{count” said the book agent.
(&IN’t the first time I've been chased into
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By F. P. Dunne

MR. DOOLEY ON WOMAN SUFFRAG

an’ nawthin’ but three hundhred halr, pathrites an’ as th’ pa-apers call thim,
th’ high priests iv this here sacred rite,
ar-re smokin’ th’ best seegars that th'
token money iv our counthry can buy.

“In th' pleasant warmth iv th' fire,
th’ harness on th’ walls glows an’ puts
out its own peculiar aromy. Th' owner
Iv th’ sanchooary iv Liberty comes in,
shakes up a bottle iv liniment made iv
carbolic acid,. pours it into a cup an’
Wan iv th’ domestic attin-
dants iv th’ guests iv th’ house walks
through fr'm making’ th’ beds. Afther

«] see be th' pa-apers,” sald Mr.
Dooley, “that th’ ladles iIn England
pave got up in their might an’ demand-
od a vote”

wp what?” cried Mr. Hennessy.

«A vote,” sald Mr. Dooley.

wry' shameless viragoes,” sald Mr.
Hennessy. “What did they do?”

«wwell, sir,” sald Mr. Dooley, “an {m-~
mense concoorse {v forty iv thim gath-
ered in Tondon an” marched up to th’
house iv commons, or naytional dormy=
tory, where a joud an’ almost universal
gnors proclaimed that a debate Was
ragin’ over th’ bill to allow English
gintlemen to marry their deceased
wife’s sisters befure th’' AULODPSY. in|
th’ great hall iy Rufus some IV th’ |
mightiest male intellecks in Britain
siept undher their hats while an im-~
passjoned a hem-
gtitched speech on th’ subject 1¥ th' day

orator delivered
{o th’ attintive knees an’' feet iv th'
ministhry. It was into this here assim-
bly v th' first gintlemen iv Europe that
ve can see on ye'er way to France that

pins remained to mark th' scene iv
slaughter. Thus, Hinnissy, was anoth-
er battle f'r freedom fought an’ lost.”

|  #1t sarves thim right,” said Mr. Hen-
| nessy. .“They ought to be at home
tindin' th’ babies.”

“A thrue statement an’ a sound ar-
gymint that appeals to ivry man.
P'raps they haven't got any babies. A
baby is a good substichoot f'r a ballot,
an’ th’ hand that roclks th’ cradle sil-
dom has time f'r anny other luxuries,
But why shud we give thim a vote,
says I. What have they done to injye
this here impeeryal suffrage that we
fought an’ bled f'r? Whin me fore-
fathers were followin’ George Wash'n-

men eudure campin’ out in vacation

| time, what were th’ women doin’'? They

were back In Matsachoosetts milkin’

wives had kept th’ Pilgrim fathers that
stayed at home fr'm foreclosin® th’

th’ furyous females attimpted to enter, |
Undaunted be th’ stairs iv th’ building |
or th* rude jeers iv th' multichood, they |
advanced to th’ very outside dures iv
edifice. There an overwhelmin’
force iv three polismen opposed thim.
“What d'ye want, mum?" asked th’ po- |
“We demand th' suffrage,’ says th'
commander iv th' iv freedom.
“Th' brutal polis refused to give it
to thim an' a desp'rate battle followed.

th'

1s.

army

Th' ladies fought gallantly, haurlin’
eries iv ‘Brute,” ‘Monster,” ‘Cheap,’ et
cethry, at th’ constablry. Hat pins

were dhrawn. Wan lady let down her |
back hair; another, bolder thin th' rest, |
done & fit on th’ marble stairs: a third, |
praps rendered insana be sufferin’ f'r
sthruck a burly ruffyan with a |
Japanese fan on th' little finger iv th’
rigut hand., Thin th' infuryated offl-
cers iv th" law charged on th' cham-
peens iv liberty. A scene iv horror fol-
lowed. Polismen seized ladies’ by th'
srms an’ led thim down th' stairs; oth-

a2 vota,

| calls th’ exercise iv manly vigor more

morgedge on their property. An’ now,
be hivens, they want to share with us
what we won.

|

!

i
ton an’ sufferin’ al! th’ hardships that |

| bursts

goes out,

erty in a livery stable.

a pitcher iv
chase out th’

Niagary
watchers an’
shave, an' invalydate th'
tion.
S0.

