pinned

her door one morning:

"Deer Mis Collins—Onless you put a jar of jam, a hunk
chokolit cake, a apple pie an' a bag of candy down by the

I well, we will steel your littel boy and keep him. onless you

f as amilyon dollars. The Black Hand."
The letter has been handed to the police and the criminals

II soon be brought to justice. To date, Mrs. Collins'a little

y has been the only one seen in the vicinity of the old well.

The Bankroll

Madge—Why do you object to the slashed skirt?

Marjorie— I don't think it good taste for a girl to display

r money that way.

Always

"THE fellow that writes promptest
* Waits the longest for his mail;

The fellow that walks fastest

Gets freight o'er the slowest rail;

The fellow that pays soonest

Seems to never get his check,

And the fellow that's most careful

Always gets caught in the wreck.

rta M. < bombs.

When You Tell a Man He Is Lazy

—

If he answers back that he goes to work two hours before the

boss does, he is an embryo agitator.

If he tells you to take a running jump at yourself, he is a

government employe.

If he assures you that he is figuring out the best way to do

the task in the shortest time, he is an efficiency expert.

If he tells you he has had so many interruptions it has been

impossible for him to get any more done, he is a good excuser.

If he replies that he can only exert himself when his heart

is in his work, he has an artistic temperament.

All in the Family

Suburbs—The minister out in our place won't marry you un-

less you have a medical certificate.

Crawford— Is it hard to get one?

Suburbs—Why, no. It happens his brother is a doctor.

An Old, Old Story

Adam (in the suburbs of the Garden of Eden)—Now, Eve,

you surely aren't going to clamor for clothes already !

Ere (tearfully)— You know very well, Adam, I haven't had
a decent thing since the fall

!

Handsome Is as Handsome Does

Sanford—So you don't believe in judging a man by his

clothes?

Crabshau-—No, indeed ! That's the way we judge a woman,
and look how we get fooled

!

Her Choice

Edna—What do you think of these eugenic wed.lings?

Edith— I'd rather marry one of those rich old fellows with

only one lung.

The man who attempts to sharpen his wits on a simpleton

not unfrequently makes a dull impression.

1#zr

FOR SUBURBANITES WHO MUST TRAVEL AUTOMOBILE-INFESTED ROADS AT NIOHT



w

vthin

ahead of me in a sprint.

Everybody

^^"ii' '. • jpite the voice of Si

Warning him, still wanders I

king •"it experieni
/•.,'« rybody.

Who • tree l the n
I ilrink the froth of pleasure,

Though he must n leisure?

dy.

Who i~ cheated by the gloss.

Nor discerns the gold from dn
Till I -ts only loss?

rybody.

Who, when I).- has had his I

And has testo d everything,
Tells his fellows of the sting?

/
.'.

. rybody.- •

Of Business Bent

"Chances" do not <\

Success is doing one's duty.
Sum.- men waste t i m.- Baving string.

The wise man makes more opportu-
nities than he fi-

You'll not need heavy sticks to get
sound from a good drum.

Toils :i> i talents
I

t"

worthless until guided by will.

A hobby is a good thing
enough, hut don't stable it at

the Ofl

To paddle your canoe wl|
now is to own your private

illy.

The clerk a "nothing
I of him" i- apt to lind

(•hind him.
— n

! Little thin^

It's the little things

The Little

thai * •-
1

1

1
I saw Bigpile

morning, standing on the
top marble itep l< his

bror
r 1U( .

doing his micuring.

His Description

out an ad for

that Elm Streel real-

denes, " said thi Slang] Kid's

new emploj er, the •

man. "It has built-in buffet,

bay window on the south, dis-

appearing I" la, combi
gas and electric chandeliers,

mai I 's room In basement, fir.--

In the library, lawn,

(lower beds, hen housi

poultry nil

Ten minutes later the K !!

! in this :

" Permanent bar. alder-

man's pantry on the sunny

side, vanishingdream teasers,

combination wind burners and current

bushes, maiden's bower below the frost

Santa Glaus entrance to the book-

shop, work for father, daisy sleepers,

egg factory and •-boo biddies."

An Embarrassing Situation

I forgot to wind myOh, dear

ankle watch !

//• — Mlow file that is—did you'.'

Suzanne

When prim Suzanne walks down the
Street.

She holds her skirts just high enough
To show two dainty, well-shod feet;

Unless, perchance, a boisterous put!"

Of wind comes romping up —rare treat!—
When, owing to its saucy caper.

She shows two ankles, trim and neat.
And also shows how well they taper.

Egg View Note

Ambrose Crosslots says : "Purty often
artificial bail is used when folks fish in

the Sea of Matrimony."

HIV'. UKE BSOINKINfl EARLY

Traveling via the Movies

FHFKF was s voting fellow nt
4 Claude.

Just returned from a long trip ahr-

Everywhere he would go,
II.- would knowli tow,

Believing his friei ds would applaud.

But it seemed that this w to be.
For, no matter of what he told, he
Heard this cry o'er and o'er:
"Ye?. We've seen that before.

For we go to the picture show

Following Precedent

HV.sf.W—Why is it that a man alws.

has to wait for a woman?
/-.'•islrnif- Did not Adam have to 4

until Eve a as made up?

Cruel

// isband — When Gadzool

g at the party,

said it was a marvel.
It

- I >h, John ! A marv
// '.../ d V.-s ; a marv

that any one asked you to.

A Deep One
Why does My I. n.lv smile?

I - the but flouting?

all the while
She keeps me doubting.

Why is My Lady gay?
The case is simple

:

To smile is iust the way
To show that dimple.

—Ruth //.

INADEPT
Miimi proposed t nght. r n e w management-

the bridegroom.



HEARD ABOVE THE ROAR OF THE TRAIN
Htnrietla—Isn't it shocking the way that man eats his soup! Epi Cwnu—Yes. Sounds as if he was going down for the third time.

Experienced Advice

["HE YOUNG orator had made the ef-

fort of his life and was as chesty

.•er it as a pouter pigeon.

"Well, colonel," said he, as he stepped

>wn from the platform, "how about it?

m't that the kind of speech that will be

(called a hundred years from now?"
"I don't know about a hundred years

•om now, Dubbleigh," replied the

d man ; "but if I were you, I'd hus-

e around to the newspaper offices

nd recall it right now!"

A Careful Dresser

"Hinkleigh is terribly finnicky

bout his clothes, isn't he?" said

inks.

"He sure is!" returned Winkle-

>p. "Why, that fellow won't even
ickle a pony of brandy unless he

as his riding breeches on !"

Safe

"They tell me old Closefist has
loney to burn !" said Jinx.

"Yes, " said Winx; "and never a

latch in the house."

Practical Experience

"Well, I don't know," said the

ndertaker to the applicant for a job.

Maybe lean find something for you
Jdoinmyshop. Have you had any
Jtperience in my line?"

"Why—a little, yes, "said the ap-

Little Conversations

plicant. "Father was a planter, and last

winter I played the grave-digger in 'Ham-
let' on a road tour through Mississippi."

rtf

Sarcastic

"He'd be all right if he wasn't so in-

fernally sarcastic," said Holloway.
"Jimpson sarcastic? I never noticed

it. How?" said Wimpleton.
"Why, I borrowed ten dollars from him

yesterday," said Holloway, "and when I

asked him where I should send it when
returning it, he said, 'The same place

you sent the fifty you borrowed last

year.'"

"Well, what of it? I don't see

any sarcasm in that," said Wim-
pleton.

"But, don't you see," said Hol-

loway, "I never returned the fifty

I borrowed a year ago!"

The Proof

"Tush!" said Dubbs contemptu-

ously. "A woman never knows what
she wants!"

"That's true enough," said Mrs.

Dubbs. "I wanted you once, but

if I'd known you"
The pause that ensued was so

chilly that the mercury in the ther-

mometer on the wall broke through

the glass and fell to the floor with a

dull, sickening splosh.

THIS IS HOW HIS COZV l.ITTI.E MOUNTAIN BUNGALOW LOOKED
TO HIM DURING THE VISIT OF HIS WIFE'S MOTHER

One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to me o'er and o'er:

The ladies' skirts are tighter now
Than they ever were before.
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j FUNNY WORLD G&- BY

By MGMER CROY

Making Friends with Dvnamitc

A N I \\

• ••rftil

than a rn i x I n r»-

of lampblack and liqu

common, •

all that remained to show that the water
dry. My new pair ol

era v. b, with i thread of

them left to tell the tal< I turned my
keenly, for they were battoned to

•

Before thawing oat dynamite, you
should always leave all valuables at a

vault a n <i the

nearest relative

pinned to a tree.

If any of our res

use any of this new
lampblack and liquid gas ex-

to kill li-h, we ear-

e them to ha

it with l water
rdingly.

BoMnc Eth ics

IN « ISN'T WHEBE WE 11 ID •

it. Dj namiti mined rab-

nit.' cares naught for who
is around, treating rich and poor, high

and low, alike; hut, some way or other,

it usually BelectS a
i

r man with a large

family. Once it makes Dp its mind
off. there is no Btaying it. The wise

off first. The
person who lingers and tries to r<

with dynamite will rue it. His fr

DBOally have to he called in to help with

the roeing.

b we got a small stick of dynamite
anl to,,k it where we
were -. to kill tish. We took a

piece of the dynamite into our v

shanty, put it into B cup of Water, and

set the cup on the Btove to thaw out the

Then wi vn the river to invite

a friend to coi

with •

back, we not

where li fl It. Then v.

that i the air. We
could ii"t ible, but intuition

told us that all v. We BUr-

Then the Bound »

knocked na bol h d( iwi W ! our-

sel vea up Bl ! hurried |

A few Bhingle nail

the right foreleg of the cook it

\)Lf ''• SEE that a prominent

ntific farmer is ad-

vocating that a cow should be

treated as a lady. But what

is a person to id) when he is going across

the field and is charged by her busbe

We instinctively feel that we wouldn't

treat him as a gentleman. We feel that

we would be more apt to try to cow him

with a club.

w him with a cluh!" Oh, oh, ohl

Isn't that a bull?

The Retired Blacksmith

and the Athletic Ghost

A PROFESSOR at the I

ton Insl itute of Technol-

ogy has discovered that gl

are due to had air. He Bl

that carbon moi oxide poison-

py . s the illusion of walk-

ing spirit

We do not altogether agree

with the professor. We re-

member when we were young
freckled, out in Missouri,

that

of bad .iir. A
man living outside our town each Bum-

mer a aterm< Ions. He v.

. able-bodied man who had retired

fr^m the profession of blacksmithing to

indulge In gardening.

night, when the moon was in its

infancy, the editor of tins page and an-

other bo] with a gunny-

. . ^

sack over our shoulders. Suddenly
found ourselves in the blacksmith's
patch. We could not account for th

We had been walking along tall

when we looked Up Wl UTOUBI
by mi 01 -.

We went on talking to each other

whispers, until the first thii g we kn-

two mel<

• than •

ild with me <jii

spot, get out our knives, and try t

the •

win a large, well-built gbj
• re us, dressed in whit. .

noticed a peculiar thing ahout the gh
— it was carr i shawl sir.-,

did not know the ghost, we thought 1

would leave. The ghost lunged at us a

grabbed us loth. It placed

the ground and held that one there wi

its knee, while it use. I the shawl stn

on the other in a very material ua
You would never have known that it w
a ghost by the way it DSed the sha

strap. Th.' ghost act.-d more as if

w.re used to an anvil. Once, right

the midst of using the shawl strap,

ghost Stopped and spit on its hands,

had low hahits, hut we did not rep'

Finally we wriggled out and got awa
Strange as it may seem, after that 1

t!

lost all taste f, r watermelons after

and even the sight . -trap i

daytime made us sick.

The I:. .-ton pn n talk up hi

bad-air theory of ghosts all that he want
to, hut he needn't eM '

: ecially if the ghost is addict

tin' shcwl-strap hahit.
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Down by the Deep Blue Sea: Having to do with dreams, mermaids, and such.

Business Sized Up
iVOUR brother who waits on the table Crawford— I never thought him an

is much more countrified than educated man, but I see he's just re-

>u," remarked the summer boarder. ceived an honorary degree from one of

He's a regular rube." the colleges.

"That isn't my brother," replied the Crabsharv—Oh, he's probably done

rmer's daughter. "He's an actor papa something that would get him a vaude-

red in the city to kid the guests." ville engagement.

Confidence

Mrs. Hobson—My husband will never

tell me how he makes his money.
Mrs. Dobson—Perhaps he would, dear,

if you'd tell him how you spend it.

Egotism, like a convex glass, makes
us appear ridiculous to others.



- thinks he his newly purchased runabout,

I' R O U D o F III S C A K
bui to hi* friends he looks like this

Thoughts of A
Tl' E tries, like Bome automobile,

had self-starters, there'd be more

re, I'll warrant.

Big things come into the life of a lot

df perducers of literature. Them there

l . e bin known to mi as-

ure si x inches long an' be square.

All folks like sympathy, but mighty

few writers welcome it overly much when
it comefl from an editor.

A hull bunch of poetry wrote these

days don'' 'ceptin* Shakes-

r dead folks.

More than a hau'ful of people that

I the p n git nuthin' fur their stories

but material.

m brosc Crosslots
The minds of some poets would make

awful light readin'.

Women lick the men to death writin'

descriptions of beautiful people. 'Spe-

cially women that semi descriptions of

theirselvea to the matrimonial bureaus.

The writin' bisness has bin known to

be qnit in a hurry. One time a feller

tried to write his 'nitials on the left hind

ham of a mule, with a brandin' iron. He
went out of the writin' bizness an' the

world, all to on< .-.- /.

At Forty

She is called Dame Rum r, becaase

when once Btarted tin-re is no Btopping it

until it is run down.

Tilt K liiLV iKltU TO SUlT'Ktbb

n fnrty winter* ilinll t»'ii>irc thy hrow
And diit di in ihv baauty'l

i

•

Will ba a tattarad waad, of amall won h hfiil.—Sho k' i ;

YYfUAT! Forty winters mar her lovelj

brow
And leave her with i •

forty may have been old age, but

now
At forty woman still has youthful fire.

The beauty who at twenty-five may pleaM
Declines at thirty to be prim and stout,

While at the hopeful age of forty si

Hut fully blown ami fairly rounded out
She dances and she flirts, she chari

Her careless laughter causes heai

bap.
The beauty doctors all their arts apply

To keep her furrows from becoming
deep.

When forty winters have pursued theii

com
She may not even have her first div

— S /' A

The Lumps Identity

The whizsing motor car struck a stump,

f the occupai I backseat]

a lady possessed of considerable embus?

point, executed a neat but not paudy

parabola in the atmosphere and ali^hteo

by the roadside like a polypus falling

from a shot tower.

"I don t believe I have broken anj

I i," she stated, m reply to thi

quiry of the omnipresent bystander; "bul

there is a lump on this bank that"

"Lump nuthin'!" snarled a smothersc

voice. "I'm the constable that's poin

to arrest you gosh-durned joy-riders, if]

live!"

A Little Shv

/'.., , And will he Bcare at

thi np?
}'„,,,., M' friend, this boss is jisl

afraid o' two things: That he won't gel

I. an' that he won't heal

wh< n 1 say, " w*h<
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The Modern Apartment House

rHE HAD just returned from a theater and supper party to

her rooms in a fashionable apartment house. Friends had

left her at the door and driven
n m m m m mm awav

Mechanically she put her hand

over her shoulder to unclasp the

hooks of the gown, and then it

dawned upon her. This was the

gown she could not unfasten, and

her husband was out of town.

What in the world was she to

do? Why hadn't she asked one of

the women to unhook the dress

under her opera wrap before she

left the motor? It was too late

) expect any one in the house to be up.

Again and again she tried to reach the elusive bows and

ooks—over and under, stooping, and then stretched to her

tmost height. It couldn't be done. She sank exhausted on

ie bed.

Well, anyway, it wouldn't be so awfully long until morning,

nd maybe she could rest as she was. But it was out of the

uestion.

Ai'i then, suddenly, she thought of John— old, feeble John,

'ho had been night elevator man for many years. Maybe—
h, would it be dreadful to ask him? She rang, and presently

lere came the uneven tread of the old fellow down the hall.

"John, I— I am in trouble. Do you su-suppose, if I backed

> the door, that you could unhook this gown?"
And old John, gallantly and with a smile that would have

igclosed all his teeth if he had had any, said,

"Indeed, mum, I can. I have done it for every lady in the

OUSe." -CHffvrd H. Jones.

An Easy Solution

J—J
1 ' HAD proposed. Being a

modern young woman, she

was arranging settlements and
kindly mentioned a few details of

personal expenditure.

"But— but," he gasped, "I
couldn't possibly support a wife

who spent fifteen thousand dollars

ayearwith her dressmaker alone I"

"Ah, I see! Perhaps you would
like to meet my dressmaker."

t

Informal

He vowed that he loved her the
first time they met,

As he kissed her and fondled
her hair;

Yet she neither grew angry nor
got in a pet

—

It was merely a summer affair.

The Silly Season

May—How much longer are you
going to stay on your vacation?

Fay—Why, my dear, until I'm
completely tired out!

Same Old Cure

All of medicine but this is

Sadly out of date;
Broken hearts are healed by

kisses

—

Let me demonstrate!

Talking about chances for making fortunes, the greatest

lace for coining money is a mint.

Although some men are great

mathematicians, woman still re-

mains an unsolved problem

REPENTED
Ho — I stole a ride from

Philadelphia wanst.

Ho—Ye did !

//" —Yis: an' me conscience
troubled me so tli.it I took it

back th' nixt niornm'.



The Quiet Life

ABIJAH JONES, removed froi

lust revels in the quiet I

a ith Bimple i

company ire.

II.- never will Bpeak t.i a maid,
t" all women is afraid.

He thinks that travel is t lear,

- t<> town bat ar.

In- will rah his <

And Bome time later will arise.

Alone with chick- hei .

A shoat or two within the pen,

•.
. a yellow dog and mule.

He i may rule
II.- knows not of things that amuse,
And never once has read the news.
The world's metropolis might sink

ileep he'd never lose a wink.

Vole i luting liquid fire,

with consequences d it

Electioi -. wars and mighty hap-

He ov ihack,

a ith his work is alwav - -I

He'll putter round when weather li

And when it rains he ts."

His grub would wreck a hill of fare.

would I i-t it as hard v< are.

The rule-) .if health to him are Greek,
ek.

life the hygienists m
u have the parad

Definite

" I hope I hav.-n't k<
|

kiting too

loi ; ied the girl.

i
1

.out three d.-llars" worth.
"

with the i

The Reason for It

indma In n more
modest and n in they an now.

May—That '~ b< • mght
were mi

Gl A Vac ition 1 imc

•yil E B< IY 1 i for the

summer vacation on

farm
eld where

the e - oil.

"Ah," said he, sigl ing, "why are «

.

\\'n\ lure I from eten ;>l i othing-

the - unkind WOl '.' V

then, tins problem of hui

with which Sc I futilely

for ages?"
And hi- leaning

the l- didn't know : but, all

nil.', there would !"•
i ill for

. and. if he didn't

hoe out that 'tater patch I ight,

there'. I he s.,nie wrestling done, though,

that'd make S f she

should chance aloi g b] ' that

evening.

Philosophical

"T" 1 1

1

I
]

fi >r i
'""

Packing room Corned

go dowi I gej

! What's 1

i know, that siutf that lookl

like |

/.' dot • I >li. that long sawdi.

He Makes a Point

"Women will never gi-t the i

Men ai art.

"

"i 'an you point i

being smarter than w
" Well, m.-n . lon't handicap t

with cl( ick."

• A N



SOME TOYS FOR A GOOD

or
LITTLE GIRL

o r the Good of William

day, as Helen tells me that you do? You
know that there are so many nice lunch

counters and other places where you can

get all that you really need for twenty-five

cents or even less. My husband often

gets a good, nourishing lunch for twenty

cents, and often he is not above taking

his lunch from home. It would save you

a lot if you did that and bought perhaps a

glass of milk to go with it. As I say,

William, I do not want to meddle or in-

terfere in any way; but I did feel that I

ought to speak about a few things that

mean so much for your own good. Now
that you have your Saturday afternoons

off, you might cut your own grass

.WILLIAM," said Mrs. Flint gently

but firmly to her son-in-law of

x weeks on the occasion of her first

isit to his home. "I have always said

lat if my daughter married I would

ever interfere in any way in her home,

ad I do not mean to, because I think

ich interference always creates trouble;

jt, William, I do feel that you smoke
jite too many cigars for your good,

ou smoked seven between half-past six

nd half-past ten last night, and not only

i it unheal thful for you to smoke so

iany, but think of the expense of it!

hen Helen tells me that you put on a

ean shirt every other day, which seems

> me to be wholly unnecessary, even

om the point of cleanliness ; and I found

1 the laundry hamper to-day three of

•ut collars without any soil on them
i orth speaking of. It only makes your

mndry bills larger and wears out your 32C^od_yj-A

THE AFTEKNOON OF HIS LIFE

collars and shirts to have them laundered

so often, William, I put those three col-

lars back in your collar drawer of the

chiffonier in your room, for

there is no sense in sending

them to the laundry clean as

they are. Then, William, I do

think that it is a good deal of

an extravagance for you to

pay ten cents every time you
want your boots polished, when
you could polish them in five

minutes yourself ; and have you
ever thought of the great sav-

ing it would be if you bought a

safety razor and shaved your-

self? I saw some real nice-

looking ones in a store window
yesterday for only thirty-five

cents, and I mean to get you
one. It will save you twenty-

five dollars a year. And it

does seem to me, William, that

you have so many more ties

than you need. I counted thir-

ty-one in your bedroom yester-

day, and Helen tells me that

you pay two dollars for some
of your ties. I don't think that

myT husband ever in his life paid

over seventy-five cents for a tie,

and usually he pays but twen-

ty-five. I can get you as good

a tie as any man needs for not

more than fifty cents. Then
Helen tells me that it is you

who insists on having all of the

food so highly seasoned. It is

bad for the digestion and adds

to the expense, and I think I

shall have to have a talk with

the cook about it. I feel sure

that it is because of such highly

seasoned food that you have

such a lot of pimples and

—

Another thing, William. Don't

you think it quite extravagant

to pay seventy-five cents and a

dollar for your luncheon every

AFTER THE HYGIENE LECTURE
Ma— Gracious me, children, what are you look-

ing for in there ?

Chorus— Pa's tooth brush I

on the lawn and— You going? My
goodness! I must speak to him about

slamming the door like that. It is apt

to break the glass. "—Mux Merrvman.

The Universal Plan

Remember now, my friend, who art so

wise,

The silvery, crescent moon doth keep
her bright

Side ever forward as she treads the skies,

In endless, silent journey of the night !

He Who planned the stars meant all the

while
Our petty earthly troubles we should

hide

Behind the golden flashings of a smile

—

And Heaven only see the darker side.

—Don . i 'ami ion Shaftr,

Utopian

Pure food, pure water, pure air ano!

pure thoughts lose the jailer his job.



THE MODERN WOMAN
Curhsidc C o m m c n t n

Ammunition

A PR01 •>' Of

lecturing on "The Future

of Marria

thing for i

upon the will

b ilely attach • l to his hint.

th.it a

ma; action to

world for the sake of herchar-

r and intelligence."

that •
. w ho ought to

puard the Bacr< I 1 1
•--» of custom

radition, Bhould thus furnish

ammunition that nii^ht well be

rami:

it and aime 1 at the

i

'

Man been th •

r. ami if

of man is i

lop her individuality in

we Hock, whal
t,i outside its lim-

: isquieting thought

A Cratkci

A DETERMINED gentleman

r— at a a iffragist meet inn
• he w is a

giving of tli- franchise to «

f.ir one p itenl Ami that

married man.

g a voting - would
;iil old

•lor who had neglected to

provide himself with a female

ballot caster. This would cer-

tainly he injual Ice of the i

Vs it a , we have

nothing i nr character to worry
I
m- n wit h grown,

unmarri.
I

i up to

with grown, unmarried

kerchief from

the win low after pa when he si

his dutj • this,

- in the backgroui

falls in aii<-h

in the

f truth.

17 '
'

i t to a city

church latel were I

rmon had

l n advei \ i to Young
People," ami the f"ur, all new •••

earners recruited from far-away country

went with glad anticipation, think- Ckivtlrjr on * Vacation

f the great citj won 1 l_l«»w TRUE it i * so o

•
Igated by the warmth of th

But they discovered that

"young i pie" means strictly young
that only the latt.-r need the i

;t of the church,

riant. 'I of fema
ler then worthy of mention

ELECT

MAKE
ENFORCE

PUBLIC
OFflCtRS

LAWS
LAWS

ARE KOUR WOMENFOLK

L L55- INTELLIGENT?

declare, that all women ba

wln-n they want anything, from

to a nomination, is to ask men f..r

Chivalry is BO powerful that polili

power is but a pale shadow I

This was illustrated lately, whei

relying on a promise male to tl

v. mi--ic.il. -r that there would tie

vacai ci< - in the fir

bureau to which women wo
be appointed, devoted time i

money to preparing tl

for the examination. Althoi

they were placed on the elicit

list by the Civil Sen
mission and had alread;

their fiti ess for the position!

Berving satisfactorily as te

porary inspectors, the fire

missioner all a baahftj

preferred .John to Jane and n<

dial ributed pat to his

s \. Perhaps his chivalry

taking a vacation, or p.-rchar

• ered that men n«

the J'
have

provide themselves with

iti( I of life, lil

and cocktail-, than women do.

1

KniRht* of T

Till-; workingman of

LOU ROGERS

when men are around i- to be deplored.

When they come to the front as Vi

n will be lesa apt to

t they i blow

will be struck at womanly subservii

quite unconscious of (
damage he is doing, is coml
forward more and more as

ate of suffrage. TweH
State federations of lahor hfl
indorsed the principle, union afl

.•r union is inviting women I
address it on the subject sndfl

ilutions in its favfl

and prominent leaders ha

then record as anient rhampifl

of tl

Women of Mount Auhuin. III..

per cent of tl e vote at i

The Tired M.m .mo1 Votes for Women

THE AVERA< IE n in has foui d
-

iffrage in bis

favorite i r of late. Those he

• i for the financial reports

. 1 the sporting news have caused him

\ aguely to i ' that out in the v.

*here thi ' what be calls

wil l-c.it legislation, they have been let-

ting the women vote. But the n

action of [Hint i
j and of the '

' t<

mi sit up and tal

What if, : the Western

5

m.n ha\ I a fashii n. which

ad Eastward, by recognising in

women a tremendous force for ao>

the State? Of courae the Eastern

intelligt

wv-t. n: woman : but hasn't he i

it-.jr j n ,
• in not utilisB

her intelligence for municijial and Sfl

housekeeping as well as in herownhofl
So the tire. I lui- is I • cjnnfl

to meditate; but he won't he left longt

his deliberations, for the Eastern woms

is going to surprise him into givingfl

le hefore he knows it, if he doeHJ

hurry to offer one to her.
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Well Know *«

Why It Is Nude

X-SECRETARY MEYER, of the navy,

at a Newport luncheon, answered an
eresting question.

Why, " asked a naval cadet, "do we
eays speak of the 'naked' truth?"
The Secretary smiled in his character-

ic way.

'There is an ancient fable, and one
ry appropriate to this hot weather,

ich tells us that on a summer after-

>n Truth and Falsehood set out to bathe

;ether. They found a crystal spring,

y bathed in the cool, fresh water, and

Isehood, emerging first, clothed herself

the garments of Truth and went her

y. But Truth, unwilling to put on the

b of Falsehood, departed naked. And
this day Falsehood wears Truth's fair,

ite robes, so that many persons mis-

;e her for Truth's very self; but poor

ath still goes naked."

Pleased To Meet Him

iepresentative Howard, of Georgia,

ore he went to Congress, was a dis-

:t attorney. On one occasion he was
isecuting a case in which a number of

ijroes were involved. One of the ne-

ws had agreed to turn State's evidence

1 had explained all about the affair to

. Howard.
The other negroes in the case learned

,t this one had promised to go on the

.Tiess stand against them, and they

ghtened him so that the poor negro
tided that he would rather brave the

;er of the law than the vengeance of

accomplices.

)n the day of the trial, Mr. Howard
jan cross-examining the negro. "Now,
n," he said, "tell what you know
•ut what Tom Jones had to do with
3 case.

"

'I don't know nothin', sir," declared

witness.

'Well, what do you know about Will

mson?" asked Mr. Howard.

"I don't know nothin'," answered the

witness determinedly.

"Why, Sam," exclaimed Mr. Howard,
"don't you remember what you told me
that evening down in the jail, and how I

promised you that you should not be pun-

ished if you would tell all you knew
about these others?"

"No, sir," said the negro, "I don't

remember nothin' 'tall 'bout it. I never

seed you before."

"Sam," said the district attorney

harshly, "you do know me. I am Mr.

Howard, the district attorney."

The witness rose from his chair, made
a sweeping bow in the direction of the

district attorney, and said very politely,

"Mr. Howard, I'se pleased to meet you,

sir, I'se pleased to meet you."

Too Manv "Js" in His Church

The Rev. Marion Law, of Providence,

R. I., who recently took his parishioners

to task because in so many of their homes
the front-door bells were out of order,

thereby causing him to waste much time

while making pastoral calls, appreciates

SL
a good joke even though it be "on" him-

self. He recently commented on the fact

that the name of Jenks is very common
in the city. Soon after he came to St.

Paul's, he continues, he remarked to a

lady of that name,
"Nearly all the 'Js' in this church are

members of the Jenks family."

To which she replied, in icy tones,

"Thank you, sir."

The rector did not quite see the reason

for this sudden frigidity, till he repeated

the sentence over to himself; then for

good measure he recalled to the woman
the story of how difficult it was for the

heathen Chinese to pronounce the Chris-

tian name of Professor Jeremiah Jenks.

"It makes us think of the memorable
occasion," said Dr. Law, "when Tudor
Jenks, the writer, was haled into court

as a witness.
" 'Name?' demanded the clerk.

" 'Tudor Jenks,' replied the witness.

"'What?'
" 'Tudor Jenks.'

"Here the stern judge intervened.

'Witness will at once stop making funny

noises and tell the court his name.' "

Seen, but Not Heard

On one occasion, while Representative

George Price, of Minnesota, was election-

eering, he spoke before an audience com-
posed of Swedes and Norwegians. Mr.
Price noticed that they were unusually

quiet and attentive, and, being pleased

with their attention, he made an especial

effort to give them a good speech.

After the meeting was over, Mr. Price

was talking with a friend of his, a resi-

dent of the section. He confided to his

friend his belief that he must have im-

pressed his hearers and his delight at

having so respectful and atentive an
audience. The friend listened in silence

for a time with a quizzical smile on his

face. At last he said, "For heaven's
sake, George, don't say that to any one
else! That crowd just came to see you
because you are a real, live congress-

man and they had never seen one be-

fore. They can't understand a word of

English."

Art and Climate

Colonel H. O. Heistand, of the army,
is also a painter of much merit. One
day, when stationed on Governor's Island,

after returning from the Philippines, a

raw recruit saw his painting of Galatea

just before she stepped out of the marble
into the flesh — a very lifelike work.

The soldier looked at it in silence.

"What's the matter?" inquired the

artist. "Don't you like the picture?
- '

"It's fine, colonel; the finest I ever

see !" he replied enthusiastically. "When

are you going to send it to the Philip-

pines?"

"Not at all. Why do you ask that?"

"Because she looks to me like she was
dressed for that climate, sir."

True

Doubtless it is true that Modest Worth
is formidable in a Marathon; but it sel-

dom does well in a short dash.



LAUGHS FROM OTHER LANDS

All Change Here

unily portraits, proud-

ly)— Portrait of my great-unch— lost an

arm at Waterloo.
bore ! i Putrid place,

rloo ! I If eluba then

on).

^>

The Quarrel

F.I Sch tl Wl :

I >nnn lass ich mir.
Humltaache draus machaul

//. What I Anothernew dress! That's
•ti to make me pimp out of my skin !

Why don't you do it? Then I can

a belt and a ban ide of it.

—

• Berlin).

^ "

At the Tunk Market

:

teller it

"Art ' "U j<>ki:

.'. ith only t\<." teeth lefl
'"

" Perl apt si thai price j ou •

full bi th into the bargain?"

—

Le

Malicious

"Irh fiihlp mich nicht ncht wohl. Herr D
<;i»ul» ii • • in kaflVi

. aik/.. m.-ir.f Gnldisi— < In- /unite ist ja

I il
'

•'I don't feel iiuite well, doctor. Do
you think I could go to a coffee party

this afternooi

"Certainly, miss. Your tongue is all

right."

—

Fliegende Blaetter (Munich).

Ingenious

/ 5fou told me I need not take out

a license for the d"g till the end of the

. and now they 've sent me a sum'

Fancier Them revenue people will do

•hink. lady. I sold a genelman a

eek, an' they summoned 'im

for keeping a dog without a license just

the bird 'appened to 'ave a 'uskj

voice.- -Punch ( London).

An Intimation

Iben. Kraulein Kill)

"Irh wartc nuch »i'lan(rod«mit !

"

"You would like to writ.- a ron

Lilly? In order to do that

must first have personal experiei
one.

"

"I am willing to wait for that."-

M< ggt ndorfi r /•'/"< tU r (Munich).

The Foxv Chauffeur

"Benqooll t'ea paa fou. t'atnporto

'TWcu|k-» pa*, vieux—e'eat |»>ur montrr Ii

"What! Are you cra/.y? You take
ladder along?"
"Never mind, old fellow. It's to dim

the bills."- /- l Paris I.

•n s&M:

Hints to Climbers: How To Att

Follow notable people about at pi

functions (Ascot, for instance), an<

they arrive within range of the I

-hooter, adroitly contrive to be in

picture, so as to appear in next wt

photographic papers under the beat

•'The Duke and DucheSfl of Dump!
and Friend. " Punch (London).
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AND YOU THOUGHT YOU WERE THE ONLY PEBBLE ON THE BEACH

errupting an Outing in Folly
By ROBERT P. HABRISOft

THE PRETTY little French waitress hovered about as Mrs.

Wallston found a seat at a table on the lawn at the Road-
iide Inn. Adroitly, that same little waitress, scenting trouble,

iad directed Mrs. Wallston's steps to a table a little removed
"rom the crowd of gayly dressed seekers of refreshments, who
rave such an appearance of life and summer coloring to the

icene.

"Can I serve you, madam?" said the maid softly.

"Yes. Bring me a seltzer and lemon."
"At once, madam."
"Waitress, just a moment, please," said Mrs. Wallston,

icarcely lifting her voice. "Just what kind of a roadhouse is

his?"'

"A var-r-ry charming place, madam; the air

8 80 pure, the gentlemen say the golf links are

•ar-r-ry interesting, the food is supairb, and the

vine excellent."

"I do not mean as an advertisement, but as to

ts character."

"Oh, madam expects to meet some one here?"
"Yes; my husband."
"Unexpectedly to him—yes?"
"Why do you say that?"
"That is the only way wives meet their hus-

ands here. Too bad, is it not? Perhaps if

wives would arrange to meet their husbands here, with an un-

derstanding, surprise meetings would not be so necessary."

"How did you know that I am to surprise my husband?"
"Madam is not happy. Madam is here to confront her hus-

band. I am sorry. Every wife should be happy," said the

waitress, industriously polishing the top of the table to hide

her own embarrassment at the frankness of her speech.

"Wait until you are a wife."

"I am married, madam. My husband and I do not always
agree, but we make it up, in each other's arms—for every

wife, if she wills it so, is supre-e-eme.

"

"But if your husband were paying attention to another

"I would love him back. A wife with a fine

figure and a beautiful face like madam's should

be ashamed to let another woman win her hus-

band. Did madam ever notice that the woman
a man follows off is always uglier than his wife?"

"Yes. Why does he go?"
"Because the other woman loves him or pre-

tends to, while the wife ceases to even pretend,

so long as she thinks it unnecessary. In the city

I once worked at a hotel, as a maid. Often I

have seen a husband and wife from some country

town come to the city. While there, does the wife



il gay fi.r t '••..•
i

•:- No. She shop-. She ii tired,

She I her hu- money f"r.

the first time fur •.
i ia at leisure. He ia

delight. He brace up. He geta theater tickets, orders taxi-

• II.-nt dinners. Madam takes it all a3 a matter of

coarse. When monsieur would pel her, she is cool,

what you call it—refrig* r:i1, ' him. S i he find himself lonely,

• broke.

"Again the husband comes to the city— this time with a

pretty girl friend. Is she cool? No. Is six- busy, shun, shop?

No. S i theater with him, smi smiles

-miles at monsieur at dinner. When it is over, he has

i ut he has had good time. You think I
•

notice the differ-i

"I! Nothing could justify such conduct in a man!"
'• But it ha] .

"

"Wives are so often misunderstood bj their husbai Is. No
man understands a ."

it every woman understands every n . m. We
pretend that love is woman 'a who e existei ce- I have read that

in a story— hut it is not true. We are calculating. A man is

er his skin. He can be led. A wife must
must love him.

"

"But my hu-: v i i> coming here to-day to meet a chorus

girl— thai is, ' here to play golf, and she is corning out

in his car later. The plan was reported to me, and I came here

to coi froi t him; then I shall leave him."
"Will madam he advised by me?"
"You seem to have queer views, hut you seem sensible.

Yea. What am I to do?"
"I will bring you paper and pen. You are to write a note

to monsieur. I will cause it to he delivered to him on the golf

links. In the note you are to say that you are in Room 22 of

this tavern and he must come to you."
"< >h, I cou that ! What would he say?"
" You will he the one to say. He will come, never fear--

scared to death. You are to say that you trot lonely for him,

that you wanted to have a lark with him, that you wanted to

get away from home, where J
i could be all by yourself

-fji^o"*.^

The first event of the evening was a heavyweij;!! in a draw.

A ( NIC ANSV.
I'hit 's right ; walk all over my f(

• rll, vy don'd you stand ve:e you 're standing?

"But dare 1 do it?"

"You cannot— pardon, madam—do anything else. At firs

he will be scared, then puzzled, then a little angry; then h<

will note that madam has on a pretty negligi me—whiej

I will furnish you and he will take you in his arms and vol

will come to a ha; *ing. After a good dinner, vol

will motor home in the moonlight."

"And the chorus girl ?'

"I will me.t her.
"

"<;i\e me the pen and paper. Hurry!"

just Like It

//- There are nine members of my family, and we are jusl

like a baseball learn.

Slf —What position does your father play?

//- Father is the pitcher— the other eight support him.

Sh*—And your mother?

//, - She is the catcher. Whenever anything happens, mothei

always catches it.

Sh* What a queer family- just like a hall team!

//, Yes; we live on u farm, and my little brothers play in

the outfield.

Simple Arithmetic

" Why do some people count on their fingers, do you B0|

"Because the; 're the handiest thing, I gu<



THE INCOMING TIDE

Summer Dips

'OGETHER, in the rolling sea,

They went in bathing, she and he.

"I love you, dearest

one," he said.

Said she, "Don't get be-

yond your head."

She wore a fetching

bathing suit

—

Most beautiful she

looked, and cute,

e sighed, "Your heart I want to keep."
le answered, "My ! it's getting deep!"

nd, as the waves about them play'd,

'is thus he pleaded with the maid:
My love, dear girl, pray never doubt."
nd her reply was, "Please swim out."

e led her safely to the shore.

ie smiled and said, "Well, au revoir!

thank you for my bathing trip."

ext day she had another "dip."
—Tom W. Jarkaon.

As Far as He Could* Go
"I," she said, "can trace my ancestry

»ck to armor and shirts of mail."

"I started to trace my ancestry back

ice," he replied, "but my wife made
e stop when I got to shirt sleeves and

•eralls."

'Do you

Until

think it a good plan for one to

;oes?"

Headquarters In Vacation Time

"Do you have as much trouble finding The dish had just run away with the

your cuff and collar buttons as you used spoon.

to?" "Jones wouldn't wash us while his

"No; I always find 'em in one place wife was away," they explained.

now."
"

"Indeed!" Many people get their only rise in life

"Yes; I go to the vacuum cleaner." through the assistance of an elevator.

VPf -

Zbr.

ly as he goes?"
"Yes; until he goes for good!' .Wr. Monk—What 's he in for ?

(ntun

RETRIBUTION
Jailer— Going around claiming to be descended from us.



Fortunes Wheel

R0G1
bimg whi

i know him ; 1 'mi

Cupid 'a his i i

Aini writer* of poetry

Por this villain*!

farious gan

Anil every 01

with tb< his

irt,

And <

in advance,

Though the 1. t it ion should prove
•

That not one in a score has a char

For plain are the Bigna that no player

mi iff,

i m" lonelineas, woe and divorce;

Still, every one fancies that riches or

Will he his as a matter of cour-- .

Oh, the hearts that are lost on that en-

gine of guile,

More cruel than the torturous rack!

But somebody wins every once in a while,

And that keeps us all coming back.

— /''•/[/,! Mum Stuart.

She Lost It

M ttreu (hurrying frantically)— Mary,

what time is it now?
M:>tl— Half-past two.

M itresa—Oh, I thought it was later!

I still have twenty minutes to catch the

steamer.

Maid—Yes, mum. 1 knew ye'd be

rushed, so I set the clock back thirty

minute-, to give ye more time.

CHILDHOOD'S PROMISE
" Mother, dear, when I grow up I 'in goin' to buy ye all the candy ye want, an' a new dress, I

an' a nautomobile, an' lots o' things. Aren't I kind to ye ?"

