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" NO TIME FOR INDULGENCE.

TIONS, said to emanate from German sources, are to the
sffect that the Austrian Government, in order to maintain its
prestige in the eyes of its own people, must bluster before it can

blewt.

There is no denying this accords with our recent experience in
extracting satisfactory answers from Teutonic ministers of slate.

“To have bowed down to Washington in the reply it has just de-
Mvered,” so & German official is reported to have said, “would have
raised & storm of protest in Austria. Austria, having maintained her
position in & dignified manner in her reply, can now gracefully yield
te America in & subsequent note.”

No doubt. We can imagine circumstances under which Uncle
Sam might humor well-meaning dynasties by helping them to keep up
appearances at home. -

In the present case, however, something more is at stake. The
lives of American travellers, the safety of non-combatants on merchant
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vessels must again be defended from the most murderous acts that
medern nations have ever dared to commit under cover of war. Pro-
tection must be prompt, affective, complete. |
Under these ciroumstances this nation cannot wait to amooth ount
the difficulties of foreign ministries or aid governments to conceal

" the consequences of their crimes,
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War Has Cost Europe $38,800,000,000 80 Far.—Headline,
Lucky soma who will have to halp pay it won't know it tii!
after they're born.

THE ALDERMEN WILL ACT.

HE EVENING WORLI'S proposal that cruslty and neglect,
which add to the sufferings of thousands of work horses when-
ever the pavemonts are ioe-covered, be stopped Ly an ordinance

requiring all horses in the cily to be caulk-shod during the winter
months, has met with prompt approval and support.

Alderman Dowling, majority leader of the Board, declares The
Brening World’s ordinance in the interest of humanity “should receive
the support of every Alderman.’” Alderman Henry H. Curran, minor-
ity leader, says: “I shall support the ordinance and speak for it.” Al.
derman Alexander 8. Drescher of Brooklyn calls “heartless” any man
who is not “filled with indignation over the plight of the average horse
on davs like these.”

A poor, winded animal, straining and slipping in the effort to
drag o heavy load over an icy surface upon which smooth shoea give
him no foothold, is a sight as pAinful as it is frequent. Nine times out
of ten the liorse in the end comes heavily to the ground and, if he
sacapes breaking a leg, is cut and bruised in hia efforts to get up.

The chance of all this is minimized if the horse is shod with sharp
esulks. Devices of the sort are plentiful and cheap. Every owner
ean thus protect his horses. The Evening World proposes to make it
the law that he shall.

e
*

If good wishes were aeroplanes Washington would see no
stars to-night.

A

JOBS FOR MOST THIS WINTER.

DOLLAR AND A HALF A DAY is not enough to keep an aver-
age family on a plane of decent living in New York.

The Charity Organization Society reaches this conclusion
in its annual report, and adds: “Health, education, morals, one or all,
are slmost certain to break undeg.such & wage. Sooner or later sick-
ness, malnutrition, low vitality or bad housing bring the family to
charity for help.”

The minimum living wage: Sociclogists, industrial eommissions
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The Jarr Family

McCardell

that,

which

him.

and various other expeits are forever secking to fix it, Yet it still

* eludes them. Experienced employers of lahor protest they cannot be

sure of it. Labor hesitates to commit itself. Set a lowest wage upon
which femilies can properly live and thrive in city or country and

~ straightway from somewhere press forward thousands upon thousands

. eager to prove it can be done for less,

However, the society has chosen a good season to eriticise what if
calls the “apparently accepted minimum wage in this oity.” From
its own report we learn that wherens laat February 38 per cent. of the
families under ita care had members out of work, early this fall the
numbor had fallen to 12 per cent.

The winter may not see the actual labor famine which is in some
quarters predicted. But it is many a Christmastide since New York
haa felt more hopeful that there will be work and wages enough to go

ragd:

Hits From Sharp Wits

Now and then Consclence whispers:
“Just walt till 1 met you alons to-
night!“—Toledo Blade.
- L]
A man never feals exactly ecom-
fortable when his wife pleks long
B ey gt Wlonged 1o b
knows { ¥ be h
-—mhl{m

And then there is some
"hi::: 'I; lartntrdtu' !lm;r and Is rare-
e found at o
f;“ ome.~Albany

L] - L ]
Man is a strange animal. To-day

he has vague ideas ahout hecoming

KToat, “morrow he will w
about holding his job, e

[ Letters From the People

A Ohristmas Appeal.
Te the Editer of The Prenieg World :