“ “We demand a

p'raps

vote.' says she.

ble, th’' first thing she'd do wud be to!an’ w'd like to thry it
get a broom, sweep up th' flure, open

All

a white th’ chief judge, who knows me | right, says 1, take mine. It's old. but

well, because he shaves me three times | it's trustworthy an' durable.

It

may

a week, gives me a contimchous stare, | look a little th” worse 't wear fr'm be-

|
asks me e name an’ a number iv-{in' hurled again a raypublican major-

scand’lous questions about me age,

;Ity in this ‘country f'r forty years, but
“I'm timpted to make an angry re-!it's all right. Take my vote an' use it

jtort, whin I see th' polisman movin’ ! as ve please,’ says I, ‘an’ I'll get an

nearer, so I take me ballot an’ wait me ‘ hour or two exthry sleep iliction day
turn in th’ booth. They're all ocecypied

In" round a curve.

through, with

light th'|savs 1,

th’ cow, merdin’ socks, followin’ th’ |be writhin’ freemen, callin’ in sthran-
plow, plantin’ corn, keepin’ store, shoe- | gled voices f'r somewan to
in' horses, an’ pursooin’ th’ other friv- f candle so they'll be sure they ain’t vot-%an' beautiful as ye want to do an
olous follies iv th’ fair but fickle sect. |in’ th’ prohybition ticket.

| mornins,’ says I. ‘I've voted so often
!

‘But,’
‘why shud aanywan so _v;)ung

I'm tired iv it annyhow,” says I.

Th’ calico';thing so foolish as to vote? says L

Afther th’ war our brave fellows come | sheets over th’ front iv th’ booths wave | ‘Ain’t we intilligent,’
back to Boston an’ as a reward f'r their |an’ ar-re pushed out like th’ curtains ; ligence don’t give ye a vote.'

devotion got a vote aplece, if their |iv a Pullman car whin a fat man is! ““What does, thin,’ says she. ‘“Well,’
| dHressin’ inside while th' thrain is gO-
In time a freeman
perspyration
{ poorin’ down his nose, hurls his suf- | club? “Twinty,’
| frage at th’ judge an’ staggers out. I

“Why, they wudden't know how to |plunge in, sharpen an inch iv lead pen-

vote. They think it's an aisy job that
anny wan can do, but it ain't. It's a
man’'s wurruk, an' a sthrong man’s

with a sthrong stomach. I don't Know
annything that requires what Hogan

It's th" hardest wurruk I
I get up befure daylight

thin votin’.
do ih th' year.

columyn, an’ run f'r me life.

“Cud a lady do that, 1 ask ye?
I sir, 'tis no job 1
| wurruk.

th’ fafr.

It's

No,

sayvs 1.

‘But intil-

ny-,

;say:-‘ I, ‘enough iv ye at wan time
| wantin’ it enough. How many ladies
{ar-re there in ye'rs= Woman's Right

says she. ‘Makg it

| three hundred,’
| ye'er 'way.

says I, 'an’ ye'll be on
Ye'er mother doesn't want
i ¢il be rendin’ it with me teeth, mutilate | it, does she?
{ me ballot at th’ top iv th* dimmycratic | tle?

No, nor ye'er sgister Ka-

No, nor ye'er cousin, nor ye'er
aunt? All that illiction day means to
thim is th’ old man goin' off in th’

It's men's { mornin® with a light step an' fire In his

meant

Molly Donahue wanis a vote, feye. an’ comin’
ibut though she cud bound Kama&‘hat-}with a dent in his hat, newsboys hol-
| ka as aisily as ye cud this precinet, she ! lerin’ exthries with th’ news that fifty-
|an' thramp over in th’ cold to th' Tim- i&in't quilfled f'r it.

f'r

home teoo late at

| four votes had been cast in th’

ple Iv Freedom, which is also th’ office | 8T-Teat sturdy American pathrites like { precint in th’ Sivinth ward at.8 o'clock,

iv a livery stabie.
has a cold in his head an’ closes all th’
windows.
roarin’ fire in a round stove an’ is cook-
in’ red-hots on it. Th' room is lit with
candles an’ karosene lamps, an’ is
crowded with pathrites who
been to bed. At th’ dure are two or!
three polismen that maybe yz don't
care to meet. Dock O'Leary says he
don't know annything that’ll exnaust |

Wan iv th’ judges | Mulkowsky
| sthreet.

| can givin’
haven't | dhredge.