H
Some Hints to Those Contemplating a Literary Career

AVIN'O borrowed, rented or bought a "Must," add your initials, and, when

L0VE8 MB

—

SBJ '•!(. Not

typewriter, secure paper to fit it,

an 1 your working outfit will b I c implete.

No other trade needs as few and simple

tools as literature.

If your fancy leads you toward the field

of journalism, first purchase a newspaper
plant. Having this, you will be sure

ttiHt whatever you write will get into

print or somebody will

lose his job. It is, you

will discover if you neg-

lect this important first

step, one thing to write

and quite another to get

into print. This neglect

of the chief causes

of unhappiness among
writing people to-day.

I f you feel inspired to

write only poetry and

fiction, it will not be

necessary to purchase :i

ipaper plant. You

may purchase, in

a magazine plant, which

will answer every pur-

:md give you more

tune to think. You need

udice

or pleasure of edib

own t h e gr<

work. You v.

have to inclose stamped

envelope for return.

ur manuscript

editor gets it, no questions Will be askl

If there are, it is your duty to hour

editor.

If journalism, poetry or short stot

do not appeal to your wider \

you feel that you must write books in

der to satisfy your craving for expr

sion, you may well ignore newspaper I

magazine plants and purchase a bo

publishing plant, with all its potent

ities. Having this secured, when

write book—novel or otherwise, incl'

ing volumes of verse you need i Ot

the manuscript to the publisher or hir

literary agent or do any of those thin

which you would I lied to do

you did not follow the advice her

Driven, All you would have to do wc

lie to hand the copy to tie office-boy,

instructions to take it to the foremi

the composing-room and tell him to

it into type and on the press ahea

anything else in the office. After wr

you could 0.0 awaj in your nifty tour

car, and presently, up in the mount

or down by the aea, you would hear n«

literary persons talking about the latest

by the distinguished author, etc

Men} aspiring literary writers fail bt

cause they neglect the simple i

lore to all. free of charge, and tB
hav, t" blame except tbemsel^
though nio^t of them blan heM
it'.rs. who don't know literature whe>

they tee it. —It. J. I



ANOTHER DAY
Stalled motorist—And only yesterday 1 was fined twenty-five dollars for breaking the speed laws!

Still More Humorous

i T USED to admire, in a way, the effer-

vescent humor of Sut Lovingood,"

confessed the
" Old Codger;

"and it hit

me as a mas-

terly effort

on t h e part

of Artemus
Ward to
stand, over-

coated and
mittened, off

yonder in the

edge of the
oods, at half-past one o'clock on a cold

ght, and yell in a heartrending wail,

til his brother arose from sleep, and,

ad in little but goose flesh and keen ap-

ehension, opened the window, to have
e festive Artemus shout an inquiry as

whether or not he believed slavery was
rong. For a long time I contended that

e output of those two humorists was
excruciatingly silly and monumentally
iotic that it could never be beaten,
it I changed my mind the other night,

len I heard an old-time wheel-horse
litician state his reasons why women
ould not vote."

Inexperience

Fennie," said he, "believe it true

—

lever loved any girl but you."
)h. Fred," she answered, "I'm sure of
this;

)U make such work when you try to
kiss."

Practical

Mrs. W.—Odd invitations Mrs. Reid
iued for the coming nuptials of her
ughter—just written affairs, with the
st line reading, "Mrs. L. W. Reid re-
ests the honor of your presents," etc.

Mr, H'.— Truthful, at any rate.

he said. "I don't

get up early in the

A Double-action Alarm

UEMMANDHAW'S face wore a wor-

ried look.

"I'm in trouble.'

seem to be able to

morning."
"Why don't you get yourself a nice

little alarm clock?" the head bookkeeper

suggested.

"Idid;butldidn't
hear the thing when
it went off."

"Then why don't

you get a bigone?"
"I did that, too,

and it made me lose

too much time."

"Made you lose
time?"
"Yes; it rang so

loudly that it awak-
ened the man in the

next room, and he

always beat me to

the washroom."

Not a Detector

Husband—M a r y ,

it seems that every

time you get a bill

changed, you get a

piece of bad money
shoved on you.

Wife— Maybe so,

Henry; but I handle

so little, I don't know
the difference.

Tranquillity

Quiet! Secretary

Bryan did not make
a speech on the
Fourth of July. He
stayed in Washing-
ton. It was a quiet

Fourth.

The New Woman
Mrs. Knicker—Are you going to take

a course in a business college?

Mrs. Rocket—Yes ; I want to find out

how to get more money out of Jack.

Baseball players are much opposed to

the high ball, as it often puts them out.

VERY REALISTIC
Near-sighted aunt (whose nephew is viewing her portrait painted by Miss de
Brush ,i—Jack, don't you think that the expression around the mouth is fine ?
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Canine Obsequies

'III-; ( n'il BR daj :i Pomeranian belong-

rich family in Philadelphia

I w 1 1 h a

j> silken Bhroad an.

I

w^ buried in a silver-

trimmed rose \

coffin, beneath a I

in the family 'a coun-

try place. The P
ian had fa

down an eleva

shaft an> I broken its

neck. If we had a

Pomeranian anil it

to the v

I !, we wouldn't bother about the

silki-n shriir I, and the day in August
would have to be so cold that the ther-

mometera would be wearing mufflers and

pul-.- nrarmer8 before we would furnish a

Pomeranian a silver-trimmed rosewood
casket fur the last sad rites. Our hair

will never turn white in one terrible,

racking night from ^rri-- f over a Pomer-
anian that has joined the silent majority.

We have a Bneaking suspicion that the

next morning we would vr<- 1 up refreshed

an I ready to go to a double-header. We
r liked Pomeranians, and. if

the truth must be known, we wouldn't

care if somebody left every elevator door

ori the shaft open. We wouldn't be

harsh and uncompromising with the per-

son— in fact, we might take him along to

the game with us.

Fried Chicken as a Thought Producer

TTIIK wife of the Governor of Indiana

has discovered that fried chicken is a

brain food. The brilliant editor of this

to learn this. Ever
he w;is a small boy he has been devoted

to fried chicken. In fact, almost li\

it. So il is that thi

something in the Governor's wife's idea.

At Home to a Snapping Turtle

A man in Cairo, III., has a pond of
tame tin-',.-. When he whistles,

they will eon,., up and let him stroke

them on the h<

W< ml our '

Hon with this Cairo tting

on the bank, stroking hi . the

We know tOO much about the hab-

peculiarities of snapping turtles

h to run our band over their low,

retreating for

One time Turkey-egg Culp had a B

i its teeth n i" ti • calf of

Ins leg, u to tli.'

turth to make it let go. We
• •1 like everything and said that it

was a g< on Turkey-egg, but we
laughed too soon.

day we slipped down under the

wagon bridge and went swimming all by

OUrself. We always lik. vim

cially where we shouldn't. Stolen

swims are alwayS BWeetest.

\V'• bad got just comfortably muddy,

when we Btepped en something round and

hard. It moi bo we felt around

with our toe to Bee what it was. We
no time in finding out. We had put

our toe where it did not belong. Our toe

1 a I trot into a turtle's mouth. When a

turtle once takes hold, it has made per-

manent arrangements. We crawled out

and tapped the turtle on the back, but he

merely blinked bis cold, unfeeling

and tightened his lips. We did not like

his attitude toward us.

We felt heartily ashamed of ourself for

having laughed at Turkey-egg Culp. We
resolved never to laugh at any other boy

who should be similarly situated.

We resorted to harsher mi asures. Wo
took up a club and rapped the turtle

sharply on the back. He blinked hi

at us in astonishment, but

did not olTer to let bygones
be bygom s. We hit him
athwart the shoulders. A
look of pained surprise came
into his eves, but be did not

h. He did not

ha\ S any the best of us when
it came to looks of |

surprise. Our heart went

out to Turkey-egg, who had

Buffered like a martyr.

Time after time we
the turtle over the back with

abandon, but it did not deter

him one jot or tittle. The
turtle was deaf to all reason. Never be-

fore had we known that a lowly turtle had

such determination. However, we did

not ston to praise it.

We began to yell and roll over on the

bank This was not to amuse the turth'.

but I

: hurt bo. Turkey-egg wi
a luro.

We knew there was no \

turtle t.. where there was lye. So w
i our voice louder than ever,

farmer, taking his family to town,

up his team and came running down tl

I ank with his knife o] en, He
turtle and began sawing at its juguli

vein. Although the turtle was at

to understand this, it did not otTer to r

lease its toe hold. We could see at on<

that the man rarely sharpened his •

but we did not reprove him. The blacl

of the ki ife bad tobacco stains on it, bi

we did not ask the man what kind of t

bacco he used. Although naturally »

had a great avers.on for tobacco. »

I the sight of this quite well.

As we sat there while the man saw*
on, we tried to think of pleasant thinj

and to bear the turtle no mal.ee; but,

spite of our better nature, we could m
help wishing it an early death. Final

the saw worked its way through the nee

of the turtle, and at last its body WI
bed ; but its head kept right on wit

the creature's plans. The man got

stick and pried its teeth apart. We tec

our toe out at once.

Our toe was not its graceful self,

looked worse for the wear. Time ht

ruffled it.

A turtle is all right, but, no ditTePSB

how Bweet a disposition it had, we cou

"Tim HAD To ITT IYK into Till: TURTLE'S EYRS TO M*kE
IT 1 IT I

never become attached to it. The
would always be the bin ir th;

it would become attached to us. Turth

may make faithful and loving pets f(

aught we know, but personally we new
for the society of turtb s.



D a m e a s 1 o n M erry-go-roun
V4AJUS, chief philosopher on Mars, had just finished a casual

observation of the earth and addressed his class in wisdom :

"I find little that is essential of difference between those

called benighted and those called civilized on that planet," he

said. "I have, in my former lectures, told you of strange

things that have come under my observation as to earth's crea-

tures called human; but, benighted or civilized, they are much
alike. They all love, hate, worry and scheme, make merry or

are sad, as the mood seizes them. I have told you of their

wars and their individual crimes that denote their crudeness in

the scale of development. I have just given special attention

to one phase of their life that is astonishing. Benighted or

civilized, they all have idols, and charms, incantations, fetishes

and the like control them.

"The fetish of the civilized," continued Majus, "is called

Fashion, whose deity is a woman of tyrannical temper. Every
whim of this dame is religiously obeyed. Women are her more
willing creatures. What she can do with them is shown in the

present uses they make of her decrees. They are always en-

ticingly tricked out to hypnotize men, but just now Fashion

seems a phase of madness. After due time I shall make an-

other observation, but I am afraid that soon women will wear
no clothes whatever. They went naked ages ago, before man's
ingenuity produced fabrics. I need not tell you, oh, my pupils,

that there was less wickedness on earth when its inhabitants

wore nothing whatever than there is now. It is not that

i clothes mean sin, but the use that is made of clothes.

"Man himself is not immune to the influence of this dame
called Fashion. The more refined and the more prosperous the

circle in which he moves, the greater is his regard for her

laws. In the best circumstances man wears this or that fabric,

in infinite variety, made in such and such shapes. These
shapes change with great frequency, for no reason whatever
beyond Fashion's vagary. And, from habit, man thus clothed

looks down upon his fellow who may not have the price of a

new outfit. There was once a belief on earth that brains, abil-

ity, genius or whatever you may call real superiority would
always rise above superficial circumstances. That was before

clothing, at the command of Dame Fashion, dominated human-
ity. Now a modishly cut, expensive fabric on the male body
discounts a hatful of brains or a virtuosity of acquirement.

Clothes of the right sort will carry a man with a head like a

cocoanut past the gate guarded by an office-boy who calls the

janitor to fire a shabby human phenomenon from the premises.

"This observance of Fashion," continued Majus, "is as silly

as a merry-go-round, which it resembles. The dame cracks the

whip, holds the hoop, and women struggle with one another to

please her, while the men move the machine and furnish the

wherewithal for endless clothes and garnishing."
"But the men, then," quoth Simplus, one of Majus's pupils,

"must be regarded as kind to the women, must they not, even
though they themselves in a lesser measure follow Fashion, if

they will labor thus to please them?"
"Undoubtedly," replied Majus. "But the social system on



earth is a thin^ that mast be long observed, if one would -

out it lictory details and draw any philosophical l<

therefrom. As I have informed you, what

k
>/v inhabitai rth call matrimony has pha-

>\ L Vv^S ' ses thai found even Martian philosophy.

! " < I: i- so coi fusi ! bj what they call dii

the judges in human courts

kept gues v I j tucai t measure man
by superficial circumstances. He may labor

at the merry-go-round and sweat, apparently

with the sole object of providing his wife,

who j-; riding on it. with richer and better

attire than her neighbors can afford; yet a

detect discover that be is at the same time buying even

richer Btuffs for some chorus tfirl or other damsel, with whom
he feasts and makes merry."

he feast with the chorus j;jrl or other damsel in the

with his wit'e?" asked Simplus, who
the curiosity of Majlis's Btudents.

"Nay. verily not," replied Majus. "With the chorus girl

or other damsel he commarj e fare, like certain species

of wild birds savored by tire, paste made from the liv.

. a peculiar crustacean called the lobster and various

liquids that inspire a brief joy, but are quickly followed by

melancholy and depression."

"Will you not, oh, great Majus, tell us something about the

crustacean called the lobster?" asked Simplus, while the other

pupils looke I approval.

"Not during this moon. " was Majus 's reply. "I shall touch

on the lobster when I again treat of other aberrations of men of

earth. s.>me of whom lobsters— though in appearance they are

very different— temperamentally and in habit resemble."
—J. .1. Waldra

Anxious To Make a Date

"Won't you call to-morrow evening?" she asked. "Father
will be awaj .

"

"Oh, I don't mind your father," he replied; "but if your

butler ever has a night otF. let me know and I'll drop in."

Oft expectation fails, and
most oft where most it

promises. — All ' R

That Ends WtU, A. i I .

DC 1.

'

AN IN.

Mr) Eeset You are positive that Mrs. Blank wishes to buv this gown?
Madam Oh. yes. Madam ! She will to-morrow return if she this eve-

ning her husband can persuade.

.!/•.. Ei a then I II take it

The Goat

XJK KIND to the K<>nt. Not the mountain goat that hurdles

the rocks for pastime, not the backyard ^uat that dines on

tin cans and comic supplements, not the lodge iroat that will-

ingly boosts a new member through the first degree, nor yet the

ancient satyr that wore pegtop trousers of his own woolery and

his time with forest chickenry. flutes and rah-rah juice;

but the modern, human goat. We can't give I precise definition,

because there art' BO many kinds of him; but. by way of paren-

thesis, he is usually the pour mutt who b I

• satisfied

with the bouillon off boiled eggs, while another guy eats the

etfgs. Like charity, he suffereth long and is kind, and vaunt-

eth not himself; in fact, he is afraid to vaunt, because vaunts

come back with compound interest to boomerang him. He
wants to be a comrade, but every one takes him for a clown,

and his eyes are always focused on the tall timbers. The goaf

is an abused man. and, come to think of it. we all feel abused

one way or the other. Therefore, with the finality of resistless

logic, be kind to the goat. '
I

Doublcsomc Cucumbers

A vaudeville contortionist was "limbering up" in his<!-

ing-room, when a laundryman, who happened to open the door

by mistake, stepped across the threshold and -food spellbound,

watching the performer, who was apparently tied in a knot on

top of his trunk.

Noticing the look of consternation on the face of the un-

intentional intruder, and resolving to have Borne fun at his

expense, tlie contortionist assumed a look of deepest agony and

groaned weakly.

"My gravy, that's the last time I'll ever eat eucumi

upper!"

Staged

• V What'- the picture Of health, lad''

Crabthaw—That's the illustration you • itent-medi-

cine ad labeled "After Taking."
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SUBURBAN NOTE
Doctor Stork has had so much business since he came to Bunnie Cliffe that he has been compelled to buy
an automobile to keep up with his practice. N. B. Orders by telephone or wireless carefully executed.

Delaying the Law

the world will you dig up
get me a newevidence to

LJOW in

more

al?"

"Don't worry about that," replied the

A-yer. "All you have to do is to dig

more money.

"

Hunches

Faint art never made one lady fair.

If there were a market for after-

thoughts, most of us would be rich.

An opportunity is a thing which will

slide by without any special lubrication.

Truth is more of a stranger than fiction.

His Fatal Error

"Well, Wildboys

has himself to thank

for his troubles. He
mistook license for
liberty."

"Eh? How's that?"

"Marriage license."

Dog Days

Just now, the pup
With brains en-

dowed
Will stay "Far From

The Madding
Crowd."

DIDN'T TEST THEM
Tom—And how did you find Gibralter? Are its fortifications really

so impregnable ?

it— I don't know.

More men are up in

air daily than go by
the flying machine.

Mad Maiden Millicent

\JTTILLIE met with merry Milly,

In the season that was silly,

And they wandered willy-nilly

On the sar.ds.

At the outset she was chilly,

As becomes a proper filly,

And continued so until he
Held her hands.

Milly learned to call him Billy,

When the nights were calm and stilly,

As they strolled the roadway hilly,

Quite alone;

And he christened her his Lily

—

Flowery name which brought such thrill he
Wouldn't rest till maiden Milly

Vowed him Own.

Summer nearly over, Willie

Promised he would send a billet

Deux to Milly 's domicil-ee,

With some chink,

So that she might fly to Philly

And amalgamate with Billy.

Will Willie keep his promise? Will he?
I don't think!—a. Walter Utting.

Egg View Note

Ambrose Crosslots says : "Defeat stares

more fellers in the back than in the face.
'

'

I didn't try to take it.

Prince Charming

"And you really once saw a prince?"

"Yes."
"Oh," she exclaimed, clasping her

) rids and gazing with awe into the eyes

it had looked upon royalty, "what wa3
1 doing?"

"Trying to balance a chair on his chin

I amuse a chorus girl."

Under the Trees

£st at that time in love's young dream
'When you're disposed to hug,
. is not nice to hear her scream,
'Let go! There is a bug!"

love of hiven, Frenchy, hang to

You 're on top most of th' toime."
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George far lion
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" \ Record Hit**; or. when the mighty Casey did not strike out

Temporarily Handicapped

Mr. D I met that French

nobleman, <
;

trie, to-d i

Dotty D Reallj ! [ he

lirill ii lonalist

!

Mr. D Well, ii", not at

• t. He has rheamat ism In his

shoulders.

And Had Found Out Her Name
" What is his trouble?"
" Aphasia.

"

"I thought there was woman in the

CHSe.
"

Many Berious m ike those

whci attempt to shoot Folly as she ili<-^

Stung !

Mr*. Stylus—The (lector said that

must take plenty of exercise. He
: me to do lot of walking.

Mr. Stylus Sensible advice! I hoj

yon will follow it.

Mr--.. Stylus—Yes. But 1 need a ne

walking dri



THE MODERN WOMAN
Curbsidc Comments

/.•>/ ORSOL i W. HASKELL
With butlrs ati.l with banners, ttir suffrage cohorts go.

And I. a watcher on the curb, look out tor weal m woe,
And note what word thr gaping world in passing may bc*JU>w«

Kansas Consciences

l^ANSAS suffragists, having secured

the vote, are busy promoting a

school for women voters. The headquar-

ters are at Lawrence, and the course of

study includes all governmental activities

in connection with health, food, work,

etc. This shows the troublesome femi-

nine conscience at work. Just as if a

voter ought to be educated about any-
thing!

anti throughout the land celebrate this

day. Remember, dear sisters, that we

are the mental descendants of all the

noble band who objected to woman's edu-

cation, her entrance into industrial life,

her acquirement of legal rights, her rise

from the sweet, unlettered helplessness

that made her man's dearest chattel.

Let us glory in that fact to-day and be

proud that the same arguments that were

R
MEN

Extracts from
" The Antiquary

"

A weekly journal edited and published by
real ladies and opposed to female enfran-

chisement

Editorial— It is sad to see

the wild ones of our sex lift-

ing voices, that ought to be

devoted exclusively to lulla-

bies, far above the roar of

traffic in passionate pleas

for the ballot. Time and

again have we hammered
these creatures over the head

with the truth of their sex

inferiority. Woman is in-

ferior to man—we state it, we believe it,

we glory in it. She has not produced a

Milton, a Shakespeare, an Abraham Lin-

coln or a chef fit for a hotel kitchen. She

doesn't run our ocean liners, dig in our

coal mines or manufacture our trolley cars.

Physically, mentally, morally, spiritually

and sartorially she is no good— all of her

but us. We are all right and must be ex-

cluded from all criticisms of the rest of

the sex, especially by the dear men,

whom we adore. But to resume: Be-

cause of their failure to produce the

above-mentioned gentlemen geniuses in

proper female form, women are not fit to

vote. Ask any peanut-stand vender and

have this view confirmed by a worthy

male voter, who has been enfranchised

solely for the reason that he can turn

himself into a Milton or Shakespeare

whenever he so desires. But he doesn't

want to. He prefers to sell peanuts.

A Note—Seventy years ago to-day Mrs.

Backnumber, of sainted memory, pro-

tested, in a scented letter written by her

husband (since she was too much of a

lady to know how to write), against girls

being educated. Ah, if such as she had

prevailed, we would not now have to com-

bat the monstrous suffragist! Let every

WOULD
un ittriiutiititmi '*UTM££I rr77r*'.

{" MEN WOULD \J0^i AS their wives and mothers do»——a—— ——asawanaa—

—

|^|^^"f^£^^^^^^^B^jH^^^BL£^]
MEN'S SUFFRAGE WOULD DIMINISH RESPECT FOR MEN "

|"M0ST HEN DO NOT WANT TO VOTE "
mr/rr/rtrrw ,wr.

i" THE BEST flEN WOULD NOT VOTE"
hag—taaaaBa————i—i——meases;

5u
k

ftb^^^^^^^^^^^^^s

pugilistic weep. For truly to-day 'tis a

mighty light to try to complete the work

begun by the dear ones of old—namely,

to keep woman in the company politically

of idiots, paupers and lunatics, that she

may be a fitting mate for man.

News and Notes—Our esteemed worker,

Mrs. Anti Dote, is flying across the con-

tinent to give her celebrated lecture on

"Woman's Place Is at Home." She will

leave her husband and children thousands

of miles away. What devotion to our

cause! We recommend her as an exam-
ple of consistency and logic.

Miss Anti Pathy has writ-

ten a beautiful poem that

brings out female delicacy in

a wonderful way. Space
forbids giving it all, but we
quote the last few lines:

Fragiliy

To get a husband I have
danced

At forty-seven balls,

I've golfed and tennised,

rowed and swum
And gone on countless

calls.

I've had ten colds and fifty

chills,

Pneumonia and other ills,

But went right on—but this

pray note

:

1 am too fragile far to vote..

J

1

hurled by our anti ancestors are doing

duty to-day, strong and unimpaired, in

our verbal fracas with the ballot grab-

bers. Let us, then, drop tears in mem-
ory of Mrs. Backnumber, but let it be a

Susan B. Anthony told
women that they could never "sing down

or pray down an institution that had been,

voted into existence." Of course she

should have said that they ought not to.

fuss round institutions at all.

Votes for Men
By ELINOR BYRN3

CUPPOSE all men, unenfranchised,

could secure a voice in the govern-

ment only by persuading an electorate of

women of their fitness for the franchise?

Would not the women be justified in say-

ing, "No. You men believe that phys-

ical force is the basis of government, and

you are given to settling disputes by war

instead of by reason or justice. You
might waste half or three-quarters of

our national income on war or prepara-

tion for it. You have always devoted

yourselves to money-making, so you know

more about the protection of property

than about the protection of human life.

You might sacrifice our children to pre-

ventable diseases, to exploitation in fac-

tories and sweat shops. You have always

chosen to say that white slavery is nec-

essary, and you might fail to make laws

to check or prevent this evil. You might

run for office and try to win by making a

sex appeal to women voters. And, any-

way, all the men have never united in any

demand for the ballot. When they have-

proved that they all want it, that they

would never do anything but good with

it, that they would all vote, no matter

how much they wanted to play golf or go-

to a ball game, and that their business

and professions would never stand in the

way of their holding office, then we might

consider giving it to them"? Yes, the

women might say all of these things; but

they would not, because those who think

about it at all know that good govern-

ments, like good homes, need both men
and women.
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WITH FOREIGN FUNMAKERS

Probably with Cause

denn uar menu gegvn Ihr Leiden
Bet hi

n ersten Kaparituo n

ieh mith anbrQUen la»«en !"

"Haven't you done anything at all for

lilment, baron?"
•Vhat do you think! I've l.'t the

highi il authorities in the world

shout at me." —J

Delightful Evening

i

'They t - 1 1 i

"Never mind. Continue."— /.-

Sweet Sixteen
" F* ist doch jammi'r<schadi>. dad l.< utnant* nich

Klavu-rsiunden Retail dinlVn !

"

"What a pity it is that lieutenants are

not permitted to give piano lessons!"

—

Fliegendt Blaetter (Munich).

Last Instructions
"C'aat I>i«ti eotaado—tu pars an tata at, sous aurun

pretext.- in n.' t.- laiaace rattrapper I

"

"It is well understood. You start at

the head, and Under no pretext must you
let them catch up with you !"

—

Le Sourire

(Paris).

Both with One Hope
Hostess—Oh, I hop.- your dog won't go

the kitchen! 'Phi- ti^h for baby 'a

dinner ia on the table.

Caller— I hope tint, indeed] !!•• isn't

allowe i to have fieh.— Punch (London).

& -

Out of the Frying Pan

i (meeting her former aervai '

<Hi, Mary, 1 suppose you are getting beU
ter '.

J
our new plat

Mary No, ma'am; I'm work in' for

nothing now I'm married. /

A Mother's Satisfaction

" Mit drn Klndarfrtulcin tint man immer Arrirer.
• . iiir wi i*r *»n am mil den K

umniEpnrn. da»7 rir itnr nichl mehr 711 mir w Men.'*

"One alwaya has vexation with these

nurses, hut I have one that knows so

well how to manage the children that

they won't come to me any more."—
Msgatndo "• r (Munich).



FASHION
AND HER
FOLLOWERS

/'"*»<
1& ' *

L AND MRS. JONES had a

daughter, Lucile, sweet, pretty,

/>. and with nineteen

^s^?\ years of eugenic

#v^^. loveliness. Their
daughter was the
ideal daughter, thought the parents, who didn't

* know that Lucile turkey-trotted behind their

backs.

Mr. Jones prided himself on being the most

modern of men. because he belonged to the old-

est clubs in town. One thing he had determined

on: his daughter should have a eugenic mate

i she married. That became Mr. Jones's purpose in life

on as Lucile reached the marrying age.

(arold was one of the first young men to announce his am-

n in life as that of making Lucile his wife. But Mr.

s, exercising his paternal right of eugenic inspection, as

•rmed it, looked in one evening while the front parlor was
arknc-ss, and switched on the electric light. There was
>ld and Lucile huddled close together on the sofa.

: up, young man!" commanded Mr. Jones. "Aha!
thought! You are round-shouldered. Leave the house

nee and never clutter up my drawing-room again!"

»ld left.

hree weeks later Jack was courting Lucile. One night

Jones saw Jack come up the front steps to the house and

hed him with an eagle eye. Mr. Jones rushed to the

thrust Lucile aside, and braved the young man upon the

tep.

Stop!" exclaimed Lucile's father. "Why do you limp?"
I hurt my leg in an accident two vears ago, when I saved

ife of a child about to be run over by a car," replied

'oung man modestly.

You are not physically perfect, " said Mr. Jones. "You
a flaw, a defect. You are not all that you should be.

can never marry my daughter. Go!" Jack, too, went.

Eugenic Jones's Son-in-law

By CHARLES HARDING IIVIXK

Robert was the next suitor for

Lucile's hand. Robert was big, hand-

some and moneyed. Alas! Mr.

Jones pulled him under the big lamp
in the library one night, and, after

a close scrutiny at Robert's physiog-

nomy, exclaimed with great vehemence,
"Don't you ever try to kiss my daughter! You have a cold

sore on your upper lip. Leave the house and don't ever come
back, not even with a hundred health certificates, for your

money could corrupt a physician, and I wouldn't believe you!"
Thus matters went, until Mr. Jones himself picked a fiance

for his daughter who was beyond eugenic cavil. Like a fly in

the milk, he stood out in bold relief, like a whole man in a

crowd of cripples and misfits. His name was Gerald.

HE WAS IT "*5tfuwa*-*

Ray—Was there any fool sweet on you before I married you ? Sadie—Yes, one.

Ray— I 'm sorry you rejected him. Stniie— 1 didn't. I married him.



v daughter is yours," fondly de-

eland Mr. Jonee, ns Mil*- Ln od by

"Yon
may ki-s bar bat

a betrothal.

"

kid took I.ll-

cile'a hari' ! tn r;t! -<• ii

to bis 11 pa, t >n t stopped

tat His eyes were
fixed u|«>n it with an

intensity that would
made an actress blush. He dropped

h.-r hand aiui turned away.
"I n-fns." to betroth your daughter,"

he t<>li| the aatonisbed Mr. .Jones. "I will

not Kiss her hand. She has a wart on her

little finger." Be stalked away indig-

nantly.

Mr. Junes kicked the dog in his anger
t the rabies. Lucile eloped with

the chauffeur and lived happy ever after.

The Garden

THK radish seed you plant anil guard,
Throughout the rain and heat.

In OOUne of time may jolt \uu hard

—

It may produce a beet.

You may plan f<>r a pumpkin vine,

i re i Is tender greens

;

nd, when June comes down the line,

It has a crop of beans.

A tree sticks better to its job;

My tr< BS this lesson teach.

Lor, when a peach tree Sprouts a knoh,
Y'.u know that it's a peach.

—Mr* J I <>< «.

THE ARTIFICIAL LIKE
" Ain't that too bad, Billy? They 're fixin' a lot more grass fer us to keep off of."

.

The Parables
The Parable of the Risen Star

DEHOLD, while yet Theodoras reigned
over the people, there dwelt in the

land of Man-Hattan a woman of the stage

who yearned with exceeding great yearn-

ing to be a Star.

Her graces were even as the young
roe, and her wisdom was even as that of

the wise men of the East.

And she strove diligently and

bowed down Ii. r smil unto Art. And
it came to pass that after many years

she became a Great Actress.

But the prophets hailed her

and the scribes passed her by on the

other side.

And sh.- eedingly sorrowful

and made bitter lamentation unto

death.

And, behold there came unto her

a Live One who had seen in sooth

that she was beautiful and great.

he said unto her, Weep not,

but get thee a Press A ^.-nt.

And sh.- ceased her lamentations

and took a foxy scribe to hire.

Aid the scribe spake unto her,

saying. Do thou even U I bid

thee, and thou shalt Turn Them
Away before another seedtime ra-

tarneth.

Whereupon she ran away with the

husband of her soubrette, and drove

her chariot like lightning through the

market-place, and rode upon the city

wall in silk pajamas.

thi' scribes filled many s< rolls

with her nan

( P i f f 1 i c u s

Whereupon the manager got her a

play, with the I fence of A
in the second act.

And the Temple of Thespius win

she Bhowed herself could not hold

multitudes that came.

And she rejoiced exceedingly,

Art for Art's sake is a delusion

snide, and many ideals are a v • . r
of the flesh. —ii . k-

Times Change

A RUN about the lawn or floor

Served well its purposes of yofl

When we, dear friend, were v»o
far.

And nothing could our pleasure ma
And we wet-.' well, say, Stat four.

Later, when years perhaps a Bi

Came on US. We Would both deplore

Our early taste, and crave a -

A run. a bout.

Hut now we wish for nothing more
Than just a million dollars for

The ban
ntial when one .no - a car,

A ra i .-r. chaser or

A runaboul

'

A Waste of Time

"Is Shimmerpate going to the b

this summer?"
"1 don't think so. He tells

gett ing nearsighted.

"

Acciricnt.il

/ rst bt •/.'
i \N bar 'a t he

>'« <..i,./ / 1'dank and his



MAKING THE MOST OF A BORROWED MACHINE

CAPTIOUS CRITICS
;, r—Gee ! Miss Dashaway's bathing costume is worse than

irhat she wore at the casino last night.

Wachtuel—Yes ; she had her diamonds on then.

Not On His Job

JOW'S that new hired man o' yours doin', Zack?" asked
'

.Uncle Ab Tansy of Uncle Zack Milkweed, a3 they met

.watering trough and allowed their horses to "squench"

r thirst.

'He ain't doin' at all. I fired him."

'Already? Fer what?"
"He wa'n't onto his job."

"How you talk! Disposed to shirk, huh?"
"I should say so! Couldn't coax nor cuss him out o' bed

e half-past four of a mornin', an' if he'd milked seven or

-.t cows an' took the milk to the station, he thought he'd

e enough 'fore breakfast, an' didn't want to pick up a hoe

git into the potater patch until breakfast was ready. Then
<icked about doin' anything after seven at night. Wanted
et down an' whittle or mebbe go to bed. Said sixteen hours

ay was long enough for any one to work, an' got sassy

'cause I wanted him to hoe a little corn on Sunday. I

tell ye, Ab, the present gen'ration is gittin' more an'

more shif'less. We didn't play at workin' when we
was boys, did we?"

"I should say not! We was onto our jobs, all right,

from three-thutty or four in the mornin' until nine or

so at night. Dunno what the world is comin' to, with

the risin' gen'ration so blamed shif'less!" —if. .1/.

A Sunday Game

Pitcher—The cop will catch us sure this time.

Catcher—Then let us pretend to be playing golf.

The masquerader is not the two-faced person we avoid.

1 i. «Jl*. V-<-T\ i-^» '

INCONSIDERATE
Mrs. Enrrght— Did you enjoy your bridge portv this afiernoon ?

Muriel— No; Cynthia Calvert spoiled the fun. Just as we w<_re hear-

ing all the details of her divorce she walked in.



The Jilts— a Comedy of Summer Courtship

I \ - .vii.-n autumn
en through all

Jy»

the Buramei

> !*\ an ,t "'

fl ki Baid
tZ_2

B rnaitl-

>." |*d

walked with her. I'd

'.'. llll hi r

ri«-« i . and in her

\\

^ V W B I'd
"

We'd p 11 e • ii t h e

!it strands full many a mil.-, ami held

tful hands tin- while.

She'd my hair; ahe'd bossed me
I there. She'd found me waiting

on hi
"

i in the tango we

had tripped a!' a] ly as though lift-

but a song.

And then?

When autumn came, that maiden Bweet

Coldly <>n the city Btri

though I were a stranger, all unknown,

ling thi i and

t night we mel once more-

1 we'd ever nut be-

D a^ain to

scheme to bring about another "L
Young Drean ,

"

"Y< u so r- r t : i ntl me of a man I knew
i he thus i

i

ea and hair are quite

"and, when you

smile, I'd almost think you're
I

" Perhaps I am. " said 1,

with dee)

tfaz.-d once more into her
" What w a i

his name?"
She thought, then smiled

a hit. as sin- replied,

"I can't remember it
'

It 's gone from me fori

: for-

ever from the life of n

hut he was mighty nice!"

She sighed, and then, de-

spite the past, I tumbled in

again !

W hat'B one small jilt to

knock a mortal tlat?

I quite resolved to let it

go at that, and answered
a g a i n dear ('lipid's

call, with ne'er a fear of

jilting in the fall ; for

a Bcheme to spare me from

the worst when fall hath

I'll do t h e

jilting 1

— i • /.

Slumming

" My good n

said the leader of

the slumming part* , "can you

have the tango danced for us?"

"I don't permit the tango,

mum," responded the owner of

the dance hall.

• Have you the audacity to

criticise dances that are danced

in the best Bociet

"I ain't criticising society,

mum: hut if I permitted i

like them. I'd lose my lie.'

The Vcn One

Merchant— I'm looking for a

good man to write my advertise-

mei
./- -Whj

don't you get

one of tho
old farmers

who write up the attrac-

of t 'i e i r farm-

houses during the BUm-

Mnrlcrn Version

Rock-a-bye, baby,
( »n the tree t"i

'

Ma's turkey trotting

She cannot stop ;

Sister's tangoing,

I'a grizzly kx

Kock-a-hye. baby.
For •

ed 1 11 have a car.'
-

she sa

She has

Would Be a Cinch

(~)H. for a straw hat that will keen
^"^ Forever clean and bright!

<>h. for a meltleas collar that

I~ ever stitr and white !

oh. for tan shoes that ever shintj

For tiea that never fray!

<>h, for a pair of summer i

In which the creases stay!

Thought It Was a Cook

Proud parent—We had a new arri

at our house last night.

Ahtorbi 'I eotnmuU r -Did sh<

good dinner?

riitU—Chased by a man ! Dear me, how romantic I



INCONSIDERATE
Traffic policeman (to couple who escaped being run down)—What do ye mane gettin' yerselfs near kilt on my corner ? Do ye want t' get me fired ?

His Success

THE proprietor of the Right Place

Store, over across the street, is

what I call a self-made

man," stated the land-

lord of the Skeedee Tav-

ern. "He came here
about four years ago, as

the magician with a min-

strel show, and when
the aggregation went

•ted and the rest of the forty—count

m!— forty hoofed it off down the rail-

d track, he had a boy hold his fur-lined

•rcoat, rolled up his sleeves to show
t he had nothing concealed about his

son, and with his magic wand drew
of his plug hat enough little tin cups,

Is, rubber balls, ribbons and baby
thes to start a small novelty store.

has been here ever since and has
ck to business, till now he owns an
omobile and owes the bank as much as

thousand dollars."

Easv Monev
'There," observed Grumley, "goes a

n who has made a fortune out of the

omobile business."

'Manufacturer or sales agent?"
'Neither. He's a notary public and
a a fee for every mortgage he makes

On the Other Shore

"In the Father's house are many man-
sions," the pastor was saying to the di-

vorced lady, who was quite ill.

"Yes, I know," she whispered; "and
I was wondering if John would live in

one and I in another over there."

Dabs and Dashes

A mark of respect.

A line of inquiry.

A spot of interest.

A stain of dishonor.

A touch of kindness.

A trace of weakness.

A figure of despair.

A stamp of gentility.

A point of difference.

A sign of displeasure.

A stroke of misfortune.

An impression of the mind.

A Perfectly Natural Querv

Said the friendly city boarder
To his country host, "I see

You have honey on the table.

Tell me, do you keep a bee?"

Emulation

Crawford—How in the world does it

cost you so much to live?

Crabshaw— I sometimes fancy it's be-

cause I have such expensive neighbors.

Just So

"Pa, what was a knight errant?"
"A conceited person of ancient times

who was continually butting in."

A man who knows it all has reached the

point where he is incapable of learning.

HER FIRST VISIT
Ethel (noting with horror the sawdust on the floor)

-—Mamma, does he butcher dolls?
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Romance

] I N' Interview Bent hack from Lon-

don, David Starr Jordan, president of

Lelai I nity, apholda ro-

mantic love. He says that it is much
better to have the youth select hia mate

" M'T To BAROU) BBB IS THB KMI:IST BOB! IN Till:

G vkl'KN OF CI1

through romantic love'B sweet haze than

it ia for the State to jock her for him.

We heartily agree with President Jor-

dan. We've ba I son icperience in thin

ince business, and we're for it. I
--

may look like an onion to the State,

t, h to Harold -• •• is the fairest rose that

ever bloomed in the garden of girls.

thing. A silvery

moon >

- an t i • the plainest face

found above two shoul lera, throw a cou-

; i!e lavender shimmers over it

blue-tipped flame. Bach will suddenly

discover that he or she can't live without

the other. Each breath not drawn in the

presence of the other in a positive, tear-

ing pain. Their appetites will fall off.

Where one- they us.-d to eat roasting

ears until their parents considered board-

ing them at a livery ptahle, they

will suddenly lose their appetites,

until a large, well-tilled bean and

a glass of water will be all they

can possibly eat. Keep them
apart until they begin to wiite

letters in secret, and, before you

could hang a handbag on the new
moon, they will pull a justice of

the peace out of bed and tell him

that every second is golden, and,

if he knows any short cut, to use

it, no matter about the exp
That is romance.

A young man will take a bux-

om girl, built along the lit

the Tmperator, and hold her on

his knees until he has to wake his

feel with a dinner hell. But that

is romance.

Personally we love to Bit in the

parlor, with the light low, after

our hand has absently wandered

over and covered hers, and disCUSS great

questions Of the day with her. We like

to hold one Of her hands and discuss the

wool schedule, or both of her hands and

thoughtfully analyze the question of tin-

recall of judgi

One time we were discussing the fu-

ture of the Philippines with a girl in a

half light. When We heard her father

coming downstairs. The discussion had

lasted over until the quiet hours

of the morning. We thought

He opei • I the door and dr>

y Ming student of affairs to its p

The next thing his daughter's admSI

knew was that two men were bendil

over him and asking what he had got|

front of. The young man told them
it was in front of an oil-burning, for

draft father. They were loth to beli

it, but the young man had the evidei

with him. All we ha I to do was to Of

our shirt, and the two men could say

more. That was romai

Still, that is better than having 1

State take our measurements and (

dispositions and trv to mate US up. I

romance goon doing business at thei

the Stale doesn't have to 1

with either of them.

Random Notions

A NEW motor-'bua line I

running past the office of the

of this page. Pretty girls are to

conductors. If any of our fri<

in to see us and we don't happen to he.

they can Bit down and make them

at home for a few minutes. Th
isn't very long. If the friend war

take us out for a spin or to lunch, h€

find US open to reason.

