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HEAR that Billy
Sunday is com-
ing to Balt
Lake,"” remarked
un old-timer the
other day as we
were chatting on

the curbstone.

"Well, what of it?” I inquired, lead-
ing him on.

"Oh, nothing, only I was wondering
what he could possibly preach about,
now that we have prohibition.”

“You fake too much for granted,
my friend. Don't you know that there
are two brands of prolibition; the
kind that makes you wind up the cat
and put the clock outside, and the
kind that makes your hip pocket look
like the vacant chair or the Deserted
Village 7"

“I hadn't thought of that.”

“Oh, yes; there are two kinds of
prohibition—wet and dry,”

“What kind have we got?”

“"Better ask the Betterment
League.”

“By the way, I don't suppose the
Purity Squad will relish the idea of
having Billy Sunday horn in on their
gamae,"

“Why?"

“Isn't he linble to steal all their
thunder?”

"Oh, I don’t know, Perhaps it's in
the cards to have him come lere to
help them in their latest crusade”

"Who are they after now?"

“The soldler boys, of course.
Haven't you heard any of this holler
about how our young giris are being
ruined by the men in khaki?”

“Oh, ves; but 1 thought that Gov-
ernor Bamberger had knocked that
agitation into a cocked hat when he
intimated that it wuas the girls who
were at fault, Don't you agree with
the governor?”

“Most certainly, And so0 do all
other good citizens who have sense
enough to size up the situation.”

“Have you thought of a remedy?"”

“Yeg: 1 would resurrect the cur-
few law and have it apply to all girls
who are not old enough to know their
own minds. Also, | would compel the
parents to properly chaperon their
daughters when they are away from
home at night.”

“You admit then, that the moral re-
formers know what they are talking
ahout?”

“Yes and no. Our present social
conditions are far from being desir-
able, but to cuss the poor devils up
at the post is a far-fetched cry. Our
girls have been In the habit of chas-
Ing out nights and running wild at all
hours, long before the soldiers came
to town."

‘Btrange, jsn't it, that the Better-
ment Leaguers didn't take notice of
{his condition before?"
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“Not when you know their stripe.”

“Then you really think that Billy
BSunday could be of service to the
community "

“Yes, if he would confine himsell
to the text that mosL concerns us,
and presch the doctrine that soclal
morality depends first of all upon the
restraining Influences of the home.”

“But they say that Billy is more in-
terested In collecting the coin than in
spreading the gospel; that he merely
resorts to soul-saving ans a hait to
fleece the suckers,”

"1 have heard so myself, In fact it
is reported that he became highly in-
dignant a few Sundays ago at Los
Angeles when the collection only
amounted to $17.000, and reminded
the congregation that he was preach-
ing in a tabernacle and not a “taber-
nickel.”

*What does
money ?"

Billy do with the

“1 haven't the slightest idea."

“Do you think if he comes liere that
he will whack up with the Betterment
Lenguers,” he asked.

I couldn’t answer the question.
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UST then the ballyho man came
down the street, announcing
through a megaphone that there

FRIEND who has the rare foc-
H ulty of seeing only the bright

aide of life recently handed us
this gem from the gifted pen of Rob-
ert J. Burdette with the request that
we publish it. We do so with pleas-
ure.

“Life has been to me a pligrimage
of joy. I have never had very much
trouble, and what I have had has
been of my own making and selac-
tion, and when 1 went to the hospital
1 took my medicine without making
faces or asking for ‘sympathy.” 1 was
ashamed to. Like ‘Peter and the
Painkiller,! I knew I was only getting
what 1 had asked for. But up one hill
and down the other the pilgrimage
had lain through pleasant places—
good roads, safe tralls, fine pasturage,
swaet water and besutiful eamping
places. A few glunts, mostly wind-
mille; millions of midgets and mo-
squitos, troublesome but not fatal; oc-
casglonally o mean man, so ashamed
of himself that he led about it; now
and then a lar; once In & while a
hold-up man with a subseription pa-
per, and all along the way a horde of
beggars. 'But in' the mnin good peo-
ple; kind-hearted,

generous people,

honest people. Lots of houses buill
oloke ‘by the slde of the road.” The

world is full of friendly people for

would be a baseball game in the aft
ernoon.

