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WHERE ELSE SHOULD THEY LEARN IT?
HOUBANDS of children covered the great lawns of Central

Park with whirling rings of white and dots of shifting color.
®  They danced around May poles, they sailed boats, they rolled
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Dally Exoept wm‘m P‘gl'ﬂlll Company. Noa. 83 to 4‘

The Day of Rest Bf comiue

X By

Maurice Ketten

the dlopes. They raced and shouted and sang paeans to the'
sunshine. Hundreds of older people stopped to watch them.
s were the city’s “dear little ones,” lucky in having “the finest
in the world” for their playground.
the “desr little ones” had finished with it, “the
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children came from echools and institutions in
of teachers or The latter were supposed to look
the youngsters and see that they had a happy and helpful day.
it cotur to these wise adults that they could impart no easier

k. Is there any reason why every teacher in New York should not,
. Wafore and during an excursion to the park, make the chWdren in
5., Mer eare foal that the besutiful playground is only open to them on

that they trest it as it should be treated? Where, if not
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" 8 the publio schools, sbould ity children be taught the proper use
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The Sforles‘ of

Famous Novel
By Albert Payson Terhune

Coppright, 1910, ¥y The Prom Publishing Co. (The New York Evening Worid),

NO. 30.—THE NEWCOMES, By W. M. Thackeray.
IEUT.-COL. THOMAS NEWCOME was an officer In the Bﬂtﬂ
army in India. He was feariess, a perfect soldier, a gentiomas
to the very soul—and with s simple, pure heart that the werld
could not soll.
The Colonel bad but one ambition in life—the happiness of his
motherless son, Clive. The boy had been sent home to Waglaod to be
educated. His father bored all his army friends by inbessantly
about Clive and reading aloud his letiérs or showing his schoolboy draw.
ings. He could mot speak for five minutes without -mentioning his soa's
name at least once. But If people laughed at the adoring old gentleman,
it was a kindly laugh. For he was universally loved. J
When he carie back to England on his retirement from the army after
thirty-four years in Indis, he found Clive bad grown into a fine, maaly
young chap. To give the lad enough money to carry on his artistio edues-
tion and to live In luxury, the old Colonel returnsd once more to India te
take up the burden of work again.

- Clive was fond of his father. But, being young and heelless,

he readily accepted the old man's sserifics, and he spent freely the messy. the

Colonel was slaving to earn for him. Alss, Cilive hed

fallen in lgve with his oousin, Ethel Newcoma And he

A Father's nnm.mum;m'umwumumﬁ
Sacrifios. the father who loved Aim. Y

Back came Col. Newcoms to” England with mere

had he pMo pension; but be had become a director in the Bundleculd Bs
Company, an Indian financial concern, which pald him big dividends on hik I
absolutely nothing about business. Hie d:.

Turming his on the “might-have-beens,” Clive tried to be & good husband
to Rosa and to endurs her abominable old mother.

Boon afterward came the crash. The Pundiocund imposture was sxposed.
Col. Newcome was not only impoverished in his old age. but was called a awin-
dier as well. The double blow broke his heart. Mrs. Mackenzis, whe had fawned
on him while he waa rich and who at his advice had invested her savinge in the
Bundlecund Company, now shrilly beratsd him, !urloullrl-vllllﬂlllll'hlﬂn’r
old man every insult she could think of. '

in answer to a roll call that those around him could
“Adsuta!” ("1 am hered)"

Then be fell back dead.
“It was the word w.o.hu'

ealled,” writas the

-driven bargains, which
ovely human selfishness. | aspegte picturesque, perbags; but oa
wmmm‘ the whole hopelasaly middis-class, don't
you know!
be-jewalled bonds we 80| The residents of the strest who knew
Mras. Jarr and wers, in thelr sstimation
of Mre. Jarrs social status, had ab-
sonted themsalves from fhelr womted
windows But at others, and frem
sound doorway and bDessment of the move
crowded and more-{amilies-to-the-floo?
~ apartment houses down the street, &
r:tsl:lu::udhmmm
the door window spaces.
and English janitors paused in the wternal
with a singla skirmdah with children on the stapa,
the wagon peddiers stopped thelr hoares

tribal chief, ran after the towm ecar,
throwing bis cap at the wheels and

_

transaotion—may be solved as follows:
e | Assume that they were soM for Bl sach
pairs | or 8 for the
and | e Lellnl
olhat Do 33-1—3-1-

was §0 the

Wise Forethought.

AS & grand exit the passing of the
aTe and “Irs. Modridge-Smith to the
tango tea waa unoom monly
indiss gave a delicate wave of

at Mra Stryver's house, a8

though to signify thelr respect to one
of their own Mre.
Stryver was not at the window. Mirs.
dStryver lived {n a privats houss and
was never at the window, Baing at the
window was also considered as ‘“‘hope-
lesnly middle clams.” Mrs BStryver's
mald stood at the window and told her

The Love

That Understood

Letter

By Phliander Johnson

due” replied the post-

"Love Letters have to take their

turn same as other correspondence.”

“How 4id you know that [ was a.Love
F

learaed It from the eyes of the girl
on the step waltlng for you.

¥ Weré you so discontented '

"I not used to such aasociations.
te be approached only with

enderness and affection.”