th' Pollacky
He don't know

an’

down
vet that

“th’

he

a steam

“On th' first Choosday afther th’ first

| Monday in November an’ April a man

goes around to his house, wakes him

up, leads him down- th’

sthreet,

an’

ers were carried out fainting by th'|th’ air iv a room so quick as a polis- Evmes him th’ wny ye’d wather a horse,
tyrants. In a few minyits all was over, |man in his winter unyform. All th’ { He don't mind inhalin’ th’ air iv lib-

lan’ Packy an' Aloysius stealin'

will’

about.
had a vote, an' ivrvbody else was a
Chinyman or an Indyan. Th'
clapped his crown on his head an’ wint

down to th' polls, marked a cross at

night

Third

th’ head iv th' column where his name

bar'ls
;fr'm th’ groceryman f'r th' bon-fire. |
Another judge has built a |ain’t votin' f'r th’ king iv Poland. Heih’ they iver join
| thinks he’s still over there pretindin’ | minds to vote, they'll vote. Ve bet they
| to be a horse instead iv a free Ameri-
imitation iv

ve an’ make up their | Pottymae,

“Ye see, 'twas this way votin’ come
In th’' beginnin’ on’y th' king

king

Give us th'
| franchise or we'll do things to y2." ‘An’

{th' earls an’ th’ markises an’ th’ rest
iv th’ Dooley fam’ly, till fin'lly all that
{was left iv it was fiung to th’ ign'rant
| masses like Hinnissy, . because . .they
| made a lot iv noise an’ threatened to
! set fire to th’ barns.’

| "*An' there ye ar-re. Ye'll niver get
| it be askin' th' polis f'r it. No wan iver
{ got his rights fr'm a polisman, an’ be
!th’ same token, there ar-re no rights
worth havin’ that a polisman can keep
Th' ladies iv
the right
there ain't enough thim. If there
| were forty thousand iv thim ar-rmed
{ with hat pins an’ prepared to. plunge
t1h" same into th’' stomachs iv th' ini-
umies iv female suffrage, an’ If, instead

gettin',

ve fr'm
ar-re followin’

iv

iv faintin’ in th' ar-rms iv th’ con-
stablry, they charggd an’' punctured
thim an’ broke their way into th’ house |

iv commons, an’ pulled the wig off the
speaker, an’ knocked th' hat over th'
eves jv Sir Camel Bannerman, it wud-
dn't be long befure some mimber wud
talk in his sleep in their favor.
If ve'er sufirage club was composed iv
a hundhred thousand sturdy ladies
ar-med with rollin’ pins, brooms, mops,
| potato lifters, an’ th’
other weepine that nature has provided
th' sect with to defind thimselves again
th® home,
long befure Bill O'Brien wud be sindin’

mashers, stovp

tyranny in it
ye a box iv chocolate creams f'r ye'er
-.-.‘(,_'

“‘Some day ye may get a vote, but
| befure ye do T'll r-read this in th' pa-
1.\_11019; ‘A hundherd thousand armed
jan’ detagrmined women invaded th’ cap-
ital city today demandin’ th’ right to
vote.* They chased th’' polis acrost th’
mobbed a newspaper that
an’ tarred an' feath-
| ered Sinitor Glue, th’ leader iv th’ oppo-
| sition. At 10 o’clock a rumor spread
| that th' prisident wud veto th’ bill, an’
| instantly a huge crowd iv excited fe-
| males gathered in front of the White
{ House, hurlin’' rogks an’ cryin’ ‘Lynch
{him!”” Th' tumult quelled
{ whin th’ prisident’'s wife appeared on

| was again th’ bill,

was  on'y

London |
coorse, on'y |

Ye bet! |

wudden’'t be |

But if Molly [ Thin th' jooks got sthrong, an’ says|She said she was a mimber iv th’ local | two v his burly daughters. He seemed!
Donahue wint to vote in a livery sta- ' they: “Votin' seems a healthy exercise

lsurrrags club, an’ she felt safe in as- imuoh confused, an’ his wife had to,

| suring her sisters that th’ bill wud be | point out with th’ flatiron
If nicissry, she wud sign it | where he was to sign.
th’ windows, disinfect th’ booths, take ’ they got it. Thin it wint down through | hersilr. (Cheers.) Th' prisident was a | fingers he affixed his signature an’ was
th* harness fr'm th’ walls, an’ hang up
ke mooulight,
polis, re-
move th' seegars, make th' judges.get a
ilic-
It’s no job f'r her, and I told her