It has happened again. Thi

was a man in Dea Moines, la.

outward appearances he was perf

normal in every way, but, all the

there was an occipital wheel I

Blow laving he had rounded up four I

dred dollars, all in one bunch,

money he put in the parlor stove for !

kee| ; t hen came 1 1

Bnd the coolest-headed young man in that her father was going to call /*5/^v»\ 1 '

town will walk the floor for hours, mum- on the furnace, but it transpired. WT^jjL
incoherently. The silvery moon however, that he was coming to y - (\ y j

ha-i put more framed licenses in the par- see us. He was b large man ^ }

|..r than any other sgi I I in the world

If:, etting bored

with each other • quit telling

by hoi. ling hands.

1 mbera of ro-

s into a I ell them they must
• r. never.

Immediately will burst into a

indulged in athletics. He
advanced quickly and seised the

young man who had been dis-

CUSSing our inland ]
with his daughter as if he

already loved him and was will-

ing to take him into the family.

Hut such was not his del HE WAJ \ UtOJ MAN ANl> DfDULOD IN ATH LimCS
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A4UMMY!"
"What is it, dear?"

"I wanta hear my pop!"
"The baby songs?"

"Yes, mummy, please!"

Little Claude Brianda had left his

s, and, leaning on his mother's knee,

ked curiously at the phonograph.

Virginia Brianda dropped her embroidery and started the

chanism upon a disk already in place.

"By. Baby Bunting! Daddy's gone a-hunting!" the sim-

melody that generations of mothers have sung came forth

the tones of a master tenor. Frequent use had worn the

ord to discord in places.

Carl Brianda, the father, originally named Bryan, had been
arintr boy with the artistic temperament. Running away
m home, he had found employment in New York in a thea-

His voice got him a place in the chorus, and he almost

ped ahead, so great was his gift. An unusually short

iod found him in opera, and his success ran counter to all

traditions of the art of singing. He was now fulfilling an

jagement abroad.

While in the chorus, Carl had fallen in love with a young
ress of exceptional ability, and she left the stage to make a

ne from which Carl's success was more and more surely sep-

ting him. From his princely earnings adequate sums came
ularly, but letters that for a time brimmed with affection

w fewer and more formal.

"\'>w one of the big songs, mummy," asked little Claude,

the lullaby, embodied with others of its kind in a medley,

3 concluded.

Virginia placed a record of "The Vows We Fondly Plighted,"

m "Trovatore, " and this purely sentimental melody, en-

led by the beauty of her husband's voice, filled the room as

lad filled many an auditorium.

Art and Domesticity

Virginia, who retained much of the

beauty that had at first charmed Carl, for

a time moved in the social circle related

to the theater. Here she met men who
paid her compliments, and some of them

made love to her. Art means a phase of

freedom that never appealed to her, and

she gradually withdrew to herself.

"I wanta see my pop!" said little Claude. The end of the

record had been reached.

"Oh, you can't see him to-day, dear," replied Virginia.

"Why?"
"He's far—f-a-r—away."
"When's he coming back, mummy?"
"Soon, I hope, dear."

"Is he singing all the time—everywhere?"

"Yes, dear.

"

"Well, then, I wanta hear him sing some more."
Virginia put on a record of "Thy Lips Like Berries." As

the song rang out, she almost fancied Carl was with them.

Carl became more and more absorbed in his art. But great

artists—men as well as women—have moments of sentiment.

Wherever Carl went, he was lionized. In every city he was
the hero of women who needed no encouragement to besiege

him. Notes, telephone calls, and, in proximity, the language

of the eyes told of infatuations. His rooms were always banked

with flowers. The artificial life he led was made the more fev-

erish by continued feminine aberration. One or another wom-
an, on occasion, had secretly invaded his dressing-room or his

hotel apartment. Servants are not superior to bribery.

"I want another of pop's songs, mummy!" was little

Claude's cry. Virginia found "Your Eyes Have Told Me,"

and again Carl's voice was heard.

At that moment he was singing the song in the boudoir of

a woman of fashion in London. —J. .1. Waldron.
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w h o W h osiers v e r y w ere
r^LARK, BEAUCHAMP Betterknown

as I lhatnp. Master of the navel and

humorist-in-chief of tin- House of Repre-

THE TATTLE TALE
I 'ra jus" as puzzled as I can be

—

i >!d on me.

A next door can talk, 'tis true,

But I don't see how in the world he ',

»/
I
'*'-.

Bentatives. Born singing "Yoa Gotta

Quit Kickin' Mj Dawg Aroun'," in An-
i County, Kentucky, March 7th.

I860. Hit Brat words as a speaker,

rather than a singer, were, " V<<r the Bake

krty harmony, I an reconciled; hut

if I ever meet you by moonlight alone on

i of the Wabash <>r any other

old stream, in my private capacity, you

will immediately perceive in the ofBng

nol less than seven solar systems and

fifty-seven varieties of the Milky Wa .

with your '•' men*

tioned as a possible candidate for the

presi lency at the age of five by his

/;// 11"/: II K /»'/</< '..I-///

nurse, because of his sturdy Jeffersonian

Democracy, as shown in his marvelous

capacity for mixing simple tastes with

marked forensic ability, when, standing

on the bottom of an inverted milk pail,

he addressed stimulating periods to his

father's pack of houn' dogs, whom he ad-

dressed as "fellow-citizens" and who

made the welkin wag with the enthusias-

tic oscillation of their caudal appendages

as his glowing periods rolled forth.

Mastered early in life the intricate

complexities of statecraft by assiduous

devotion to the pages of the Conjrres-

aionaX Record, over which in hi* hoy-

hood days he pored as diligently as

though it were a romantic tale of the

adventures of Davy Crockett, a Daniel

Boone, a Nick Carter or a Theodore

Roosevelt Became a school teacher

on the Marathon plan of himself com-

peting with his own pupils, keeping

a day ahead of them in the pursuit of

such knowledge as they wished t i ac-

quire, and gaining great efficiency as

her thereby, since all the in-

formation and learning imparted was

fresh from the fount of knowledge

itself.

Made president of Marshall College,

in West Virginia, in 1st:?, acquiring

there a marked liking for the title of

president, which has never left him

since; but, having few athletic
I

found th" academic field too narrow

for the scope of his talents, and h

relinquished it for a broader public

service at Washington, where, as the

fountain bead of a particularly fresh

and buoyant kind of humor, be be-

came the most popular contributor to

the Congrtwnonal Record, turning that

grave compendium of portentous ver-

bosity Into a considerable rival to Joe

Millet's Jest I'.ook and London I

Adopted the American Hug as his

trade-mark early in his political career

blowing it into all the bottles of hi

eloquence and never losing an op porta

nity to hoist it on domestic or foreigi

soil, even at the cost of hoisting himsf
and his party with it.

At the close of the long Democnfl
drought in 1910 was made king of m
revels in the Jeffersonian carnival tha

followed and has held that position et

since. Was candidate for Pn
L912, but. through the special intluene

of his friend, William Jennings Brys

was continued in the speakership, a sui

PARADOXICAL
, Done i

. kc ? San.

. c how he |

bof his -



' A FASHIONABLE
FMMER RESORT

" And 1 'm not even allowed

to remove my coat in public "

Mr. Bryan fearing the possibility of

losing the other, and his service being

eby lost to the public. Has stood on

y platforms, especially of the Chau-

|ua variety. Author of many unpub-

ed works, among which are said to be

naugural address of much length and

stirring humor, a historical romance
tied "Bill Judas, of Baltimore, or the

jsing of Champ," "How I Was Un-
and Who Undone Me," and "Private
lions of Prominent Consumers of

De Juice," a collection of epigrams of

iderable flavor. Address, The Lighter

1 Department, Editorial Rooms, Con-

sional Record, Washington, D. C.

Cupid's Disability

ME never feels quite certain whether
The lives that Cupid knits together

I stand the wear and tear of travel,

whether they will soon unravel,
so-called knots turn out mere hitches,

frequently he drops his stitches,

laps it is the part of kindness
•lace the blame upon his blindness.

—(if<i. /.'. MoretooodL

>r pure advertising value, a teaspoon-

of brandy in a glass of milk has a

le quart of grape juice beaten to a

zle.

In the Olden Days

The ancient Greeks enjoyed a blessing

—

Their trousers never needed pressing;

But to their joy some gloom attaches

—

They had no place to strike their matches.

The Vernacular

An interview between a shopkeeper in

the Kentucky mountains and a "poor
white" developed this:

"Hain't you got no eggs?"
"I hain't said I

hain't."

"I hain't asked you

is you hain't; I asked

you hain't you is. Is

you?"

Putting it Mildly

Tom—Did you say

your friend is slender?

Foil—Well, she re-

turned a silhouette

gown because she

couldn't make a shad-

ow in it.

inomalous

(~}UEER thing, wedlock ! You find your-

self attached to a woman, and go and

get tied to her. When you find you're

tied to her, the attachment disappears.

A Reminder

Lives of spinsters oft remind us
Happiness is but a snare.

Why should we to base men bind us,

When we've cats and curls of hair?

Money by any otht-r

name would worry
the world just the
same. ATLANTIC CITY'S BORED WALK
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A5 A LAST RESORT
HE GOES TO THE

QUEEN.WHO
AGREES TO
HELP

# HIM #

-EXCEPT THE QUEEN

^/HO HAS A LITTLE

SURPRISE FOR HIM

?'% nf!
r* l\i wplj

^fiQpMBj
ta ' ^<^Rq"

Tnv
( ?<|^c

A£
["he Discover] of America: Showing that it was no cinch for C olumlms

'

AFTER A ROUGH

TRIP. AMERICA

15 DISCOVERS

4j

If

I

P^SEDJj
T*W THEf

\\BOARD OF|

V[CEH50i{SHIF

Gtorfie Ctrkon

HonkA Merc Formality Everything Relative

..YYTELL, we have ha. I the infant fitted Aladgt This summer seems to be much .^VOUR cows mo., in a most pecaU

with glasses, his appendix re- cooler than I way.

I, ami his Btomach re-enforced. Marjorie -You must remember, di "The instinct for self-preservation il

we overlooked anythii that you're not wearing bo many clothea. velops animals." remarked the farm>

• «ju ,,,_•• "Them cows don't want t<> be run ov

"What Does the man who is stu.-k in the eye by the pesky antes, bo they are I. 'ami

• We have forgotten to nam.- the child." with a hatpin receive a gal-vanic shock'.' to honk."



lore Lovely than Hele n

\2 J* --X

By S. B. fiiSJSR

TCfHAT a beautiful girl Miss For-

tescue is!" she said. "If I

were a man, I

should be crazy
about her !"

"She's very
pretty," he assent-

ed; "but I know a

girl who is much
more beautiful

—

much more charm-

ing."

"What a curi-

j-looking locket that is on your fob!"

There's a strange story connected

th it. I picked it up in a quaint little

•io shop in London. It once belonged

a man who had some kind of an occult

wer that made it possible for him to

»me invisible to other people."

'You don't believe anybody ever really

d such power as that, do you?"
No. But the story the curio dealer

d me about this man was rather inter-

:ing. It seems that the man who had

3 curious power had lived in India for

number of years, and while there he

;ceeded in getting himself initiated

:o some of the deep mysteries of the

st. When he came back to England,

•ange stories began to be heard about

him. One day a woman was
walking in Hyde Park, appar-

ently all alone, when suddenly

she put her hands up to her

throat and began to struggle

as if attempting to free her-

self from the clutches of some
one who was choking her. Peo-

ple who rushed to her assist-

ance"
"Oh, such stories always

make me feel creepy! Don't

you think Helen Fortescue's

beauty would be perfect if her

eyes were not quite so near to-

gether?"

"I don't believe I ever no-

ticed that her eyes were too

near together. People who
rushed to her assistance found

her choked almost into insensi-

bility, and there were clearly defined fin-

ger marks on her neck. A few minutes

later"

"I suppose, when a man admires a girl,

he doesn't notice any little defects like

that, does he?"

"It was not necessarily a defect. Any
one who is choked is likely to have marks
showing"

"I mean Helen Fortescue's eyes."

PROFESSIONAL NEIGHBORS
Please, ma'am, mother says can ye loan her some milk. She wants to make a omelet with them

eggs she borrowed off ye this momin'."

DISTURBING
Voice through the door—Quick ! everybody to the fire escape !

It 's through the bath-room window."

"Don't you care to hear the rest of the

story?"

"Oh, yes, certainly! Please go on."

"A few minutes after the woman's cu-

rious struggle, the man who owned this

locket was seen walking away from the

place where the thing happened. No one

had noticed him before, and it was sup-

posed that he had, while invisible to

others, assaulted the woman, whether for

revenge or for the purpose of robbing

her nobody knew. The most remarkable

part of the story"

"You were saying a moment ago that

you knew a much more beautiful girl."

"I am not sure that she was beautiful.

The curio man didn't mention it. The
most remarkable"—

—

"I mean more beautiful than Helen

Fortescue."

"Yes, I do know one who is more
beautiful—much more beautiful."

"Do I know her?"
"Yes."
"Very well?"

"You ought to know her better than

you know any one else in the woild."

"Do you think a girl ought to call a

young man by his first name before they

are engaged?"
"I don't see any harm in it, if they

are good friends."

"But if— if they are something more
than friends?"

"Then there is the more reason why
she should."

"Who is she—Philip?"
"The curio man didn't tell me. I

don't suppose he knew."
"I mean the girl who is more beauti-

ful and lovely than Helen?"



'"If y>>u will pn any-
thing to I I will"

"But why ghoul

k. • p il

•*W ^<A "' v '• ll,,r

4Hk
^ o i

! "*'"' ,t;
'"' ' s

-
v "ur

'^W
t

. / ter Jessie. Shall 1 tell

Wq v/ trka-

ble p;irt (if t h e .story

about the man"
"No, thank you. I really don't know

should think I'm interested in

iwful homely thing
it I-. ft] > v. :,-. |"

H:>tonc Peculiarities

CHAKESPEARE walk to Lon-
n in preferei liting for ;.

train.

During his entire life Michael Angelo
less than live dollars I ut of draw-

ings for rs.

Robi rt Pulton wouldn't turn wati i

ira boiler, even if it were burn-

ing dry.

Great, who was \

fond of writing letti rs, i vi t m< istened

the gummy Bide of postage ."-tamp-.

Daniel Webster believed in econoi

irig time, but was never known to >i~. i

telephone.

fond of playing

the violin, but would nev< r consei

havii >la in the boo

Na] -. r got a wink of sleep in

a room that w as Bteam-heated.

Lord Cornwall is grew fat on army camp
chuck, but never could eat at a cafeteria.

' A'. '//. >/

I s
One has six njan-eating tigers to his credit

;

The Viewpoint

mist said, as he nursed his blues,
ever had aught that I didn't lose."

The optimist said—and his smile was
id—

"I never lost aught that I hadn't Brat
had."

Off the Water Wagon

Aladdin rubbed his lamp and the genie

appeared.

"It's my first sight of a dj inn-phi*,

"

Bighed Aladdin.

And he rolled off the water wagon.

1. * "-Q <^V"

SSIMO DURIN
/ ind shrilly treble)—Mamma, is that man shaking his stick at that woman ?

— Hu'h, dearie. I her.

ineasy) —Then, mamma, what is she yelling about?

W II I C H?
the other has just shot his first rabbit.

A Ballade of Norn- and After

I'M A LANGUID, listless wight;
Careless I'm of blame or pi

I am choleric day and night,
Spiteful in each word and phrase
There's no spirit in my I:.

And I'm in an endless frown.
Oh, the gladness in my gaze

When the girls get back to town!

Be who once was blithe and bright,

Now his mournfulness betrays;
He whose heart v bo light,

Naught but - • o\v displays.
Yet. though gloom my spirit swaj

And I sink in studies brown,
I shall come from out the maze

When the girls get hack to town.

Something's missing to the sight;

Every comfort from me at]

thing seems to go just right ;

All the hope in me decaj b,

For there is no charm that stays.

Ah! my wnes I'll quickly drown
And f joy upraise

When the girls get back to town.

i nvoi

Mark
J el In so main wa\ s

I have kept • down—
I 've been saving for the •'

When the girls git back to townl
/ 4- rp

Depends on Circumstances

"Do you say ought-to-mobile or 01

to-mobile, Jimpsoi il hers.
" Well, that dep< lid J imps*

"When I think of how I ought to pay

it. I sav ought-to-mohile. aid whsj
think of how I can't pay for it. I

owe-to-mobile. War 1 take a lit

run in mv 0W< 'h met"



PHE MODERN WOMAN
lurbside Comments

By ORBOLA W. BASKJCLL
th biul*"* ami with banners, the suffrage cohorta k'o.

I I. a watcher on the curl>. look out for weal or woe,
1 note what word the capinf world in paaainf may bestow.

The New Wooing

OLDEN days the gay young blade
Wooed in this way his chosen maid:
>ur eyes are azure pools of light, your
neeks are roses fair,

ir lips are crimson beauties, and your
>cks beyond compare

;

ir hand is white, your foot petite, your
eck and shoulders fine"

3ounded like a clinic) ; but he ended.
Pray be mine !"

in these suffragisting days
lover must use other praise:

oa have a level head, my dear; I

iew it oft with pride,

] note the high-class brand of brains
ou've safely tucked inside.

ir voice is fine, it reaches far in

ny lecture hall,

i you're just right for platforms,
landing straight and slim and tall.

i've read so many volumes, I love
3 hear you quote,

i, of course, I quite agree with
ou the women ought to vote.

ffer yoq my help for that and love
hat long endures"
id he signs himself quite humbly),
'Dear Alice, I am yours!"

Another Blow-

LAS, the good old bugbear sex has
received another blighting blow!

re are four women on the Progres-

e party municipal platform com-
tee of greater New York, and dur-

the meetings held by the commit-
all its members work together,

it as men and women, but as indi-

uals interested in the platform from
art to finish." This elevation of mind
r matter will certainly encourage
8e strange people who believe that men
I women not connected by family have
ny relations other than the century-old
t of matrimonial catchor and catchee.

For Nineteen Fifteen

OPE shines in the eyes of workers in

the Woman Suffrage Party, for they
•ort that only one-third of the voters
o attend their numerous meetings in

U and on the streets decline to enroll

believers in the suffrage cause. This
ka promising for 1915, when the dom-
nt male in this State will be given an
x>rtunity to say whether his mate
;ht to be enfranchised or not. Thus is

valry preparing to stab itself in the
•ast. For every one knows that, after
men vote, they will need no politeness

or consideration from men. anil these vir-

tues will follow the inexorable law of

nature and cease to be through disuse.

Echoes

\\fE ARE told that all the prominent

people are on the anti side. Such

nonentities as Mary Johnson, Israel Zang-

LOU ROGERS

STILL TEACHING HIM

will, Jane Addams, Theodore Roosevelt

and a few others will be quite overcome.

The Rev. Charles Dole has expressed

his opinion that "government is not for

the sake of fighting, voting is not a tug

of war between angry factions, but pol-

itics is properly a friendly consideration

of all manner of common interests." Is

it not too bad to thus slam the door on

that old friend of the antis, Brute Force?
Whenever he goes out one portal, a freed

womanhood usually enters by the other.

"To know what you prefer," said

Stevenson, "instead of humbly saying

amen to what the world tells you you
ought to prefer, is to have kept your soul

alive." Can it be that, not content with
stealing other things from men, the

women of to-day are confiscating such

truths as these for every-day use?

Consistency

«« A WOMAN'S place is home," she
/ * said.

"This voting will not do!"
And then she went abroad, we read,

And stayed a year or two.

"No woman wants to vote!" she cried;

But, somewhat later on,

She had a fit and almost died,

Because the wrong man won.

"My housework must come first," said

she.

"Why leave it for the polls?"
Then she went out and stayed to tea,

And left the kids, poor souls!

"Hub represents me with his vote,"
Said she. "That should suffice.

"

But what she said I will not quote

—

When "hubby" voted twice.
—Lurana Sheldon.

For the First Grade

By ELINOR BTRN8
T~)EMOCRACY, children, is a long

word; but it is easy to under-

stand if you try. Men began to talk

about it, write about it, even to fij;ht

about it, many years ago; yet they

have never succeeded in producing any

of it, although there is a perfectly

good recipe in the Declaration of In-

dependence. Along in 1848 some
women said,

"We're passing good cooks, and
we've been looking sadly at your at-

tempts at democracy. We have found

out that the trouble is you have always

left out the chief ingredient, and then

wondered why your dough didn't rise.

You talk very intelligently about 'gov-

ernment for all the people, by all the people'

and 'no just government without the con-

sent of the governed. ' But, when you get

to work, you forget about them. 'All the

people' means women as well as men.

The 'consent' of women is just as neces-

sary as the consent of men. You can't

make a cake out of flour alone. Put in

butter, sugar and spice, if you want it

to be a success."

The women have been talking ever

since, and some of the men have listened.

If you want to know what kind of cake

they have, go to California, Washington,

Colorado or any of the six other equal-

suffrage States, and find out for yourself.

Don't ask the antis. They have no use

for cake, anyway. It gives them indi-

gestion.

Congressman Heflin calls a male suffra-

gist a "suffrotescent." What!



LAUGHS FROM OTHER LAND

Painful position of If. P. returnii
his hotel in the only dothefl left him
after a quiet hath behind the rocks.

—

I (Londoi

A Useless Order
" Haul I.-* mini

"Hands up!"—Le Sourir* (Paris).

. j'i-n .11 la I'hnr .!. pools!"
lillonl"

"How the cold pinches! I am getting
• flesh

!"

"If we only could make bouilloi out of
it!"—Le Rirt (Paris).

His Mistake

Farmer— I hear there's a fine fat pig
for Bale here. Can I see it?

Boy Fey-therl Some one wants ter
r.—Sh. tch (London).

'

I ,')

;

•:

...
.

1$

Hints to Climbers: How To Attract Notice
Dine at smart restaurants ai i I yon ever learned of table manners.

/' eh i London).

Feminine Curiosity

We're looking back to see if they
Are looking back to see If w<
Are looking bach to see If they
Are looking back at ns.—Bystander (London)

The Masher

! U-.ii. iiarf i. li tbam mrinen Sot

!>»nk'\ i.li baba i
•

" A. h. .I.t III j» vol .u kleln fur urn. b.-.

"Mis-, tuny I offer you my umbrella
"Thanks; but I have 01

"Oh, luit that one is much too sm
for the two of us!"- F Blae^
( Munich).



SPEAKING FROM EXPERIENCE
rlii—Do you think kissing is really unhygienic? Matron— It seems to be considered so by persons who have been long married.

The Truth about Little Red Riding Hood

.^w i r*-y

2 WHO suffered in childhood the in-

dignity of being fed on fables and

absurd fairy stories

may be thankful that

times have changed

and that children of

the present enjoy a

literary diet of truth

and proved facts.

They are not taught

to believe in fairies

any more than in

gnomes and witches,

nor to enshrine im-

wible heroes in their hearts. It is

>per, therefore, to expose for the grow-

; generation some of the famous hum-
gs of history.

Perhaps no person in juvenile lore de-

•ves a "showing up" more than that

scocious young woman known as Little

d Riding Hood, who in a laughably

probable tale succeeded in deceiving

r mother, from whom she had been re-

ving basket luncheons each day, in-

ided for an ailing grandmother, who

By KATE MASTERSON

lived a little distance from the Hood
cottage.

These baskets contained the usual

invalid delicacies— calf's-foot jelly,

currant wine, fruit, cold fowl, deli-

cious biscuit and fresh butter— all

daintily packed in fine linen napkins.

The old lady, however, never received

them, and the circumstances of her

death indicate strongly that she died

from starvation, although no investi-

gation was made at the time.

Little Miss Hood's love for gaudy
apparel and her desire for masculine
admiration were the cause of her
heartless behavior rather than cru-

elty, and her final escapade, after her

world-famous adventure, was to run
away from home for a stage career.

Her choice of a bright crimson
cloak gives evidence of her fondness
for showy clothing. Her story of
the "wolf" was an amusing inven-

tion, yet clever enough in its way.
The fact is that, going across the

meadow to her grandmother's home

NOT FOR GRAPE JUICE
Tailor—How abouf pockets?

Customer—Quart size, please.



An Appreciation of 1

in a flirtation with you _

a luxurious motor 1>(

ear. II.- w o re a

heavy fur c oat,
which hung to his

heels, cap t «

•

match, and go.

Which to a certain

<• i

"^^ the appearai
x an animal. I) ay

after day she m< I

him, and they enjoyed dashing drive to

the woods, where they sat under a tree

and picnicked from the luncheon basket.

Despite all their precaul ions, they were

seen by - ool children, and the

s fins lv heard the gossip. It was
th.-n that the girl coi : her Btory

about meeting the "wolf," and the chil-

icription of her companion car-

ried (.'it tins idea.

The "wolf" was a professional chauf-

feur, who immediately forsook the girl

when d bringing him the lunch-

which happen* d soon afterward,
when her grandmother passed away. To
avoid talk, Mrs. Hood rep »ated the

of her daughter's adventure with the

wolf, and it circulated freely and \<.a~

v.'d by th >se Bimple country folk.

Sealed proposals are received before
contracts are made except in marriage,

wh.n the proposal is sealed afterward.

Not loud ei ough
Iraw a en

Not too somber,
Not too •-

Ni t gaj si ough
To spread di

Not too costly,

Not too cheap,
Not cheap enough

For mimic sheep.
Not too simple,
Not too frilled,

Jusl frill enough
To show your skill.

Not too forward,
Not too shy,

Not shy enough
To be passed by.

Alluring, mystic,
Full of wiles

—

Such are the latest

Women's Btyles.
—BU

His Opinion

"With the corset slaying

women by th.- hundreds and th.- Hum
on mowing down men like a pesti-
." remarked tin- Erratic Thinker, "it

is strange that there are still plenty of
the former always ahead of you at the

general-delivery window at the post-

office, and an over-abundance of the lat-

ter who need ten dollars till the first of

the month.

"

WILL NOT TAKK rLIGHT
- mother— Gracie, are you a darling angel?

• "/(,"'—Not if it 's anything to get ujs airi I

Some Features

Miss-directed

Encr

of

PRECAUTION
VncU (,'yrui— 'Tain't rainin ; » rvin' that big umbrella for?

.
—S pose I .ineJ up like a >h ?

Fye service.

Lip worship.

Chin music.

Tongue lashing.

Brow heating.

Far piercing.

Nose wringing.

Jaw breaking.

Hair splitting.
- oV... B. .'/••/ . ir,„„l.

Sure Sign

inl—How do

you know Higgs's
car is a cheap one?

f 'oward- He never

can remember it'9

make.

The Difference

"The chronic
bachelor smiles at

matrimony. "

"Eh-yahl But the

married niHti knows

The Conquering Hero

(l.it hr (Coriolaoos) kid »kai Caiolkoufht .

in a toUirr, not unlv itrrngth of hand a
|

i
[

enrmr.— hutjrih.]

THINK not, my son, that you
i

By lesser men attended,

Or be accounted great, had*

And hailed as truly splendid,

If modesty within you I

(>r if your ways be quiet.

Proclaim that you are pre.

And few will then deny it.

Think not, my son, to awe the throng
By soft and gentle speaking;

Tour argument will not be strong
Without a deal of shrieking.

Unless you Strut and burn to ll

Tour chest have full inflation,

The talent that you have will get
You little admiration.

Your gifts may be superlative,

But few will flock about you,
Unb-s you have the look to give
A chill to those who flout you.

The blatant blusterer •'•

While modest Worth sits drean
For greatness, as of old. depends
Much 00 the outward seeming.

.' '. Kiterl

After the Premiere

"You're a gay kind of a friei !"
Whimper to Wigglesworth. "1

like a hyena all through the first act i

my tragedy
!"

"Tragedy? Tragedy?" ech I Wi
glesworth. "Why, Whimper, old man,

really was trying to help you I I thnug

all along the darned thing was a ve

amusing fare-



CURIOUS FORMATIONS IN SILHOUETTE

,[T'S A BURNING shame,
that's what it is!" cried

eraldine hotly.

"What has Reginald done

o\v?" queried grandmother.

hough not quite up to date, she

ad learned that most of the

burning shames" were perpetrated by
asbands.

Granddaughter flushed guiltily. "Noth-
ig—er— that is, I wasn't referring to

im. I meant throwing Adam and Eve
ut of the Garden again."

"I was not aware that they or any of

heir "descendants had ever gotten back
n after the first expulsion."

"Well, perhaps not," said Geraldine.

"Anyway, it was a snippy trick for

hat publication society to issue a new
Jible, in which the parents of the race

ire called Man and Woman. After all

he trouble the poor things have had,

vith a wayward son and being blamed
'or everything that has happened since

heir day, why couldn't they be let alone?"
"What a queer sentiment for a modern

coman to express!" exclaimed grand-

nother, in surprise. "Some of you want

That Divine Discontent
By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIKA V

to improve one thing and some another.

I didn't suppose there was anything that

you considered 'well enough' to let alone. "

Geraldine cogitated, without much suc-

cess. "We— we're satisfied with the

solar system."
"Except," murmured grandmother,

looking through half-closed lids back to

her own girlhood days, "when, sharing

with the young man a cozy seat in the

shrubbery, you count the shooting stars.

Then, a scarcity of stars, with its conse-

quent dearth of kisses, forces you to sup-

ply the stellar deficiency with fireflies."

"How dreadful ! But I presume girls

have done such things," said Geraldine

demurely.

"And always will," predicted the old

lady, "unless, out of present conditions,

a sexless woman, a neuter gender, is

evolved."

"Even should that happen,"
opined Geraldine, "she will still

demand a tribute of some kind;

if not to her sex, to her brain or

her skill with the broadsword."

"It's mighty little homage a

woman receives these days, and

she was never more discontented than

now. I can't help believing that she was
happier cuddling a man's head than she is

cuffing it."

"As evidence of her versatility, it may
be mentioned that she is good at either."

"It must be awful," said grandmother
slyly, "to be dissatisfied with everything

but the solar system !"

"While not exactly pleased with the

laws of nature, she has, so far, made no

effort to repeal them," hazarded Ger-

aldine, after desperately racking her

brain.

"No," came the quick retort. "She
suspends them. Now, the law of gravi-

tation— isn't she thinking of revising or

amending that?"

"Oh, no!"
"Humph !" scornfully sniffed the grand-

dame. "Isn't the woman who tries to sup-



female loveli-

of threi

.
,

bee I a jug-

\ L^ . M. f « 1 i " 8 1 1, e

phy-
"

"Cerl
not. SI •

iting that
she

| requisit)

breeding— pa Give
iredit for being too wise to tackle

the imposaibli

"There!" cried grandmother t rinm-
phantly. "You admit that woman has
limitatioi -

re, man's in-

ferior. Man, since he harnessed the

r am! in\

An Editor's Side la

. .

J
WOULDN'T think that pol

r in a little
like this would I igh in

it tci pay a man very much
ally if he had a fami: the

commercial traveler, who had fallen

nation with the editor
- of the Beaneville Bloat.

"Well, it wouldn't have if a man
depend on the paper alt

was the reply. "But, th. n, I have
a number of aide iaauea. .My wife

- and runs a millinery
shop, and in the Bummertime sh.-

to auto parties and does
a little plain sewing t<> sort o* help out
Then I repair bicycles and do something

along the line of doctoring
sick boi fifty

or sixty hens and canvai

three or four magazines.
Then I am a justice of the

peace and a notary public, and
I do something along the line

of fire insurance, and I repair

umbrellas : and with two oi

three more little side issues

like that. I manage to keep
the Blast going, with the help

of a little job printing."

NOT ALROPLANING
Toun •; why the : -hen he

road " as

. Bcknowledg<
impoasibilit i< pt" —
"What?"
"Putting woman hack in the humble

position which -de tentedly occu-

pied. 'All the king's horses and all the

king's men* might be able to put h.-r

back there again, but they could not
make her contented with h.-r situation."

The man who "takes hold" without

thinking has a hard time to "hang on."

The Slash Skirt

I am n i prude, but I'll admit
The sight <>f it unnerv< b,

When I see women wearing it

Who haven't any curv. -.

No Change

" Wa-al, I dunno, " said old

lady Corntossel.

"It don't seem to

make much differ-

ence what party's

in p o w e r d W ti

there to Wash-
n — 1 •emmy-

crat, Republikin or

wotnot— these here

ats fer chickin

potpie an' tomater
up in thi

t i n g news]

runs on ji-st abaoul

the hey did back in th'

old Andy Jackson—no
better n.-r no wuss. I guess

the country's putty Bafe in

most anybuddy's ham!

A Conviction

"I always believed, " she said,

as she searched the trousers

again to Bee that nothing had
left, "that a man should

keep nothing from his wif. "

ID HER TOILET WAS COMPLh
Jack, dear, how do you like my new gown ?

Hubby—Where ii I

When Nancv Cooks

y^J
1 1 E N N ancy cooks, she lifts w 1 1 h car
Her pet utensils from their i

irtful cap adorns h.-r hair.
When Nancy cooks.

Demurely fair and wise sh.- lot

o'er Some compound richly rare
H.-r busy dimpled elbow en

Entrancing savors (ill the air

—

Sh.- knows a charm not won from I

Serene, we wait ambrosial far.-.

When Nancy cooks!
—

'

You Can't Phase 'Em

"You can't expect US to accept stul

like this." said the indignant literar

editor. "It isn't po.-try at all— it's

ply ga
"

I s.e. " said the unruffled
i

meandered toward the door, "something
wrong with the meter!"

Luck nev.-r t- to beckoning.

LIEU OF A TIP?
How will you have your steak, sir ?

Mhtiitet 'absent-mindedly) — Well done, good and faith-

ful servant.



THE MAN WHO PROFESSED TO BE AN ATHEIST

The Man of It

JJE TIPPED his beaver—the gay de-

ceiver!

I saw him leave her and join the crowd.
My breath came thickly; my heart beat

sickly.

I smiled up quickly; he blankly bowed.

And yet, on beeches and hidden breaches
And blue-stone reaches, our names art-

cut.

In love-knot tether they cling: together
And face the weather—enduring—but

He passed me standing among the crowd.
I smiled up quickly ; he blankly bowed !

—./ rne /'

A Heroine

First bachelor maid—What's your idea

of a heroine?

Seconil b. m.—A mother of ten children.

Mr. Skinnem Explains

««T SEE, father," said Mrs. Skinnem,

who had become vastly interested

in automobiles, "that the Wank-Wank
car is sold for five thousand dollars f.

o. b. What does f. o. b. mean?"
"Well, my love," said Mr. Skinnem,

"if I bought it, it would be an abbrevia-

tion for fine old bust. Why don't you

and Mabel go for a trolley ride this

afternoon?"

Things in Keeping

"Can you build me a piano and leave

the bark on the wood?"
"I guess so," opined the piano Bales-

man.
"I want it for my hunting lodge. We

roupdi it up there, you know."

Suit Yourself

r^BSERVE yen man! He's far from
Ray-

It seems his wife has gone away.

Yon other man is bowed with woe.
It seems his wife declines to go.

We dodge the moral, as it were.
Pick out the moral you prefer.

Mrs. /. /.. O'Connell.

Not Given Away

"Ah, yes! And who gave the bride

away?" inquired the able editor of the

(loshkonong Gazette.

"Nobody," replied Tobe Sagg, who
was relating the details of a recent wed-

ding in high life. "If there was any-

body present that could have done so, he

never said a word."

>
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The Rude and Uncultured Mouse

Trill-: TALENTED editor of this page

(sounds of loud laughter and boister-

ous conduct on tin 1 rear seats) has noticed

by the papers that a Kansas wife issuing

rorce Decease her husband often

hrinps home live mice and turns them

loose in the house.

No hosbatl i Should act in this way. \\ •

" wnrv v H0DSI n DNDIB TIIK TABU

Wish it known that We frown upon the

practice of bringing unknown mice home

and turning them loo inderwhere

the; may. In our mind's eye we can pic-

ture the feelings of the wife, as she

is in the middle of the floor after her

husband has liberated the well-known and

familiar quadrupeds. No doubt she has

ju>t laid in a fresh supply of groceries

I
is wondering if the rodents will pnaw

through the pasteboard box and pet into

the oatmeal. There is nothing more

humiliating than to open a boi of oat-

il before company, to find that an ill-

mannered mouse has taken up quarters in

it anil built a bungalow of odds and ends

of waste paper. Then, when your indig-

nation is aflame and you most want the

mouse, it is pone.

i though Mm saw the mouse scam-

pering across the flour of the kitchen, you

could nut be sure that it was th.' guilty

party. If you advanced upon it to teach

it a lesson ami laid it out quivering in

the middle of the floor, you could never

be quit that you had caught the

ri^ht 01 rward you might

1,.- haunted by the fear that innocent

I. !'.••
I was on your hai

There is nothing more humiliating,

when you are lingering at the table after

a meal, discussing the affairs of the day,

than to have a mouse run across the floor

and under the table, out of si^ht. Even
though y:>u have had the mouse a long

time and can tru-t it implicitly, you can-

not be certain that the little creature will

return quietly to the kitchen. There is

always the haunting fear that the mouse

may have grown callous and

may begin gnawing the slip-

pers of a guest. A mouse

gnawing a guest's slippers

Is enough to make even the

most placid temperament
nervous. It makes no dif-

ference how much ymi have

come to trust the mouse,

you are bound to feel that

it might do something un-

worthy of its better self.

A hostess cannot help pic-

turing the surprise that
would come over the face

of her guest when she gets

home and finds that a part of her heel is

pone.

The strain, when a mouse is under the

table selecting a heel, is bound to tell on

ill ive and refined wife.

Personally, we do not blame the wife

for getting a divorce. A husliai.d who
will bring stranpe mice home is no gen-

tleman.

A Substitute at Work

Trill-: OTHER night a

delicatessen store pro-

prietor in Omaha, Nebraska,

smelled pas. Arising, he

lighted a match and started

t<> search for the leak. His

wife is i ow waiting <>n the

customers.

Whenever we hear a disturbance on the

floor above as if they had come for the

(piano, we know that our neighbor i

ing sad. He has a way, when a wa f

-s strikes him, of throw I

kitch.n utensils down the airshaft. V

an egg beater go< >. we know ti M
haven't been very bright that day,

when the roasting pan goes, we ki "W

that every cloud in the business has had

its silvery lining Btripped bare and thrown

over the back fence into his neighbor's,

chicken yard.

Often in a fit of melancholia the man
throws the BUgar bowl at his wife. Wl
hold that this is no way for a hush

act. It has been oi;r experience

the more cultivated homes ti

well thought of. We don't care wl

agrees with us, we are firm in our belief

that no husband with the highest ideals

would hurl a sugar bowl at his W

pull her off the sofa by her hair. Wl
wish it known that we frown upon the

practice. Our trenchant pen shall

be directed against the custom.

There is no use in bringing influei

bear against us-— we shall remain firm

and continue to wield our vitriolic
| I

against this institution. We are ada-

mant. There is no need to cavil wil

Yi.ii had just a9 well save your i

We will continue to fight the prac;

long as there is breath in our body.

Left handed Happiness

THK MEDICAL men have discovered

that training the left hand •

cises the right lobe of the brain and

to make people more cheerful.

A man in the flat directly over us has

very little use for bis left hand. He has

never cultivated it. It is virgin soil.

He takes his sadness out on his wife.

'WE know THAT on: NEIGHBOR II

We wish somebody would tie the

tleman'S right hand down to his

The melancholy man is thick through the

shoulders and has red hair. On tl •

that the experiment is tried out. we will

isy and cannot attend; but our COM

m ,ii „iu , - i . in the forefront t"

praise the good work.



yjARGERY WHYTEWAY was
nervous as she entered the

.talian garden at Hope House with
ler son, Hugh Gorringe, who resem-
iled her no more in appearance than
ie did in name.

"Why aren't you going back to Harvard this autumn?" she

isked.

"I flunked in several things. I've had enough."
"But in athletics?"

"They wouldn't even let me sub
)ig enough, but couldn't think fast,

jports.

"

"Are you as stupid as that?"
"Well, I didn't take after you.

Or maybe I'm like some ancestor."
Mother and son hadn't seen each other twenty times since

tie left "home" first for a boy's school. He was the fruit of a

calculatingly clever girl and senility. Margery, nee Jones,

when she was eighteen, had married old Gorringe, with one
foot in the grave, and Hugh was a posthumous child. Margery
bad been called Margaret until she was widowed. She had
kept Hugh out of sight as much as possible. Every calculating

woman who has beauty has some faults. Hugh may have been
stupid, but his father had left him rich, with certain restric-

tions, as he had left Margery rich with no string to the money.

A Lesson in Matrimony
By J. A. WALDROX

in football. Said I was
That lets me out of all

Was my father stupid?

"Oh, I didn't mean that, dear!"

said Margery, with more show of

feeling than Hugh had ever seen in

her.

"Well, my first stepfather said I

was. And I suppose my second step-

father thinks I am. He and I haven't had much conversation

on any subject, as you know."
"No."
"And I suppose you brought me out in the garden so that I

shouldn't meet him this time, eh?"
"Why, Hugh!" Margery was offended.

"Well, I don't care about meeting him. I dislike him as I

did Abingdon," said the young man.

A year after Gorringe's death, Margery had married Charles

Abingdon, a sporty, good-looking fellow, who wasted in the

Street the bulk of a considerable patrimony from which Mar-

gery had managed to subtract all that the law would allow be-

fore she divorced him "for cause."

