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heard my mother say my father pro-
posed to her in a cemetery, and Dad
always said: "The graveyard is the
finest place in, the world to make
love in."

Jack and I finally found ourselves
jn the poorer part of the cemetery,
sitting on an ancient stone under a
weeping willow.

Jack began to tell me he had never
known a girl could be so sweet as L

"I love you, Ethel," he said, "and I
just know hat life will be a howling
wilderness without you."

He reached over and with his arms
about me was just about to kiss me
when we heard:

"Now aren't you ashamed of your-
selves coming to this sorrowful place
of death to be making love? You are
very low-liv- and vulgar. Why can't
you save your love-maki- until you
are .home in your parlor?"

Poor Jack was overcome with em-
barrassment as we hustled out and
took our way home.

That evening at church I came in
late and sat in one of the back pews.

After he had finished ushering he
came and sat beside me. His hand
found mine and I suppose I did lean
a little nearer to him, for I felt grate-
ful that he did not blame me for the
cemetery episode.

All at once we both got a great
punch that almost knocked us
against the pew in front of us.

I gave a little scream, the sermon
stopped, and Jack and I d

out at the request of a vinegar-face- d

woman who asked audibly if
we were interested in our immortal
souls or was Jack's idea of the
church a place to make sinful love
to girl who was evidently no better
than she should be?

Jack lost his job of ushering and
was put in the black books of the
church. He almost lost his position.

Of course, Jack did not want to
marry any one gossiped about as "no
better than she should be," and
'about two months afterward be re

deemed himself by , marrying the
daughter of the senior1 'deacon, who
has a beautiful home and plenty of
room where, hJs .daughters can be

7 -courted. -

(More of Miss,'G.'s adventures try-
ing to-b- e courted Will behold in The
Day Book Mondayahd the next
day.) .',
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Nance O'Neill, actress, is now the
wife of Alfred Hickman, who was
her leading man in movie plays. The
newly married couple will live in Miss
O'Neill's home at Bayside, I t
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