
does not wish to further burden your
space, but would thank you for mak-
ing this communication public and
thus oblige the First ward and the
reckless Bohemians and the leader of
its investigation committee. James
Allman, 440 S. Clark St

FABLE. Once upon a time there
was a flock of sheep grazing on a
field of ragweeds. There were con-
tent for some time, not knowing
there was anything better in exis-
tence. They were so busy picking
the few springs of grass from out the
ragweeds they had no time to look
about them.

One day their leader chanced to
spy another field across the hills. He
could not see it very well from where
he was, but it looked very inviting.
He told the others to follow him and
he would show them the way to a
pasture filled with delicious grass.
They followed the leader, as all sheep
do, but soon found the new field to
be very little different to the one they
had just left. In fact, as they re-
membered, the old one was much'
better.

At last their leader told them he
thought they had made a mistake in
leaving the old pasture and if they
returned he was sure they would find
peace and plenty. So they all fol-
lowed their leader back across the
well-trodd- hill to the old pasture.

In the meantime a field of alfalfa
had sprung up right beside them. The
new field offered them all that could
be desired in the way of pasture.

Notwithstanding that through
generation after generation the old
pastures had become even worse,
that the struggle for existence was
becoming greater with each succeed-
ing season, that many of the flock
were lost through lack of subsis-
tence, though the hills that once di-

vided the old pastures were worn
away until they were one except in
theory, the sheep were unable to rise
above their environment, and the
habit off "rushing to-- the lion to be

saved from the bear" was so strong
in them they failed to see that a
life of penty was theirs for the tak-
ing.

Who are the sheep, the old pas-
tures and the alfalfa? Mrs. Jack
Wayne, 1546 Tell PI.

SHOW PRICES. I want to an-
swer Max Katzen's letter about
"The Weavers," a working class play
at the Princess" theater.

He says: "Not a third of the main
floor was filled, not even the balco-
nies were filled," and then adds: "I
cannot understand why working
men and women do not appreciate a
play like this."

Does any one suppose working
men and women can pay $1.50 or $1
to see any play? I saw this play
from the cheapest gallery seat and
that was 50 cents, really twice what
I could afford to pay.

The theater should have been
packed and would have been if popu-
lar prices had been adopted. It looks
as if the management did not want
the working people to attend. Let
them put the prices down to 50, 25
and 10 cents for another week's run
and the Princess won't hold the
crowd. Then the management will
make some money and the working
men and women will get the benefit
of the best play seen in Chicago.
Margaret L. i itus, Waitress.

GALLANTRY. Here is a question
that has been bothering me for some
time: Should a man in a street car
get up and give his seat to one of the
gentler sex?

At one time gallantry was very
much in vogue in U. S., but hasn't it
rather taken a back seat, especially
in Chicago, in the past few years?

Just how should the men treat the
women folks in the street and at
home? That raises a question for
much discussion. For instance,
should a man stand on the street
with his hat off when talking to a,
lady? Also, should he rise always


