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VARIATIONS ON A THEME
(Theme—* WHEN IS A DOOR NOT A. DOOR?")
By Franlklin P. Adams

—uAs Engrme Ficld maght have wyition 8:
These come to Red Hoss Mountain a chap not long ago—
A funny feller, as be said, with many a good bum mow—
And enterin® the Resteraw de Casey one fine day.
He tumed to Casey—which the same possessed that swell caffay—
And says: ** There's a conundram which is botherin® mea bit,
And since you seem to be endowed with a rara avis wit,

Perhaps vou could enlighten me a little on this score,
And tell me when—now ponder—a doos is mot a door.

This Casey was no hayseed—he'd been to Denver and

He had frequentad minstrel shows up to the Tabgr Grand—

And though Three-Fingered Hoover and me tried to desist

Our friend, we was a mite too late, fer Casey never missed.

Says Casey : ** | have purchased bricks. the which was made of guld;
But when it comes to springin’ jokes they dassent be too old.™

And Coroner Jones allowed next day a case of homicide.

* The which.” he says to Cascy, * was entirely justified.”
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—As Andrew Lang wught triat o © e As Francis Bret Harte might have treated ol

Seers and sages of yore, Which the same | don't know,
Prince of the Cambrain Main, And you're gettin® me sore.
When 1s a door not a door ? This is no minstrel show.
i you value your gore.
Delve ye full deep in vour lore, Dry up on them tarnation questions, like
Huney of Hybla ve strain, “When is a door not a door 7"
Sages and seers of yore.
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Ruses are Ruses Do more— —dAs digevon Charles Sseonburne maght treat of :

Niobe, canst thou explam O, man that is maybe immortai!
When is a Joor not a dvor ? O, gates that are golden. not gates !
0. portal that is not a portal !
Long have | pundered it o'er, O, harvest of horrible hates ! |
Long have | cudgeled my brain, O. passionless page where my penis! |
Sages and seers of yore. O. much that is less and yet more !— '
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: - Dolores, .whenis
Where is Persephone’s shore ? .A,m.lml’.:,l 2
Gone »  As her suitors are slaia 7
When 1s a door pot a door 7
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aAs Ella Wheecler Wilcox mght wrate &8 : “"iz;:-‘:{m‘:ﬁ E:I:;".
Ah, you have heand it before 7 When is a donr—ah. Love of mel— 'ai : . ;
W dl_. you 1l hear it - Not it it + discovered by John A. Smith. lslw;:‘he. K"t:'.
Sages and scers of yore, Just as the Poem may be prose— :::l-‘l.l"-t-llm 'mlnl‘.luppmm-hri.:m;
When is a door not 2 dour 7 Or prose be Poetry—who knows ? work. , )
As know, " tried them every se-
Love, passion-fraught. | ask of thee: | calied rheamatic remedy on the muriket foday

—As Robert Broummg wight hace wotten ot : When is a door'? | e i .‘H’,"“*" cure, will canse you violent

' Ty il Cune Renct troabie. At the wont

When 1s the time that an ordinary portal, » Dod i oy e "When & persen ha

Gate, door, what you will, isn't what it is 7 = e ot 3 : M&m‘#&tmhm yom dewsh m_.:
Bless me. comrades, questions of this sort 'll Will you answer me. Rose # RETRSSE R “IS) SHURSL WA R e Sy

Put yours truly surely out of biz. When's a deor not a door 7 It therefore gives me pleasure 6 present a
A door is not a doosr—well, have | forgotten ? Is there nobody knows 7 Teliabie fomedy. That remedy i

Adoor is not a Joor—oh. but mine's a slow pen! Will you answer me, Rose?
A door 18 not a door—aren't riddies rotten ¢ Though I really suppose

A doot 1s not a duor when the thing is open. You have heard it before,
Will you answer me, Rose:

When's a door not a door ?
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—As F-Gerald wught have dowe o out

of Omar Khavyam: b 2K "
MiteOaclt crom Musratisamniiitie: T DR UB anght i &<
The Portal shouted loud: ** When is a Door I've thought over things as was dafly ; Fve
Mo Dour: '  Ah. my Beloved, did you say thought about some as was worse;
Adore? The juices of the Grape we pour. V'vewrittvn "em up—a few in prose and some
of "em might be verse—
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For* Is" and * Is-not ** surely is no sign But by the idols of Burmah ! there’s never a
A dwr is nonexistent. O, divine man to say

And all-inspiring juices of the Grape ! When a bloomin’ Jour it ain’t a door—or Is
Yes. thanks, a httle Seltzer, Love, in Mine. it the other way 7
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CHIRPS OF A CHERUB
By Rate Thyson Marr

Platonic love is only Friendship in disguise, because it lacks the magnetism that
in a moment forgets all barniers, and leaves Love conscims of Love only.
Love is a human game, where hearts and diamonds and cluls and kings and
queens and knaves and even the deuce get jumbled in appalling cenfusion.
A woman who stoops to marry finds it hard work to straighten up again.
Love to be enjovable needs plenty of time and leisure.
|  The happiest davs of, a woman's life are the davs of her courtship.  Poor thing!
:’;"'"" failts. mm&m“ "1t is a Blessing she can look back and get what comiort she can in the memory,
mavve the poson of  rhramatism-—urie ) When a girl i< in love she thinks she is the happiest thing on earth. Pity she
.‘;:;;'" :v?'“:':;" .:;.'»?.Iu:i'-:- hasn't sense enough to stay there! But some people never know when they_ are
of rhewumat am free 1. every appheant well off '
THE TARTASLITING ©O., Love is a Lanker who indorses the notes of courtshij, and pays the heavier drafts
W 500 & ROBDINS - Sout AcinTe, of matnmon
If there are heartaches to mar the days of vourtship, there will be heartbreaks
to wreck those of matnmony,
Mamage without love is a sacrilege, but marriage with love and nothing else is
not appetizing as a steady diet.
When a man is forced to tighten his purse-strings, his wife may need watching.
If the skeletons in the closets of our friends escaped and Vrganized a club for the
exchange of confidences, a change of climate might not be a bad idea
Many women who love do not know how to show it.
Te win a man’s love keep him guessing, and when vou have secured it let him reniers
sufferers. AdNess | Lot on guessing !-"-"-"i‘-.'u:'..:""

po——— mmwm . 1 hate a fool—there is no law of ethics to determine what he will do next. | CONDOR CUEE (0., 60 Oryssa By, Les Angeies, Cal,
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