Through your kind lnsertlon of &
lottar at this season each yoear, your
readers have alded us In our needed
practical work at Christmas. While

verty, distress and almost despalir-
clrcumstancas, you would, ﬂm
sure, understand in fuller degroe the
necasnity of our endeavor at this
time, Let me Impress upon your
roanderas that a comparatively small
sum will provide s basket. Sir, pres
ant-tensa help Is thrice valuable and
will enable us better to gauge the
number of familles to whom we can
Kive Christmas cheer and encourage-
ment. The Volunteers of America I
Inco ted, and receipts are msent
for all amounts, Please make checka

many to participate in a substantial
dinner on Christmas Day, we are
to sond & wall-filled basket

fruit, meat, vagetables and
groceries into the homes of those
whom we bave found to be dessrving
l.lh‘,odun need. Could you see
: the hundreda of letters, as
a8 know of those cases investi-
and found worthy, bespeaking

York
R,
%am BOOTH, President.
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of jocundity is helping hex

they had

put

have

“Junt

It bas got to be a pretty nifty
“boudolr cap” that can kid a mun into
forgetting the trumpy, disheveiled hair
underneath It

“How Can I keep My Husbapa®™
The cagleat and most successful way
we know anything about Ia to make it
appear as If you're not trylng to keop

Our {dea of a Job ulterly deati uts

the

ahlﬂ'b‘l

curialne up,

Trere isn't much difference between
& buy and & man, A boy will take
groat care of his Santa Claus Noah's
Are until scme time in the aftsrnoon
of December the twenty-sixth, Jie-
cently we toted u new gold watch in
It cute lttle chamols bag for neuarly
three days

Its wonderful how tittivated and
abbloviated a4 woman of fifty can b
when sha's telling about how some
horrid  good-looking  son-of-a-gun
tried to flirt with her down the atreet
Junt mew,

A Bwiss jewellar hus made a fligres
finger ring amall enough to be pusscd
through the eys of a tine needls, It
is understood thut it will be used as
& arown by oue of the Halkan Kings,

All of ua sxpect her to call us a
“hrute” some time or another, nnd
wa're rarely disappoinied. But hnw
calorie around the collar-bone it does
maks us when she craftily shifis the
cut and calls us u “bully.”

You never know until vuu try It
what a thundering hard job it is 10
taks an impersonal view of yourself.
Thera's somathing remarkabls about
the unanimity with whieh the memn-
hars of our family when they sae
& Eroup pleture of & bunch of "so-
clety girls" watehing a polo or a
tennia gams all exclaim at once:
“Choah, what a homely looking bunch
of froaks.™

Times have changed, When wa wore
a cub reporter there wasn't a night
"whoen some  soused  longshoreman
didn't drag his wife around with a
cotton hook and then throw a bluzing
oonl oll Iamp at her. Now, aluws,
thoy're using gas in all tho tene-
ments

Those “Chin-Chin" faca apreens
cover a multitude of frights,

Not so very long ago, at an art

yable to Gen. Ballington Booth, No, salesroom in Fifth Avenus, we saw
:W‘M Twenty-eighth Btrest, Neow a Middla Westerner draw a chook
. Yours to foster the Christ- for $85,000 for an Alma-Tademu. “I

don't care nothin' about Corot or
Millst or the rest o them old masters,

Coopright, 1915, 1w the Prem Publahing Co. (The New York Evening World),
OT claiming that we can lick

Mike Gibbons or anything llke
wa neverthaless
wrought some frightful havoe
in our time on folks who recklessly
trisd to read aloud to us thelr “frst
short slory”
daahed off In idle moments.”

but this here picter makes a hit with
me,” suld he as he signed his namo
to the check. And the $36,000 was
only cigarette chango to him
Twenty-three years ago we plckel
Hrand Whitlock for a comer. It was
In 1832, We wers o cub on the Chi-
cago Intor-Ocean, and Brand, then a
cub himself, worked for another Chi-
cago paper. There was a convincing,
Impressive  youthful dignity about
bim. Ha Jooked the pati, wrota the
part, acted the part and WAS the
part. Aod here he's done coma like
tha Ilegular People in was horn to he!
After a certaln tyvps of man has
ceased 10 care for & woman he takes
R great amount of smug credit unte
bimaelf for being “kind” 1o her.

|

Copyright, 1915, b the Prem Publahing Co,

GOT the lovellent lotter

66

from Cora Hickett!
Eha's down In Florida
with her mother!” sald

Mra. Jarr with great en-
thuslasm, “She wsends a ploture
showing herself and her mother on a
Indder, picking oranges from the
ires"

"Pahaw!" sald Mr. Jarr. *“That's
Jurt like Coney lsland, where you
can get your pieture on a posteard
‘taken In an automobile,’ for 10 cents.”