Margery had a tropic beauty that appeals to many men, and

no one of his sex had blamed Eugene Whyteway, who was
somewhat her junior, for becoming her third husband and shar-

ing with her the burden of inherited wealth. But after their

honeymoon Whyteway had shown impatience whenever Hugh
was mentioned, and at sight of the youth fell into abstraction.

"But what are you going to do, Hugh, if you cut college?"



" 1 '"'.'
I doi 't have to do anything

but enj

" win don't yon k<> abroad
"I'm thinking of it.

"

••
\

"Nol
"With v.

"Oh, I'm going i>< get married."
"Marrii !"

trange nt><>ut

"It can'l be you're going t.> marry
that girl you that college widow?"

w idowa don't gel married
pt in

J
> 1 :t

"Who is it. thei

" Beasie Blue, of the Gayety."
"Whal I How can you think of

Buch a thing? A—a chorus ^irl I What
will my friends say—what will Eugene

"I don't car.' much what anybody
'I ben inch of fellowa

who'd marry her in a minute."
"She 'a only after your money."
"She said Bhe'd marry me if 1 had-

n't a dollar."

you believe that? You don't
know anything about matrimony— its

laness ita r« ponaibilitiei
"1 know I don't. But I'm going to

learn."

...

SPORTS OF A BIG CITY—TAKING THE HURDLES IN THE SUBWAY

'•'

J
[ust So

"Society baa little use for a man when his cash is gone."
"No; but while his money holds out to hum, the vilei

ner may return.

"

Eugenics Up to Date

After Jennie \V e,| 'Gene, their eugenical Miss
Quite brimmed the hymeneal cup;

Though never a child .Jennie bad, 'Gene he bought
Her the cutest eugenical pup

!

IAN 1U WOMAN
The while feather on

Xh ' y«. Why not put \'.rce more ?

The while feather on the hat makes madam
about t

The Size of It

i«TTHE 'I'nWN' row which flourishes in almost every hamlet
In the land," commented the Erratic Thinker, "is the

logical result of what he said and she said and I said and thefj
said, and what he said ahout what they said and I said abofl
what he said and we said ahout what she said, together with
his criticisms on her pastor and their animadversions on my
I" Ige and politics and my outspoken opinion of the hanker and
the church's serious doubts about the ultimate destination of

anybody but its own members, and the panning the So-

I

eial Circle gives everybody not present, and the assaults
made by the popular evangel isl on evervhody and every-
thing that is not contribute to his purse and glory,
augmented by the Idle and ineffectual remarks of the
t..wn loafers on what few Subjects and individuals the
rest of us accidentally overlook- the whole, in my
bumble opinion, going to show that all of us talk ex-
ceedingly too much. "

Where She Fails

There are many things that a girl can do,
If she's genuine suffragette through and through;
Bui she fails—and the records show it clear
Again and again, as an auctioneer.
She never can learn to say with es
"Now, gentlemen, make me an offer, plea-.

The Commercial Mind

"I Bee that the new British ambassador's name is

Spring-Rice," said Bildad.
"Well, what of it'.'" growled old Moneybags. "What

interests me is September wheat."

Th e latest slashed skirt seem- to be split fifty-fifty.



THREE ARGUMENTS IX FAVOR
OF FEMALE SUFFRAGE

The Parables
Df the Young Woman Who Sought an Husband

^[OW IT came to pass that there dwelt

in the land of I-o-wa a certain maid

ho would fain have taken an husband to

ed.

But none came seeking her, whereupon
he was downcast with much sorrow and

10k counsel of the Heart Problems De-

artment in the Monthly Scroll.

And she applied herself diligently unto

looks and gat great learning concerning

'oetry, and the Drayma, and the Suffrage

Juestion, and a multitude of things like

nto these.

But no man sought her out.

Then she said in her heart, I must be

Musical and know about Art.

And she learned how to play the

Jeeth-Oven sonata on the family harp

nd gathered unto herself much wisdom
lertaining unto Light and Shade.

But no man tarried at her abode be-

ond the ninth hour.

And she was sore discouraged and re-

ired unto the kitchen, while it was yet

it the time of harvest, to help Mother

»ut in a pinch.

of Pifflicus
And it came to pass that a Prince

journeyed that way and sat down to

meat with them.

And when the dessert came on, he was
filled with great joy, saying,

Who hath baked this scrumptious

Cherry Pie?

And the maiden answered him with

many blushes, saying, Even I.

Whereupon he arose from
the table without more ado

and embraced her with great

gusto, exclaiming, Verily, I

shall take thee to wed, even

this night.

And it came to pass that

he took her to wife, even as

he had said, and they lived

happily ever after.

And she that had tarried

long said within ht-rself. Let

the foolish virgins worship at

the altar of Art if they de-

sire; but how shall a man eat

the Poems of Brown-ingor be

sated with the sonatas of

Beeth-Oven?— ii . Kee Maxwell.

Virtue's Reward

J^|
R. PUMPERNICKEL, the florist, was
sick with a malady that made his

face red. Another florist met Mrs. P.

"What ails Mr. Pumpernickel?" he

asked.

"The doctor calls it acne rose-acie,"

she said.

"Well, that is not so bad," he replied.

"It advertises business."

SELF-EVIDENT
" See here, Arabella, did you tell your mother I was one of

of the biggest chumps in the world?"
" No. She knew it."



THE KNAVE OF
HEARTS- HE
STOLE THE TARTS

AND ATE THEM.
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REVEALED.
HIS DOOM
15 SEALED
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THEKNAYE.OF
COURSE. SOON
FELT REMORSE.

AND ALSO

INDIGESTION.

SO KNAVE.

BEWARE!
AND, EKE, PREPARE'

THE CRIME HE

MUST ATONE!

PL
o ol \A I

THE QUEEN
SHALL 5AKE,
THE KNAVE
SHALL MAKE

HIS MEALS OF
TARTS ALONE!

George
Carl ion

The Queen of I Icarts : or. Make the Punishment Fit the Crime

Defined

Tommy --What's a settlement worker,

Dad—One who finds the silver lining

to the other f>-ll<>w's cloads.

The bare truth is not In any danger of

t fur indeoei I
- ire In the evi-

• given at trials in criminal cases.

Turn About

From praising country life with energy
He couldn't refrain,

And oft I've beard him boast how easily

He caagbt the train.

i'.ut once he had to run quite bard for it,

And—sequel grim I

—

The fast two-thirty mussed him up a bit

The train caught /,,,„ u i., v .

Where Did They Get It?

Hobson— I understand that Uncle

n't pay living wages.

Dobson That's funny! Most of the

Office-holders Beem to be rich whei

get out.

The slit skirt uncovers a multitude of

slims.
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WOMAN
3 u r b s i ri c Comments

/.';/ OREOLA W. HASKELL
1th bucles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts po,

id I. a watcher on the curb. h>ok out for \ve:il or woe.

ui note what word the eaptni; world in paaant may t>estow.

The Dependent

HAVE no cash account nor need
A checkbook, so I'm told.

ave a bank called husband,
ro furnish all my gold,

d when he doth my wants ignore,

lyly look his pockets o'er,

is makes of me a thief, they say?
t I must get the coins some way.

win my points I'm often forced

ro gloss the facts a bit.

little flattery is sure
ro make a telling hit.

aggeration, falsehood, too,

e helpful from my point of view,
liar? I? This course convicts?

t every trade must have its tricks.

len, in the larger work I do,

[ want a law or bill

fill a need or remedy
\ quite conspicuous ill,

•lead and pray with tears and smiles,
r legislators like such wiles.
slave takes just such means to please?
e world gives me no powers but these.

Direful Proof

FTER ten months of enfranchisement,
the suffragists of California have

»ved to the entire satisfaction of the

tis the truth of the predictions that

re made as to the evil effect of ballot-

f upon the female mind and soul.

at voting has utterly destroyed their

tdemess of heart, womanly pity and
isideration for others may be seen by
)ir support of a minimum wage bill, an

plovers' liability act, health certifi-

es for marriage, teachers' pensions,

f for the work of prisoners and annual

•omes for the infirm and indigent old.

e mother instinct has also decamped,
•, instead of concentrating all their

ection on their own broods, they have
jn warmly interested in the matter of

>es and dress for school children and in

jping children from being separated

m their parents because of poverty.

eir housewifely predilections have for-

;r departed, for, instead of focusing all

;ir attention on their private supplies

linen, they have tried to make things

an and sanitary for strangers, by
unpioning a bill regulating the size of

!€ts to be used in hotels. Their eco-

nical traits, too, have been crushed,

for they have recklessly approved of

many appropriations for commissions to

investigate conditions with a view to

remedying wrongs. May the good wom-
en of other States never deteriorate like

this, but ever continue to devote their

leisure to uplifting subjects like bridge

and broaches.

i-OU I70&EHS

ANSWERED
So/Jier citizen—But, madam you can-

not bear arms.
Woman citizen—Ncr can you, sir, bear

armies.

Resting Voters

A NEW thing has been discovered and

exploited by the anti-suffragists.

It is the voter's vacation. To enjoy it,

one must be a man and a resident of a

State where women have the ballot. We
find that the men citizens of California

have been vote vacationists for ten

months, and the men of Colorado have

been resting thus politically for almost

twenty years. For the antis tell us that

all the legislation in the enfranchised

States, all the political scandals and mis-

takes, are due to the women, are sup-

ported by them, and a direct expression

of their frenzied notions about statecraft.

The male voters are in a delightful coma-
tose state, oblivious to both men and

measures. Thus we have a modern and

modified reincarnation of the matriar-

chate.

^

Extracts from " The Antiquary
"

A weekly journal edited and published by real ladies and op-
posed to female enfranchisement

Announcement-—There will be an anti-

suffrage parade in a month or two, and

all the faithful are called upon to prepare

for the gorgeous event. We shall march
by divisions, such as the gamblers, the

society lights, the back numbers, the

grafters, the minions of vice, the igno-

ramuses, the frivoliters and the non-self-

respecters. Our indefatigable worker,

Mrs. Goit, is planning some novelties,

which are to be sprung as surprises. We
understand one is called Our Political

Peers, and that she has secured

a choice idiot, a harmless lu-

natic, an amiable criminal, a

cherubic minor and a rich non-

residenter to combine forces

and make this a truthful repre-

sentation of existing conditions. We are

proud of this feature. There will be

numerous floats of great beauty. One,

depicting The Inferiority of Woman, will

show numbers of the female sex holding

flat-irons, mops, scrubbing brushes and

dusters, kneeling at the foot of a male

bearing aloft in his outstretched hands a

violin, a picture, a book and a sword.

The one called Fragility will be very

graceful, as one of our young beauties

will swoon every five minutes, to show
the utter helplessness of the feminine

sex. The bands will play "We're No
Good and We Know It" and other favor-

ite songs. All in all, this is an occasion

to look forward to and to work for with

unceasing energy.

Mrs. Slavinski came into our office this

morning and exhibited her ten children.

We think of raising funds to put up a

monument to her. How far such as she,

a mother, surpasses the unmarried, child-

less Jane Addams type! We'll need ex-

tra funds, however, for we might use

some doctoring the children, as one has

the rickets, another has a cough, a third

a crooked spine and a fourth the St.

Vitus dance. Mrs. Slavinski says she'll

march in the parade and show her off-

spring, that all the world may see antis

are home bodies and multipliers; but she

wants a wagon for the children, as none

of them feel equal to the walk. We hope

some rich friend will loan an ambu—er

—

automobile.

Mrs. Booth should have credit for her

work in Illinois for female suffrage.



WITH FOREIGN FUN MAKERS

Charity

"K«til -'.ul. 'in. Tit 4inipl-mui't"
J* i» sait pas—c'em lui qui le dit ."•

"la he really deaf and dum !>'.'"

"I don't know. He aaya so."

—

Le
ire (Paris).

'Hurra tin

Hurrah ! A seal

"I' li iri-b <-urh iWdl iMn.n Sevhund !'

"Just wait till I seal you!"

Ifieggendorfer Blaetter (Munich).

Philosophy

"Tu adoref la vi.-, tol
"

"Je l'avou>.

"

"Tu ne peux pourtant pas reatcr eternelli-ment
jeun.
"Je me contentcrnis de rv; tert :tcrn<II.ment vieux."

"You love life, don't you?"
•

I confess I do.

"

"Bat you can't stay eternally young."
"Well, I'll be satisfied to remain eter-

nally old."

—

L'Illustration (Paris).

A Miracle
" lm Grunda "noaunan i«t an diMMn LnatspM

srar nichts. Wic konneu Sic nur din Utor Buttlich
nennen ?"

"Nun ja. er hat ebon, wie fin Gott: etwas aus
oichts K'TiincMt."

"Taken all in all. there is nothing to
this comedy. How can you call the
author divine?"
"Why. like a god, he has made some-

thing out of nothing."

—

Fliegends Blast-

ter (Munich).

pair

Adolpbus, and you've ^>t the keys of our
trunk

' Mm ich).

Dress

Gorgeous individual (visitor at
side, running across resident friendj
Thanks for your note, old chap. I 'III

delighted to dine with you to-night.
"'/—That's good! By th. uiv.

think I said. Come as you are; hut
you mind dressing? W. -uch plat
simple people.— Punch (London).

Superfluous

f"l.nir. <• am Ssfl
und allr«.— hlnK* waa dimhimnir V. \et^T

"You see, kfiese, I think it's fine, b
ing on the beach and all that. Only

why the Stupid uat.-r should I

there!" (Berlin).



THAT'S WHAT HE WOULD DO
Hatlie— If you were president of Mexico, what would you do first?

Mattie— I d buy a balloon, and put it on the roof of the palace.

T WAS on the terrace of Sheap-

herd's, at Cairo, with the usual

idwinter crowd of tourists from
I over the earth. Nowhere but

Monte Carlo do you strike such

picturesque group, many of the

isterners wearing the costumes of their country, in contrast

the staid tweeds and serge of the English and American men.
It was a delight to Miss Treacy, whose wild hunger for ad-

nture and deep study and cultivation of the occult had long

en penned up in the insufficient field of a Brooklyn public

hool, where she instructed a boys' class ten months of the

•ar. Now she was having a taste of Paradise, "Cooking" it

rough the East.

A Swarthy Oriental, drinking coffee from a small, delicate

ip set in filigree gilt and smoking a preposterously long che-

ot, was attracting attention. He wore a fez, and a wide,
lken sash of the same deep crimson bound his waist over a

m of a shirt like a woman's veil.

Miss Treacy was told that he was a wealthy gem merchant
' Constantinople, and again she thrilled. Jewels had her in

leir net. She always knew she would commit a crime under
ie desire for some splendid gem. She never dared to go in

welry stores at home. She eyed the Turk, fascinated. His
aek beads of eyes glittered a consciousness of her interest.

Some one said that he always carried on his person the
ost famous of his possessions, and that Pinkertons were
nong the men who traveled in his suite, dressed as native

The Telepathic Miss Treacy
Bv KATE MASTERSOX

servants. As he smoked on imper-

turbably, yet quite conscious of

the attention he excited, the girl

suddenly felt the impact of an-

other glance meeting her own.
Looking about her, she saw a

Twinkle, twinkle, cheap cigar, how 1 wonder what you are !



ROMANCE
handsome, powerfully built man, lounging over a copy of the

Sphinx, watching the Turk across the top of his paper, which
he was not reading. Possibly one of the Pinkertons, she

thought? But, no—this man looked like a

Syrian Arab. He was almost too well

groomed and dressed, with a cruel gleam of

power in his hig, amber eyes as be watched
the placid Turk.

Shi I
lightly to a gold-laced major-

domo at the entrance to the lounge and made
a polite inquiry. The watching man was a

sun of the desert, sfahoamat Bey, just in

from a house-boating trip on the Nile—fab-
ulously rich and a citizen of the world, known in Newport a;'

well B8 Nice in their seasons.

Mi-s Treacy, failing in her manners, continued to observe

the Egyptian's eyes glued on the figure of the Turkish mer-

chant, who. with what seemed a touch of vanity, put aside his

smoke and took from an inner pocket a Hat, leather casi .

opening it and adjusting a glass, be casually examined the

Mi-< Treacy felt that she was reeling as she saw the Egyp-
tian's face grow ashen to the lips, while his eyes flamed with

In tin- case, then, was contained the reason for the

dose scrutiny of the watching man. The Moslem snapped it

shut. rose and walked into the hotel.

That night, with her party, she wen! to view the Sphinx by
iight. Anil. B I entranced and awed in the

of the scene, a caravan wound it into view. Nearer and
nearer it came. A camel, led by a tall courier, lurched along

p a heavily tented palanquin. Donkeys, bearing servants

and luggage, followed lazily. It was the Turkish gem dealer
on his way across the desert.

\- '. gazing at them, Miss Treac; wondered if he carried

precioDS wares with him throug
the Egyptian night. She though

i of tli.- silent watcher on th

terrace. And something struck a

her brain like a hell, and, look in.

Close, she knew that the tall ma
who led the camel was none othe
than afahoumat Bey — in the d res

of a camel hoy. She shivered i

the silver light. What did tb

night h<dd?

I iter, at the hotel, she dream*
heavily. And this is what
A halted caravan— gu: and
donkeys, all stopped for r>st at i

little spring. The tall Egypt!
who seamed In authority, -.

penaing fruits, wine, food, sleep

robes. The Turk, as he drank,

into good-fellowship with

courier. They spoke in French
• bj one the serving men f<

into an apparently drunken sle<

Th.- Turk and the Egyptian, obse

ing them, discnsaed this disgi.

ly. By degrees the Turk hega t

nod, falling over on his side awf
wardly. The Egyptian bentacrot

his hody and took from his bosos

the leather case, pressing it to hi

lips delightedly.

Hastily he nntethered a n

mounted one of the donkeys and started back over th.- path h

had traveled through the desert. A shaft of dawn lit his fSB
with haggard joy. He opened the case and gloatingly held I

up to the first keen ray from th.- east. Then Miss Treacy sal

what it contained. It was a box of American cigaretl

Tobacco

Nehulous fancies of this goddess horN
Inconstant as the drowsy clouds of incei E
Curling serene in curious ring and cu-P
Open to man the gates of paradisE
The clouds of earth, like smoke-clouds i iN
Inspired of thee, all swiftly take to flighT
Nerve-calming nymph 1 What marvel \ou enravisH
Earth's weary sons! Lol with one touch you BOOthC

"
1 »m not funr m tr>br»nd." Mid J Antuitui

" Bui civr me udc without a band. I like a quirt »n>oke."

J
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TROUBLES OF OWNERSHIP
S Kiddtr—Is th.it Wantley's automobile ?

Pttt Rol—He calls it his. First he put a mortgage on his house to buy the car ; then he put a mortgage on the car to pay for repairs ; and
now he 's figuring how to raise money to purchase gasoline.

When One Dav

OT WHEN you first have proudly
drawn the curtain

'o hide a fast-increasing length of limb,

r when your years have, piling up,

made certain

That "kid" for you is

no fit pseudonym

;

Not when you first turn

hot and cold all

over,

And blush and cough,
and laugh a foolish

laugh,

Because a pretty woman
calls you "lover"

In joke, although full

well you know it's

chaff;

twhen, arrayed in faultless new tuxedo,

(ou first disport yourself in giddy dance,

smoke a cigarette and take no need o'

The fact that dad on smoking looks

askance

;

, nor when you first find widows
charming

\nd see in them attractions all their

own,
cast them out, with vehemence alarm-
ing,

.n order your friend's sister to enthrone
;

t when one day you linger after din-

ner

—

Perhaps you scent your destiny afar

—

ur father thinks, "He has grown up,

young sinner!"
And, thinking, takes his after-meals
cigar;

d then he turns (within his eye a burden
Df mirth suppressed), extends the case,

"Have one?"
joice ! On you he has conferred the
Guerdon,

And now at last you are a man, my son !

—Valentine Houxll.

Smoke and Smoke

A NEW YORK physician, who is a ciga-

rette fiend, was undergoing a grilling

from a Pittsburgh friend, also a physician.

"Stop it! Cut it out!" said the Pitts-

burgh man. "You know what a cigarette

smoker's lungs look like, don't you?"
"Of course I do," retorted the New

York man. "They look just like the

lungs of a Pittsburgher who never smoked

a cigarette in his life. "—if. J. Lampton.

Smoke Up !

WITHIN a maze
Of mystic haze,

I saw a form divine

—

A charming girl,

With teeth of pearl

And features angel fine.

She smiled at me,
This phantasy

I'm telling you about

—

I knew the bliss

Of one sweet kiss,

And then—my pipe went out!

A pipe dream? Yes;
But happiness

It brought past power of pen,

So I shall scratch

Another match
And light my pipe again!*****

In this old earth

The chap of worth
Who makes the winning fight

Laughs when fond schemes
Prove but pipe dreams,

And strikes another light!
—Lida Keck Wiggins.

Evidently Not

THE fellow who said, "One-half of the

world does not know how the other

half lives," evidently did not exist in

a period of Ladies' Aid Societies, Thurs-

day Afternoon Whist Clubs, Ladies of

the Round Table, Sewing Circles, and like

organizations.

In New York

Manhattan—Don't you hate a trick

people have of reading one's newspaper
over one's shoulder in subway trains?
Bronx—No one ever bothers me that

way. My paper is printed in English.

The man who kicks against receiving

short weight does not always deliver full

value for his money.

__

When you put "that" in

your pipe and smoke it, of

what use is the residuum?

POVERTY OF IDEA
Madeline—Why, Mrs. Benaway ! Are you back?
Mrs. Benaiuay— Yes, dear; are you?



M nana

THE WEEDS In the garden an- growing, while I'm sitting

here in the shade; I know that I ought to be boeing and

e things with a spade. I know that I shouldn't be

shirking in pleasant, arboreal nooks; I know that I ought to be

working like good little boys in the books. They tell me that

idling brings sorrow, and doubtless they tell me the truth; I'll

tackle that garden to-morrow t<>-. lay I've a yarn by Old Sleuth!

The fei mother reminds me, n Is fixing the worst

kind of way! So it does; hut. alas! how it grinds me to

.• with fence boards to-day ! 1 ought to do stunts with a

hammer, and cut a wide swath with a saw, and raise an indus-

trial clamor out there at the fence by the draw. The punish-

ing fires of Comorrah on idlers, ma says, will rain down; I'll

tix op that blamed fence to-morrow— to-day there's a circus in

town !

I ought to be whacking up kindling, Bays ma, as she fools

with the churn: the pile in the woodshed is dwindling, and

Boon there'll be nothing to burn. There's Laura, my sister, as

busy ;is any old bee that you know, while all my employments

r/./.y, productive of nothing but woe. I'll show I'm as

eager as Laura to make in the sunshine my hay! I'll split up

some kindling to-morrow I planned to go fishing to-day !

I've made up my mind to quit fooling and do all the chores

round the shack, .lust wait till you see me a-tooling the cow

to the pasture and back! I'll show that I'm willing and aide!

I'll weed out the cucumber vines. I'll gather the eggs 'neath

the table, and curry the horse till he shines! A leaf from ma's

hook I shall borrow and labor away till I fall! I'll surely get

busy to-morrow— to-day there's a game of baseball!

The Wav It Goes

, ,T S'POSE, o' Course, >ou're going to the Female Minstrels

at. the Op'ry House to-night?" helpfully insinuated the

landlord of the I'runty town tavern.

•No. sir!" (irmly replied the recently arrived washing-ma-

chine agent "The show is degrading, and"

ye sure of that?" eagerly interrupted the landlord.

"Yes. [ aaw the performance at Whilleraville and Torpid-

town, and again at \Va\ overhehind, and I gUeSS I OUght to know I"

win Not BAVI A MONUMENT EBXCTBD T MMBMORATB THE HIKTII-

PLACB UK Till: PI MI'KIN I'lK?

'IPC Dreams

HE HAD a wondrous castle in some fairy realm of old

;

Its marhle balls ofsplendor hung with trophies rareof go!

He reveled in the beauty of its chanting tint and gleam,

Until he let his pipe go out and found it all a dream.

He owned a yacht and sailed the s.as for islands of the west

Where strains of silvery music lulled his weary soul to rest.

Upon a bed of rosi - fair that bl omed beside a stream;

And then he let his pipe go out an 1 found it just a dream.

His board and room rent were paid up for ten years in advi

His landlord passed him with a word of cheer and kindly gla

Bat suddenly his blissful joys were quickly put to rout.

For when he tried to fill his pipe, his Bmoking had run out !

How To Move Them

I rector—I am going to preach to the Four H

How can I move them?

Secoi You'll have to move them in limoua

The Difference

•• What's the difference between speculation and h

"When you lose. It lulatfon; when you win

inve-tm. :

it

HT PORTRAIT OF oik tram •l'..- up and doing" is ali nu'ht as a motto and SO)

followed, if you are doing the right tin



SCiQlvTINfe GOODS

FOND MEMORIES
The Human Lvre

'HE HUMAN lyre is an instrument
strung with vocal cords and capable

giving forth chin music. The most
famous other

kind of lyre
was a harp that

belonged to a

dude named
Orpheus. It

played such

tender music
that, when its

owner went to

Hades after his

honeybunch, he

made Tantalus

forget he was
thirsty, stop-

ped I x i o n ' s

motor cycle,

caused the
lighters of Danaus to quit sieving

I
ter, and had all the ghosts boohoo-

f as if their hearts were busted. But

it lyre doesn't stand deuce high with

860-degree human lyre. Under his

lodious strains an insurance policy

mds like a Poem of Passion, and a

:-rich-quick swindle assumes the airs

La Poloma or the Sextette from
cia. His dulcet intonations woo long

green from a wallet, just as spilled mo-
lasses wooes the billion -germ -footed

flies. There is no score too hard for

such a genius to play, and beside his

basso profundo Truth's treble is abso-

lutely pianissimo. The genus increases

with the increase of big business, and it

seems that he, like the poor, will be ever

with us. He wears no trade-mark, and

it is no use trying to label him, for

while you would be attaching

the label he would sing you into

believing he is a benefactor of

humanity, and you would forget

your job and hand him a twenty-

dollar gold piece to moisten his

horn. The best thing to do is to

put a padlock on your pocketbook

and let him sing.—a. w. 'Parker.

At Eventide

"Night brings out the stars,"

The chorus, too, and then,

In whizzing motor cars,

The tired business men.

Sometimes

"A cigar is like a Christmas

present."

"Why?"
"Because the wrapper's th<>

most expensive part of it."

A Managerial Dilemma

Friend—What's the matter?

Theatrical manager—I'm debating

whether to put on a play that's recom-

mended by doctors or one that's approved

by the clergy.

A dollar bill looks larger after being

laundered, but it buys no more.

FEMININE FINANCE
Dad—What ! Another new dress ?

Mabel-—Yes, father; but I bought it with my own money,
which I earned by selling your last winter's fur coat.
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cfPITCHING OUR
&UNNY WQRLT> GOBY \^^-^Z O 77X e z—

Child Prodigies

CUMK people will never learn that

Btitch in t i ri i
«

• will save an houBtitch

mending.

We refer

t i ri i
«

• will save an boor's

to Mr. and Mrs. Leander

just like anybody else. Or a little more
so.

We are gladder every da] that we
were not a prodigy when we were a

child. We are just beginning to appreci-

ate what we owe cur father and mother.

B'

BAS BENT IS '

Griffin, of Los Angeles. They have a

daughter, whose name is Lora. She is a

child prodigy. They have known this for

. bnt have remained sedentary.

I.era's bent is verse. When she was

four years old, Bhe wrote her first
\ m.

It ha'l four lines. It was to a cater-

pillar. Her mother laughed light-

heartedly at the time and thought no

more aboul it. She just let the mat-

ter go.

Now, ju^t the other daj . w hen the

girl was fifteen, she wrote a poem of

one hundred and ninety-two

What this will lead to by the time

she is forty, no one can foretell. We
can only hope for the b

The parents aloi e are to blame.

They knew about this tendency on

the part of their child, yet they took no

If they had remembered aboul

the Btitch in time, all this could have been

i up.

Now that they have made their bed,

tern lie in it.

It 'a i " dial inction to be a child prod-

igy t antry is being

overrun with them. They are a drug on

the market. It'- a prettj poor fatnil>

hill prod-

igy itt it.

Normal children arc getting -carer

and Scarcer every year. Soon an

child will be on.

W«
a prodigy grows up. it becomes

A Timclv Warning

[EFORE this falls under
the eyes of our vast le-

gion of readers, the mental

giant who pens this page each

\\ . . k will he on his way hack

to the Old swimming hole.

W'.'re going hack there for

thr.e weeks and pull pa's

table against our wisbl

Hotel life in New York is

all right, hut. after all, no tahle in the

world fits a person so well as the one

hark home.

We have written our folks that we are

corning, and already the chickens are be-

ginning to wear a harassed, worried look.

" UK DEARLY ! OVE A CHIl

We dearly love a chicken when it lies

quietly on the tahle. with its knee joints

pointing upstairs. When there Is a

chicken in such an attitude on pa'i

hogany, we linger long. We love to be

thrown Into the society of

icken when it is quietly

lying on its shoulder
I

studying the ceil i

So i

f

a good d< al

aboul Missouri on th

for a couple of isSU< -. >• D

will know that we are out

there, admiring pa* rath

Rod
Marwille i large,

If yi through;

isS=^jg

hut you can tell it, all right—there woi

he many chickens down by the tracks.

If you should see any, just notice

they aren't headed toward Iowa.

Watermelon Friendship

CINCE We got home. We've heel! spet

ing a lot of time on the hack por

with watermelons. We like to he l<

alone with a watermelon. We never %

lonesome with a watermelon as a hoax

companion. After we have l n alo

with a tn.lon half an hour, we like

meet another one. We can meet a wh«

party of them and still feel well dispel

toward them; hut after we have gone

bed, we often regret that we met so ma
of them. Sometimes we have to call

a doctor to help us share the regret.

What To Do with a Yawn

A WELL-KNOWN h.auty doctor*

recommending the use of the yafl

He says that the yawn, followed hi
str.-tch, will ma
The j awn will not he popular aroB)

us. We have no year

any taller. We hump our head oft

DUgh the way it i-. We will 1

he in the market from I

yawns, no matter how fresh am) a

tractive they are. Even the taa

budded variety will ha

tion for us. Even if the .1.

on them, we don't want them. Fro'

now on we are Strang)

iwn may look innocei t. hut v

ing to take any ct...

From now on we're going to (

every yawn in its i

ing w< mplish our purpi

hold it under w
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HIS BOY lived in a small town,

where ambitions are few and

between ; but he would have been

t the same in the crowded marts

trade. Environment but retards

nspires the Boy.

This Boy happened at a slaughter house one day when his

ents thought him at school. Immediately it was his ambi-

1 to be a butcher. He experimented to this end for a min-

and forty seconds with his ma's bread knife and an able-

ied male cat owned by a neighboring spinster. The doctor

I some of the Boy's wounds would leave no scars, but as to

ers he did not depose and asseverate. The ambition to be a

cher, however, had disappeared.

Then the Boy saw a blacksmith shoeing a horse and was
red to emulation. He borrowed a calf from a neighbor's

d, tied it to the fence behind the smoke house with his

ther's clothesline, and sought to get the animal's left hind

t in the posture he had seen the blacksmith hold the horse's

The Eternal Boy
By J. .1. WALDRON

hoof. A calf is not given to conver-

sation, and its only method of dissent

has been pregnant with surprise to

unnumbered generations. They fished

the Boy out of the well, a scant rod

from the scene of his experiment, and

by the light of lanterns found the calf three miles away in the

woods just after midnight.

No great ambition now stirred the Boy until he saw his first

circus, whereupon he all at once tried to become a bareback

rider, a tight-rope walker and an acrobat. The next quarter's

bill rendered by the family physician—who always furnished

his own splints, liniments and other professional paraphernalia

—kept the Boy's pa awake three nights.

It was not long before the Boy was inspired by the great

ambition of his life. The Boy's pa got a new pipe one day and
put his old one away to season. The potency of most old pipes

needs qualification by leisure. This pipe was quite ripe when
the Boy saw his opportunity. With his faithful little dog
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iSp<>rt, th«' Boy wiMit ftway oat behind the burn with this fine old,

rip»> old pipe of pa's, a DOS of matches hi d some cut plug to-

bacco he had borrowed from the paternal

archives. Then the Hoy smoked a hit.

Bport was wont to participate in all

his hit!.- maater'i pleasures, hut this

pleasure of the pipe was denied him. Yet
• knew something whs the matter.

aiul whined an>l harked in pare sympathy.
The Boj 's reprobate life, checkered with

all manner of atrocious mischief and hei-

n 'us wickedi i up before him in

startling colors and infinite detail, and he

arepl aloud as one sorely injured. Be
promised himself that fnr.'\vr thereafter he should so behave
that, persons on the streel would turn and look as he passed and
ask who that Model Boy might be.

Yei boys ue forgetful. It was not long before this Boy
was fooling with a cigaret

The Wav of a Woman
pOOLISHLY he a>ked her fur a kiss; naturally she said

"no"; bravely he took it, anyway; angrily she put him
away; scornfully she told him what she thought of such action,

and meekly he stood for the same old blaff.

"I am surprised and mad at you!" she said, and she looked

every bit of it. "I don't think a gentleman would do such a

thing; and now. if \ou are going to stay here this evening, I

don't want yon even to touch me, but let us sit here and talk

like sensible people."

Thoroughly cowed, he agreed.

inj.', however, that she had carried her little bluff too far

and he was taking her seriously, she made use of a bright idea.

"Will you promise to be good now?" she asked.

"Y-

"Well, let's Bhake on it."

Solemnly they shook hands.

"Now, " she said, with a cunning and meaning little twinkle
in her eye, "yon have touched me already and broken your
promise. So, being as you have gone that far, you might as

well go ahead and break the rest of your agreement."
Cur; //,,„ ,

SARCASTIC
Mithiifl— D' ye feel like a bite o' somethin' now. Maggie, or would ye

rather take a spin through the Park first t' t_'it up a appetite?

A Parable

/~\NCE upon a time there was a Voting Man who had urfflj

literary aspirafh»ns, but nothing to say. In his e\tremi
I

he went to the Sage and asked him what to do about it.

"Write, my son. write." advised the Sage.

The Young Man followed this advice. He wrote diligent!

and, lo ! his writing became very popular and his name wi

famous throughout the land.

"How do you explain it?" asked a Critic of the Sa

day.

"It is very simple." replied the Sage. "As the Young Ml
had no ideas, there was nothing to distract him from a Stfl

attention to literary style, which he developed to a poll

perfection.

"Bat what is literary style worth without ideas'."' quer

the Critic.

"Everything to the populace; nothing to the philosopk

declared the Sage. Moral: Vox populi \"\ populi.

n.

HE v. PUBS!
v.- II

"

Getting Even

A New Yorker who weekly travels into New Hampshire, sr

for a part of his journey takes a train for a short connectinj

run. pays fare for this short distance to the conductor, s]

usually there is no time to get a ticket.

"This reminds me," said the conductor one day, as he too

the fare and punched a slip, "of a farmer who used to l||

with me frequently on this road. The farmer always ha

time, as I suppose, to buy a ticket for his journey, but invar

ably he waited until on the- train and paid me.

"'"Why don't you gel a ticket '."
I Hsked him one day. 'WI,

do \ on always wait to pay me?'
" ' Wa-al,' he replied, 'it's just this way, you Bee. I'

lived along this road, an' one day a train killed a fine cow d

mine. I sued the company, but they heat me out in courlj

An' then an' there I vowed I'd never give 'em another cert

as long as 1 lived. '

"



TAKING AN UNFAIR ADVANTAGE
The Flirtatious Cigarette

I SWIRL and curl in banquet halls,

Join fumes with dazing wine;
The famous and the infamous
Are devotees of mine.

I rise and fall in filmy wreaths
Where soft lights shed their beams,

And add a breath of incense rare

To dopeful dizzy dreams.******
I've long compelled companionship
With lofty men and low;

Ambition-spurred, I now essay
To dazzle as a beau.

Successes are attending me,
With conquests and caresses

—

I kiss Marie, I flirt with Rose,
And reek in Tessie's tresses.

—Hubert Kotterman.

Different

Gramercy—So your wife is going to

e for a divorce. Did she meet her

finity while away in the country?

Park—No. When she came back she

et mine.

Pellets of Pessimism

THE village millionairo is a gent with

ten thousand dollars and a redun-

dancy of abdomen.
An epigram is a sneer in evening dress.

It is an automobile to the luckless few
who have none, a touring car to the for-

tunate many who have.

Expurgate—To take the fun out of.

Reformer—A disappointed patriot.

The pessimist is convinced that it can-

not be done because he is unable to give

it his personal attention.

Insatiable

There was a young lady from Michigan,
To meet her I never would wishigan.

She would eat of ice cream
Till with pain she would scream,

Then order another big dishigan.

A Submarine Discussion

"Won't these tight-skirt bathing suits

scare the fishes?"

"No, indeed! It's a fashion the mer-

maids set."

A Hero's Sacrifice

"G00DNESS gracious alive
>
George !"

exclaims the wife, when her hus-

band appears at her side on the street,

attired in a sleeveless undershirt, short

unmentionables, oxford shoes, a hat and

nothing else. "Have you gone crazy?

Why, look how the people all stare at you

and talk about you! You are making us

ridiculously conspicuous."

"That's all right, darling," the brave

man answers. "I've got so darned tired

of the way other people rubber at you in

your thin clothes that I concluded to do

something in the same line and distract

their attention. At that, I've got pretty

near as much clothes on as you have."

A Smoker's Paradise

A quiet nook from all life's blare and
r bluff,

A jimmy pipe and plenty of the stuff

With which to weave a wealth of

golden dreams
Is all he asks for, and is quite enough!

Smoke rings never get in bad.
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No Smoke without Some Fire

Old Testament Records

HERE is no new thing under the sun.

Eccl. l:ix.

ipe and wine are in their feasts. Is.

5:xii.

Who is the wise

man? Eccl. 8 : i.

Out of his nos-

trils goeth smoke,

as out of a seething

pot. Job 41 :xx.

The house w a s

filled with smoke.

Is. 6 : iv.

Weeds were
ipped about my head. Jonah 2:v
i thick cloud of incense went up. Ez.

:i.

tnd the house was filled with the cloud.

10:4.
r
our old men shall dream dreams, your
ng men shall see visions. Joel

:xviii.

'ormer troubles are forgotten. Is.

xvi.

is the cloud is consumed and van-

»th away. Job 7 : ix.

I Care Not

2ARE not if my friends be true,

Nor if the world with battle rings,
• if the skies are black and blue,
Jor if a bird no longer sings,

airs of state may all go hang,
'he post of living purses swipe,
s busy bomb may burst with bang,
k) long as I may smoke my pipe.

ife may coax my bottom cent,
fy landlord raise my rent a peg,
S may indulge in merriment,
'or votes the "girls" may pull my
leg.

I world's a spot of pleasant choice,
Jo matter what keen crime is ripe;
uplift no protesting voice,
o long as I can smoke my pipe.

—A. Walter Uttfna.

In the Smoking Room
What's in the wind? I fancy I

•11 a rat."

No, it isn't a 'rat.' It's one of
fer's choice Havanas.

"

His Way

1 1 ' DEAHS like, fum what he says 'bout

hisse'f, Brudder Bulginback am
a pow'ful 'dustrious pusson?"

"Uh-well, sah, it's dis-uh-way wid
Brudder Bulginback: He works 'bout two
hours endurin' de day and putts in de

yudder eight uh-braggin' 'bout it."

That 's Where

"Oh, where are the girls of yesteryear?"
Sighed the sentimental mutt.

"They're mending the hose of the girls

of to-day,"
Answered the neurotic nut.

In the Spotlight

Mrs. Gramercy— I thought your divorce

case was coming up this month?
Mrs. Park—I had my lawyers get a

postponement, because my new gowns
wouldn't be finished in time.

Reckless

T7ULL many a drink he took
And many a smoke did smoke,

And he was inclined to look

On the rules of health as a jokr.

His candle he burned at both ends,

And he ate what he wanted, you know.
Despite the advice of his friends,

Who oftentimes bade him go slow.

He took not an atom of care
Of himself, but he went on his way

Like one who was ready to dare
The piper to call for his pay.

But now he has quit it for good.
And his life is a finished page;

For he died, as you'd know he would

—

In the ninety-fifth year of his age.

— Wall. , (.:. Doty.

One Theory

If at first you're not believed, lie, lie

again.

VALUES ARE RELATIVE
One little spring costs fifteen cnts at the factory. Here 's a man who d give a hundred dollars for it,

but the factory is two hundred and fifiy miles away.



A Reminder

1 [VESof Baffragettee remind us

That, as long as hist'ries note.

We have always had some trouble.

More or less, about the vote.

Till: MODERN MARY
.IM> HER LITTLE I. I UBS

A THOUGHTFUL I'AKENT
/// —I have your permission to call this evening t

I shall t>r very pleased ; but don't forget

that father it ten o'clock.

//—Thai 's kind of him . I '11 t>e there prompt-

ly at ten.

The Sensation

A i, icker - -Thi t imei of

moral uplift,

/.'.;•• -I know it; but I don't lik'' to

ride in an elevator all the time.

To be "up with the lark " is h v.ry good
thine; if it is not one of the college kind.

Tommy's Logical Inference

IT WAS little Tommy Watkins's first vis-

it to his Uncle Bob's farm. Uncle

and nephew took a stroll over the place.