**“Those were mostly honest and good-

patured Letters In there with you'™

them with hard, metallic volices kept
saying:
please remit!' They pald no attention

“You dom't know them. Three of
‘Your account Is overdue—

to a timid Uitle chap who was squeesed
Into & corner and who begged: 'Pleass

Oogovight, 1918, by The Prem Publish isg Oa (The Mow York Evening Word).

don't shove. I'll get on my feet If
You give me a chanoa'

““Thers wers two letters that quar-
rellad bitterly and and talked of all-
mony and the custody of the children.
And several sobbed softly without
telling why.

“The only one that kept quits silent
was In & tear-stalned envelope with a
black border around It."

The postman looked gerious

"If 1 were in your piace,” hs re-
marked, "IT'd mever say » word about
this to anybody eslaa™

“Why not?™

"What's ths use of anticipating?
All those Letters were onoe Love
Letters. Even the duns were Inapired
by the sad bhope that wealth might
purchase affection. Those who write
them change year by year; and the
letters change, too, until silence comes
with the plack-bordered envalope,

“But you and I will keep this to
ourselves.”

The girl took the letter to her room.

She qusstionsd It hour after hour,
but It never told her all it knew until
many, many years after,
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eordin’ to rula

o' more knowledge,

school
Greek, Latin an' Frinch
He dalea out by the Inch,

hia store.
Yet, ho's modess, bepch,
As he sita by the hod—

Shanbaliymora

tions In Cork,

you belleve In paying “‘umlvhlli‘r&u"mm
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Dispensin’ that sama osure, a0~

Or, show, If ye oan, whare's the ginthri-
fled college

Oouut;- wid O'Fiahert'1 classical

Of lsarnin’ high-class there's no Ind to

“Twas & geod wind that blew him te

His scholars are famous from ocean to

There's soma o' them howidia' posi-

& motlom
mmtxuuumm
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By Eugene Geary.

Coprright, 1913, by The Prem Publlbing Os. (The Wew Tork Eveping World).
HOW me the man thal's posssssed

WA job like that same
Brings both money an' fame—

galore

An' O'Fiaherty's Hght

On this subject Is bright—
Shanball ymore.

surveyin’,
you'd aak,
wid playin',
& cask.

A pathriot, too,
Ile'll thraah black aa' blue

In sunshine an' mist,
Here's mo.e power 10 his fist’

b
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The political game bowida Ita favors

"Twas a good wind that blew him w0

He's & wondher at figures, an' grea‘ at
For makin' a #pesch, sure, mno finer
He'll dance till the fiddler la erippted
And no wan can bate him at gaugin’'

The foes Iv owid Ireland—he's deue It
before

“Twas & yood wind that blew him to akull,
Shamballymers
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Mr. Jarr Goes Out of His Class
For an Afternoon of Torture.
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mistress what was going on.

“It's Mre, Mudridge-Smith, ma'am,”
said the mald. "She's taking Mr, and
Mra. Jarr for a ride.”

“Oh, yes, to the aflernoon tango tea
8¢ the Bt. Crossus,” remarked Mr, Btry-
ver. “"How could I bave [orgotien?
Falice, '‘phone for my car and dress me.”
It may be that soms subtie peychie
message waa conveyed to Mrs. Jarr and
Mrs. Mudridge-8mith that Mrs. BStry-
ver would also be with them, for Mrs.
Jarr turned to her friend and remarked:
“Everybody is going to the fashionable

attantion, and wealthy men showar huge
,sums on exponents of ragtime dalicing
who have come from amusing the Lower
Five to Instructing the Upper Ten. All
this in so brief a time that those con-
corned are bewilldered as well as de-
 Mphted.

‘“Mre Blankinsop-Bish la taking from
the Notabls Aipnonse,” eald Mrs Jarr,
after a pause during which Mra, Mude
rige-Bmith had gased stesdily at Mrs,
Terwiliger coming out of the looal trade
ing stamp bureau carrying & new par-
lor lamp, Mrs. Mudridge-Smith knew
Mrs. Terwiliger very well, but she mer-
cifully looked blankly at her,

“And yet!" gasped Mra. Terwlliger to
herself, clutching her stamp book and
the new lamp as though she could have
crushed them. *1 knew her when she
didn't have & mecond dress to ber
namael™

And Mrs, Terwiliger tottered up the
street, paying to herself that it was no
wonder there Were anarchists in this
world blowing up people with dynamite
when upstarts like that were rolling In
their automoblles while thelr betters had
to obtaln thelr lttle luxuries by eaving
up trading stamps!

“Wasn't that Mra. Terwiliger ** asked
Mre, Jarr, a8 the motor gllded on.

“Raally, you know,"” raplied Mre. Mud-
ridge-8mith, "I havea't seen the poor
creature for so long 1 can't really say.
Terwiliger? Terwiliger? Yes, I did
somg one of that name, 1 belleve
oh, my poor mamory!"

Meanwhile Mr. Jarr, siiting back
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The Day’s Go
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below, It gives just
the fashlonab
houstte and u: L |

Beams can be
‘for their pntire |
or laft open o
part ]
Hked. . .:.”“‘
:;:t is & featore.
en the .
fnighed at g B
walst line it can )
left plain or finls
with the strap
the back, but,
the natural walet”
Iine, it mustbe jJoinnd
to a bell. Bkirtpof:
this kind are ndepts
ot o e
that s sult y
tallored ‘imm,“m
in thess days that
means & long Mat.'
In the plnmn.l"t
ever, white
mitt:u I:uu.i“m
w am tons
and that ma :
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