Hrre Mr, Jari examined the photo-
graph from Florida very critically,

“Looks llke 4 ‘prop’ tree to me”
he added. "And these are not

b —— e

Fables of Everyday Folks

—=== By Sophie Irene Loeb

Two Christmas Gifta.
NCH upon A time thera was
A woman. She wua & won-

Is to say, her income waa
aminll and muny times she
had to skimp to make ends meet. The
womun  was ambitious, anxious

muonna retupded her progross,

Now it eamo to pass that in her at-
rempta at social climbing Mrs. Climb-
er mot & womun whose husband hiad
made considerable money. Thess peo-
plo lived In a fine nelghborbood up-
| town. 'The rich woman liked Mrws,

Climber und many a time invited hoer
|10 the “house uptown.” Mra, Climbar
| would come havk and toll her neigh-

bors all about bhow beantifully sbo

wis  entertalnnd

OUne of these nelghbors was a4 poor

woman who often  helpsd  Mre.

Climber. She would ¢omne in of ovae-

nings and lelp sow on Dice dresses (o

wose 0 the soclety “uptown,' Whon

Mra, Ollinbsr wes away the puoor

peighbor would run in and get tho

husband’'s dinnor; so It was all ready
| when My, CHmber come home, Many
la time Wwhen pennles wers sCarce in
the Cllmber family, this good neigh-
| bor woman would ahare her last cont
us woll a8 any fooda that were Ln her
cupbosids. In a word, she was a de-
| voted soul whose kind avts were only
excended by ber geod will to boe of
pervice,
In the courss of svents Uhristimas
| cnme along and Mra. Climber began
plaoning her Christmas gifts, The
maln thing that worrled her was what
| to give her vich friend. 8Bhe wanted to
make the proper hit and she pon-
| dorsd us to tha very nleest thing that
| she could give. At last it came to
her, Nhe would make something with
her own bands, She chose a very
benutifal shirtwalst pattern with an
intricate embroldery design and set
to work embroidering it. Days and
nights aha worked at this thing. Many
a timo she was tired 1o desth, but as
Y uletide wua drawlog near slie had to

——— — - —

Univright, 1PI5 1o thia Prew aly shing Ca, (The New York Evening World),

|

tin the early morning sbhe spent in
| stitehing very tiny flowers to make

an of modest means l!-dlhihnrn look “perfect*

W [ admiration
climb In w soclal way: but her linuited | of handiwork.

G

duy by lLer task in order to com-
plete 4t ‘Thus, wany a weary hour

In & ward, her
very best sfforta wers put on this
place of embroidery,

At auch twnes the nejghbhor woman
would come in and look with awe and
Wt this wondarful piece

Often she would wish
that BHE might have such & shirt
walst lo wear. “But such things are
not for the likes of me” she sighed,

Christmas morning came, and the
beautiful gift was deapatehed by spa.
cisl messanger to the home of the
rich woman. The poor nelglibor also
recalved a box eontaining a little vase
for hes mantel—an ornament that did
not take but Ave minutes to seloct and
purchuse,

Mrs, Rich roceived the box, opened

it and reald, “OX, Isn't this precty?
But, scod heavenms, anothier phirt
woist!”  The noxt time that Mrs,

Iich saw Mre, Climber she suid; “Oh,
my dear, 1 hope you won't feel hurt,
bk, reallv, T hod =0 many shirt waluts
thitt L sent the one you gave ane to a
friend of mine who sent mo o Chrlst-
maos present 1 didn't expect, 1 know
you wouldn't mind.*

Muny conflioting  thoughta went
thirough Mra, Climber's brain: the
wenry hours spent in the making of
that shirtwalst, the ambitions in con-
nection with it and the seeming fall-
ure of it all

Also, by a strange colneldence,
there came 10 her mind the pleture
of n Nitle vase on the mantel of her
very beat friend, the friend in nood,
who had that very morping ngain
spoken about that “lovely waist” and
how much the rich lady must now be
enjoying it,