"What's that, Uncle Bob?" asked

Tommy, pointing toward a great field of

long-leafed plants.

"Tobacco."

In a moment Tommy was in the field,

inspecting the plants and calling to his

uncle,

"Where are the little cigars. Uncle

Hob?"

An Upset Proverb

When (ireek meets Greek this modern day.

No hard-fought tug of war ensues;

Instead, they figure out a way
To start a shop for shining shoes.

— Hinton Oilm

A Wonderful Woman

V4Y WIFE, oh, wonderful is she!

Though not versed in philosophy

Or anything like that.

No fluent German does she speak.

She knows no Latin, knows no Greek;
To h. r I lift my hat.

She's penned no popular romance that

Would make too small her too large h

She has not courted fame.
And I cat) testify as yet
She is no fighting suffragette.

For which I bless her name.

She's wonderful, but, I

Just why she is you'd never guess;
And it's no catch nor joke.

A thing that you would least expect
Of her; for, lo ! she can select

CifT.-irs that I can smoke!
— Will llrrber

h N V Y

Mm Krn'i Keggie gave it to me, so that I should be constantly reminded of him.

Mm Knttki—Goodness ! How did he manage to fit d one that looked like him ?
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THE MODERNW O M ANl
)u rbsi J c Comments

By ORSOLA W. BASKXLL
th butlrs and with banners, the suffrage cohorts eo,

i 1. watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe,
d note what word the raping world in passing may bestow.

Scenery

HE suffragists are like the streams
That ever onward flow,

iring rich soil to banks and fields,

hat flowers and grains may grow,
lecting heaven, yet serving earth

;

eeking from height or lea,

; pools in quiet places,

!ut humanity's great sea.

i antis are like hillocks,

hat fixed and stolid stand,

ing fair verdure to their slopes,

!ut naught to all the land,

irdians of little vales they are,

hrough years of storm and shine;
. oft the swift, resistless streams
he still hills undermine.

Numbers

[
AM OPPOSED to woman suf-

frage," said Representative

lin, of Alabama, recently. "Nine-
ths of the women of the world

lot believe in it. " This, of course,

Jes the question. Once upon a

e, nine-tenths of the women did

believe that they should be edu-

}d. Since the ignorant and the

endent invariably know what is

d for themselves, it is too bad that

ner Heflins were not strong enough
keep females unlearned. More-
r, no cause can be just or worthy
consideration unless it is backed
he majority of humankind. Peo-

and not principles must be the

idard by which it is judged,

king back through history, one
a that every cause that we now
complacently to our bosoms met with
:antaneous approval from society.

Tiings, persecutions, imprisonments,
:ifixions, denunciations, jeers and
ies were only the playful methods
pted by the world to hide its secret

at the idea of change and to prevent
'Hen craniums on inventors, authors,

•ntists and reformers. Let us stick

lumbers, because in so doing we may
ge the headaches that come from
ught aboi.t real issues.

Letters

N UNREASONABLE woman in

Springfield, Mass., complains that

er a rule f the Post-office Depart-

ment no efforts need be made by the

clerks to deliver to a married woman a

letter on which the street and number
are missing, unless the sender has writ-

ten on the envelope the first name of the

husband and not that of the wife. When
will women understand that they are of

{FULL CITIZENSHIP

LOU ROGERS

CITIZENS OF THE SAME FREE COUNTRY

small importance as individuals, and only

of consequence when they are legally at-

tached to men? Having extinguished

herself under the name Mrs. John Smith,

Jane Smith must remain there if she

wants to hear from forgetful or careless

correspondents; and since a man has thus

ruled, let her bow her head in a becoming
and silent acquiescence.

Little Newslettes—On an election day
in one of the Western States, two people

were run over by automobiles, a tree was
struck by lightning, five men repeated at

the polls and one woman stole an um-
brella. This shows the pernicious effects

of giving women the vote.

Chivalry

A FOOLISH citizen of North Carolina

has written to the National Child

Labor Committee, saying that in two
counties in his State he saw women and

children working eleven hours a day,

while men in the same communities
worked in the same factories only

ten hours, and he calls this a "butch-
ery of the laws of chivalry." Poor
man! He doesn't understand that

nowadays chivalry concerns itself

mainly with important things like

opening doors and picking up hand-

kerchiefs for women, but rarely or

never influences the commercial ex-

ploitation of women and children or

the relations existing between men
and women who are below them in

class. Manners are more important
than morals, so let us keep on preferr-

ingdelicate, slightly musty sentiment
to the cold, impartial reasoning of

that modern interloper, Justice.

Citizens with a Difference

By ELINOR RYRNS

4 « ALL PERSONS born or natural-

ized in the United States, and
subject to the jurisdiction thereof, are

citizens of the United States and of
the State wherein they reside." And
women are persons. The Supreme
Court has decided that. It has also

been decided (in a case where a woman
wanted to vote) that suffrage is not

necessarily one of the privileges or
immunities of a citizen. That deci-

sion came after male citizens had been
carefully provided with votesand safe-

guarded in their sacred right to cast

them. The chief privilege of women
citizens—the only one in which they
have always been tenderly protected by
the courts— is that of implicit obedience
to the laws made for them by men.
No wonder the male citizen in the car-

toon on this page looks so complacent!
He has things all his own way, and yet
makes himself believe he is being kind
to woman. And no wonder woman is

dejected ! She is suffering not only from
the disabilities of a subject class, but
even more from self-contempt. For she
knows that, when she has learned to re-

spect herself, she will have courage and
strength enough to rise and shake off the
burdens which man and his laws have
thrust upon her.



WITH FOREIGN FUNMAKERS

Another Anti-fat Cure

"Si.- h ii--n marklieh absmomman in <u-t>

Mooaten, lieba Fraundin; machaa Sieelne KntfettunK-

skur dur.-li ?
"

"Bawahra ! Dm kommt Ran? nil.- n Miiri-ti <j<-n Aer-

i mlt matnar neaan KSehiD I I

Kilo will ich

/•tii. dann I I
.us !

"

"You certainly have grown thinner in

the last few months, my dear. Are y m
taking an anti-fat core?"

•(;. no! [t'a only the anger

the new cook ie causing me thai does

that!"
•'And are you not giving her not i

"Of coarse! Hut [ want to worry down
..•nty kilos. Then oat Bhe go*

U. .,,,. ndorfi r Blot "< r (Munich

V

The Sinner

I ir<xl»uprt."

"Didn't you confess all your former

life to \"tir wife after the weddingT"
"No; we weren't married long enough

hat " Jugi nd (Munich).

Modesty

"You mighl let me have the car for an

hour, uncle.

"

"All right, my hoy, you can have it."
" \n<t, 1 say, can you let me have the

price of a couple of fines or so?" Lon-

don Opinion.

Landlady (to applicant for apartments

with sea view) There, now! What do

you think of that fur sea view? Punch
( I .on :

Naivete
" )|. rr 6nf. rot imir.fiihr vierziK Jahran-

DOCh 'Naive' am /.••ntraltheati'r war 1-

.hir.' Hand an. M<-in.- (trundsatze vitIip

damals, lhr*n Antrag anzunchrm'n. Joizt hab
mich andi-r bcsonncn—da bin ich !"

"Forty years ago, count, when I i

at the Central Theatre and still 'naive

you offered me your hand. At that t

my principles prevent.-. I me from aect

ing your proposal. Now I have chan

my mind here 1 am."

—

F! !'(<

Iir. (Munich).

The Mother-in-law
" Jalaa. mamnn t'ombra

1 ii tola, jamali alia na perd u m occasion d
! t.r I

"

"Jules, mother sends t?ou kii

"You se.. ! Sh. "hisses an nc

siofl to paster p* rutin (Paq
'. of

£ like
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FORGETFUL
Nnolywed— I met Tom Hyland on the street to-day, and we had a jolly chat.

Mrs. Sewlywed—Did you tell him you were married? Newlywed— I forgot it for half an hour.

""VA.RN the luck," mourned Papa Pe-

duncle, slumping down in his chair

until he rested upon his

back collar button.

Mamma looked up ab-

sently from her note-

book. She was prepar-

ing a paper for her club.

Daisy, absorbed in the "Heart Cheeps For

Chickens," by Aunt Henrietta, didn't hear

father at all.

"I knocked my glasses off today," la-

lted Papa, when nobody would ask him what was the mat-

"Smashed both lenses."

"You ough to wear spectacles," scolded Mamma, "if they

not look so well. Such vanity in a man of your age, is

urd."

"That feather-brained stenographer jumped her job to get

Tied," fretfully resumed Papa after a morose interval.

nd we are up to our necks in work."

Sweet Sympathy
By TERRKf.L LOVE BOLLWAY

"Why don't you hire a man?" asked

Mamma, secretly delighted. Goldilocks

was far too pretty.

"A man!" snorted Papa. A man in-

deed! Not while there were any good
looking and—er—sympathetic girls to be

had. Sympathy, thought Papa, that is

what a man wants. And he never gets

any at home, where he needs it most.

"In a week a man would be telling me how to write my let-

ters," declared Papa, feeling that some reason should be given.

Mamma received the explanation with a salt shaker in each

hand.

"Then don't complain," she admonished. "You know that

with a woman, work is merely a stop-gap."

"Marriage is the same," sighed Papa. "It's just a bridge

to the presidency of the Mother's Club, or something else that

she wants.

"Mamma was a looker," he mused aloud, as his debating

partner left the room, "but if I were choosing now I'd pick a



Kirl no matter if

I irt.

I coal I :

"Sh imi '"
cried I la

who bad Bi iabed the hear!
throba -i n g up-

! for a caller.

"'A sympathetic girl."

throagh
Daiaj 'a bee l aa she got into

the gown with the Bnuggest
skirt and least < "J

ler if that is a wireless
fn>tn the Oracle, or another of
Papa'a hallucinations.
Still," she to her
mirror, "I can do no u
than to investigate. Twenty-
eight, and not a real pros-

pect."
" Your poor finger I How

did you hurt it, Benny?"
was Daisy's solicitous greet-

ing to her visitor.

"Elevator door," be care-
s' responded, with an in-

war I grin ace. Six feet two
and well beefed, be had never succeeded in dropping that de-
spised diminutive.

"Do let me put something on it." urge I Daisy, gently re-
taining the hand with the swollen digit.

r

'•SWAT Tilt FLY"—A MARTYR TO THE CAUSE

"Nonsense," he answered, thrusting the hand ii

pocket He had fought off a fond mother, three doting aui
and two grandmothers at home. To change the suhject: "d
We are liusy at the office.

"

"You're working too hard," softly accused Dai
"The boss doesn't think so," mechanically replied Ben|

His mother told him that every evening.
"You look tired," insisted his hosl

"Stag dinner last night" h- informed her, ifle bo|
That was Aunt Drusilla's favorite delusii

"I'm afraid you are not well. You look pale," said Dai
caressingly.

"Forgot to wipe the talcum after shaving," elucidal
!'.• nny _wearily. _ He always appeared pale to (irandmotj
Hart is.

"lias this been a had day—everything go wrong?"
Daisy, spurring herself. Sympathizing with
Benny was uphill work. Cv\^

than usual. " '• •• *--' •'he denied, be-.,.. v „..,.-., iii. in u.^Uttl, lie uenieii, |if- J .
.- v

(inning to feel oppressed. Aunt Prudence was \ jS- / L
ure that everyday was a bad one. \ ^ v

> >*'^'

"Wouldn't you like the morris chair? It's
'

<1 ,
Ktt

'

\\\„

O
J)

A charm: -tier.

more comfortable for a tired man," coaxed the

sympathetic Mi<s IV luncle.

"No, no," protested Benny hastily, almost
wildly. He hated morris chair ^ant Ellen
persisted in making him sit in one.

Discouraged, Daisy was about to give up
when she remembered—

"Did you get your promt tion?"
"No."
"You poor boy !"

Pearii .r. from the light in her eyes, that she was about t

stroke his hair, as mother had done when he told her. Benn
moved from the davenport to the <l itested chair.

"No wonder you feel blue." Sympathy oozed fror

Dai , sticky drops aa she seated herself
the arm of his chair. " 1

-m SO Hurry.
"

"I hardly expected it this month," hi
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SHE PROMISED HER MOTHER SHE WOULDN'T GO IN BATHING

th a strangling sensation in his

t he waited for Daisy to put her arm
~ around him and pat him

j K upon the head, as had
> <"<G Grandmother Jones. In-

W - stead she did worse.

v^ti\^ "I'm going to make
you a hot toddy," she

announced, leaving the
^ ^ room. "Back in a min-

ute."

rriedly, stealthily, as soon as he

alone, Benny rose, secured his hat

vanished. Hot toddy, which he

ed, was Aunt Ellen's prescription,

ust then one would have choked him
iath. Daisy, returning with the

, saw that her visitor had gone, and

"Stood.

ne more lesson learned," she wept,

Drting herself with the steaming
"Never unload sympathy upon

i until he advertises for it."

Spoiling Their Pleasure

oa Microbe—The board of health has

ed to abolish the roller towel.

of Baby Microbes—Boo hoo;

we can't have any more fun looping

>op !

The Slender Maiden

TN OUR grandmother's time, a maiden's
attire

No less than today bore the critic's fire,

And when the slenderest maid ap-

peared
Some fleshier lady would tell what she

feared

:

"I do not care how fair her face is

I'm very much afraid that she laces!"

At the present time, when a sylph-like

form
And a winsome face bring praises warm,
Some stouter dissenter is certain to say,

In exactly the tone of

our grandmother's
day

:

"Her face may be beau-
tiful, but I note

That she hasn't the sign

of a petticoat !"

—Grace McKinstry.

Vocational

Edna—She is a very

devoted church mem-
ber.

Edith—Is that so?

Edna— Ye3; never
misses a fair, sociable

or charity bridge.

The Real Revelation

"A famous lecturer says that

slashed skirt shows whether or

woman is qualified for the ballot."

"Huh! He means the ballet."

the

not

Original Beginnings

"Great oaks from little acorns grow,"
The proverb apt relates;

And, let us add, divorce decrees
Have surreptitious dates.

With the mosquitos entertaining, ham-
mocks are not as enticing as they were.

SEPTEMBER MORN



GETTING READY FOR THE SUNDAY PUSH

Renovated Proverbs

Frtn

For Men (embracing women)

{"~\\'LY a fool never changes his wife.

The Love of Matrimony is the root of all evil.

M niey makes the pair tf ».

A fool anci his wife are b ion parted.

A good name is rather to be refased than great riches.

The wages of sin is boredom.
• laughs at wedlocksmiths.

»ve is of mai
'

thing apart.

'Tis better to be loi •
l ai l lost than never to be loved at all.

The course of free love never runs smooth.

'cumstances alter kisses.

Ive money troubles; Matrimony. Parsimony. A I i-

n

• true love is the dullest way h<

He who . may love to wed anol

to doublin'.

Where t
•

I ' at.- remedies.

To " man, t.> d vorce is expensive.

i think of mothers' clul

"i—'Why, really, all 1 ever need Is a small switch.

BVIOUS
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Reassuring

[OW Myrtle with her eyes of blue
' Once more adorns the Avenue

—

?i
A coat of tan up-

on her cheek,

And freckles
playing hide-

and-seek
Amid her dim-
ples, and a

share

f summer'ssun caught in her hair

—

sets my very soul astir

d walk the Avenue with her.

Ut jealous thrills come o'er me when
he bows and smiles on sundry men
'ho pass along—one, two, and three

—

n endless line they seem to be

—

I number quite a score, or more

—

II brown as she, and al! have got

. manner that me liketh not!

Who are these crowds of grinning apes

l sundry guises, forms, and shapes,

/ho beam, and gleam, and smirk, and
smile.

ike Indians in single file?"

•uoth I, with growing rage within,

or it hath made me mad as sin

note the rather easy air

nth which they greet Myrtilla there.

My Summer Cohorts," she replied

—

et snuggled closer to my side.

1 missed you so down by the sea

had to let them comfort me"

—

faithless jade"— thus I began
l9 passed the twenty-seventh man.
Nay, dearest," she replied, "I'm true.

t took 'em all to equal you!"
—BUxkeney Gray,

Proof

"My hand," said Polly, holding out

hat exquisite member, "is a good deal

mailer than yours."
"Yes," said Mabel. "I can see that

t a glance. That ring Reginald gave
ou was always too tight for me."

Method in Their Madness

, <T NEVER in my life saw such an as-

tonishing collection of freaks in one

village as you have here !" declared the

hypercritical tourist. "For instance, look

at that lamshackle fellow who has been

sitting over there on the horse block all

the afternoon, whittling wooden chains

and expectorating at a mark !

Down back of the lumberyard

a grotesque gang have been

pitching horseshoes for hours,

interspersed with ejaculations

like 'Gol-wind my watch!'

'Dad slap a rat!' and soon.

Others are continually parad-

ing around with the queerest

walks and quaintest whiskers
"

I ever beheld. Is it in the

air, or something in the wa-

ter, or"

"Nope!" replied the land-

lord of the Pruntytown tav-

ern. "It's the result of care- —

ful cultivation. They're
waiting to be noveled. A -

famous author came here two
years ago and wrote several

fellers up as characters in a

novel, and ever since then a

considerable number of our

citizens have been hoping for

him to come back and do it

again."— '/v. hi P. Morgan.

The Great Divide

Tourist—Have you many
different classes in this coun-

try?

Avierican—Only two; those

who own autos and those who
don't.

Chips

Decker—Here's some money I wo
poker last night.

Mrs. Decker—Thank you, dear.

buy a chip hat with it.

A lazy man, like an automobile,

his tire troubles while on the road.

n at

I'll

has

The successful man wastes no time dis-

ussing another's failure.

"What did you learn from

that problem novel?

"How easy it is to fool

some publishers."

A CRITERION
Mrs. Mode— Bui, monsieur, I really couldn't wear this

gown— it 's indecent

!

Mom. Wurth— Nowadays, madam nothing is indecent

but to show the tips of one's ears
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A LADIES' AID SOCIETY

Eating
rf"*OMING back in Missouri the other

lav on my vacation I went into the

(lining-car and gave the waiter all the

money I had.

When he held the chair and the train

threw me into it I tried to look as

though that was my favorite way of sit-

ting flown, bat all the time I wanted to

"iy hand back and scratch my hip

t. I never saw such a sad looking

n as this waiter was. He pla

.id pencil beside me and stood there

as though waiting for me to sign the

document that wool I -end him to the

chair. He look< d as though he had just

that all his immediate relatives

erished in a mine disaster and that

he was braving himself for a fuller ac-

count listing the second cousins. As he

towered beside me I saw that it would

o tn order what 1 could

I hastily wrote down what I thought

! suit him. When I looked up he

-till grieving over a third cousin,

so I added ice tea. [ce tea is HI

a glass. I don't like ice tea--at
• cents a glass—but I must keep

ivor.

Winn the iijtt.T came on I start'

speak to the colored waiter calling his

attention to the debris iti it, but my cour-

age gathered op its skirt- and fled. I ate

the butter shot with Bedimenl greedily

until the wait'-;- WBS out of sight;

then I gel the butter plate over on the

window sill and tried tO raise the screen,

but the screen had a mini of its own.

Dp and took both hands tn the

-iTi'iii and struggled till I felt the blood

gathering behind?' ; at every-

n the di i

•-. at a atchii

As all this lifting WM doing D

i n D i n i

/ ./ HOMER < BO'S

put out my tongue; still that di

Bolve the question. Ordinarily when I

gel my tongue out I am something of a

derrick, but I found that I had no in-

fluence with the window, .lu-t then

the butter rolled against the screen and
smeared out as though a large butterfly

had gone to its final rest. 1 saw tin-

waiter coming and sat down guiltily.

Then I discovered that a corner of my
napkin had been dangling in the soup.

I hastily stuffed the wel corner into my
shirt and turned around to pretend that I

was looking at the BCenery. A freight

train was passing between the scenery

and me.

Every time I go to call the attention

of a friend to a particularly beautiful

scene a freight train always hurries up
and gets on this side of the BCenery.

Oftentimes I have stuck my head out the

Window to make sure that there wasn't a

freight between here and Milwaukee,

then touched my companion on the sleeve

to call his attention to what the lavish

hand of Nature had put along the rail-

road track for the edification of the weary
traveler when a freight would rush up
and obscure tl py until in disgust

we would move to the other side of the

train. Then we would find that we Were
peering into the dull depths of a clay

bank.

When the waiter ick I told him
that I would like a roasting ear. He
car.-fully bought back another pat of but-

ter and a silver mounted ear of corn. I

balanced a large slit f butter on the

of my knife and reached over to

:t it on the cob. Just then the

tram lurched and tin butter disappeared.

1 looked urouti'i for the butter but it was

n g a r

gone, hide and hair. I looked ut.

table, but I could find no trace of it

pretended to be in a brown study
the waiter would not accuse me of ar

thing unworthy, when I felt Bomethi
moist in my sleeve. The myster a

Bolved; the butter had gone down ?

I puked up my napkin and w
just getting ready to remove the butt

when I s;,w the sad waiter's eyes fix

mi rue. I knew that it would never
for him to know that I had treated I

butter that way, so I asked for my bi

paid it, thanked him for the use of I

road-bed and slipped back to the chr

car. I removed it with feeling a

thought to get my mind off the but

looking out the window at I

When 1 turned a freight train was pai

ing.

A dining car would be more
with me if it were built on P
plan where a man could go up to t

desk, order what he wanted, then sne

over into the corner and eat it out

sight of the wait'

Noticings

A NKW cult is advancing the thrfl

that gentle sleep beat knits

raveled sleeve when a person lies

right side. I'.ut BUp]

olit ical

A missionary just returned from I'ra

- that he drove back a pack of hungi

wolves by singing to them. We know
number of people who keep the Wolf fit!

the door by singing. Tit- l

in the tlat overhead that uses this metsjj

\\ • -"ii • i n • - ui-di that wolves well
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<,THEN my daughter sent you to me to talk it over, eh?"
* asked Thaddeus Rowland.
"Aw—yaas, if you will honah me," replied Lord Rythe,

who had been lounging at the Wildwood Club, awaiting Row-
land's return from the links.

Rowland had accumulated one of America's master fortunes.

Once he had hoped he might be able to get hold of all the money
in the world, though he was by no means niggardly; but dys-

pepsia intervened. Golf had put him on better terms with his

digestion, broadened his vision and improved his temper.

Lord Rythe had figured in various romances and in other

ways maintained the traditions of his kind. Once he had been
fairly caught. Infatuated with Miss Flimmie Flam, a limousine

member of the chorus in London, he had married her only to

find cause for divorce within a year. This episode was every-

thing from soup to nuts for the sensational newspapers, but
one scandal treads on another's heels, so fast they follow. The
press forgot Lord Rythe's experience with Flimmie Flam, and
it was ancient history when he came to New York to look

about for a wife—money, of course, being an object.

"Are you sure my daughter will marry you?" asked Row-
land, looking shrewdly at his visitor after sipping his Scotch

highball.

"I think she will if we—aw—you and I—aw—come to an
understanding, don't you know."

"Um. Um. Yes. Let's see. You have a title and, I sup-

pose, an estate?"
"I have a title, which \a something," replied Lord Rythe.

"Abroad, yes, and with some people here. You can point

with pride at a long line of ancestors, whose portraits, no
doubt, adorn your ancestral halls. Of course you've got the

sheet-iron apparel some of them wore when feudal chiefs with a

few vassals went to war occasionally on their own hook, eh?"
"Aw—yaas—armor, you mean, and all that sort of thing.

But my estate, as I was about to say, is a bit encumbered."
"Mortgage?"
"Something of the sort."
"And you haven't tried to reduce or pay off the mortgage?

I mean by hustling about in an industrious sort of way."

"Why, my deah sir, I pay no attention to mattahs in the
category of trade or the like!"

"Exactly. But have you increased the encumbrance?"
"Aw— Icawn'tsay. Possibly. But my solicitors, to whom,

as extremely honorable persons, I can refer you as to any arrange-
ments we may make, have told me I must raise—aw—some half
a million pounds sterling, don't you know. I mention this in

all candor, as we—aw—are considering a business mattah."
"Yes. I see. Purely business. But that means some two

million five hundred thousand dollars."

"Aw—does it? I've no gift for figures. I thought, don't
vou know, my deah Mr."

"Rowland."
"Yaas. I thought, my deah Mr. Rowland, that an advan-

tageous marriage such as we—aw— as I—contemplate would
leave the subject of money, except generally, don't you know,
faw future consideration."

"But we are talking business, and you place money above
mere sentiment or the prospect of a happy life?"

"Aw— I say— I don't just get you."
"Your first thought is of money?"
'

' Aw—aw—aw '
'

"Do you love my daughter?"
"I think she is chawming!

mattah—aw"
"And I think she is charming,

tion that I'm worth about fifty million dollars, you wouldn't
have thought of matrimony in connection with my daughter?"

"Aw—aw—my dear Mr.—aw—Rowland! Why should we
theorize?"

"I'm no theorist, Lord Rythe. And I'd rather my daughter
should marry some able-bodied, mentally alert, industrious chap
without a dollar than"

"Beg pardon, sir," said a club servant, handing Rowland a

note, meanwhile becoming acrobatic in deference to Lord Rythe
"And happily," continued Rowland, "I'm not alone in my

notion," as he handed his visitor this:

Dearest Pops : Please don't take Lord Rythe seriously. I don't! Bki i \

—./. .1. Waidron.

Love, don't you know, is a

But if vou hadn't informa-
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THt ORCHID CRUSHERS

?<«•— Beastly bore, this having to

dance with one's hostess, isn't it?

.'.•— I don't know. With these

new :her like to get a duty-dance
off my chest, as it were.

Ever) dt) Philosophy

\\ f ' i I

N
-

i woman says nothing is

too good for her huaband, the

remark la ambigaoas, to say the

Charity may cover a multitude of

. hut that is a poor excuse for

our adding to the number.
A jealous woman may love her

husband, but it ia Btrange how die-

appointed she Invariably appears
whenever she searches his pockets

and fails to find any evidence against

him. —WW 8. Qid

To Date

. Peter, punk in eater,

Bought and used a carpet heater.
Now the doctor's down the street,

microbes out of Pete.

— Lurana Sheldon.

All Sofia of Shapes

\ 9a1 rate.

v. I man.
A round robin.

A square deal.

• h chap,

traight tip.

arallel ca

An upright I

1 nature.

A pointed remark.
An even disposition.

A circle of fri.!

The eternal triangle.

A mind bent on aomethii

A Reminder

Lives of ha 1 1 remind us

defense
i give in at the OUl

( if

Tl' USED to !>•• the naughtj men
Would -••• k the corners, rainy da
from an awning's shelter, then

\\ ould rudely gai ize.

But now the rainstorms drive them in;

ihine brings them on the i

\ . with a bold and brazen grin.

They calmly gaze against the sun.
ii :i,„, /.. \.

Willing To Find One

Mother- Don't you think that a boy of

your size could take the tacks out of this

carpet if he wanted to?

all boy— I guess so. Shall I go out

S if I can find a hoy who wants to?

General Direct*

Mrt. Youngvrifi — How do you make
mince pie?

Matron —Oh, oat of anything!

Genealogical

There was a man in our town
Who found his name was Mud;

He ran into a family |

And lost one half his blood.

when he found what he had done,
With all his might and main

He ran into another t

'

And got it hack again.
!/ / .Mn/'-iiry/i II",

;

A bald-headed man and his hair are

Soon parted.

A BRILLIANT DISCOVERY
" SI



HIS MOVE NEXT
Claude—You must have been aware of my in-

tentions before this. Miss Goltin.

Claudia—Oh, yes; I was prepared for the worst.
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1 .it the Altar; or. No Wedding Bills for Him. A thrilling talr of love an<! Kate

The Compliment
' My wife paid me a fine compliment this

morning!" triumphantly stated skimpy
little Mr. Hennypeck. kid I nu

big f""l as her Aral haaband !"

Is lau^h at Fat.'. The wise are

ilumb.

After the Interview

, , VJfTKI.I.. Henry," said the fair maul.

"did popper ask yon if yon coald

support me in the style to which I am
accustomed ?"

"No, dear," said Henry. "He merely

informed me that he couldn't, and gave

me his blessing.
"

Indorsed

//,,/. e you in favorof that ct

few lawl
/>../. J • -

; I'm in favorof any ll

that reduces the number of dog

The return of the prodigal is fore

shadowed by his appeal for a p. o. m. o.



THE MODERN WOMAN
Curbside Comments

By OREOLA II". HASKELL
With bnglea an.l with banners, the -

i vucher on ihr curb, look i>ut fur wral i

And nctr what word the gaping world in passing m.i\ bestow.

Women Workers

TT IS gratifying to see that some things

are done in the proper way in these

days of ceaseless chamre. The industrial

board of the State Labor Commission met
recently in conference with employers

from seventy-five canning factories, and

calmly and coolly settled matters affect-

ing many women workers, who were del-

icately absent. The State of-

ficials unanimously adopted a

resolution changing the maxi-
mum hours a week that women
may be employed in canneries

from sixty to sixty-six, and

provided that girls over eight-

een may be employed between

certain dates up to twelve

hours a day. Females with a

distorted vision might ask why
the women affected were not

consulted as to these changes,

and why they were not invited

to send a representative to con-

fer with the lords of their des-

tinies. But was it not more
fitting with the ideal State

lauded by the antis that they

should sit afar with folded

hands and accept meekly what-

ever was prescribed for them?

The Browbeaten

QF COURSE it is a well-

known fact that only men
who have been coerced by wom-
en would champion the suf-

frage cause. But how many
browbeaten males there are!

There are city, State and national leagues

of the crushed creatures, who are parad-

ing, speaking and writing to uphold the

votes-for-women idea. Nor is that all,

for a large group of prominent men in

Washington have organized to help the

women in their fight to have Congress

pass a constitutional amendment in their

favor. It is sad to see the manhood of

the country inoculated with such a deadly

virus.

Women in the Wilds

VfISS MARY JOHE is scheduled to

take a trip through Alaska and

through the inaccessible wilds of north-

ern British Columbia. She has been pre-

ceded in these feats by many pioneer

women, the wives of trappers, prospect-

ors, sailors and missionaries, who not

only penetrated into uninhabited regions,

but lived there fur many \ears, rearing

their families. In all parts of the World
and in all ages, woman's fragility has

been equal to such slight things as in-

clement climate, sterile soil, physical

hardships, loneliness, sickness, unremit-

ting toil and the hostilities of savage peo-

ples; but let us not crush it forever under

the greatest burden of the ages— the toils

and terrors of voting. Let us continue to

send our delicate sisters into the wilds,

but nobly protect them from the ballot box.

SETTING UP NEW MILESTONES FOR THE HUMAN KACE

elastic currency, that the tariff afl

home making as much as it does money

making, aid that good government
should concern Itself as much with little

everyday things- like garbage collec-

tions as with battleships.

The next step has been for women to

think in terms of politics— that is, t"

learn to reason in some such fashion

as this: "Granting that these things

—

the protection of children, conservation,

the cost of living and all the rest—can be

dealt with by the state better than by in-

dividuals, how will votes for

women enable us to get the

state to concern itself with

them?"
The third step—the practical

application of thi3 new knowl-

edge and new reasoning— few

women have been allowed to

take until recently. But now
nearly 4,000,0-OOwomen through

the ballot have an opportunity

to reach the third milestone

—

that of mastering politics.

Birth of the Woman's Club
A Phantasic

THERE'S a crimson star on
field of white,

And 'twas fashioned for

"poster" roomy.
This lovely old quilt of the

long ago
That Grandmother's will left

to me.

Many's the year since her fin-

gers deft

Cutout the gay little patches,

But her skillful work a token
left

Which nothing that's modern
matches.

The Road of Progress

By ELINOR BYRNS
THE trouble with the Woman's Rights

question is that everyone has to be

"shown". Does a woman want an edu-

cation? Let her produce incontrovert-

ible evidence that it will not keep her

from having babies. Does she demand

a vote? Let her prove beyond reason-

able doubt that she, and every other

woman, has already mastered all politi-

cal questions.

Such a demand is inconvenient and il-

logical, but women are doing their best

to prove a priori, that they are capable

of voting. How? First, by learning to

recognize a political question when they

see it. It is only recently that women

have realized that pure milk is as im-

portant a question for legislation as an

Her "blocks" completed, and neatly

joined,

—

Her lips a lullaby lilting,

She set up frames in the sitting room,

And asked her friends to the quilting.

They came in their pretty starched cali-

co'

And worked with fair faces glowing

—

So happy that under their fingers white,

A beautiful thing was growing!

Today as I look at that star decked quilt

I see in those days departed

When each worked for all and all for

each

The Woman's Club getting started.
—Lida Knh Wigging.

Senator Tillman in a Bpeecfa opposing

suffrage for women. Badly admits that the

"old fogies" cannot stop it.



SUCCESSFUL COAST DEFENCE BY THE MOSQUITO FLEET OK NEW JE HYDROPLANE AND ALKOPLANE

a "iu for t\ pes, too, Ja :k,
" he

fereatly, "or are yon sud-
denly become clairvoyant?"

"<>h. 'never mind the whys and where-

r

ion t'

oet quoted in return. "My
'" He shuffled the pack. "Cut

!"

The Western train moved swiftly a
the prairie. The three friends played

f<»r an hour. The poet won.
"Now for the question!" ho

cric<| jovially.

"The question!" The artist

threw down his cards.

"Well, hoys"—the winner
turned and nodded across the
aisle, where a blond pompadour

aoualy against the
linen cover of the chair back

—

mind, t! is is also your
question, Willie. So to I I us,

Crenshaw—why was she mad?"
"She? Wl.
" Mon't be so dense, dear

I

Th.- lad] opposite. You handed
th.- tall blonde what she dropped

I, and with such a

winning bow! Why was she
mad
"Out with it, Crenny! Why

was she mad?"
Crenshaw pinned. " Did either

of you f- what it v •«-

that the 5 oung woman droppi
••\ • i

"Not 1!"

" It was a Bbort, cri-t) curl

low hair that had fa

off wl her bat
In the rack.

"

Compensations

[
H W EN'T I n a-summering at NafJ
ragansett Pier,

But my jewels lie in safety on my little

bureau here.
I In't go to Newport with the g

si no

Hut my snap-shot picture hasn't looked
the homeliest they could get.

Bar Harbormay have missed me from the
functions of the Kay.

Hut my name has not been coupled with
a scandal, anyway.

The roadways of the Berkshires ha-.

known my this-year's car,
But I've trollied down to Coney, where

the Scenic Beauties are.

n the whole, considering I'm just
the common sort,

I haven't spent much money but I've had
a lot Of sport. -fWrfrrir* .1/

Guiltv !

U i There must have been some pun-
ishment f"r King Solomon.
Hubby There was. He had a tho

mothi-rs-in-law .

The Limit

I hear she fell overboard in

I clothes.

Mint . YeR, and she was arrested for
!»-n:e; in the water in an ind« tume.

The SV( . f.-rs the country
tan to the tanning he gets at home.



•*^
WHY NO "I" ?

Bathing suit for dog
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Unbiased Cr::u:sm in Patriarchal Davs

BROUGHT him word. Josl .14: vii.

itten a book. Job.

A I cried with a loo ll:xiii.

itri fe, I pr;i'

me and 1 . iii.

'Publish it not in the atreeU Ion."

1 : x\.

t
I and Baid. Is. 21 : ix.

'>ZL_2» "How ere they increased that trou
** — Pa.

many books there ia no end I Ecc. l:_':xii.

"I Will deliver thine enemy into thine hand. "
1 Sam. 24 : iv.

An i to nth rs he said in mine hearing. Ez. 9:v.
"Strength is decayed and there is mach rubbish." N'e. 4:ii.

Written in the honk. Josh. 1 1
> : x i i i.

In the multitude of words there wanteth not sin. Prov.
10: xix.

The foolishness of man perverteth his way. Prov. ll»:iii.

I pray ti Ju i. 18 :iv.

Touch not. t: handle not. Col. 2:xxi.

Lei Dot the buyer rejoice. Ez. 7:xii.

That which is sold shall remain in the hand of him that

bought it." Lev. 25:xxviii.

And when he had spoken this word. Dan. ln:xi.

I rejoiced at the destruction of him that hate.) me. Job.

31 : xxix. ,,., ,i

*vc ....

Luck comes to many a man in the shape of poverty.

By W i/ / UASOW
Al.<>\(l the forest's virgin aisles 1 «nlk in rapture, miles on miles;

at everj turn delights unfold, and wondrous vistas I behold.

Whet noble scenes on ever) hand! [feel tnj srdent soul expend : I

turn m\ face toward the sky, and to the firmament I try:
" I In iliriml iiiii.il/iii/uiv— lirnr l)i. a l.i/. II. ,r, ,11th irimlil l„ n/niri'

delight, would lurt all mm back to tht toil, \f 'A..<< blamed bruti

boiled in oil ' rii, i, ,;,nii forth buzzing from th,ir dmu, tend tksy

big ii.i Leghorn Inns, and when they biti they raiee « hemp that makee /he

victim yell andjump."
What wondrous voices have the trees when they are rocked by

morning breese I The voices of a thousand lyres, the music of a thou-
sand choirs, the chorus of a thousand spheres are in the noble long i am
hears I The same sad music tdam heard when through the Edea
proves he stirred : and ever since the primal lurth. through all the

ages of the earth, the trees have whispered, chanted, sung, in their

sott. untranslated tongue. And. moved to tears, 1 cry aloud, far

from the sordid madding crowd:

"Doggom then meaely, red-backed ante ! Thru will keep climb-

mi/ a/, i,in pant* ' Hi> woode irill .mini I; thy of gueeti mil,

ante and kindred peete aboliehed art by fore* of lane; they'vt chewed
in, a /, till I urn raw."

Here in these s\|\.ui solitudes, unfettered Nature BWeetly

broods; she'd clasp her offspring to her breast, and give her <

children rest, and &aj to them. "No longer weep, but on \mir

mother's bosom sleep." Here- might] thoughts disturb mj brala

— I try to set them down in vain : with noble songs mj soul's

I cannol tit them to mj lyres Elyslan views awhile I've seen—

I

cannot tell you what thej mean; adown the forest aisles | stray,

and face the glowing I ast, and saj :

'*/( iii nit linn I, ,n n I;,, by heck ' /tin/ etung mt /hut tim, mi

/In neci ' It'e timt I trotted back to tmr>n, and got thou swelling*)

doctored down ' With beee and ante anil iranpi and in f>oeky

grovetand tangled brakei an for urban Ixird— / rather

fur inn back yard
'"

His Excuse

A Bfc/lTfcK BLUWtK
• -Jest a moment, sir, an' I II turn the 'lectrii. (an on yer soup.

"Loogy yuh. Brudder Bagaa!" severely said good old

I'arsoi r, on a recent Monday morning. "What was

de 'caaion for yo' 'aturbin' de whole cong'egation last night

by snawtin' dat-uh-way and den gittin'apand trompin'oot'n

de church wid all de ferocity of a blind
I

"Uh-well, to tell de troof, Pahaon," answered the cul-

prit., " I's amphibiou

"Wha-what'a dal yo' apeciflea? Yo' is wh
phibiona, sah. I walks in muh sleep."

— Tom /. Morgan.

Quite So

"Are \ ;:iimii~"" aaked the bachelor.

"Well." replie I the father of a large family, wearily, "I

certainly think it's unlucky to have thirteen children."



Her Answer

"THEN be a sister to me,
* Cried the rejected suitor.

The damsel snickered sweetly
And looked a

trifle cuter

—

"Yes, I will be
your sister,"

She stammered,
with a blush,

"I said I'd wed
your brother.

Last night." Said he, "Oh,
Slush!"—Margaret U. Ha**.

Favorite Foods

Policemen—Beets.

Gamblers—Steaks.

Jewelers—Carrots.

Rounders—Chickens.

Hunters—Preserves.

Yeggmen—Crackers.

Historians—Dates.

Comedians—Capers.

Critics—Roasts.

Plumbers—Leeks.

Surgeons—Spareribs.

Alienists—Nuts.

Chorus girls—Johnny cakes.

Lovers—Mush.

One or the Other

"Lester," said old Uncle Fee-

bles, who was tied to his chair by rheu-

matism. "Go to the window and see if

that's the fire company making a run or

just some feller dragging a lawn-mower
along the cement sidewalk!"

Expert Angler

She (after a quarrel)—You were a strug-

gling young man when I married you!

He— I'll give you credit for landing me.

ALTERATIONS AS THEY SEEM TO A SENSITIVE EAR

Too Ostentatious

Tfie Tall Blonde—Absence makes the

heart grow fonder.

The Short Brunette—But the Lima, O.

man who shot off fireworks when his wife

went away on a vacation made a vulgar

display of his affection.

After paying the summer hotel bills,

dad starts in to accumulate for Christmas.

Much Needed

[ IVES of famous men remind us
Though our deeds may be sublime

Old Oblivion, right behind us,

Hides us in the sands of time.

Brief the hours which represent a

Time of cheering o'er our name

—

Let us sit down and invent a

Safety-pinnacle of fame.
—Wilbur I'. Nubit.

The Triangle

"Despite the scandalous gossip about

Mrs. Van Fickle and young Spotleigh

there may be nothing between them."
"Only her husband; but he doesn't

amount to much."

A Reckless Shot

He was telling her, "I didn't half try
;

'Twas my first shot, too, and 1 hit the
bull's-eye."