“What do you think of that stumt?”
inquired my friend.

“It's small town stuff. The wonder
Is that the cily authorities tolerate
the nuisance, 1 replied.

“Speaking of baseball,” he con-
tinued, “have you noticed that sev.
ernl of the const magnates are trying
to knlek us out of the league?"

“Yeg."

“Well, perhaps that is the reason.”
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IMMY HOGLE pulled a good one
on Al Philips the other day that
came to me in confidence, but I can't
keap It, These two citizens were
discussing the president’s pence note
and “Philly,” who always carries a pa-
triotic chip on his shoulder, waxed

warm as usual,

“It's a great state paper,” he said,
“and strikes squarely from the shoul
der. Il ¢an be summed up in just five
words: ‘No peace with Prussian an
tocracy., Every day I become more
and more Incensed at the atrocities
committed against helpless women
and children by the soldiers of the
kalger. 1 am getting along in years,
but 1 would like nothing beticr than
to be permitted to shoulder a. musket
and do my share toward avenging the
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friendly men. And T'm fond of peo-
ple. 1 believe in them. 1 love them.
I sympathize with them. 1 like to
meat them, and to walk with them,
and to have them about me, so long
as they can stand me.

“It has heen such a good world that
I'd be sorry ever to leave it, if there
wisn't another one, us much better
than this, as this one I8 better than
the choos out of which it was born;
I don't just ‘belfeve’ this; T know it.
That's one of the few things 1 do
know—positively, absolutely, certain-
ly, and 1 didn't have to wait for Sir
Oliver Lodge to tell me about it,
gither. 1 knew that when 1 was a
boy, just as well as Slr Oliver knows
it now, and for the same ressons, and
with the same proofs,

“I have lived a busy life. [ entered
the newspuaper grind early and I have
never been out of the old mill
Whether | ahode at home or went on
long journeys, around the town or
around the world 1 carried my work
with me., My vacatlons were merely
‘assignments’ The nearest postoffice
was a copy book. People and things
wore ‘stories.”

“Well, 1 have always 1= 2 to work.
It has been pleasant .. the old mill,
with its rafters bronzing by the years,
its shadowy corners, its far views

wrongs (hat the Germans have per-
petrated upon noncombatants, What
do you think about it, Jimmy?"
“Oh, I'm neutral” drawled friend
Hogle.
“The Lell you say," shouted Philly.
“what's the matter with you?"
“Well, T don't give a
kills the kalser.
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Dope springs eternal in the Human
Dotument.
Of two evils choose the social,
Immodesty is the best policy.
In & multitude of censors
safety.
Teo many crooks spoil the play.
The woman who is the hieroine is lost,
It's a long line that has no burning.
Where ignorance is bliss, ‘tis fun to
put it wise,
A pgood name is rather to be chosen
than great nctors,
Many hands applaud lght women,
He who writes and runs a play
May earn his bread some other way.
Where there s swill, there's a play.
—The Usher.

doumn who

there Is

He looked the statesmen over
In the capitol at Wash.,
And then he wagged his grizzled head
And all he sald was “Gosh!”
—Kansas Cily Star.

from the dormers up in the loft, the
mysterious gurghings and murmurings
of hidden waters down deep wnmong
the foundatfons, the guiet pond and
the earnest rush of the race and tho
merry langhter of the ‘tafl race.” For
I ground my finest flour from the
grist the people brought me. The best
of my work might have been done
much better; the worst of it had bet
ter been left undone; all of it has
been mediocere, But [ ground the
grist that vas brought me, and took
only fair toll. Apd some day, in a
better mill, with improved machinery,
with finer materials, with cholcer
grist, n steadier tower and a better
light, T will do hetter work.

“The shandows are deepening around
the pond and the stream s singing
itself to sleep, but there Is vet a little
grist in the hopper, and while the wa-
ter serves | will keep on grinding
And by the time the sun s down, nand
the flow in the race is not cnough to
turn the big wheel, the grist will have
run out, and I will have the old mill
gwept and tidlied for the night. And
then for home pnd a cheery evening.
i quiet night, lighted with stars and
pillowed with sleep.  And oafter that,
the dawning, and another doay, fairer
than any | have ever seen in  this
begutiful world of roseate mornings
and radiant sunsets,”