The kind nelghhor meant It as &n
exprossion of appreciation of the good
work of her frieml, but as Mra
Climber thought about it at this time
it stung ke an arrow,

Al the chenpness of her efforts wis
now apnarent to her, Bhe returned
home 4 wiae womun and learned this
moral:

Remorse always comes ta him who
neglects the friend in need in favor
of the friend in prospesity,

. e — o ———

(The New York Ereaing World),
oranges, they're potatoes, Bure
Isn't a potato toee they are climbing ™

“How you talk!' eried Mra, Jarr,
"1 never saw a man with such a
mean and ancering disposition! 1
never mald that 1 would like to go to
Florida,
envied Cora Hickett and her mother;
I never said to you: ‘I'm all run
down'; T never gel any place; 1 should
go to Floridat!®

And Mrs. Jarr wiped her weeping |

oves,

"My dear, T am not depriving you
of a trip to Florida,” sald Mr. Jarr
soothingly. “I'm sure I'1l he glad to
send you there, But you know we |
haven't the money,”™

“I wouldn't go without you and the
children,” pntd Mrs, Jarr, checking
her grief, |

“You know I'm not selfish and 1
think the trip wounld do vou good, and
[ know It would do the children good. |
Coran Hickett and her mother are hav- |
ing a lovaly time" |

“What does she write?' asked Mr. !

Jarr | e

“Here, T'll read it to you,” sald Mra. |
Jarr, and she picked up the feminine
scrawl that was crossed and rou'mmdi
and written all around the edges:

“*IDoar Clarn: We arrived at Palm
Reach Tuesday all tired out after a |
terrible ride from Jacksonville owver
the roughest and dustiest road I ever |
saw, The weather Is quite ruw, and |
I'm sorry 1 wasn't wearing my' "'— |
Mra. Jarr paused, “1'll skip that,” she |
sald, "it's confidentinl."

Fhe hunted for a lleense to hegin
further on In the letter, and found fe,

" We'rs stopping at The Swullfront. |
It isn't as big as the Htingthshoob,
bt wa think |t hus the most refinesd
patronage. Mras. Stryver {a down here |
and Is right in the thiek of the hattla
of the gowns, My dear, You never saw
wuch dresses In your s’ " l

Mra, Jarr sighed at this, but went
on reading the lstter

**And the fot and vulgar old things |
that wear the dresses and jewels!
They wear dinmonds at breakfast!
Thoy never go in bathing. " Hut then, |
that's easy to see why. The younger
women who still have their flgures
g0 in for bathing,

1t

I never complained; I never |

By Helen Rowiand

Copyrght, 1615 by the Pres Publishing Co, (The New Tord Beeaing World),
She Says That Life Is Like a Christmas Tree.
HERE!" cried the Widow, elapping her hands delightedly and
gazing up with starry eyes at the glittering tree us the Bachslor
fastened on the last tinsel bauble and stood back to admire his
handiwork., “lsn't it simply DAZZLING!™
“Dazgling!" agreed the Bachelor, "But what ia it all FOR™
“For ma! For you! For—instance!" retorted he Widow airily. “lsn't
that Just Hke a man! Why does everything in the world have to bo of UEn
| anyway ™ she demanded,
! thing? The Christruas tree is Just a symboll”™
“Oh!" scoffed the Bachelor, “A symbol of folly, or paranola, or'=——
"A symbol of Eternal YOUTH and of ita thousands and thousands of
giitlaring dreams and lusions, Mr. Weatherby!” broke in the Widow with
u dramatic gesture that sent a tiny sliver glass ball crashing at the Pachelor’s
feol.

“AI Mke thin!® he remarked cynically glaneing at the fragments, "Hollow
and breakabie!”

[
i .
l

*

{

1] ELL, what If they are?” laughed the Widow lightly. “I pity the
“W

Glass Baubles and Glass MHearts.