"Oh, dear! What an awful thing!
You see,

You'll have to pay for the bull !" said
she.

The First

"Did you ever real y love any girl

asked the beau-

UNEXPECTED
George -Cynthia, rather than remain single, would you marry the biggest fool on earth ?

Cynthia—Oh, George ! This is so sudden 1

before you met m
tiful one.

"No," replied the titled foreigner,

"you're the first girl I have ever known
who had money in her own right.

"



he

i nc v^avc .>.

Til Q mill I

iput.

Ben I, hairy
nth.

He u as a sorry Bigfat

in Booth.

Whenever he felt need

He a r it with
I club,

when he'd got it,

th and paw
l it p

w. I fed it raw.
If mate he wanted, forth he'd fare

I by the hair;
While if a rival he should i

He'd methods us,- now obsolete,
["he thing! that make life happy here
He never knew—and yet I f>-ar

The Cave Man, were he with us now,
Sum.' of our wayfl would disavow.
He never knew of fancy boose,
Or safety rasors, or tight shoes.
Although his hair may have been greased,
He did not have his trousi d.

When Summer on its job was bent,
He loafe I ai 1 dreamed and naked went;
In Winter he thought not of coal,
Hut hibernated in hi* hole.

No modish clothes or social ways
Brought worried nights or weary days

.rk.t tape or polities,

' hr book purveyors, or gold bricks
His mind disturbed, or worry that
He needed massage for his fat.

Me diil not twist his neck awry
To glimpse slit skirt passing by;
He surely lacked some things of worth
But then the Cave Man had the earth!

-7. I. II

The fall in the price of ice and the rise
in the price of coal evens things up.

tic Saved the LltJ

Q\'K OP th.

known criminal

lawyers of To|

Kai me months
ago was .-all.-d t.

of tniir |er. I'd.

was trod at Council
Grove. The county
attorney was no match
for Waters as

yer, bat he was a
game little cock, and
hehad all the evidence
and facts on his Bide.

Things looked pretty
bad for the defendant.
Waters, however, was
not discouraged. He
was an adept at turn-

ing on the water-
works. II,. had never
yet failed to impi •

jury by his pathetic
appeals for mercy, and
on this occasion he did his very best His
highly colored and emotional address was
having its effect on the juror
deneed t>y the expression on their faces.

Pretty well toward the close of the
speech, attention was drawn for a moment
from the orator by the actions of the
county attorney. He had taken off his
shoes and was tolling up his trousers.
"What are you doing?" demanded the

Judge.

"'lour honor." replied the little man
calmly. "I am getting ready to wade
out."

Everybody saw the point and the laugh

HIS MISTAKE
)'' f fe says small checks will be in fashion tor new tall suit
Mr. Enrtght—Thank heav<

which followed turned the heart-stirring
app.al into a burlesque, and a conviction
folio-

Smashing the Record

uCHE broke the trotting record,
"

Said he. "all clean and slick.
"Say, talk about your steppers I

She made the rest look sick."

"What horse was that?" I asked him.
" My daughter 'tv< l he.
"She broke the r. cord lately

For the turk.y trot, did she.
"

—WalU . O. /«..f|/.

An Affecting Pica

"My Plea," said the proud young
lawyer, "seemed to deeply affect the

jury."

"Yes," replied the judge. "I was
afraid at one time that you wouM bring
about the conviction of your client in

spite of his innocence."

Her Pet Aversion

St rah- -The Bible -p.aks of people who
strain at a gnat and swallow a camel.

Clara- -W.ll, I think I'd rather swallow
f. I just hate I .

LoncIv Woman
While styles have changed, by fashion led,

till a theme for jest,

Although in tnith it I aid

SI •
• d.

[SHI
H" ->ay. Lilhe, isn't that light awtul dark in there?

Sad. Isn't It
7

t are the fair i Is a prey.

Who s.e their fro,



What th w o r 1 d S a 1

/.'!/ 11ATI1F LEE MAC ILISTER

TO BREAKFAST with her husband,
Mrs. Conscientious Youngwife arose

betimes, mornings.

The husband must needs
hasten downtown at an
early hour, for there were
affairs of moment that re-

quired his attention while
the day was yet young.

When she had kissed

her other self good-by,

Mrs. Youngwife
turned to and cleaned

up her not too big

house; for she felt that

she could afford but

one maid. The Young-
wifea were just start-

ing out in the world,

you know.

When the house was
set to rights, Mrs.

Youngwife washed and

dressed her child and

escorted the small one

to the kindergarten.

Then she fared forth

into the marketplace

and, in person, pur-

chased what the inner

Youngwifeswould need

for the next twenty-

four hours.

Then she went home
and stitched up a

child's frock.

Then she went out

and brought her child

home from the kinder-

garten.

Then she sat on the

back porch and worked
the buttonholes in the

little frock, while the

child played in thesani

pile, under its moth-
er's eye.

Then she washed and

dressed the child again

and sent it out with
the one maid (when
the luncheon dishes were out of the

way).

Then she arrayed herself in gay gar-

ments and fared forth to card parties and
such women's doings as pleased her fancy.

Mrs. Grundy, living across the street,

watched all these comings and goings.

She shook her head and said,

"That Mrs. Youngwife is forever on
the street. No wonder the young hus-

bands of to-day can never raise their

noses from the grindstone!"

And she ran in to ask the next door
neighbor if she had noticed the s;id case
of the Youngwifes. The next door
neighbor had. It transpired that all the
women in the neighborhood had and were
very sad over it so sad that they could
not leave talking of it, and freely pre-
dicted what the outcome would be. After-
ward they told these predictions for the

truth, and it became rumored that Mr.

Youngwife was sadly tied up in a busi-

ness way because his wife was forever

on the street.

And so Mr. Youngwife found it very

hard to get some business accommodation
that he needed, because men who could

furnish such accommodation said among
themselves that it was better to beware
of a young man with a foolish wife.

The lack of money hampered the young
man very much for a time; but when his

wife saw that he was troubled, she told

him not to mind—that she could get up a

little earlier and stay up a little later,

and let the maid go and only have a

woman come in for the heavy cleaning,

till business was better and they sailed

into smoother waters.

That cheered up Mr. Youngwife so much
that he dug down into his brain deeper

than he had ever been
before, and brought up
something much more
valuable than borrowed
money, and made a
great business success,

and bought an electric

runabout.

And the neighbors
said,

"At last that foolish

young woman has her
man on the last lap

toward ruin !"

And they wagged
their heads sorrow-
fully and were secretly

glad.

But the Youngwifes
flourished as a green
bay tree— in spite of

the neighbors.

N. B. Mrs. Young-
wife was a very pret-

ty woman.

A Fair Extremist

Mrs. Cooke— I like

to keep in touch with
the styles, all right,

but that young Miss
Flightly carries things

to extremes.

Mrs. Frye— In what
way?

Mrs. C.—Were you
in the room a few mo-
ments ago when we
sang "America?"
Mrs. F.—"Yea.

Why?
Mrs. C — Well,

when we came to the line, "I love thy
rocks and rills" she put her whole soul

in the music and fairly shouted, "I love

thy frocks and frills."

The Requirement

Poem, picture, sketch or story,
Dance, or song, or show,

If they hope to win wide glory,
Hope to be a "go,

"

It would seem from records recent
They must just be quite indecent.

U M. Beti



\ laic ol 1 angled 1 hrcadS

T TNCLE HOSE ited in Ritten*

noose Square dejected and gloomy.

"Aren't yoo working now. Uncle

"No, I ain't workin' no more, no more.

1 done tell yo' bow it kern •bout."
"Yd' nee, I ha 1 a job in de match fac-

t'ry an* de phospos is mighty sociable

wid hiaaelf around dar climbing all over

yo' poaran till yo* smell like fireworks.

"De fust day, when I kem home in de

evenin'i Mandy sez, 'Moae, what am dat

fum'ry yo' got on yo' pussun? Yo' sure

am a badly infnmigated niggah.'
"

"Mandy, dat ain't fumigation, dat am
phoapoa.

"

"After I dun tol' Mandy what dat was
every time when I kem home in de even-

in', she would say, 'Mose, yo're gettin'

too infnmigated to live and yo's better

get out dat fact'ry.'
"

"An' 1 done tole Mandy I couldn't get

HOW, I N D E E D ?

Hubb)—Every cent I make goes on your back ! II i/t— How cm yon say th.i , dear ?

UNFASHIONABLE
i—The first thing we want to do, Mabel, is

change the design of that flag.

•or?

know perfectly well, that stripes

I in style this year I

sech a job every day, an' I was goin' fo'

ter stay till I done get anuther one.

"

"Dat was in March an' one night I

hed to work late, an' 'twas a dark, ca-

lamitous kind of anight, an' when I kem
Dted de fact'ry, I seen my clothes was
heddin* ob light like de picture ob de

ole Iffosei on de mountain of Transfigura-

tion dat de bible talks about. I 'spected

it was my piousness shinin' fro' the

gloom till I reckoned 'twas the phosphni

in my clothes. When I kem up South

Street, I heard the boys hollerin" Debbie,

Debbie'

"I knew dar was boun' to be trouble.

Man, dem ar' de vilest chil'in in dis town.

1 I t<> 'ern in a kin' way, 'See here,

chil'in, I'se Unck '1 Hi
"Now dose boyi wara't goin' to b'leve

dat. When de boys cried, "Debbie, Deb-

bie,' it floated around dat Street like this-

tledown on de air and from all side-

frew bricks an' bottles till I was buried

out of sight, and my po' head was patty

near fractioned.

"De patrol wagon done come an' took

me to de hospital, an'fo' four weeks I

was flat on my back, and den de coons in

my ehocb done hel* a meetin' and ex-

pelled me for bein' a witch.

"0, man, I hed to giv' up dat jo]

—Marion H'inJIWd lh**ry.

Svnonvms

>ie— I saw you at the millinery

opening yesterday. It was a perfect jam.

Fannie—Yes, wasn't it sweet!

Settlement houses are not used for the

relief of unhappy creditors.



THE SHI P'S MASCOT

A Plunger

"Yes, sir, boys, if Joe Higgins ain't

ittin' to be a regilar plunger I can't

ay it!" said old Ab Tansy to the crowd

Membled on the station platform to en-

oy the excitement and exhiliration of

eeing the train come in, an event of

onsequence that occurred twice a day in

lempville.

"Yes, sir," continued Ab, "if Joe

lon't stop his plunging' he'll soon need

tgardeen to look after him. Went over

the county fair in Pillsburg yistiday

in' paid fifteen cents apiece for three

chances ir. a drawin' for a watch an'

never drawed it. Then he paid a quarter

for a chance to turn a kind of a hand

pointin' to figgers on a board an' you

don't git nothin' onless a kind of a finger

on the hand stops on a certain figger an'

it didn't stop on no figger when Joe

turned it an' he was out a quarter. Then,

as if that wa'n't enough to learn him

wisdom, what does he do but pay fifteen

cents for a chance to throw two or three

balls at a nigger with his head stuck

through a hole in a curtain an' he never

come nowhere near hittin' the nigger so

he never got no prize for that fifteen

cents. By this time he'd got the plung-

in' fever so bad he couldn't stop an' he

puts up a dime for a chance to throw

a ring over some knives stuck in a

board an' he lost that dime. Then he

took to speckillatin' in other ways un-

til he'd lost sixty cents more an' on the

way home he traded knives sight unseen

with a feller he met on the road an' he

got an old one-blader not wuth more'n a

quarter for his good two-blader he'd

paid fifty cents for. I tell you, boys,

this plungin' is dang'rous bizness. You

git the fever once an' you never know

where to stop!" —mm.
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Superstitious Sidney; or; Every Little Omen 1 Lis a Meaning All Its Own

D rv

My liO wa- a desert until I

met yon.

Mi • ;" -Ah! at last I have an

explanaton of your marvelous thirst.

The Lvnx ever! Sleuth

"What's them fellers joshing constable

His Chief Concern

Mrs. l/i in mandha ir If another niai

Sam Slackputter about?" should win mi- would you sue him f"r m
"Aw, Mm know be prides himself on loveT

being just as good a detective as any of Hsmmandhaw -Yes—just for spite,

them city cops. Well, be went to the

Mere popularity seldom pays on the in- circus yesterday and couldn't pick out Th«> small boy looks sadly toward tin

vestment thp clown!" September bome-coming.



An Attractive School

By HORACE /><)/>/' OASTIT
[Brides ate taught at Columbia how to make a coo.l

home.— Djtit r.ifrr.]

UST how to be a Housewife fine—now
that's the thing to teach! How best

to bring perfection to a

soft and dainty peach!

To take her talents rare

in hand and show her

what to do to keep the

romance of her life im-

perishably new ! So many
sweet romances have
been spoiled by maids

unwise who wed without

ull knowledge of the way to use their

yes to keep old Hubby on the string

ears after they were wed, and for his

lub joys make him love the sweets of

lome instead.

The teacher sage in optics, he will

how her how a glance will fill the blase

leart of man with an unending dance.

ie'U show her how to cast them down in

he demurest way when she's a bill for

Caster hats she wants her hub to pay.

ie'll teach her how to seem to flirt with

undry other men and thus bring back

.he waning love of her old man again,

'd like to have that job myself to teach

he maiden true the wondrous possibili-

.ies of two deep eyes of blue!

Then there's another member of this

lappy faculty who'll teach the maiden

ill the arts of the philosophy of soft

ind sweet caresses, such as weary hub-

)ies crave when they return at night

from toil along life's busy pave. Ah, I

should muchly like a class of maidens

jweetly fair to teach them how to pat

man's cheek, and how to stroke his

hair; just how to meet him at the door

as he returns at night, and what to do

the moment when he ambles into sight.

1 should not care to have the class in

cooking. That's a job that doesn't stir

my heart at all, or make my pulses

throb; and as for marketing, I'd leave

that work for other folk who give more

time and thought to things "neath the

domestic yoke. But in the arts of hold-

ing hands, the use of fingertips, the

many most effective modes of fashion-

ing the lips— I'd gladly take the chair

in these, and teach with all my art just

how the lips and fingertips are used to

cheer the heart.

I'd like to teach some maiden rare the

many kinds of smile that make a home
attractive full of innocence or guile. I'd

like to coach her in the craft of laugh-

ter silvery to keep her husband's love as

fresh as once it used to be; and how to

pout, and how to frown, and when to

use a tear to keep the home like a ma-

chine that's never out of gear. At any

time I'm needed I will be professor of

the scientific method of the art of mak-

ing love.

While the Poet Dreamed

The poet dreamed of naiads and of dryads

and of fays

And of little brooks that babbled gently

down through woodland ways.
While the poet sat there dreaming she

who had to share his lot

In the kitchen pressed his trousers,

nearly melting on the spot.

The Very Man

Marjorie—She's going to have her_pic-

ture taken in her transparent skirt.

Madge—Why
doesn't she go

to one of those

X-ray photog-

raphers?

Naturallv

Get into
trouble, and
you will arouse

interest among
your acquaint-

ances. Become
a success, and

the details will

only bore them.

HIS ONLY CHANCE
Jane—Do you know you talk in your sleep, John ?

Jo^—Well, do you begrudge me eren those few words ?

There is not

so much taint-

ed money in

circulationnow

since the treas-

ury laundry has

been working.

FOR ABOUT FIFTY DOLLARS
Mrs. Bailey—Hats are to be simply trimmed

this year.

Bailey—How about husbands?

Mrs. Bailey—Simply trimmed also.

Jones Caught

JONES usually caught the five-thirty

train out of the Grand Central for

New Rochelle. This day, however, he

had met a friend and remained over to

renew acquaintanceship. He was plainly

up against it, but finally managed to get

the following wire off to Mrs. Jones:

"Missed the five-thirty. Don't keep

dinner waiting. Will be a little late to-

night."

It was long after midnight when he

left the train at New Rochelle and ten

minutes later before he reached home.

Mrs. Jones met him at the front door.

"You got my message, darling?" he

asked, pressing a box of bonbons into

her hands.

"Oh, yes!" quickly returned Mrs.

Jones. "I got it all right. But I

would like to know why you sent a wire

at four-thirty, telling me you had missed

the five-thirty train."

Jones couldn't.

The Trifler

He loves to lie beneath the tree,

Warmed by the light of Myrtle's .

Outbursts of love he pours; ah me!
The while he lies, and lies and lie

Not in His Line

"Pa, what's a contre-temps?"

"I don't know. I've never learned

the names of all these automobile parts."



W11H fUKhIGN FUNMAKERS

Logic
Fli>v.» Lharieot, hi j.- eoopa uti hifteck an deux.

I in- laa moltMa .noore en deux, <iu'obtieiiB-je ?

'Jr.
Bien ! Kt pala m
Des boitii
Tres bun ! El pah encore?

I'arfiut ! Ki paii eneoral
De« traato-deaxiemaa !

Kt pabl en
Le Gosse. (impatiente)—Du hacliis <le boeuf !

Teacl r I»upi J L'Haricot, it" I cat a
steak in two, and then the hah

two, what do I get?
B <y -Quarters, sir.

T.—Good! And th«n again?
B.—Eighths.
T.— All ritfht! And then again?
B.— Sixteenths.

T.—Exactly! And then?
B.—Thirty -seconds.
T.—And then?
B.— (impatient) Hash! /. . /

(Par

In Style
"inn— Wbj>. nut dlaaam ver-urkmn K

willat Da aiif d«o Hnll Baton 7 UnmOffiich I Dma
k an n- 1 1 1 i ir batanaaJa Straaaanklaid ti

// isIkiwI— What ! You want to •.

the ball in this crazy costume? It;

sihle! At lust, you might wear i

i

Street dress.

—

FlitQtmdt Blatttor (Mu-
nich).

Then Everything Went Smoothly
Hnsiia/,il (to ample Bpoose)- For heav-

en 'b sake, don't flop about like that. Mar-
tha if you don't want to be left a widow.
Every time you go under I'm out of my
depth.— Shirt, (London).

His Little Fiction
"Sei haben nm Stammtilch orziihlt. Herr Obarfto-

t*T, ich hiiitc Ihru'n eirun Kusm ffagaben ; das i^t abrr
docb niiht w.-ilir I"

"Sal rafriadan Lenerl. 's hat mir ja auch kalnai
Keglaubt !"

"You said at the social table, Mr.
Oberforster, that I had given you a kiss.

That is not true.
"

"Don't worry, Lena. Nobody believed
me I"

—

Meggt ndorft r BUu ti, ,
i Munich i.

The Beggar's Plea

nkan 3t mil nleh ta raieblicb. Herr ' B> i flinf
thaiitaml Mark F. nkommen word let jaaonat zur Weh-
rateuer ran

"Don't give me too much, sir! With
an income of five thousand marks, I

might be called upon to pay a tax!"

—

</ ( Munich).

The Servant's Revenge
VOOl caaaez tout, in — j.- VOW r> tiendrai ca »ur

' Mnilami' me retiendra t-i 1 1«- sur le* sage* du mi
• x d'll y a deux n

" JTOU arc breaking up everything hen
I shall deduct it from your wag.
"Will madam deduct it from la

month's wages or from those of t»

months ago?"—Le Hire (Paris).

Malice
"Ich findo hi«T hinter cler Adretsc dor Frau Doctt

Schmidt, die Znhl 12. Nun waits ich nu-ht. iat es II

Alter, <>der ihre Ti'Ui'licnniuminiT."

"I find here, after the address of Mri
I>r. Smith, the number 42. Now, is

her age or her 'phone number?"—Flu
(jimlr Bloetter (Munich).

A Traffic Mix-up

Policeman (on point duty, to inquisi

tive stranger) — I wish you wouldn*
worry me when ,\"U see I'm busy. Jus
look what you've done I— Punch (Lot



EYES RIGHT!"

The Animate Club

P"LUBS must be respected—that is, re-

spectable clubs must be respected.

And surely a club is respect-

able when it possesses all

the animate virtues of the

modern club, which is a com-

position of

A drinking club, a feeding

club,

A thinking club, a reading club,

A rambling club, a running club,

A gambling club, a gunning club,

A boating club, a writing club,

A voting club, a fighting club,

As well as a mother's club—which is

certainly moral and upright, if memory
serves regarding boyhood days.

—.1. Walter Utting.

Overheard at the Club

"Young Muchcash must think that

time has more lives than a cat."

"How so?"

"He kills it regularly every day."

Coming

CHE slipped off her shoes

as soon as she closed

the door, and tried to get

upstairs without awaking

her husband. But she found

him waiting for her.

"It's three o'clock," he

said.

"I wunt from the club

to see a sick friend," she

explained.

He reached into her pock-

et and pulled out a note.

"Sick friend! " he

sneered. "Then what are

you doing with this mash
note from a chorus man?
Another time you go to th

club I'll go back to father

or—er, I'll have him here.
"

While the postman may
not be a flirt all the girls

get love letters from him.

NOT QUITE!
Mr. Enright—Gladys, suppose I were to die, what would you do:

Mrs, Enright—Why. I would simply go crazy.

Mr. E— Marry again ?

Mrs. E—Oh, not that crazy?
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THINGS SELDOM WHAT THKY SEEM
club ivaitfr—Looks like rain.

r /.;./>— It does ; but it smells like soup.

Inculcating Democracy
/.'-/ TERBKLL LOVX BOLLWAY

t i\yE'VE organised the loveliestdab,"
gargled Geraldine, removing her

hat.

"You must have been elected presi-

dent," surmizcii Grandmother shrewdly.
"A woman generally enthuses over her
clubs in proportion to her official posi-

tion."

Geraldine 's expression was a tacit ad-

mission. "Tin- I the

club." she continued hastily,
" is to spread the spirit i

racy. Our roster," she

aildeii naively, "will Include
only the eream <>f tin- social

register.

"

The old lady choked. "I
presume you will hire I mini

to do tbf spreading," she R -

marked, when she could speak.

"The idea! Why?"
"Because," was the calm

reply, "women average about
one thimbleful of democracy
per thousand head. Shall you
invite Millie Burr to join?"

"My seamstress!" cried

• ieraldine horrified.

".Millie would be just ; ,s

much shocked," chuckled
Grandmother, "at the idea of

asking a laundress to join her

club. Did yon ever willingly

permit another woman to copy
your hat'."'

"That hateful Tessie Ar-
leigh copies everything I get"
asserted Granddaughter in-

«
.

what a horrid, low thing democracy is,

I'm sure they will have nothing m
do with it.

"

"<>f course not.

M is wo-
man's shibboleth. "

" But what shall we
do With our club'."'

Cried (ieraldine dis- '("^,
mally. "We've a
perfectly good con- '

J
" H.\

stitution, by -Is v> ^
ai 'i ev» pything." J ^uV

I

"You might turn
w ^

it into a Daughters-of-the-Somethii
Other." suggested Grandmother, h<

twinkling.

"We could, but," Geraldine shru

le-r shoulders disdainfully, "those Daugsi
ter societies are so common. There musl
be fifty of them."

The Sign

Husband— Ah, my love, I see you'VI
been making cake a^ain.

Wi/r—Why, John, how can you fed

that?

Husband—From your battered condi
tion.

lignantly.
" Such exclusive-

UP-TO-DATE
U—On ray way over, I happened to glance

into the barber's and saw Reginald
bead shampooed.

-What were they using, dear, a vacu-
um cleaner ?

ness! And you a demo-
crat! I suppose now
you will cease snub-

bing Mrs. Giltmore?"
"Isha'n't. She's

the worst kind of a

climber. "

"So would you be,

if your mother hadn't

done some tall climb-

ing. If you lire a true

democrat, all women
ar. 'your sisters. Shall

you continue to turn a

pale green every time

Reginald chats a mo-
ment with one of his

women friend
"

I shall," admitted

Geraldine sulkily.

"Some bold thine/ la

always ogling him. "

"Democracy," said

Grandmother, "is a

srvative form of

socialism, a leveler of

class distinctions. I >o

you intend asking your
maid to dine with you
and Reginald occasion-

ally?"
Too scandalized for

words, Geraldineshook
her head vigorously,
" When I tell the girls

KVEN
'— Peter, 1 hear you 've had four wives.

I'll, i— Yes, sir ; an' what's more, two uv 'em wuz all right.



REVENGE IS SWEET
A uioisl—Hooray! That 's the old skinflint

us ten dollars last week for pulling us out of the ditch

Meaning

rjfTHEN you hear some man say: "I
** think

That I'll take one more little drink."
Mark well his words, and
keep your eye

On him, my friend. I'll

tell you why;
'Tis not his intent to de-

ceive

ts^" - You, so a little he will

"0>(v' ^RJ leave

For you to guess. As
like as not

His slight remark don't

mean a lot,

But he means more!

f you don't know you've overstayed
four welcome, and a pretty maid,
Between a row of yawns and sighs,

Says : "Goodness, gracious, tempus flies !

t's twelve o'clock. I didn't know
!t was so late. Oh, do not go!"
ffeigh well her words. As like as not
3er slight remarks don't mean a lot,

But she means more !

—Howard C. Keglev-

The Perfect Car

, 4 THIS story of yours is all right,"

said the editor, "but your descrip-

tion of the hero's automobile is simply

impossible. If there was an automobile

made as perfect as the one you describe,

I'd buy one tomorrow. Where in the

world did you get your ideas?"

"That was easy, " replied the author.

"I got my friend, Bragley,

to describe his new car."

A Superfluity

"Ah-ho! So yo' is gwine

to be muh son-in-law, is

yo'?" inquired old Brother

Buckaloo.

"Yassah; dat's what it

'mounts to," replied the
semi-educated young colored

swain. " But dat isn't what
I'm marryin' Looella Maud
for. Yo' am purely incident-

al to de emergency, s a h
;

purely incidental.

Sad Truths

A WORD to the wise is impossible. The
wise talk all the time.

Whom you do—do well.

One touch of graft makes the whole
world skin.

Gossip comes, but scandal lingers.

Avoid the appearance of evil. It is

harder to live down than evil.

The Proper Term

Tall blonde— You wouldn't call

•ostume suggestive, would you?

this

Short brunette— No

;

lamatory.

I'd call it ex-

A vacuum cleaner will

never work successfully

on a man who has demon-

strated the fact that he is '

possessed of brains.

AN EVENT
Mummti—Tommy, what do you say to Uncle Titewadd for

giving you the penny?
Tommy—Gee I I 'm too s'prised to say anything !



At the Patriarchs' Club

AFTER thou hast lost, the other shall

say again in thine ears (Is. 49:xx)

"The treacherous dealers have dealt

treacherously, yea, the treacherous deal-

ive dealt very treacherously. (Is. 24

:

xvi ). Provide me now a man that can play

well. (1 Sam. lh:xvii). The reward of

his hands shall be given him ( Is. 8 :xi) out

(if theBpoils." (I Chron. 26:xzvii.)

Then shalt thou say (Deut. t>:xxi)"I

know the things that come into your mind

i Ez. 1 1 :v). There was with us a young

AN AUTUMN-MOBILE

man, (Gen. 41 : x i
i
) he is such a son of

Belial that a man cannot speak with

him. "
i 1 Sam. 25 :xvii ).

He will say (Hab. 2:i) "Go and spy

out where he is, that I may send and

fetch him." (2 Kgs. (i:xiii.)

Ami the people sat down to eat and

drink, and rose up to play (Ex. 32:vi.) And
they drew (Gen. 87:xxviii). .Jonathan

strengthened his hand (1 Sam. 28:xvi)

'the mower' filleth not his hand ;(I's. 9 :vii)

Hut the youth drew not (.hi I. S:xx).

And when they and their father saw
the bundles of money,

they were afraid (Gen.

I2:xxxvi) and they

call not (Ps. 14: iv).

And Joseph gathered

up all the money that

was found (Gen. 17:

xiv). And nothing in

his hand! (Eccl. 5:

xiv). —',•... B. Mori wood.

The Stuff

"I wonder if he'll

suo I. What sort of

timber is he made of,

anyhow?"
"He's just a plain

wooden man. that's

all I know !"

AT THE ARMY CLUB
<;;<(— Lieutenant Mauser proposed to me last night. Oh, such

beautiful language ! Wish you could have heard him.

/—I have heard him ; but that was before he had had so much

practice.

The Cause

Blade—I heard the

audience w e p t after

oung Ranter's death

-cue in the third act.

Wh it*—Yea—We
all knew he was still

alive.

Fielding

Fielding?" saic

Fielding versus

A RE you interested in
/ * the Smith girl to

her suitor—
She was reading Eng-

lish novels from a

critic's point of
View,

He was on the team at

college. Baseball

was his major study

And he answered her at

random never paus-

ing for a cue :

"It's all right," he

stammered bravely, "and we coiildn'

do without it;

It's a thing of great importance, I'll

agree with you in that,

—

But though Fielding may be splendid

yet yOO can't depend upon it—
For a team amounts to nothing with-

out good men at the bat."
— //.. . /

Their Mission

A large crowd had gathered at the sta-

tion to receive the famous statesman

The reporter indicated a group in th«

foreground. "They are personal friends,

red to aee him about Bpeakinl

here, " be explained.

"Is it necessary to use per

induce him to speak?"

"Not at all; they are going to try U

prev< nt him.
"

Seasonable Romance

She met at the Summer Casino

A Count who played roulette and 1

They kiss- d and embraced,
Then married in haste.

And now she's repenting in Reno.
—.;. ./. <f< bwH ".
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AT THE SPORTSMAN'S CLUB
Taurus—Did I understand you to say you were going to hit the bull's eye?

1JEAVEN is supposed to be a place of

felicity and desirable as a perma-
nent residence. Peoria, 111., is not in its

« class, and this fact may ac-

*^^^^^ count for the comparatively

I^L^^fl | small attendance upon the

WH Annual Outbreak of the
\^r American Press Humorists,

_w some twenty of whom found

their way there chiefly be-
cause it is the home of George Fitch and

he is proud of the town.

Not that any city now known can enter

into competition with the place which is

the ultimate ambition of the good, nor

that Peoria will suffer in comparison with
the average town of its size. Peoria, in

fact, is superior to many larger cities

for so many reasons that it is useless to

enumerate them. It is the stopping-

place of several lines of railroad and the

general terminus of corn, a field of which
Borne four hundred miles in length I

laboriously made my way through to get

there.

If George Fitch hadn't hypnotized

Peoria for the event, the city will go
down in the records and memories of the

Press Humorists as the most hospitable

on the continent. Possibly other so-

journers there not favored by acquaint-

ance with Fitch may not find it so genial.

Heaven is somewhat select, for St. Peter
looks over credentials with no partial

Humorists at Peoria

eye and permits no entry on mere pre-

tense. Everybody suspected of being a

humorist was wel-

comed at Peoria
with open arms and

music.

Entertainment at

the Country Club,

golf, river excur-

sions, automobile

and trolley jour-

neys, baseball, ban-

quets and even the

circus that timed

its show to the con-

vention were on the

list of entertain-

ments. Peoria has

three newspapers
that seem to work
in harness without

competition or jeal-

ousy for the com-
mon good. They at

least worked to-

gether for the good

of the humorists,

though they may

have resumed the competitive hullabaloo

common to newspapers after the boys left

town.

Peoria makes more whiskey than any
other town in the country, and this ex-

plains the corn field referred to. It has
an insane asylum whose superintendent

is said to permit his dotty guests to do

THEY ARE RESILIENT
Arnold—Yes, that 's a garter snake.
Minnie (innocently)—What ! that little thing? Why, it 's much too small.



ANOTHER DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE
Smoking his first cigarette before the family.

as they please, with no serious come-

back. And it has a place where persons

who neglect its fine water supply for its

chief commercial fluid may recover their

equilibrium. A few of the humorists

inspected the greatest distillery in the

world, under the guidance of R. I). Clarke,

who was so candid in his disclosure of

marketing methods that those among
them who had not signed the pled]

it in Bearch of a notary public.

George Fitch stands personally as a bul-

wark against booze, and in spite of this

tricity is localiy popular. If this

it a tribute to genius, somebody

should furnish the answer. George, how-

ever, makes one concession. The Fitch

Punch, which was served occasionally to

the humorists, looks like booze, and it

requires an analysis to distinguish it

from joy liquid.

The six days of fun experienced and

promoted by the humorists at Peoria

would make a besl Beller in book form.

Fitch, always with the appearance of one

icting obsequies, touched buttons

Mere, and a host of the best citi-

did the rest. George never seemed

to labor at entertaining, yel WM always

the spring of action. No djinn of the

fabled lamp could have done SO Well.

Every master of ceremonies must have

an aid. and W. See Maxwell worked

with Fitch as though his machinery had

oiled.

The flow of wit and humor and the

reeling off of anecdote and story

ceased. Cy Warman, who looks like a

captain of industry without injury to his

vocation, peppered the occasion at inter-

vals. For most of the time he was danc-

ing attendance upon the fair. Douglas

hfalloch, "The Poet of the Woods,"
soned every contact with wit that had an

electric quality. Dixon Merritt, of the

Nashville Banner, with all the graces of

the South, clothed in white, purred a joy-

ous wisdom in jest and vets.'. "Ted" C.

M. Robinson, of the Cleveland J'luin

Dealt r. with his boyish laugh and his phi-

losophic eye, was everywhere a magnet,
for no one knew just when he would voice

his uni<)iie poetry. George Bingham, of

the Hogwallow Kentuckian, with a bead

and front like Artemus Ward and with

the most original humor of his time,

verted Borne of the boys to the theory of

reincarnation. Eddie Guest, of the De-

troit /'/< Press, bubbling with fun,

always ready with a speech and, unlike

most persons who are always ready, with

thing to Say— left few intervals be-

tween laughs. Charles I.eedv. of the

Youngstown Telegram, somewhat reserved

for a converted showman, was never with-

out a smile or the stuff that makes smiles.

Strickland Gillilan, who came in for a

or two, canceling a Chautauqua or

two to do it. was a continuous scream.

He ought to be in s Broadway show but

probably finds tbe rural circuits more

profitable. W. .1. Johnson, the philoso-

pher of humor who operates in the Swed-

ish dialect, looked almost as solemn as

George Fitch, but hilarity was working
beneath the surface. Walter I'ttir.g, of

the New York in every funny

mixup, and I: ' roy, when be was
l ol folding his gothic frame in an effort

to attain an appearance of ease in the

immediate vicinit] man,
• xplaining in characteristic lat .

why he stood on his head after an at-

tempt to i i r i \ • ill at the Country
Club in competition with one who knew
how to do it. M rner, who has

not let the writing of ads destroy his hu-

mor, contributed to the gayety, anil "Dea-
con" John W. Carey, of "Hoo's Hoo*]

fame, played bis mic part to the

general joy.

There were others there, all bent on

making Peoria jocular, and there will be

a greater number next year at Cleveland,

which has already begun to plan enter-

tainment, i n

Journalistic Inaccuracy

The Gallic war report)

May have been a truthful lot,

But I've always had a notion

That a few of them were not.

For instance, lauding Caesar
In a jesting way, perhaps,

"The die is cast." they quote him.
Though he wasn't shooting craps.

Hoi lo i

The Under Dog

It is all right to sympathize with the

under dog if you are sun' he didn't

the fight.

There are not many redskins left, bu

during the summer vacation the country

is full of wild indians.

*y ruujec_^

REBELLION
Matculh From clothes closed— No, ma

dam, I will not unlock tbe door and come out.

am the boss in this house!



I n com
THEIR honeymoon had ended.

They were still fond of each

other, of course. But not too

fond..

The wisdom of the ages has

had something to do in naming
matrimony's early period the hon-

eymoon. The moon changes, and honey cloys.

In this case there was a revival of individuality, hahit and

the ego. Hugh Thornbray was a figure in contemporary life,

and he knew it. Vocationally he was a story writer, devel-

oped from that nursery of literature, journalism. He wrote

for a public that knew him, and not for posterity. The writer

for posterity gets no royalties.

Thornbray's avocations had been ranching, broncho-busting,

globe-trotting, war chronicling, and generally pushing h'a way
into the limelight. At half a dozen clubs in town he was the

arbiter, referee, or appellate judge on all questions related to

the fields of his activity.

t i b i 1 i t y
Bw ./. .1. WAi.him.x

Thornbray had been a hero to

the fair of more than one region,

but he described the lover better

than he acted the part. Enthusi-

asm does much for a man in this

field, and infatuation does more.
Thornbray fell in love with Mi.-s

Lulu Dingle, a comedienne with a vogue. She had always said

she would live alone for her art, but he laid such a siege that

she capitulated, as she was a little proud of the conquest. And
they were married.

As the honeymoon waned, Hugh began again to write. He
had said he was at work on his masterpiece, and that their

happiness would color the tafe. When he read I.ulu the first

few chapters she thought it was "lovely."

One evening after dinner Lulu seemed a bit out of sorts.

She assumed a negligent—yet a habitually graceful —attitude

on a sofa, as if undecided whether to sit or stand as Hugh ap-

proached from the other side.



"Were yon going out sked.

"Why, dear." he replied, "as you
ed a bit ennuye, I thought I would

run over to the Mummers' for an hour

and then come back and write a little.

Or would you like me to r< * ' to you the

sixth chapter of the b

"I don't think the fifth chapter ia very

interesting.

"

Hugh looked at Lulu in bewilderment

and took a long breath,

Wholl y m persona
«

«
]~)0 YOU think you could be happy aa

tlie wife of a mm who did

think you the moat beautiful girl in the

worl
' •

I - ii "t that," she aaked, looking down
at her pretty foot, "rather an awkward
question?"

"I don't mean to be at all 1

be explained. "It is merely an absl

w*
I

MOTOR-CYCLE CLUB MATES
As they were inseparable companions, Damon carried the headlight and Pythias the taillight.

"Oh! Ah! my dear, what is the mat-

ter with it?"

"It's like so many Btories. Too full of

impossible love-making. And I think

nave extravagantly idealized the

hero."

"What about the heroin.

"Am I supposed to be the original?"

"Well—ah—you know, my dear, I have

OU in mind. "

"Oh, she's all right, I suppose. But

a know. Hugh, really I can find

more pleaaing things about me in my
hook of press notit

'"' said Hugh with a sigh. "No
doubt." The atmosphere became a little

chilly. "You've no objection to my going
to the Mummer-' for a while?"
"Not the |.

Hugh went. Lulu, with a suspicious

celerif from a drawer in a cabi-

her hook of press not ii

And, so, after a little, they wen
vorced.

proposition, you know. Let us assume
that a man who didn't regard you as the

most beautiful girl in the world a

you to marry him. Would you?"
" But if he didn't think I was the i

beautiful girl in the world he wouldn't

ask me, would he?"
"He might. Miii don't always love

women for their beauty alone. They
them for their good B<

gentle dispositions and all that

of thii

"Do you think so? I don't. I think
every man thinks the girl he lot

beautiful, no matter what others may
think."

doubt you think, then, that I'm
not married merely 1 1 have
never seen any girl whom I consid-

ered beautiful."

"Goodness I How far you can
jump to reach a conclusion! And I

suppose you think I think any girl

you happei i I to consider beautiful

would be glad to accept you if you
I her.

"

"That's some jump to come down
plop on a conclusion, too. I am n

ly speaking bypothelically. The fact

is tliat if the most beautiful girl in

the world would have me, I'd

after the engagement ring before"

—

"I thought you said a moment ago
that we were to consider the matter from
an in

for.'. 1 d m't believe any man would fall

in love with a girl unless he thought her

beautiful,

"

"Don't you think a man could loved
girl because she was witty or wonder*
fullv clever?"

&£

•

-
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Small boy— 1 'II sell ye a rockin* horse cheap, mister.

"I suppose he could; but he would

think her beautiful, all the same, if he

loved her."

"Well, now, to go back to the original

proposition. Let us suppose that a man
could love a girl without thinking her

beautiful. Let us suppose, for instance,

that a man should say to you, 'I love you,

Constance, not for your beauty, but be-

cause of your sweet disposition, because

of your intelligence and your refinement.

'

Would you consent to be his wife?"
•' "What a foolish question! No man
would ever propose in such a way. Be-

sides, you haven't explained whether this

imaginary man is old or young or hand-

so -ise or foolish."

e it simple, we'll sup-

an."

"In that case, I should most decidedly

sav no."

"Hm! But suppose I told you I loved

you because you were the most beautiful

girl in the world?"

"Then I should think you had gone

crazy, and call for help."

With a hopeless look he got his hat and

started for the door, where she succeeded

in overtaking him. After a minute or

two of silence, during which they were

too busy to speak, he asked,

"Don't you want me to tell you you

are the most beautiful girl in the world?"

"No: but you do think it, dearest,

don't you, even if this is all hypothetical

and impersonal?" —S. K Kiter.

The Home Town

VOU MAY raise up your praise to old

London,
Or the show and the glow of "Paree";

You may rattle and din on the sights of

Berlin,

Or of Venice, once queen of the sea.

You may prate and relate of Vienna,

Or the wonderful ruins at Rome;
You may hunt out and stir up each city

of Europe,

But there's only one town that is home.

It may not have a lot of attractions,

Maybe just an old Main Street and

square;

But it's full of the dreams of the past,

and it seems
Of all of earth's cities most fair!

' , B 91

You cannot play upon banjo signals.

Like Lots of Us

l_IE STARTED in at the foot of the
1 * ladder

And stuck right to it and kept stout-

hearted
And, laboring diligently, succeeded

—

In staying just about where he started.

V.-«*.».>^ &i.vis»«-

HER ENGAGEMENT RING
How it seems to her the first time she wears it.



JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES

I LITHE JOHNNY <?o ^ C>

5

AFTER A TIME
HIS 5TAMP5

BfCOME YALUAB1E

AND HE TRADES

AbAINi^ ii

D^ Mtirwiii i c^.^ r
MUDVI_U-E
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WISCGUY GETS

AN APPLE AND
TRADES IT FOR

A TOP
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500N THE LOTS

ARE V/ORTH
SOMETHING,
AND HE PLAY.5

THE STOCK-MAWET
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AND THAT 15

V/HY THEY
CALL HIM
'A SELF-MADE

I low Io Get Rich; or; Always Get the Best End of a Bargain

Apparently

,,TV)KS yonr son intend to take a full

Fashionable Mistake He's Willing

Mrs. Trippler M y husband is fright- ««TS HE I mtn yoa ctn trn

folly care "I should lay be was. You car

Mrs. Rippler- How is that? always trust him for everything be getl

Mrs. Trippler Why, he thooght the if yoo want to.

"

material for my new skirt was moaqoito
ling rings are not netting and he actually tacked it op at Some turn are like patent medicini

Bmoke rii last longer. the win Iowa. they will rarely do yoo good.

coarse in college?"
"It looks that way. His liquor bill for

rat month was over thirty dollar-."



MODERN
_r^

WOMAN
Curbsidc Comments

i:,i ORXOLA W. HASKELL
With bugles and with banners, (he suffrage cohort* go,

And I. a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or voe,
And note what word the |ipia| world in utwiiiu ma\ bestow.

Home. Sweet Home

V77E ARE told that there are at least
*" three hundred thousand families in

tenement houses in New York City that

take work from various factories to do
at home, and that they perform it.

especially in the unlicensed places, under

not only unsanitary but even filthy condi-

tions. Ninety per cent, of the workers
are women and children, and from their

crowded quarters where disease is a fa-

miliar guest, we get candy and nuts to

eat, toys for our children to play with

and clothing for our families to

wear. Nevertheless, how much
better it is for the community for

our sweet "home bodies to devote

their leisure to making doilies rath-

er than to arise and fight for the

protection of their own and of other

people's hearths, especially since

the increase of homework is due

to the fact that manufacturers can

thus dodge the laws that require

factories to be sanitary and wages
to be fair. Of course, it would
never do for our wives and mothers

|

to be so public as to war on the

Itrademan's vaunted sphere.

Farmcrincs

/^NE of our leading magazines
boldly makes the statement

k that while every Bulgarian of pos-

sible fighting age went to war last

year and women had to run the

farms, there was a crop increase of

^six per cent. Of course, this cannot "

be. Everybody knows that when
men go to war women sit and weep.

That's the part the poets have assigned

them from time immemorial, and that's

why, when we celebrate wars, we never

mention the women. One can't raise
' monuments to tears. And, again, women
can never beat men at anything and so

how could they get better results from the

soil than their agricultural superiors. If

they did coax up more cabbages it must
have been that old Mother Nature turned

feminist to keep up with the times and
• was propitious for the sake of her daugh-

ters.

Marriage

A STRONG committee of prominent

citizens has been formed, to back

up the insurgent women teachers who
annoy the wise and worthy members of

the board of education of New York City

with persistent endeavors to remain in

the pedagogic field after they have real-

ized the highest bliss of the human—have
been married and presented specimens of

W/V-ti.

WHEN 1 GROW IT 1 *M GOING TO BE A SUFFRAGETTE SO

I CAN PLAY WITH BOYS AND CLIMB TREES

"

posterity to the State. These women
stoutly assert that, after having children

of their own, they understand all other

children better and so make more sym-

pathetic and more wise instructors. One

can only marvel at such obtuseness, after

all that has been spoken and written

showing that matrimony and motherhood

are so high and holy as to unfit women
for all the other tasks of life—especially

the remunerative ones.

Echoes

There is a working girl who is known

to have interrupted an anti, when the

latter was promising that the purse of

the rich would ever be at the Ben
the poor, by crying out passionately. "We
v ant justice, not charity !" It is of such

deplorable material as this that suffra-

gists are made.

Extracts from " The Antiquary
"

A weeLly journal edited anil i ul lulled by real ladies and or-

posed to female enfranchisement

Editorial: Dear Readers, we art-

sure it made all your hearts ach. .

as it did ours, to read about the

poor Brooklyn husband who came
home unusually early for dinner and

found his wife absent speaking at a

street suffrage meeting. He was
quite justified in making the public

fuss he did. If his spouse had onl\

been weeping at a matinee, slinging

cards at a bridge party, swopping

scandal at an afternoon tea or chew-

ing gum at a moving picture show
he would not have felt so bad, poor

dear soul ! Why. even we who adore

the men venture to be late for th<

evening repast occasionally but w<

are always doing one of the a\»<\<

meritorious acts and arenever shout-

ing about so dull a thing as goven -

ment. We can just fancy the feel-

ings that agitated his manly bosom

when he realized that his combina-

tion cook-waitress-washer-cleaner-

wife-mother-nurse wasn't there to

greet him with a worshipful smile

an hour before he was expected.

It makes no difference how many
times he himself is wont to be late

to dinner while the chops shrivel

and the pudding petrifies, she, his

subordinate, only created to add to

his comfort, should have been on

the job. How many other abused

and browbeaten husbands are

there in this land of many sutfrag)

Alas, it is a sad thought. Let us try

and solace their sinking hearts. Let

us form a Neglected Husbands Corps

and gather them in. Let us darn their

socks and soothe their souls. But be

careful whom you approach for men
ship. We accosted one husband whil<

his suffrage wife was on a platfurn

speaking. "We sympathize with you,"

we said softly. He turned a radiant

face pridefully to us. "Then ynu think

she's the best speaker too," he said and

grasped our hand in cordial joy. W<

fear some of them are quite craze

their troubles.
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mC//TCHING OUR
&UNNY WORLD GOBY

Whv Men Loaf on Muddy Crossings

THE HIGH-SALARIED editor of this

page wonders if other men have the

same trouble with the slashed skirt that

he has. When there is a slashed skirt

" \\K CAN'T KF.KP Ot'R MINI) ON OONC&ESS

around, we can't keep our mind on Con-

Even when there is an especially

attractive sunset being put on, our mind

isn't on the sun. We'll have to confess

that it's on the daughter.

At first. tlx-» slash was just a small,

delicate one; then it grew larger, until

delicacy put op its hack hair and Bed.

Still the slash grew higher and higher.

First, the slash got a foothold, so to

speak, on the instep; then it climbed

slowly up the tihia, until it got its lin-

gers on the kneecap ; then it swung

Itself up - But we must not go

farther. We have the mails to think

about. Personally a id that

the slashed skirt is going out of fash-

ion. There is no remorse in our

heart, now that it is announced that

the slashed skirt is doomed. When
the bnlei In the slashedskirt film

show and the ('mod Night slide goes

on. we won't go home sobbing till

oan bring as comfort. Instead.

we'll be glad to get out in the fresh

air.

We suppose that we are an old

fogy; bat if there is anything we
bate, it is a girl going around in a ^
slashed skirt until a person can -

the First National Hank.

Dust and the Dcul

QNi: THOUSAND churches in Kansas

have been abandoned, on account of

the automobile.

This is something to cause us thought-

ful persons to think. Personally there is

nothing we like better than to think.

We often do. It has a strange fascina-

tion for us.

We have been in Kansas. We might

as well tell all: We have lived in Kan-

sas. But we are now trying to lead a

pure and noble life.

The Kansas roads are the dustiest in

the world. Somebody has put so much
sand on them that you can't eat a piece

of pie out there without using a wliisk-

hronm. When a person orders a piece of

pie, he is supposed to return the broom
to the nail. Persons carrying off the

lunch-counter broom are shot at sight.

It is to be lamented that the automo-

bile in Kansas is driving out the church.

It ought to be bringing it in. There

ought to be a church for every automo-

bile in Kansas. There is no greater field

for church work than among men who
have to climb under an automobile in

Kansas and speak to the gearing. There

should be some way of making it 1

sary that every chauffeur be a ministerial

stud .nt and making it compulsory for

even man who drives his own car to

attend church every Sunday morning and

lead at the Wednesday night services.

We thoughtful people must get to-

gether on this and think.

The Old Swimming Hole

\YfF ARE writing our page this week

from the old swimming hole back P

bome. When we left it, it was about the

size of Champlain; but now we could

almost jump across it with weights

Some of the folks here think it i9 biggei

rOC can't kat a i-ik.ik 01 in: UBI \wtixui HUN
A WHISk-BIIOOll "

I'A 'i.i. 0OM1 lOTBI I>"OK AM' mam; Tlif

on tih: KNOB"

than it used to be; but, mj goodness

we could take it up with a napkin. Sine*

we left, somebody has filled it up wit!

rocks and stumps and turtl'

For old time's sake, we went swimming
in it the other day. We don't expect t<

get all the mud out of our ears unti

along toward the end of the week.

urday night we will take our regula

bath. Just to be a boy again, we'll tak'

it Saturday night, whether we need it 01

not. And we'll forget our socks again,

we know, and pa'll have to come to the

door and hang them on the knob. If w«-

get soap in our eyes and step on a tacit

as we are getting out, it'll be ofl

times all over, and we won't regrsj

that we went down and risked om
life in the old swimming hole again

Commentations

THAT'S just whal we think about

the weather, too

—

but thera'l

another family on our floor.

A pastor at Yonkers, New York,

has a swimming pool where he teachet

the girls of his congregation t<> swim,

We don't know whether he is looking

apimiit fnT an aaS i 9tant or not, but we shall

inquire. If this pace is not hei

next week you will know that he was,



Wanting Things

['M PRETTY sure that time will bring
Most things for which I'm hankering;

3ut, ere the time that they are here,

'11 cease to want them much, I fear.

still, by that time there'll be, no doubt,

More things I cannot do without.

This wanting things you haven't got

(s what makes life worth living. What?
— Wait, i >;. Doty.

Dry

Ifi&S Gush— I simply bathe in talcum

powder—I do love it.

Miss Sar-Castic—Sort of a dry clean-

ing—eh?

Not Society's Fault

Gibbs—How did that rich boor manage

to get introduced into society?

Hibbs—He wasn't introduced; he was

injected.

Alike. Yet Different

The clam is silent, so's the owl—
The clam's considered cheerful.

The owl by night doth roam and prowl

And hoot in manner tearful.

And yet the owl's considered wise
Which doubtless makes it prouder.

The clam for optimism tries

—

And winds up in the chowder.
—Wilbur />. Nesbit.

A Foregone Conclusion

"I never say all that I think," she if -

marked.

"Then, "he replied, being unwilling to

miss the chance, "you must think an

awful lot."

Farmer Havseed

Although he's a man of most gullible sort

And only a simple jay,

He can turn his place into a summer re-

sort

And make the old shanty pay.

^^
BAR-ROOM PHILOSOPHY

Rohme— Well, there 's one thing we needn't worry about.

You and I won't have to pay any income tax.

Bohmt—We won't, hey ? You don't suppose for a min-

ute them millionaires is goin' to pay it eutof their own pock-

ets, do you ?

WHY DOES A CHICKEN CROSS THE

Modern Definitions

LJAPPINESS—The art of forgetting.

Optimism—Whitewash for the blues.

Luck—A tos3-up with the dice of Des-

tiny.

Disappointment—The world's greatest

actor.

Hope—The advance agent of Disap-

pointment.

Moth—A married man who meets an

old flame.

Glutton—A man who digs his grave

with his t^eth.

Fame—An entree that comes with the

feast of Fortune.

Christianity—A blind faith

in the power of the Man High-

er Up.
An Authority—Any peison

who upholds the theories we
have already expressed.

Theorist—A man who thinks

he is learning to swim by sit-

ting on the bank and watching

a frog.

The Ideal Man—An ignis

fatuus that exists only in the

mind of a woman before she

marries him.

Virtue—A condition of mind

that enables a woman to be

miserable with one man rather

than to be happy with another.

Success is the compensation

for concentrated endeavor.

Fable of the Wise Bunghole Maker

/"}NCE upon a time, in one of the largest

cities of Switzerland, there lived a

maker of Bungholes. He had a large busi-

ness among the wine makers of France,

and nearly all the Bungholes used in bar-

rels in the Rhine-wine territory came
from this man's factory. No other make
of Bunghole could stand such pounding.

Prices were low, as there was great com-

petition, and he desired wealth to edu-

cate his growing family. At last he

thought, Why waste the irregular holes?

There must be a use for them. If he

could find a market for them, his fortune

would be made. So he put into packages

small, irregular Bungholes and sold them

to the Swiss-cheese makers, thereby sav-

ing them the work of making them by

hand; and the very small ones, too small

for cheese, he sold by the gross in as-

sorted sizes to the lace makers and

ers of peek-a-boo waists. Nearly all the

holes you see in these waists come from

this factory. In this way all his by-

products were used and his profits in-

creased so that in ten yean In- was one

of the richest men in Switzerland.

Moral—There is a us.' tor everything.

Try and find it.

It Suited Her

t English Militant- -Do you l>elie\M

in rocking the cradle?

Second English Militant Sure; where
are the rocks?



LAUGHS F OTHER LANDS

Old Friends

'/' (introducing his "latest")—How
do, Jones? This—er— is my sister.

es—Delighted, old man! She was
•• once.—Sketch (London).

Supposition

"Denken Sie aid . Ih lit dam Herm Iteler
rau durehsabrannt, <!»» musz <Jix-h ein furchi-

HUrat Schlag fur (i'-n arm. n Mann
| m."

"Just think! This morning Mr. Mey-
er's wife ran away! That must have
'< n a terrible blow to the poor man!"

ggt ndorfi r Blot tt, ,
f Munich).

Sarcastic

//• There's something you've forgot-
»n't there, my dear?
-Yes, I think there is, but how did

. know?
//V— Well, yon see, I've s sbillingleftl

Confession
*t madchrn—\lti\»-<\ Si.- I.i.lwam-icf atelier

T

Crhilir—Selbntveratamllich; in Knawr Autwibh
't«u BcasorrB nein7

Diemttma&akm (verschamt) 'n Sera-cant i»t's.

(int girl—Have you any love-letter
manuals?

Cfa rk—Naturally—a [large assortment.
Is it to be a higher grade?

Servant girl (bashfully )— It's a s.-r-

geant.

—

Fliegende Iilaetter (Munich).

Rawthah Particular

The Epicure—Waiter, I want you to

switch off that electric fan at once! It's

wafting the Flavour of that Genleman's
frozen ptarmigan into my soup.

—

Punch
(London).

Barta hat e* writ KobfadM—hrute fahrt sir
zweiapanniir."
"Ju—<•» ki.mmt nurdarmuf an—wen maneinapant! *'

"Bertha has succeeded well. To-day
Bhe rides behind a team."

"Yea, It's only a question as to
whom one hitches up!"— .)/.,.

• r (Munich).

The Harrassed Casino Manager
"Alan nm Mutwoch Tanz-Erlaubnia biarwaiUhi—

I

am I) Tinirsiasr bit iwelf uhi—am Freitaar niarht

—

- it maim r Peni alerzeit hat man ki
ii -rit ii Si i. id. ii pi. in mehr v. n nur vcrla .

"Weil, on \\ dancing allowed
till two o'clock, on Thursdays till mid-
night, on Fridays not at all. Never since
my school days was such a compli
hour schedule required of me!" J
( Munich).

Sustained Interest
i h Baiaaeh Ihui ja allaa druntar unH drflbta.

ila korunn- ich w .thl grade iiim nm '

Ach nrin. nluT mainar Krau int cine K >tnanffrt»e-
Lzuntr vi'iltiriTiKi'KaiiKcn 1

Visitor—Why, everything is upside
down in your apartment! Have I just

come for the great cleaning?
Matter Ob, nol but my wife lost the

continuation of a serial.—Meggeva
Blaetter (Munich).

The Shopper

Leut§ of fa fsurs (discarding the fiftieth

hat she has tried on) No. it's not a bit

of u~e. I knew when I came to this shop
that you would have nothing to suit me.
- London Opinion.
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THE BRUTE!
! what a beautiful landscape ! Cawnt you paint me in the foreground ?"

Fat .

Artist—" What, then, would become of the background?

She Feared Danger.

TT WAS late, but neither the

* young woman nor the young

man was sleepy. They had talked

and talked, and still they talked.

Various subjects were broached

—the latest novels, the drama,

music, art. All came in for an in-

terjection or two. There was de-

cided opinion upon but one subject.

The young woman or the young

man could hardly start a topic

when the young man or the young

woman would ask,

"Really, darling, do you love

me?" Or it would be,

"Precious, do you think as much

of me to-night as you thought of

me last week?" Or this would be

varied by,

"Do you think, sweetheart, you

will love me as much to-morrow

as you do now?"
The latest novels, music, drama

and art had no chance whatever,

while even the weather was not

mentioned.

He had started to go seventeen

times. Seventeen times he had

been halted by the affectionate

query, varied a little as to form.

She did not have to worry about

going, as she was at home.

It was some time after the clock

began striking all over again when

he rose with deter-

mination. "Dar-

ling," he said. "
I

must— r e a 1 1 y I

must—be going!"

"But, dearest,"

she responded, "I am afraid to

have you go—fearful that some-

thing may happen—that you may
meet some one on the way and

be"

"Don't be alarmed, precious,"

said he reassuringly. "I shall

meet nobody but the milkman."

The Dead Past.

The red fire crackers are covered

with dust

—

Untouched on the shelves they

lie:

Little toy cannons are hidden by

rust

—

No children come now to buy.

Time was when the cannons were

all new and bright.

And the pinwbeels were thought

things of worth;

But those were the days before

folks got the craze

For a sane and a fireless Fourth.

— Etlrllr Ma, S.ltl.

IN WONDERLAND.
Messenger boy—" I guess I won't say nothin' about this place

to me mother. She 'd think I wuz stringin' her."

Every day that a decree of di-

vorce is filed is an Independence

Day for some one.



BOOKS I HEY DON'T READ.

Where
I- the enterprising muse-

um manager who will add

to his collection the fol-

lowing curiosi'

A leg from the multi-

plication table?

A high ball from the

har of justice?

A tooth from the mouth

of the stream?

eeve from a coat of

paint?

A panel from the door

of-opportunity?

an' I from a chord

of mu
\ splinter from tin-

board of education?

A check hook upon the

river bank?

shavings ma

a high plane of thought ?

• th from the comb

of a W81

Th.- collar from a man-
tle of charity?

if from the pink of

propria

The ,.f an

air of br i

A twisted ! top from

the fringe of

The visiting
i

when making the call <(

the wild?

Dreams go by contra-

ries .,. i Are-crackers fly

in every direction.

Reckless.

"Hi- is always ready

with a long-winded
Fourth of July oration."

"It's just like him!

First he warns his little

boys about the dangers

of the day, and then he

goes and shoots off his

mouth!"

Very Likely.

Bis honor (gazing at

intoxicated prisoner)

—

What is he charged
with, officer?"

Offirt r (newly appoint-

ed) "Oi don't know, y.-r

honor, but Oi think it's

-htraight whiske-

I ommy at Dinner.

Tommy w .- n t out to

dine at a frienii

one evening. When the

soap was brought Tommy
lid not touch bis. and the

looking over,

said,

"Why, Tommy, dear,

what's the matter? Are-

n't you hungry to-night?"

"Y«€," replied Tom-

my, "I'm quite hungry,

hut I'm not thirsty."

KKIKIBUTION
The nation possible for our old-fashioned insane I

his year have an Independence Day of lis own.

I'inwhe. Is are generally

stuck upon a post ; so is

the man who has an easy

and remunerative job.
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"WHEN GABRIEL BLOWS HIS TRUMPET."

""THE ARTIST employs the imagina-

tion while he stimulates it. He
tells the truth with a veneer of humor
or a jouch of satire, and it is his func-

tion to amuse as well as to provoke

thought. A picture often in small com-

pass tells more than a page of

text could impart. The artist

v the above picture lets his

<rination play with human-

4b

v *

.«? in that emergencv which
V\^e L •

has been held out as a warning for ag<s.

What will happen when Gabriel blows

his trumpet? The world will be taken

unawares, and here are some of the pos-

sible aspects of humanity at the trum-

pet's call. There are a multitude of

individuals in the picture, swept instant-

ly from a multitude of duties and diver-

sions. The summons takes m

and permits of no delay. Some of the

figures shown are still attending to busi-

ness, while others stick as tenaciously

to pastimes. Folly pursues pleasure

and vanity persists in habit. The apple-

cart man holds to his cart and the organ-

grinder to his organ, their only solid

'tis. And the element of sur-

prise shown in many figures ami postun--

illustrates the general uncertainty

destination. For the world. Gabriel is al-

ways blowing his trumpet. Every minute

men and women are answering its call.



AND DRAWS CHECKS.
Bertie didn t count much on good looks when he married that Gotroclcs heiress."

No; but he banks on them now."

Little Conversations.
HE WAS EXCUSED.

""TUn talesman had wriggled and

^ wriggled, and finally the judge

lost patience.

"Do you mean to state on oath that

you don't think you have sufficient in-

telli| render a just verdict on the

be shouted.

"Not exactly that, judge,"

said the talesman; "but the

is that for the last ten

years my mind has been made

up for me by my wife and

mother-in-law, and, as I un- '

derstand this jury stunt. I

shall not be allow.. 1 to com-

municate with them."
'«] • cried thi

"I'm a married man myself."

ON OCCASIONS
••.\rf y <> u superstitious

about thirteen at table?"

asked Mr- Hickenlooper.

I am when there's hardly-

enough food for twelve,"

said Mr-. Giddybody.

A HELPFUL SUGGESTION.

"Yaa," said B l o l> son ,

"when I g<>t home there they

Were- twins! I was simply

'-- ' "'' •' '-

of them Ann Eliza, but we're up a tree

for a name for th<' other.

"

"Why not call her Paralyser?" sug-

gested Minks.

THE SILVER LINING.

Mrs. Stronghead had just thrown a

THE RABBITS SURPRISE.
I .Knn.h, n,v fef, hind foe, was lucky

paving stone through a drug-store win-

dow, merely to prove that she was en-

titled to a vote, and had been march, d

off to jail.

"Thank heaven!" said Stronghead.

"That Bettles the where-shall-we-spend-

the-summer problem, anyhow."

SAVED.

"Oh. John," sold. .'d Mrs.

John, "I've don.' something

awful, and I am almost afraid

to tell you— but 1 must' 1

made a most awful mistake

this morning and sent your

new dres- suit to the rummage

sale instead of your old one.

and when I found OUt wl

had done and ran over to gel

it hack it had been sold."

"That's all right. Mabel,

laid John amiably. "I

stopped in at th.- sale myself

and bought it hack for thirty-

live cent

WHAT'S IN A NAME?

Ma rjor • "But, dear,

wouldn't love in a cottage be

rather commonpli

D( Ga rry — "Well, of

COUne, we cor «hack

a bungalow.

'



THE MOTHER INSTINCT

Excess Baggage.

""THERE came to the beach a rich

maiden of Erie,

All stunningly coiffured and dressed

up to kill.

Twelve trunks and four boxes ac-

comp'nied the deary.

Each womanly heart felt an envious

thrill.

But, leaving her boxes unopened and

scorning

Her trunks that were burst-

ing with feminine loot,

This maiden of Erie, noon,

evening and morning.

Paraded the beach in a red

bathing suit.

-Walter G Del).

An Everyday Tragedy.

Mary dropped her eyes on

the floor as Henry burst into

the room. Her face length-

ened rapidly, and she
finally pierced him with a

glance. As his laugh rose

and fell, she dropped her jaw

and her voice broke.

The Attraction.

Ted—"1 see they are going to boom

New York as a summer resort."

Ned—"I thought most of the visitors

came here because it was a hot town.*'

Ye True Fish Story.

She bought a fifty-dollar hat;

The price had little weight.

He was a million-dollar fish,

And she used the hat for bait.

On Hand.

"Was your wife in the suffrage pa-

rade?" asked Morrowby, meeting Jel-

liffe on the street.

"You bet she was!" said Jell iffe en-

thusiastically. "Why, she is the flag

bearer for her chapter!"

"Mercy!" cried Morrowby. "Do you

mean to tell me that little woman car-

ried a flag all that distance'.'"

"Well—no," said Jelliffe.

"My chauffeur and I took
turns at it."

Naturally.

"Do you play any instru-

ment, Mr. Jimp?"

"Yes, I'm a comet ist."

"And your sister?"

"She's a pianist."

"Does your mother play?"

"She's a zitherist."

"And your father?"

"He's a pessimist."

THOSE TABLE BOUQUETS.

Ephraim <from the country)—" I say. cousin, this livin
'
in th' city ain't

what it 's cracked up to be when you have t' make your flower garden on

th' dinner table !"

Knieker—"Is Jones in poli-

tics for his health?"

Backer—"Not unless mud
baths are healthy."



M A RY H A D A I. A M H

Hasan Beg's Advice to His Son, Hafiz.

MV SON, there is ;i woman called the

m thai I woald warn

thee against. Presume not from her

monicker that Bhe is like di to those

country Arabs who furnish the humor-

wit h vili Mark, oh, Hafiz.

and learn wisdom. Th

Widow implies (Allah knoweth)

thai gamboled on t*i«- gr<

Ol how many

Other ti-ii.-. Sh-- flourish. -th at th.-

eour s known as 1:

oved, unto m;

Thy father (a true believer in

Allah's bounty) has had many ha-

b wife <>r two, al-

beit some mothers-in-law. If tl

woman l""k thy waj . close thine

i, Tia better to li ght

for a moi thy inheritance

in alimony. If Bhe speaketh to

thee emboldened

murh <-\
: flj , even though,

lik.- . leave thy outer

rini; in h.r hand. "lis fairer

thy poor tent naked than

io leave th.- gilded divorce court

in lik«* manner.

Beware, oh, Hafiz, <>f the honey guile

on her red lips. Emulate th.- crust}

bachelor and heed it not. 1.-st thou find

it to thy likinp. Her brow is pal.-. like

unto th.- snow on many hills. Th.- devil

:i. many devils lurk in the windows

of her soul. Heed not those midnight

shallow-. Lei them be unto th-

smoked goRRles (such as th.- unbelievers

~^~- HUKH MILK LULL^Oy

A MOTHER APPLICATION OF THE ANM NCIATOH

wear) or blind parapets. There is wis-

dom in such a curs.-. Lakes they are.

where many valiant lov.--far.-rs have

perished ere their sails were full

Her body is like unto a maiden willow

wedded to the brook. Turn, oh, Hafia, t<>

the advertisements of the magaainesand

learn how these things an- acquired.

Hearken, my beloved, and I will give

th.-.- an earful of • ' ll

Lei not thy father^ observations for-

sake th.-.- nor thy sandals wander in

Strange paths. Should this woman

defile '• with the touch

of h.-r lotus fingers on thy arm

wash it with tears thai they may

cleanse t h e please ; ion.

Hafiz, priceless jewel of thy fat h.-r.

put a city block between the G

Widow an I thyself, for she hath I

sa\ini: which is abominable and

one my soul ahhorr.-th

"Greater love hath no man than

that he givetfa his wife (via the

divorce court I to his friend."

Believe it not, my beloved, lest

thou add to thy father's insomnia

.. /.».•



EXPANSIVE.
Perkins (from the gem's furnishing department!

—
" Hah ! I like a spot like this. By heavens ! a man has room to think."

"I

The Bathing Dress.

BOUGHT a dress to-day." she said.

'A most becoming blue.

All trimmed with rows and rows of braid,

And little buttons, too.

'Twas ready made, but, oh! it fits

My figure something fine !

And think! I only paid for it

A dollar twenty-nine!"

I thought, "This maiden surely is

The very wife for me ;

She understands the proper way

To use economy."

I begged her, then, without delay

My lonely life to bless;

But when the knot was tied, I found

She meant a bathing dress.

-Wm.J h

Always Some Remedy.

Dr. Woods Hutchinson says that pov-

erty is a disease. Well, there is the

gold cure!

Should Have Been Prepaid.

Old Father Epicuremus the Philoso-

pher has just sent us a lettergram stat-

ing that "some men's idea of earning a

living is just answering a dinner bell."

We should have welcomed the communi-

cation had the old gentleman not sent

his message collect.

Domestic Problem.

He asked. "How much did Romeo?
I always do forget!"

She answered, "That depends, you know,

On what fair Juliet."

Why?
"Papa, why do they call them

rubberneck wagons?"

Father—"Because everybody B(

at the people in them, my boy."

Chicago University has just banished

toothpicks, condemning them as vulgar.

Westward doth refinement take its way.

Tedious Tasks.

A couple of wayfarers stood for an

hour or more in front of a market,

watching employes clean fish.

"Ain't that the limit?" exclaimed

one. "Can you think of anything worse

than a job like that?'

"Sure I can!" the other replied.

"That ain't half as had as scaling the

Alps."

Not New.

"You should see my new typewriter,'

Mr. Smart to his friend, as they

went down in the elevator together:

"but it's secondhand."

"Secondhand?"

"Um-hm. A widow."

A Paradox.

Said he, "I give my love to you.

I pray you, do not spurn it!"

Said she, "To prove that I am true,

I Bhall forthwith return it."



{ThoseWor The D^ .

.1/:. /).; ' those :i.or the .:

Whi homefrom work rer moind wui at at

II .-..• iff ihttn at the t I >if>r,

the dishes ti ivoipe,

And Mary, the baby , tip in her hi^h (hair,

Widgravy ana t to hi r hair;

Thin Tommy '":./ Danny, just startin' a /bight,

To iee iiho iv'ud Mug i" the coalfor thi noight.

It '

s not that ivayi noii., tho' , yt nun talk ai )<" /Line '

Those -,vor tin days, lads ' Ah, h.i ' those ivor the

Those ivor thi days, i.i.t, ' Ah, ha ' those wor the ,1.

On a .ugh! into to;in -t/./ thi /

A-hagglin 1
ivtd Goldstein thi pria oj a suit.

And i omin' ./ a nicktie to boot

,

homi sbtoppin off at M< little's

For a dhrop o' the sh;.. .in or two .

Thin landin back home to find Mag, half asleep,

II id afroivn on herface ('twas only shim Jeep);

lot two or three minutes the drill she \l raise
'

Those ivor thi days, tads ' Ah, ha ' tbou tvot th, ..

Thosi ivor tin days, ladi ' Ah, hn • those ivor tht

II km ' tld-fe -. ted / fie had ould-fashioned ways.

It's not that ways now, tho ;
//;/ childet ii>, grown,

And Magi ine ' '" heaven, and I ' m all alone '.

They kapt »u dressed up loikt I owned an eshtate,

lor tint 'it a. I well-to-do— but too Up-tO-dc

11/./ autOmobuL <"id tlnir parties <<;//'./ " brtdg, "—

uld mail Father Mathev. himself break his p/idge .'

Look backJ • »" tuch displays—
Those wot tht days, ladi Ah, ha! those ivor the days I
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I T JUST BEATS ALL!
Opening of the Bugville county fair.

Make Good.

THE WORLD is often humbuggec
the guy who has the guile;

The world is often buncoed—but

only for a while.

With all who try to do things she is

tient, as she should;

But, lordy ! how she slams them w
they don't make good !

The braggart and the boaster, they

apparently get on.

To-day the world is with them, but
to-morrow they are gone !

The justice of her processes they

have not understood

—

She ha3 no use for any man who
won't make good

!

The world is often put upon, the

world is oft deceived.

And many a flimsy fable for a

while she has believed;

But finally her common sense de-

ception has withstood

—

No man can fool her always when
he can't make good!

So, laddie, take a lesson now from
one who knows the game.

'Twill save you maybe money, and
'twill save you surely shame.

The world will treat you squarely

if you treat her as you should,

But don't forget she'll nail you
if you don't make good !

—Dim, A. UtCarlkf.

by

'tis

pa-

hen

Synonymous ?

First wife—"What is your husband's

average income, Mrs. Smith?"

Secon'l wife—"Oh, about midnight."

Not With Him.

Mack— "Has Skinly any conscience?"

Jack—"It could easily prove an alibi."

\. / // /
A

C^\A>- fS A 1MJr
iJ]"^i > l.

KJHji\ \m m

I Tr^mri \ 1

a", E •.'Mm ^^
B-

rf'v
ah

FASHION'S ADVANTAGE.
Customs inspector—" Pass on, Miss Darling. There's certainly

nothing concealed about you.

Advice with a String to It.

Two young men, of short acquaint-

ance, were talking together when

George, the older of the two, became

suddenly very confidential.

"I am much bothered," he said. "I

can marry a wealthy widow whom I

don't love or a poor girl that I do love

intensely. What shall I do?"

"Listen to your heart," advised

his companion, "and marry the one

you love."

"You are right, my friend. I

shall marry the girl."

"Then can you give me the

widow's address?"

Promiscuous.

Earnest Curate—"Which is

your favorite text?"

Coquette—"I like thatone about

being all things to all men."

The Real Danger.

/ "What's the matter?

Are you afraid to say 'How do you

do' to Mrs. Talkem?"
Julia—"No; I'm afraid she'll

answer."



THE RIVAL OF THE SKA SERPE

The mammoth sea spider recently seen off the ? iroast.

THr rER'S v:

Mr. Hi Huh ! he rant amount to rauih as a singer.

- not even being paid I

Easy.

CTIESH from college, Bill and Charley

Joseph, Henry and the

To the world now grant a parley,

: it things div<

What they «li>n*t know is a t ri tl <-.

it can't be found in b<>"k-;

That they moan most things to rifle

Y . i ma] gather from their look?.

il ..us as to money

They will quickly put in force;

They know how the bees ge: honey,

i the game is plain, of course.

Men in trade they will astonish

With a number <>f new tricks.

A: I no doubl they will admonish

Persons now in politics.

Making way in the professions

Is a simple thing to them.

Why insist upon • "is

When you've worked your theo-

rem? iMm.

In Training.

"John, dear. I do wish you

wouldn't hold the baby apt

down. It's very bad form and he

might grow up t" be an acrobat or

something equal]} dreadful.

"

//. "< iii. that'll he all right

I jult want him t.i be aide to

make good in the subway.

"

Watt.

"
1 just had a letter

II" tells

he's burning 1 its of midnight

oil. Knowing Charlej a- I do, I

rcely believe it
.

"

"You will.

though, when you get the

line hill.

"

Proof Positive.

Crawford—"Do you think he's ben-

pecke

Crabshaw- "\\>- never mentioned it,

hut I've noticed that the portraits over

his mantelpiece are those of his wife's

folks."

High-priced Matches.

They tell us that charges for matches

are low,

Hut what is their reason for thinking

them so?

A million or two is about the amount

That is paid, we suppose, for a match

with a count.

. ! . YOU : MG DOOR I

las lady comes around the eighth time 1 " This

ain't no merry-go-round, lady!"
/.;./)—" I know ; but I can't remember whr ther I was go-

ing in or coming out

SufTrajests.

EXPLAINED.

"I II KA 1: Miai gmind

chucked poor Thompson," said

Dabney.

"Sad. hut true." said Wilkins.

"Why. I always thought Thompy
a brick !" said Dabney.

"He i.»." said Wilkins. "That's why
she threw him. I u

IN LONDON.
*' Well. Cholmondel. laid the suf-

fragette's father. "I know what you

have come for. Marion has told me.

But do you think you can support her in

the style to which she is aceus-

tomedT"
"Well. I've been trying I

ure that out, Mr. Plantay

said Cholmondeley, "and. reckon-

ing on six months in jail every

year. I fancy I can

BY WIRl

"It musl complicate matter!

terribly for Hawkins now that his

wife has been sent to jail fort lire.

months." said Bland. "I wonder

who will sing the baby to sl<

"Oh. he's fixed that all right."

said Blithe. "He's had tbenursi

connected by 'phone with her ceil."

UNAFRAID.

"Well, my dear." said Mr. Wig-

gins, on the night of election day,

"did you VOte this morning?"

"I did, End I!" replied Kn,
\\ :'K

r illS. "
1 not Onlj Noted, but I

wrote out nr for voting as

I did on the back of the ballot

Signed my name. You men may

feel the need of a Secret ballot,

but I'm not afraid to have any-

body know how I voted or why."



MODERN PIETY.
Tailor (to clergyman who has just left trousers for mending)—" The knees seem to be the best part of them."



NECESSITY IS THE MOTHER OF INVENTION.

The Professor and the Bo y s

"\jo\V. young gentlemen,"

said the professor in

ethics, its the class gath-

er.-. I for the morning

lecture. •"
I am going to

make this morning a

personal application to

C' " yourselves of all the

principles you are sup-

posed to have learned from my lectures

this term. Let us take up the general

theory of conduct. I will ask Mr. Slah-

a to assist me. As I understand the

situation, he has just been announced by

a»6 mo^ooI

RIGHT
1 here ?

'

Y<iu are. •

your class statistician as the most genial

man in the student body, having been

chosen for that high honor by an almost

unanimous vote. You do not object, do

you, Mr. Slabsides '.'

I choose you in the

full confidence that you, better than any

other man in the class, can assist me in

making the full import of my teachings

clear.

"

"Not in the least, professor." replied

Mr. Slabsides, With a broad smile.

"Go as far as you like. Dreadful K\-

ample is my middle name."

"Thank you, sir." said the profesi

"I Bee you have not been chosen the

most genial man in \mir class for noth-

ing. Now. gentlemen, Mr. Slabsides

comes of food family. <>n both sides

he comes of an ancestry that has held

its place in the Bocial order for years,

winning the esteem of all, and presuma-

bly of quiet, but none the less effective,

influence in the community. At some

sacrifice to himself, Mr. Slabsides, Sr..

sends his son here to college, and the

young man upon his arrival finds two

courses of action open to him.

Course ifl to make the best of his oppor-

tunities bj devoting himself assiduously

to the work to be done hen', laying the

four: fan intellectual equipment

that will win him the richest prizes life

has to offer; missing some fun, perhaps,

but winning the honor ai m of

the faculty and the admiration of the

more serious-mmded members of the

student body. The other court

ing himself to frivolous pursuits.

looting the serious opportunities of the

curriculum, getting all the fun OUt of

life lhat he can. with no serious thought

of the morrow, and ultimately tilling the

honored head of his sacrificing father

with gray hairs. Now for the direct

question which of these two con

would you select, Mr. Slal

CAUGHT SOMETHI1
Fhhtrmam— " I wondei if anybo

:

caught anything in this blamed p
Sure ' A Oiler fell in hen

and caught a bad cold
"



•/.'<

INDICATIONS.
Skipper Ho oarsman, as they approach his yacht)-" 1 say, Oscar, what are the weather indications

?''

Out,-\who h=»s just observed the skipper's wife at the rail*-" Looks to me l.ke a bit of a squall, 3,r

"Why—er—why, the latter, of

course/professor—surely!" replied Mr.

Slabsides unblushingly.

"What?" cried the professor, amazed

at the shameless effrontery of the reply.

"You would choose that course, knowing

full well that it would fill your honored

father's head with snowy locks'.'"

"Ubetcha!" cried Mr.

Slabsides. "Dear old

dad! I wouldn't hesitate

a minute, professor!

I'd do it at any cost.

"Why," asked the

professor, wonderingly.

•Well, professor, you

would, too, if you

could see that ivory old

dome of his, as void of

vegetation as a billiard

ball, and realized that

in the past ten years he

has spent over five thou-

sand good dollars on all

sorts of hair restorers,

without results. I tell

you, professor, if by go-

ing to jail I could cause

one single hair to sprout

on the governor's nut —

red, white, yellow, blue

or pink—you'd find me

on the job!"

Original Sin.

Wife—"John, what is original sin?"

Husband—"Apple stealing. I think,

my dear.

"

Some Women.

Some women can't bear the odor of

gasoline until they get an auto.

THE MODERN IDEA.

HareU—" Hello. Percy I What 's thai pendant from your arm ?'

Percy—" A kitchenette. Come over some day and have dinner with me

A Warning.

Be careful how ye live, oh, youth so gay !

One solemn fact in life remains un-

shaken

—

The man who saves his liver while he

may
Will find in age that he has saved his

bacon.

Woman's Logic.

Kat(—"Why do you

call her a limited anti-

vivisectionist?"

Jack—"Because she

believes that a divorcee

is entitled to all the

male scalps she can col-

lect."

Freckles.

Much as most people

deprecate t h e m . it is

nevertheless true that a

lot of freckles on a pret-

ty girl's cheek are very

ant things to have

around.

The Young Idea.

Teaehei
—"What is a

weather vane'.'"

Pupil—"Why- why.

it's a chicken on a
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"COME ON. FELLOWS. LET'S GO TO THE NEXT JOINT!' 1

""PH K newly married man, as newly mar-

ried men do, came home from hia of-

fice h a i
>

| > \ . He was greeted) as newly

married men are greeted, with a kiss, ami

this, in the fashion of his kimi. he re-

turned with an interest which any court

in the land would declare to he usurious.

"Of course we shall go out to dinner.

darling. " he remarked.
." replied the happy

young woman.

Her Progress.
"But one of these days we shall have

a dinner here, darling, shall we not, of

your own cooking?"

The bride looked op into his eves with

B confidence that inspired half a dozen

nior.- kisses. "Of course, dear-
I

she replied. "I am getting along

famously with my cooking lessons."

"And it will lie such a change," he

continue. I. "from the monotonous fare

of the restaurants when we can enjoy

home cooking the work of your own

dear liar There were more kis

\h." said she. "it will, indeed!"

"Did yon take a cooking lesson to-

day, darling?" he asked.

Yes. dearest.