——

man who has never HAD them, just as [ pity the child who has
never had a Christmas tree, or the woman who has never had &

i!ova affuirt™
| “Yen, dear Tady." assented the Bachelor. “But you and T are no longer
edtldren. And besldes in that silves tulle thing you have on YOU are

| Christmas tres ennugh for—for ANY man's dreams and [Huslong’'——
“MR. Weatherby!" intefrupted the Widaw eoldly, *1 shall always have

A Christmas tree so long as there remiine ons spark of youth and en«
{ thuslasm, and hope, and imagination In my heart! Christmas without anow
land a trea would be like girlhood without a aweetheart or an opora without
!a chorus or a dance without a partner., Of what use ANE all the nicest
| and most fasc!iiatine thinegs in thin world anyway-—toys, falry tales, romanosy,
|nr1, musie, flowers, chiffons, fiirtations, wine, kissea, FAME" ———
: “And women?' interpolated the Bachelor sotto voce,
| “And wvet thoxe are the thinga that we pine, and long, and yearn, and
Lllva for most!” declared the Widowy "Did you sver think how much life
':- ke a Christmaas tree?™ she added, gazing peneively at the aymbol, “"Wa
look at 1t at first and 1t duzzles us with {ia thousands and thousands of
fascinating possibilitiea, We feel that the moment we grow big and tall
“noiugh we will only have to reach up and grasp anvthing wa want, and
1t will be ours for the taking—fame, money, love, happineas, And then,
ywhnn we DO grow bhig enough, Fate comes along and savs, ‘Thers! Take
what you wan!, hut you can have only ONE thing. Make your CHOICE!" "™

“And whatever wa choose.” sighed the Buchelor, “we always find ¢
hellow and breakabls and wish we had chosen something sine,"

“You agreed the Widow, “And then we go running hack ta Fata and
the Christmaos tree and try te exchanae 4t.  If we choose Fame we wish we
had taken lnve, ar home, or happiness, or wealth, Ny mavbhe wa chooss
Laove and then when the glamour has worn off find it just like the empty
hauble that dronped at your feet. Or, perhaps We choose & hushand”——

“And then go running back to aak Fate to hang him on a hickory
imb and give you anather husbhand!™ put in the Bachelor grimly,

L -~
“N

g .
ANSENSE!™ exelaimed the Widow. “It's the little boys who always
choose the hrightest, fancieat and most perishable things—the most
frivelous women and the most foeoliah toys—and are forever run-
ning back ‘s the Fxchanpe Department. But lttle girls are taughl to fesl
that when they have made a choice they muat atick to 1t, whether 1t s &
doll, or a carear, or & hushand. THAT'S why men wiay voung so much
longer than women! Nobody is OLD so long as he can look on life as &
Christmas trees and believe that there is still soine glittering possibility
| hanging there for him. And most men DO keep up that 1llusion about
themaelves, much. much longer than women! And when they have taken
ALL the bauhies off the tree, they still have the moss at the foot and the
star at the top—Work and Hope!"
“Here, here!™ cried the Buachelor clapping his hande. “I'm a BOY!
And I'm golng o make another cholea!"
| “How many have you had already, Mr, Weatherby!" aaked the Widow
geverely.
"Only—aor, two—warth while!” answered the Bachelor promptly.
| “Oh, yer" sald the Widow. "That blonde you were engaged (o last
summer and the red-headed girl you met at Newport*e——
] “Nonsense!" protested the Haclhelor. "I said "WORTH WHILE!' I've
had Freedom-—and I've had a good time. And now [ want a—anoiher
| bauhle!"
| “"Well,
| HAVE it."
“Oh, yex, T ean!” sald the Bachelor, And he caught the Widow, siiver
Ilnl]r' draperies and all, swung her lightly boneath the mmigtleton before she
|
|

! “A Deoll, a Career, or—a Husband!" !

whatever it ia" announced the Widow firmly, “you can't

knew it and—TOOK {t.
“There!" moaned the Widow atruzgliog. “You've crushed my frock
and mussed my hair, and broken your promise, all for—for THATI!"
| “Tust for n—preclious ‘bauble!’ ™ laughed the Bachelor unrepentantly,
——

]
| Yuletide Customs
! N old Englasd Christmas customs
l and festivities lasted for days, end.

ing with Twalfth Night, whioh

an lmportant feature of the Yuletide
and, lke the Yule log, come down to

us from the Haxons. The bow] I8
commaemorated the visit of the Lhre | glwava pictured to us as a nasaive
Kings of the East to Bethlehom. |one of silver tis our punch bowl a

| survival?) and round ity rim was &
wrenth of green leaves. In it was the
winswall, which was renlly nothing but
hot spleed ale with roasted applas
habbing on 1a steaming surface. Only
on thres dnyvs [n all tha year wis
winssull morved, on Christmas,

Uhristmas In England during feu-
dal times meant merrymaking and
feasting—in which all ¢lassos shared.
The great feuddl vantle was kept open
ty guests for many days. The foasl
of feasts, howover, waas given by the

Now
lord of the castle on Christmas day

“Why does there have to be a reason for everys«"

-

1

to his kin and vassily,

Our big family gdatherings are no
doubt a survival, The Sixong and
Gioths called thelr winter festival the
Yulethde, and when they cume over Lo
Britain all thelr custoans bocume mnin-
glod with thone already thore,

The bringing in of the great Yule
log on Christinas 15ve has coms down
» us from old England and the Hax-
ons and is full of picturesqgiue detuil,

The log, & massive ane of oak, wan
drawn in triumph from the forest to
the hearth amid shouts of laughter,
On its entranee into the grent castle
hall minstrels or court singors hailed
It comiing with spectid songs, ar, In
tho sbwence of minstrels, each meme-
ber of the family sat upon the log and
sang n Yule song

Bite of the log were pressrved each
vear and tha new ono was lighted
with remnants of last year's. While
bBurning it was felt 1o ba ful! of good
promises for the coming year and
the Names an they leaped up the fire-
place wera thousht to burn out all
old wrongs It was then that the
Yiule cakes ware passed round, washed

own with mighty draughts from the
wasaall bowl

Year's Day and Twalfth Night.

The falr lady of tha castle—wife op
danghter—fallowed It as the servang
hore 1t round from guest to guest
wnd from it wora drunk the toasts of
the season and pledges for the future
between  friends,

Wassall in Saxon meant “ba well"'—
enrresponding to our toasts to our
friends—and Hir Walter Scott ghows
ia Rowena, daughtor of Hengist, pre.
senting the wassall bowl to hepr
futher's guests, with the words “wase
heil.”

At those groat feasts In feudal daye
the boar's head was always served.
114 entrance was heralded by a juble
lant flourish of trumpets, and the
minstrels added their songas to
up the merriment.

Tho hoar's head appearsd esarly at
the feast, hrought In held high on &
wilver salver, and it was placed at
the head of the board before the host,
while at the other end waa invariably
found a peracock, rossted and decor-
ated with it own gay feathers, Our
mince ples wora yoars ago made in
tha shaps of mangers and the mix-
ture in them represents
frankincenss and myrrh of the three
king»

Talks With My Paren

HAVE been trying to find out what
a promiss really is. I think It
must ba something serlous ke,
For instance, a lia!

I huve found that my own mothar
can lle so gracefully that éven my
father can’t cateh her »t it, and al-
though he has his suspleions, mothar
always hugs him and Kisses him and
he forgets that he has caught her
in & He.

ts By a Child

Men are 20 funny.

Hut o promise is different. When
mother deos not keep her promise
fathey Is hot under the collar and

ho suys things as only he oan aay
them,

It's not mo much what father
as the way he says it, and 1t hite

epot llke a dagger.
something funny

There must be
ahout hroken promboss! X
Ferbups they can never be mended

* *Moat of the men down here got up | prowd oome over In the rush chairs

early every mornlng and put on their | ¢,

bathing sults and go tlshing,

dross for dinoer,
“ “T'bore I8 & woman down here who

has a cottage, and sho gives a musi- |

cale every Tueaday morning, and you
should see the shameful way some of
the vulgur, fat old women try to at-
tract potlcs, to get Invited!

the Bwellfront and sit on  the

In theY Ligzen and “hurl booze,"” as they call
afternoon they golf till it 1s time to | |,

High balls, cocktails and gin
fizzes! They drink one after anothor
1l half past twelve, and then they
Wurry off to dresa for the midday
meal.

“*“The exponses are frightiful, and
it ls a crowd ihat Thinks only of

| Women change thelr dresses

 clothes.

vour [1ttle hoy an alligator, They mell
them down  here—the cutest Nith
things' "—-

"lun't that sweet of Her!" aald Mrs
Jary, looking up, "Well, I'm glad sl
has #such a grand time"™

“Does she drink?’ asked Mr, Jarr.

"Cortadnly not!" repled Mra. Jarn
In shocked tones, “But she's taken
ten trunks of drosscs with her. O, it

must be grand (0 bo able to go o

At 11 o'clock Ye Siringlbobood four tmes a day, l'm going t0 send Palm Beach for one's hoalth”

the mold, «

‘ .

P

The passing of the wasanil bowl was |

keop,

L

e