"

"And what did you learn to-day?"

There was pride in her tone as she re-

plied. "To-day . dearest. I learned how to

boil water.
"

—J. A Walirm.



AN' OLD SONG ILLUSTRATED.
- Lee. High Lo!'

My Affinity.

I DON'T know where she is at all—she

1 may be up on Mars. It may be she

has stopped to call at sundry other stars.

I don't know if she's dark or fair, a

blonde or deep brunette. The color of

her eyes and hair I've not discovers!

yet.

She may be fat, she may be lean, for

aught 1 chance to know. Her temper

may be as serene as the undri"en snow,

or it may be as seething hot as pepper

of Cayenne—these little points as yet

are not at all within my ken.

She may be tall, she may be short—

the truth I can't disclose. It may be

she's the simple sort with freckles on

her nose, or maybe she's one of those

girls who have expensive tastes, who

wear some sixty-'leven curls and ninety-

dollar waists.

The fact is, I've not met her yet,

this fair twin soul of mine; and though

sometimes I feel regret, at others I

opine, considering the flabby state I'm

in financially, it's just as well for my

soulmate and better far for me!
— .4, Suftran .1.'.

Modern Improvement.

When Claude Duval and Captain Kidd

Scoured heaths and swept the main,

'Twas thought no robbers quite so bold

Would ever come again;

But Claude and Kidd were amateurs.

Though clever on the nab,

And never could have pulled the stunts

Laid to the taxicab. — •' •»
"'

Intensely Interested.

Suffragette— "I read every line of the

presidential convention doings. Women

should know how these things are done."

Ordinary woman—"Of course! So

did I. Weren't some of the women's

costumes just stunning?"

SIMPLICITY OF DRESS.

Usertiw wife—" John Henry. 1 need a new

gown, hat, shoes, gloves, lace collar, and feather

boa." , ... ii

Husband— "Oh! Why—why, what s all

that for?"
, ,

ft—" Tuesday next I lecture on

' The Simplicity of Dress.'
"

The Way of It.

Last month 'twas Kate, the month before

He voiced the graces of Camilla;

Last week 'twas Jean, to-day he swore

There was no maiden like Drusilla.

'Tis not that he's a fickle wight,

That one sweet lass he does not cling

to;

But in his muse he takes delight,

And has to have a maid to sing to!

— .VjMjii U. Lnj.

"Exclamatory" Was Right.

Mrs. Mason's colored washerwoman.

Martha, was complaining of her hus-

band's health.

"Why, is he sick, Martha?" asked

Mrs. Mason.

"He's ve'y po'ly, ma'am, ve'y po'ly,"

answered the woman. "He's got the

exclamatory rheumatism."

"You mean inflammatory, Martha."

said the patron. "Exclamatory means

to cry out."

"Yes, ma'am," replied Martha, with

conviction; "dat's what it is. He hol-

lers all the time."

The Joy of the Chase.

My wife's the kind of shopper

Whose virtues I would sing-

Naught ever seems to stop her,

And she never buys a thing!

"Jones seems to have sworn off for

keeps. How did it happen?"

"His wife had a moving picture made

of his last jag and let him see it."



GOT HIS NUMBER.
" Good morning, girls. Don't you remember me ?"

mer-girti
—" Oh. yes

;
you are quite fresh in our minds."

An Incident of the Road
I 'Hi! WEARY tramp sauntered idly

aliin^ the highway . It ha

.tifully lazy day, just Buited to the

of a dolce far niente poet like him-

self, and his. r- «tr<nt increased

as he passed along. His only inconven-

it something within told

him that h>' was hungry. It was prob-

ably his since it had net been

severs

— n. it because there was nut plenty of it

• ha !. but because he ha. I sturdily

adhered to his anti-laboring principles.

\ (
>

. iceful, ami he

. hint cil'

kind mi i iheon by acceptii g any

kind of a job if he could help it. I'

a favorite theory of his that the

world owed him a living, and he main-

I that an honest world would vol-

-

force him to dun it like a common-gar-

laborer with either an axe, a

•i I I ' was :

dinnertime as. In- drew near to the farm-

J

.

SBB^P^ •

TIIK BTUPP THAT DREAMS ARE Mv:

house, a:;i. pausing before thi' kitchen

window, he leaned gracefully a^an st«

the sill and complimented the lady of

the house who stood within upon the

delicate aroma of a veal stew that stood

simmering upon the kitchen stove.

"Pretty good -tew you have there,"

sai i In-, sniffing its fragrance with all

the air of a connoisseur. "Reminds me
!" the kind my mother used to make."

"Ya-as." returned the lady of the

house, who had a nice sense of humor.

"It's stew good for them as ain't willin'

to work for it.

"

'All tie 1 same," said he, •'I'm a man

tste, ami I wouldn't mind bavin' a

taste n' that.

"

"Ye can have it," said the lady of

the house pleat "whenye've earnt

it. Can voti saw that wood?"

The tramp shivered, but answered

ptly.

"You'll excuse me, madam," said he,

with an uneasy glance at the woodpile,

"hut I must correct your English. I

Inn a Btudent of English all my life.

What Mm should have -aid is, Can you

s- . that w.i.i I. not sun-

"Thank ye, perfessor," said the lady

amiably. "It's so long sence I went t..

skule thet my grammar air a leetle

. an I I accept tin- correction, Can

\ mi 81 ' that wood?"

"I sure can." replied the wear]

tramp. "M eyesight is as sharp as

my appetite,

"

"Wa-al, eat all ye want of it, "said

the lady genially. "There'- a pile of

it, and more where it come from."

"But I can't eat won I'" retorted the

tramp.

"No, perfessor," replied the lady;

"hut I thought mebbe ye had an

with ye, so's ye could help yourself to a

chop a- ye went by.
"

Whereupon the hungering hobo re-

sumed his way, cursing the day that

humor was invent-

h POPULAR.
Hoot Ogtmt

—" Here s a hook. 'A Million

lo Make a Thousand.'

Vhi rutin
— " I Uiu^ht one btfore."

I agtnt
— " No. sir; that one was, 'A

Thousand Ways To Make a Million.'
"
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Tourist—" What kind of trees are those

;

fa*

IN CALIFORNIA.
Native -" Trees ! Say, boss, that 's winter wheat you 're looking at.'

H 1 s Tender Heart
THEY were going along the public

highway at a leisurely rate of forty

miles per hour, when a decrepit hen and

rooster started to do the

chicken specialty—cross

the road.

The front and hind

wheels on the right side

struck the poor, old,

stiff-jointed rooster amid-

ships, and with one

squawk he succumbed.

Immediately the man

at the steering wheel

started to slow down and

to look about for a place

to turn.

His solicitous wife

turned to her seatmate

and said,

"Isn't that just like

his tender heart? He

won't be satisfied unless

he goes back and settles

for that rooster. He

just can't bear to feel

he has injured any one

or anything."

Then louder, to her hus-

band, she said,

"George, remember that appointment.

We haven't any time to go back for any-

thing.
"

Glancing at the clock near his feet

and at the speedometer near by, he

sighed and said,

" You're right, Jennie ;

but I just know, if I had

turned hack. 1 could have

killed that old hen just

as easy as I did the roost-

er!" UlliUn.

Book Note.

The new edition of

"Who's Who" has just

come to hand, but, while

it is still full of interest-

ing characters, we must

admit that it shows no

improvement in the mat-

ter of plot.

Repartee.

A gentleman of many lines There came along a gust of wind

Went walking out one day, And >lew him right away.

A NEW ALIGNMENT.

M rs.B " Do

y o a remember that 1

gave you no decided an-

swer the first time you

proposed?"

Bi nham - "I remem-

ber that you suspended

sente'
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HE NEVER STUDIED IT.
One language the professor overlooked.

He Didn't "Jine 'em
4tl HOPE that you and your family

would not objecl to considerable

musi l' 1 1
• Piute, wh "i

he called to see if lie could engage

weeks at the home of

Uncle .loshua Dodd. "I am a musical

composer and I would want to pi a

good deal on several instruments while

working on some musical compositi

I am to bring out in the autumn. If

•"

n asic I

"

"Put her there, perfesser!" ex-

claim* ! •• Josh, as he held out a

worn large and rough by hoi

toil. "Fond of music! Well, perfesser,

your luckj -tar rid high when it sent

here if you want to fall in with a

ob-

•! Why, perfesser, you

'hat melodeon over in the corner.

Well, if you like music, you want to

hear my wife play "<M.| Dan Tucker*

with one hand an' "Yankee Doodle'

with the Other, while she sings 'The

Ninety an' Nine' at the same time!

She kin do it! Then my darter Suze

can outplay any one in these parts on

>4r*?fo

" FOR GOODNESS' SAKE!"

the accordium, an' my boy Bill kin jerk

more music out of a Piddle than any

other two fellers in this neighborhood!

My son Buck kin put a juice-harp be-

tween his teeth an' play on it with

hand, while he rattles the bones with

the other; an' his sister Belle kin play

on the gittar an' the banjo, an' her

brother Ben kin pla\ 'Money musk' on

the coronet until you can't keep your

feet st ill ! 1 kin do a mighty good stunt

on the harmonicky, an' if you want to

hear music you want to h. ar us all nit

goin* on out diff'rent insterments an'

Bingin' from Gospel Hymns Number

Six! (Had to have you jine us for the

sine; ve have ev'ry night from seven or

eight o'clock to past midnight some

night-.
!"

1.6

In the Shade of a Lemonade Straw.

Tinkle, tinkle, bit of ice!

Jiminy, but you sound nice.

As you clink and clink and fade

In a glass of lemonade!



TK-3 little girl went away for the summer- -and this little girl staid home.

The Dog s Soliloquy

I SOMETIMES really wish I knew
* Just who

Invented that fool boogaboo

Called dog days!

Whate'er his breeding,

station, birth.

Or worth.

He planned for dogs

a hell on earth

With dog days'.

To terriers, bulldogs, hounds and curs,

Kind sirs,

This statement equally refers—
At dog days

:

Where any harmless hound appears,

Great fears

Arise, and women flee in tears

In dog days.

They lock us up in kennels hot,

Or swat

And drive us from each shady spot

In dog days.

The thought that hydrophobia's curse

Is worse

Brings constant visions of a hearse

In dog days.

And humans, with wild thoughts un-

checked,

Suspect

Each canine, howsoe'er correct

—

In dog days.

IDA Kh t K WIGGINS.

Few men have pity on the clown

Who's down.

And who must face the lowering frown

Of "dog days!"

He is a ".suspect" of the law

Whose maw
Opes for him, and his slightest flaw

Brings "dog days.
"

IE T1MK, THE PI. AM:, AM> WHERE IS

So, tho' a dog I pity can

The man.

Or dog, beneath suspicion's ban-
In "dog days."

And if humanity should hark

This bark

And should forget traditions dark

Of "dog days,"

If each would winnow out that chaff

By half—

Then dog and men alike would laugh

At dog days!"

Too Sensitive.

"There is absolutely no use to talk

to me about woman suffrage."

"Really, old man, I cannot under-

stand why you oppose it so strongly."

"Well, I'll tell you. 1 was in a cloth-

ing store last week looking at some

neckties when a woman came in and

told one of the clerks she wanted to

buy a collar for her dog."

Ah, Yes, Too True!

"I can't understand why you wish

to lavish your affection on a dog.

Why don't you adopt a child?"

"Oh, I should be afraid to become

fond of a child. If it should die one

couldn't have it stuffed and put in a cor-

ner of the library, you know."



THE DAY OF THE DOG
Aad yet affection for children is not wholly extinct

Mrs. Murphy's Idea.

'T'lIKKK were two Baiters after

Marj Ann Murphy's hand.

One was grocer O'Flaherty,

whom her father ami mother

_'1\ urged her to marr

the other was saloonkeeper Fin-

herself, favored

the latter and marrieil him de-

spit.- all her father and mother

and do.

day after Bhe was Bottled

in her new home she came down

h'-r parents and exhibited

v gold watch her husband

ven her.

\ i! " Baid her mother dis-

•ly. "If ye took my
dewice and your father's dewice,

B L'"ul I watch

be bavin' in yer pocket, but

ight-day cluck.

"

I he Standpattt i a.

•
. and all that.

The I reen and few,
a behooves us to Btand P t,

A I often Bridget, too.

At Wife's Tea.

II
. "John, which will you

have? Iced tea, bouillon, cold

c..|F. nice or lemonade?"

//, Neither. Haven't

• thing to drink?"

True.

The man with a thirst for glory often finds it is

a long time between drinks.

REFULGf
urgh millionaire arrires in New York on a dark,

moonless nijjht

Stranger than Fiction :

When the doctor says, "You

need no medicine.

"

When your wife refuses a new

gown.

Winn magazine accepts your

poem.

When a summer ^irl dec!

to flirt.

When a vacation is ureal rest.

When you have money after a

honeymoon.

When a dentist can't find a

cavity.

When your gold mil

- a dividen I.

When you walk in the dark

without barking your shins.

When your auto tin- forgets

to puncture on a burn -up trip.

When the horse \ on play to win

- in first.

When it does not rain oh your

vacation.

When the girl you really love.

you.

When you have a good balance

of cold cash at the end of the

A Mere Mail
"Con n out • the Bailor

bold

the mermaid fair
.

"I would." said sh>\

"But, mercy me,

I haven t a tiling to wear!"



THE SUMMER IDOL.



DOG DAYS.



"THIRD PERSON SINGULAR."

A Query.

/^H, MUSE, the future is my theme,
^-^ That day which every man forsees,

When suffragettes wear trouserette.

And shape a mighty State's decrees.

When women earn the daily wage,

Whilst household ties revert to men;

But this I fain would ascertain

—

Will I be wearing trousers then?

Oh, will the sterner sex revert.

And come at length to female airs;

Will they adopt the waist and skirt,

And all that modern woman wears;

And will the maiden court the youth,

(Oh, sweetest words of tongue or

pen !)

But apropos, I'd like to know—
Will I be wearing trousers then?

I'm wearing trousers now, Oh, Muse,

Though frocks would better serve my
end;

I sweep and dust, because I must,

My wife is boss, you may depend;

So if this suffrage move succeeds,

I will not sigh nor cry, "Amen";
Yet I forsooth, would learn the truth—

Will I be wearing trousers then?
—Frtni G. W.lih.

They Are Wise.

Even the manufacturers of the newest

incubators will not advise us to count

our chickens before they're hatched.

Would Be Awful.

He—"If you will not accept me, then

I shall blow out my brains with this

pistol."

She—"Oh, don't,"she cried, "it must

be awful not to have any brains."

Now.
"A word to the wise is sufficient"

Was one of the Romans' old saws.

Now a word to the "Whys?"
Further question defies,

When that word is a woman's "Because."

The Power of Thespia.

Rhoda %Calvert's face was livid with

passion. Her eyes gleamed like baleful

stars before which all men involuntarily

quailed.

"Answer me!" she screamed, clutch-

ing the deep crimson passion-roses from

her corsage and trampling them ruth-

lessly at her feet; "Will you do it?"

Roland Parke drew nearer to her, but

the girl turned her beautiful wilful face

toward him with an imperious gesture.

"Do not come a step nearer unless

you consent," she cried bitterly. "Un-
less you will do as I wish I shall never

see you again ! You shall rue the day

that you was born !"

Roland Parke knew but too well that

the girl would keep her word. No

power could stay the current of her un-

governable self-will. No human being

could hold in subjection the fierce un-

tamed temper of the beautiful tyrant.

With a sigh he dug up a dime and

they passed into the moving-picture par-

lor where she wished to see if the scales

of mercy and justice were still evenly

balanced. —

;

.,j.

The Waiter Answered.

"And is this a purely vegeterian res-

taurant?" inquired the dyspeptic.

" Yep, " answered the waiter. "There's

no rheumatism in this joint."
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TIDE DOWN TIED UP.

Motor Chaff
A MOTOR by any other name would

**• smell as usual.

Many a motorist is stuck in a road

when he is not stuck "on" it.

When a motor man courts a motor

girl it is perfectly proper for him to

seal his proposal with a motor buss.

The man who cannot raise the wind to

pay for his motor can at least us,- it to

throw the dust in his

creditor's eyes.

About all the scenery

that interests some mo-

torists of the present day

seems to be what might

be called the limooainery.

It looks like robbing

Peter to pay Paul when a

man in order to acquire a

motor car mortgages his

roof to pay the cellar.

There is a wag up in

Maine who cannot afford

a garage and keeps his

car in a lean-to. He re-

fers to it as his "gaso-
f

line-to."

Talk about your Sam- [_

sons—we saw a small,

undersized traffic cop in

New York hold up sixty-seven touring

cars the other day with his right hand.

Love, as the old proverb tells us, may

indeed make the world go round, hut it

won't help a driving wheel much on a

mired road.

The most absent-minded man we ever

knew is a college professor who fed his

old family horse on two quarts of gaso-

line the other night and filled up the

tank of his runabout with bran-mash.

Neither the horse nor the runabout has

1) 'en able to work since.

Bildad bought a couj le i f old rubber

tires at a rummage sale the other day,

and now avers that he is getting his car

on the installment plan.

Most people have grown so used to

the sound of motor horns

that they no longer pay

any attention to them,

and a Texas genius sug-

gests the substitution of

a putty-blower « hich will

shoot persons on the road

lind the ear at a

f/ 1^ ?^1 i tance of sixty yards for

F /'"",
/ them. The plan seems

,
feasible, t h <> u gh it is

doubtful if it makes mo-

torists any more popular

with t h e m a n on the

Btreet.

^^cfl^

AS IT LOOKS TO THE LAST MAN.

A Burning Question.

Why do we s p e a k of

a married man as Mi-

ter.' He didn't! He

got her!



A BIG ORDER.
Amateur boatman—" I say, old chap, cast off the painter, will ye i"

On Pelham Road.

""PHEY WERE motoring indolently

through tin- Bronx. Twilight had

lown upon the land. The sadden

roaring of wild beasts from the distant

I the fair one to start.

Bhe cried, nestling close

and closer; "where would you go if you

.-aw a dozen lions bounding along after

"If I saw a dozen lions bounding

grinned the hear!

wretch, "I'd gi to sanitarium."

SHE'LL ALWAYS HAVE HEK
LITTLE JOK

She Had Felt It.

II- "Did you ever know a moment
when the very air throbbed with emo-

tion?"

Sh\ " Yes. yes !'*

// - "When your heart f«-l t lil

bird fluttering 'neath your hand'.'"

Sht " Yes, yes !"

//<• (drawing nearer) "When the

whole world was centered so close to you

that eyes answered eyes?"

Iging away from him and his

"Yes, yes, I have known it I

have 1 hav«

//• (more and more fervently) "And

into that moment crowds years and

iffocating intensity?"

Si" — "Yes, yes, and its memory will

live forever!"

//. (makes move to take her in his

i

—"And that moment— that mo-

ment is"

"Wai—you mean, UHU yester-

day, when tiu- score was tied, tin- i

full, two out and Baker upl"

In about ten minutes the doctor pro-

nounced him nut of danger.

The hospitality we»trj to avoid is that

which is forced <>n us for a purpi

SCANDAL IN THE POULTRY 1

" Have TOO heard ihe news' Sue. the

White Leghorn, has a Mack cl.

B U S I I Work.

rapt) "• fan it., stranger, during local

gane i "Well, how does <>ur new

pitcher's delivery strike you?"

Stranger (a big league scout) "As
K. P. D."

A Difference.

" How did ol I ll.av\ sole treat

you when you asked him for his daugh-

ter? Acted like a pirate, didn't he?"
'11.- acted iik'- a :

•

booter!"
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HIS DOG.
An old man's only friend



the: home beautiful -interior decoration

Towels, Etc.

DEHOLD! The cotton Bammer
gown

Of Turkish toweling

For followers Of Fashion's fa. Is

Is now the latest thing.

It opens to a thoughtful eye

A vista wide an. I new,

Where opera cloaks ma} all be

made
Of bath rugs white ami blue.

Tii" Bponge, when it is not in use,

M ij deck a modish hat

.

The .lish cloth be a handkerchief,

Or (lowing long cravat
,

The laundry hair an auto hood.

With cakes of soap to trim it

Bat let m>- not prolong the i

For, lo ! there is no limit.

— .v

NX hat Experience Teaches.

The turning point with a I..' of

is when
widow with money to hum

can easily get a match
I - of our "coming men" fail

to BIT

• of our family trees require

a lot of pruning. i w i

The Real Truth.

v. not women, w ine an I

U : richer he his whole life long.

A Philosopher.

"Here," quoth the cultured pickpocket, as he

stepped into the patrol wagon, "is where we
|

from the abstract to the concrete."

Why Is It?

» '

Almost every man needs a cer-

tain amount of exercise each day.

The following are a number of

things a man is perfectly willing

to do to keep himself in good phys-

ical trim :

Paj $26 for a course in physical

culture.

Swing dumbbells and Indian

chilis violently.

Crawl on his hands and knees

and roll like a dog.

Climb a tree and behave "just

like a hoy."

Turn handsprings and somer-

sault-.

On the otlvr hand, tin re are

things scarcely as difficult which

would give him just as much exer-

; hut his wife can't get him to

do them. Some of them a<

Spade gar i. lis.

Feed the fun

Pump water into the attic tank.

the carpets

Mow the lawn.

ib th.- fli

\\ alk the door with the baby.

A HUKKY CALL
The ;>hysicun's life.

I., I! " W hat'

quett

Little bigger brother— "It's

ing 'No. thank \ou.' when you

want to holier 'Gimme
!'



Dandelion. Cowslip. Pussy Willow Sweet William. Tiger Lily. Fox Glove.

IF FLOWERS LOOKED AS WE NAME THEM.
Horse Radish.

The Truth ac Last.

AS THERE seem-; to have arisen
^^ some discussion as to where Moses

was when the light went out, it might

be well to inform inquirers that he was

in debt—rather heavily— to the elec-

tric-light company.

Which Is True?

Sweet sixteen "I believe that the

reason Cupid is always shown as an in-

fant is because there is no age in love."

Sour bachelor-—"Humph! It's be-

cause the poor little devil is so over-

worked he can't grow!"

His Reply.

She (for the 'steen-hundreth. more or

less, time)—"Oh, darling, do you really

and truly love me?"
He (a trifle grimly)—"Now, look-a-

here, Gladys! Do you want me to put

up a cash bond?"

ALL WEAPONS LOOK ALIKE TO HIM
Dan Cupid fences with rare skill,

Although his weapon is the dart

;

And no maid yet has turned his wi
When he has aimed to pink her heart.
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I \ ERYBODY'S D I N G IT.
Martha
Martin—" I suppose he s getting the habit, too."

~4&.&JKSS&32£&«fa
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A MODERN APPLICATION
Muriel—" Mrs. Smith-Brown actually seems more radiant over her daughter's wedding than the groom himself.

Gladys—" Yes
;

it is more blessed to g\ve than to receive.
'

Our Marriage Conditions.

"\V7HOM God hath joined together,

let no man put asunder," an-

nounced the minister of the Gospel,

when the sacred ceremony had been per-

formed making that twain one flesh.

And no man did. It was the woman.

She sued the man for a divorce and got

it. The court decreed

that the man should not

marry again.

"Marriages are made in

heaven, " said the man, so

respectfully that the court

could not fine him for con-

tempt.

"Heaven is not in the

jurisdiction of this

court," said the judge on

the bench, with a judicial

wave of the hand that

dispensed justice alike to

mendicant and million-

aire.

Whereupon the man

went to heaven or some

other beatific state where

the laws of a sister state

count for naught, and he

took unto himself another

wife.

i;> WILLIAM ./. LAMPTON.

"Whom God hath joined together, let

no man put asunder," announced the

officiating clergyman solemnly, as the

other had done.

But a man did. He sued the woman
for a divorce and got it. The court

placed no interdiction upon his marrying

THE WIFE'S DISCOVERY.
" Well, if them ain't William's tracks !'

again, and presently he was up for his

third offense. But not before a clergy-

man. This time he thought he would

try a justice of the peace, to change his

luck.

"You are one," said the magistrate

who performed the ceremony of unifica-

tion in his habitually for-

mal and legal manner.

A humble constable in

attendance bowed the le-

gal unit out into the wide

world of multiplication

and division.

"By heck!" he ex-

claimed, rubbing his fur-

rowed brow in confused

contemplation. "I'

many for me ! If that

man and the other woman
was one, and the same

man and another woman
is one, which one is the

real one and how many
are t h e tWO w m en?
Say, Tom," he appealed

to the gray cat snoozing

in the sun, "is marriages

made in heaven, or

wher.
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Before After

THE SERENADER.

When Clubs Were Trumps
I IK LOOKED like a gentleman gone

i. Though patched and

fray) as to clothing, lie was immaculate

both in dress and person. He sat upon

the kitchen doorstep, shelling
|

His expression betokened reconciled de-

spair.

"Be bo kind, " he said meekly but em-

phatically, "as not to utter the word
rhiU to me, sir. The inducements that

could tempt me to join any kind of asso-

ciation whatever do not exist."'

Before saying more, he glanced appre-

hensively over his shoulder. Then

he explained in a low I

"To clubs are due all my misfor-

n lure sufficient, I as-

sure yon. When I was a young man
nturiesago— this

village passed through an epidemic

of clubs. How orwhy the pestilence

broke out, no one knows. Bui sud-

denly every one was forming them,

joining them, canvassing for them.

There was the Farmers' Club, the

Housewives' <'lul>, the Card Club,

the Glee Chili and a SCON of others.

Every organization ha I its badge,

and some of my neighbors proudly

wore five or six.

"At that time I was just young

enough to know all about life, and I

certain that it offered no prize

B, BEECH Hll I

like personal liberty. Consequently I

was a confirmed bachelor— and rather

prone to boast of it, I fear. My associ-

ates were all young men who proclaimed

loully that they scorned the female sex.

Each had been most cruelly rejected by

some false-hearted charmer, and when

they organized the Bachelors' dub the

receiptof one rejection at least was made

a qualification for membership. I was

eager to join, but this excluded me.
' "Isn't there a way to get around the

rule'.'' I asked Lon Pendleton, president.

PICKED UP ON THE WAY.
— "Aha ! your absent-minded husband

didn't forget to bring home his umbrella this time. See .'"

" But. Henry, when you left home you did

not have one."

"
' No, ' be replied. ' We mustn't begin

that way. Don't try to get around it

just qualify.'

" 'Propose to some one?'
• 'Certainly.'

'• 'Suppose I am accepted?'
" ' You needn't be afraid of that,' he

replied; then, noticing my look, lamely

added, 'Select some one who doesn't like

you, I mean.'
•' That was easily don.'. Salina Brings

and I had been sworn enemies since we

went barefoot to the district school.

She was bigger than the teacher

then, and I called her Jumbo. She

retaliated by calling me Whiffet,

The years that had added to her

bulk and coarseness had left me
undersized, but a gentleman and

(hem '
I a scholar.

"

He senl quick, sensitive gla

into my eyes, and I bowed gravely.

"Whenever we chanced to pass

on the street, she would make some

audible remark about me, to raise

the laughter of the congenial

I
frietids around her; and her vulgar

laugh would rise above them all and

follow me farthest.

"Loathing her as I did, nothing

except my great desire to join the

Bachelors' Club could have made

me address her- -let alone upon such



FAIRY TALES."
a subject. But in those days when I

wanted a thing I 'went it blind,' as the

saying is. Moreover, I was sure that

Selina would consider my proposal a

joke—perhaps the result of a wager

—

and this, I knew, would enrage her be-

yond measure."

He was silent so long, gazing miser-

ably into space, that I was obliged to

*peak to him. He looked up pathetically

and whispered,

"She said yes.
"

"And you"— I ventured.

"I am a gentleman," he returned;

and I nodded.

"If it isn't—er"— I began, after a

long pause.

"Not at all," he answered. "She

was mad to join the Matrons' Club,

that's all."

Before I could utter a word of sym-

pathy, an untidy head appeared at the

door and a coarse voice cried,

"John Hennery, be them peas done

yit?"

And as I passed through the gate I

heard, in gentle and refined tones,

"No, Selina; they'll bedood immegit."

His Suggestion.

"Is that young Spriggs taking any

interest in the business? Has he made

any suggestions?"

"Only that we give him a raise in

salary."

"

NOT THE AGENT.
BigfellciD—" Please give me a little space !"

Small man—"Don't apply to me. Read
that advertisement."

Man Is Prone To Err.

By TERRELL LOVE BOLLIDAY.

While strolling down the avenue
I met my friend, the fair Miss I.ou.

Now Lou's the sort I like to meet;
She's always tidy, trim and neat.

No hair is ever out of place;

No belt unpinned, no loose shoe-lace;

Nor could three dressing-maids, or four,

Make Lou look neater than of yore.

That's why I was so shocked to-day.

I gazed, I blushed and turned away.
Poor girl, I thought, she'll want to cry

When she discovers that—Well, I,

A man, can't tell her what is wrong.
I said, "good-day," and moved along.

Ere I had gone two blocks I met
An old sweetheart of mine, Babette;
And such, I swear, was my surprise.

That I could scarce believe my eyes.

I blushed again at that queer sight

—

Like Lou, Bab's clothes were not on
right!

By then I thought that I had best

Go home until the girls got dressed

!

I told my wife. She giggled so

I reached for something hard to throw.
"It is the fashion now," she cried,

"To wear the shirtwaist tails outside."

One half the world can never find out

how the other half lives.



PLENTY OF STYLE ABOUT HER.

What He Had To Say.

"YY/KI.L. prisoner," said the justice,

"you have been found guilty by

the jury and properly bo on the evi-

dence. The law Bays that you maj !"

sentence.! at hard labor for twenty y<

luit before pas tence upon you |

shall !>•• glad to hear anything you

wish to say.
"

"I haven't anythin' to Bay, judge,"

the prisoner, "except that I hope

your honor will remember that there is

a growin' feel in' in favor of a single

tern, irs. You might also

hear in mind that I've already served

two terms and there's a decided preju-

dice among thinkin' people against a

third"

"Twenty-seven years!" roared the

Answered.

Teacher (in lesson on Holland)

—

"Why. Willie, don't you know what

country the geography lesson is about?

Think hard. Who were the people who
made war on skati

Willit
—"De ar.ti-saloon leagc

He 'd Got Religion.

"Parson," exclaimed Kphraim, "I'm
go I 'ligion— 'ligion. 1 tell you!"

"That's fine, brother! You are going

to lay asjde all sin?"

"Yes, sah."

"You're going to church'.'"

"Yes, sah-ree.
"

You are going to care for the

widow

"Ah, yes, sah."

"You are going to pay your debtsT"

Sah? Dat ain't 'ligion; dat's busi-

ness.
"

• *

i

*f.W
: n untleroen. with t

ought to land not less than five million suckers
'

nt we romuttt in cam: urd up I 11 spit on the
hook for luck; then we ought to catch a five-pound bass for dinner."

SUCKERS OR BASS.
1 owing to the company we keep the sort of fish we catch.



A VOICE IN THE NIGHT.
Old maid from Boston—" Help, porter !

there 's a man under my bed.



Co^INCr AADVLL

The Vv ind-up.

YY/E READ the advertisements,

Consulted railroad maps.

our hasty lunches

With guide-books in our laps.

We asked the price of tick

-teamer or by rail.

Tii half a hundred places

nd the reach of mail.

We argued on the merits
1 >f cottage or hotel,

And quarrelled •

. ide

And spa and mountain dell;

. Bince we could nol settle

Jaat where we wish.-.! to roam.
The same as every Bummer

Behold! we Btayed at hoi

—Mlmtu :

A Good Salesman.

Jingle," Baid the manager,
yon make the Bali

"Yes," -aid the salesman. "1 could-

n't get the darned old machine to run

ut I arranged with one
of the town C a to arrest us for

limit, and old

Skeezicks fell for it right swa;

In Boston.

I />/>• r
—"Don't you find

having to wail on so many fn

able | : i one

thai
making

• trouble

'

/

—

• r irritant."

More Touching.

you hate our s.-x. Your

v never
I

touched by a woman."
Pro

im : but n ook

Tl LINK 1 II build a mighty ship
And sail uncharted teat.

And all who 've gonr before outstrip

In great discoveries.

And dien I 'II build some pyramids
And other wond'rous things

Until my lame the world quite rids

Of note of ancient Lings.

V hen these lew marvels I 've achieved
And had a little rest.

A Hungry Theorist.

Mr. High—"Who's your friend over
there, making such a hole in the free

lunch?"

Mr. Ball—"Oh, he's the chap who
writes the syndicate articles in the Sun-

papera on "how to make a million

dollars in a year."

In 1932.
Wifi (proudly)—"What do you think

of the way I handled the campaign in

our war

Husband (tolerantly)—"Quite credit-

my dear though, of course, it

can't compare with the campaigns
mother used to make."

On the Way.
Teacher (in mythology)—"Charles,

will you give a description of the under-
world.

Charles—"1 am not that far yet."

A POPULAR PROPOSITION.
Do you believe in a tax on bachelors
Yes, indeed ! Which one shall we attack I

And folks begin to feel relieved

And pass the merry jest,

I 'II gel at work again. I think.

Inventions to devise.

Until 1 put upon the blink

All patent merchandise.

I 've got a few things yet to do.
But wonder I shall spread

w hen I have thought an hour or two.
And weed this onion bed.—./ A M „Unn

Her Proxy.

"Well, Auntie," asked her young
master, "do you really believe in the

Bibli

"Yea, sah, ebery word."
"Do you believe that the whale swal-

lowed Jonah?"

"Yes, sah; I believes it cause the

Hil-le says so. I'm gwine tufa ask Jonah
'bout dat jes as soon a< I gets to heb-

" But suppose Jonah isn't there."

"Den, honey, you ken ask him."

Far Different.

Little Johnny—"Pa, the dictionary
says the words narrative and relation

are synonymous. Is that right?"

Fattin—"In a sense only, my son.

Listening to a poor narrative is a far

different matter from listening to a

poor relation."

Same Trouble.

What'- \our greatest

trouble, neighbor? I B'pose it's the

same as mine lack o' farm hai.

ond/armer- "Yep. The count'

gettin' too blamed full o' politicians."

Her Family Too Perfect.

Mother "You want another doll?

Gracious! Why. my dear child, you Hi-

ready have mote than a

dozen of all kinds, shapes,

and COloi

LiU Beasts—"But I'd

like a left-handed dolly.

mammy, so I could correct

her.
"

Probably.

Teacher- "Tommy, what
would your mother say if

you should cover hi r floor

with peanut shells, as you

have mine?"
Tommy—"Oh, shuckl



FOR FUN AND FOR KEEPS
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APOLLO
could do well as a
tashion-artist's

model.

BAC
would have to

si-rve them over
the bar.

VENTS MKRCURY
would have things wou 1 d . perhaps,
her own way as a put a little life in-

rich broker's sten- to the messenger
ographer. serv

HKKCII
could grt mnri- people
into a subway train

than any eight of the
present guards.

MINKRVA
might impartalit-
tle wisdom to our
information b •

reaus

ADE GODS OF THEM THEN. BUT IF THKY LIVED TO-DAY THEY WOULD HAVE
TO WORK FOR A LIVING.

The Artificial Escort.

1 I [S all due to the gasoline engine.

As soon as that was invented, a thou-

other things were possible; l>ut

among them all none is so great a boon

!•> the modern woman as the artificial

rt. Man, already beaten almost to

a frazzle, gets another Btaggering blow

as he shrinks from the pages of hisl

and fades into a moribund legend.

In brief, this great invention is sim-

ply a dummy man. with an outward

ance modeled upon some of the

repulsive of the Bex, but operated

appropriate engine instead of the

il imperfect and selfish human mo-

tives. This mechanical superman will

nntroiied by electric push buttons,

II times • e to the Buperior

mind of the feminine operator. "Artie

rt" will always do exact]} what his

impanion dire

In a brief circular it is impossible to

do more than hint at the many advan

g "Artie" presents a< com;

with his human rival. For example,

let u-< take "Artie" out shopping II.

will carry one hundred and twenty-five

pounds of bundles and has no grumbling

Pkttachmetit. Be never looks at hil

h and hints that it is "just t In

the Bix-ten" ; he does not raise his

rows at the price of hat or

that the old one I* He ieW ;

'. 1

he never shows an inclination to linger

at the counters of "forward creatun

nor does "Artie" become impatient if

looks at some two hundred and

"ARTIE

twenty-four remnants with the laudable

purDOM of saving three eei

AS yet, the bill-paying attachment i>

not fully perfected, but the inventor

hopes to complete it at an early date.

B'Jburb8, "Artie" promises to find an

extended field of employment. He will

be armed with an automatic revolver,

and cannot be arrested for the offense.

ns he is not a man. As a dinner go

"Artie" will not fill the room with hor-

rid fumes from expensive cigars, and

will exhale no more than a slight odor

of gasoline, pleasantly suggestive of

motoring. "Artie" can at slight

pense be equipped with an automatic

convener or with an attachment for

musical purposes, either rag or classic,

as our patrons may prefer.

By an exchanging device, "Art

may assume different faces, among the

Styles kept in stock being the matinee

i lol, the Knglish duke and the German

baron.

Send for the booklet. It is f:

An Oversight.

"My papa's just been called by the

Lord to a new church," aaid the little

girl.

"I tb hegoin' to go?" lisped the other

little girl.

"We don't know yet," said the little

girl. "The Lord didn't mention the

salary."

I
wise child that knows it.s own

• rt to btdies who live in the bother.



A MAD WORLD, MY MASTERS.

Religious Opinion. The Poet's Account Book.
«pOME up and jine de army of de credit. debit.

Lord, sister!" A lyric a day The wolf kept at bay.

"Ah done jine." Sonnetoneday in four Laundry sent out once more.

"Where you jine?" Villanelle—something chic Postage stamps for a week.

"I jine de Baptis' Chu'ch." Roundel, classic style Dining out for a while.

"Lawdie, sister, dat ain' di army! Drama-poem, pretty strong Suit of clothes, needed long.

Dat's de navy!" Verse for drawing by Geebson Two tickets for Ibsen.

Monthly filler for "Holler's" A shirt and some collars.

Something in Reserve. ne pastoral ditty A tie, rather pretty.

Joe—" I hear our alderman has stopped One limerick for ad Ink and new writing pad.

making promises to his constituents." This grind, no cessation Straight-jacket vacation.— .%„,„ Marquu.

Dough—"Yes, he has gone broke on

promises; but" Men do not look for great intelligence A ^-»000- lime lo Do It.

Joe—"But what?" in handsome women, and this is a fact "Is your daughter going to practice

Iixigli—"He still has prevarication in that also has a reverse application. on the piano this afternoon?"

the treasury." ___^______. "Yes, I think so."

i \ "Well, then, I'd like to bor-

A Misdeal. row your lawn mower. I've got

'Weary "Say, my ,^i &
[

li to cut the grass some time, any-

friend, there's no meat in this fa^^f f flWkJ^N ^V'

'

wav -"

/—"Don't you ^^ "Do you think it's unlucky to

think you'd better give that pack r- ^iK^^^^HBt^ ^^ th,1'teen at table?
"

another shuffle and let me draw -/I ^^ i V "Not if the thirteenth is pay-

A Progressive.
'

K

*^§&L
Danger

!

Bings—"The poor Indian is no *Jl Vv\ """
•
V(IU tl)ln,< hissing is as

longer Lo."
V*-**" -jf ^v*- dangerous as the doctors say?"

Jinqs—"No. Since the Stock- TTTC, „_..„~ v- "Well, it has certainly put an
, , , . . His REASON. , „
holm athletic test, we shall have .r ...... , „ ..,..,,,,. , , ., end to a good many confirmed

Tom— Why don t you marry that girl ? She is a real pearl. °

|to call him Hi." .lack—- Because I don't like mother-of-pearl." bachelors at any rate."
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WHY NOT?
If your inclination for yachting and life in the country is equally divided, make a combination.

A Vacation Chat with a Witty Oyster.

IT WAS ;i wry warm day, and in Bearch

* of relief from the heat I dove deep

under the water, and was surprised as

well as delighted to find my <>1<! friend,

the Oyster, lying comfortably in

bed, reading hia morning paper

an. I enjoying his dole.' far niente

to th.> full.

i ;..,, l-morning, iid I, as

I caught his eye. " I didn't n

to intrude, but, now that 1 am

here, perhaps you'd be willing to

give me an interview.

"

••Sip-.
.

" he repl ied amiably.

as far as you like. I'm known

as a shellfish sort of person, but

I'm no grouch. What do you wish

to know

Anything you wou woul I

i n t -ir read* kid I

;

"hut, still. I uggestion

•7\ k t \llf-

is in order. What do you think of the

Summer Girl, for instance

••Sue's a very engaging creature," he

replied pleasantly. "I nipped one of

r*~' 'U '

^
-A-,r

A POPULAR MOUNTAIN HhSORT.
.....

— ••
I sav U hev f build a larger

in ag'in next KH

them by the toe while she was in bath-

ing yesterday, and, in spite of her gen-

eral reputation for promiscuity, she

struck me as person of mighty pood

••."

'•That's good!" I laughed.

"And bow about the Summer M
•'1 don't know much

them." said the Oyster. "I '

Btudied the habits of the l<

\. >rj carefully, but from what I

of them down hereunder tl

1 am convinced that if they are as

thin at the top a< they are around

the inkles, not many of 'em will

ever be hanged for trying to set

the world on fire

'•Would you care to ex]

your views on the Political Situa-

tion or on the subject of Reformed

Spelling'."' I went on.