| signed.
{little onruly,
that way.
aujeence wud undherstand. He meant
{nawthin’. .1t was on’y wan iv his tan-
|trums. A little moral suasion wud
| bring him argund all right. At prisint
| th” chief magistrate was-in th’ kitchen
with his daughter settin’ on his head.
“‘The speech was raycleved with
loud cheers, an’ th’ mob proceeded
down Pinnsylvanya avnoo. Be noon all
{enthrances to th’ capital were jammed.
Congressmeil attimptin’ to enter were
iseized by th’ hair iv th’ head an’ made
| to sign a pa-aper promisin’ to vote
Iright. Immejately afther th’ prayer
‘th" Hon’rable Gussie Gumdhrop iv Mat-
sachoosetts offered th’ suffrage biil f'r |
passage. ‘Th’ motion is out iv ordher,’
began th’' speaker.’ At this minyit a
lady standin’ behind th’ chair dhrove |
a darnin’ needle through his coat tails.
| ‘But,” continued th’ speaker, reachin’
| behind him with an agnized expression,
{ ‘T will let it go annyhow.” ‘Mr. Speak-
er, I protest,” began tk’' Hon'rable At-
| tila Sthrong, ‘I protesti— At this a |
| perfeck tornado iv rage broke out
th' gall'ries. Inkwelis, bricks, combs,
shoes, smellin’ bottles, hand wmirrors.
fane, an' powdher puffs were hurled at
{th’ onforchnit mimber. In the midst
th' confusion th' wife v Congréss-
fman
Epar'sol over her head an’ callin’ out:

but he was frequently

iv

led

|says I, ‘ve may sheathe

| ye'er miilinary,
|in th’ ward.

}Take thim.
| thim to ye.

in |

th’ place
With tremblin®

| led back.
Th’ married ladies in th"

“*Th' night passed quietly, although
a slight disturbance was caused be th'
Missoury dillygation demandin’ td
vote at wanst. Th’ sthreets were crowd«{

all avenin' with good-natureds
| throngs iv ladies, an' in front iv th"i
dry goods stores, which were illumi-,
nated f'r th’ oeceasion, it was almost]
impossgible to get through. Iv coursatl
{ there were th’ usual riochous scenes ind
th’ dhrug stores, where th' bibulous)
| gathered at th’ sody wather counthers!
an’ cillybrated th’ victhry in lemon,
vanilla, an' choc’late, some iv thim
keepin® it up till 9 o'clock, or even!
{ later.’

“‘“Whin that comes about, me chfld,n
ve're hat pins ing
f'r ye'll have as much|
right to vote as th' most ignorant m&nl

But don't ask f'r rights,;
An' don't let annyone g‘l\'ai
A right that is handed tol
ve f'r nawthin’ has somethin’ th’ mat-|
ther with 1t. It's more than likely 1t‘sl
on'y a wrong turned inside out,” says l‘
‘I didn’t fight f'r th' rights I'm told I}

enjye, though to tell ya th’ truth I en-)
jive wrongs more; but some wan did.:
Some time some fellow was prepared|

Sthrong cud be seen wavin’' a!

| ‘I dare ye to come home tonight, pol- |

throon.”
| “Whin th' nolse partlally subsided,
th' bold congressman, his face livid

with emotion, was heard to remark,
with a sob: ‘I was on'y about to say
{ I second th’' motion, deary.” Th' bill
| was carried without a dissintin® voice,
[;m‘ rushed over to th' ginit. There it
iwas opposed be Sinitor Tillman, but
jafter a brief dialogue with th’ leader
liv th’ suffrageites, he swooned away.
| Th® sinit fin'lly insthructed th’ clerk to
icast th’ unanimous vote f'r th' meas-
{ure. Tonight in th’ prisince iv a vast
i multichood th' prisident was led out
| be his wife armed with a flatiron.

!

1

to lay down his life, or betther still, th*!
other fellow's, f'r th' right to vote.)'”

“I believe ye're in favor {v it ye'er-
| silf,” said Mr. Henne SSY

“Faith,” said Mr. Dooley, "T'm not
wan way or th' other. 1 don't care.;
What diff'rence does it make? 1 wud~5
den’t mind at all. havin’ a little soap|
an' wather, a broom an' a dusther ap-
plied to poliyticks. It wudden't d&o|
anny gr-reat harm if a man cudden't!
be {llicted to office onless he kept his:
hair combed, an’ blacked his boots an’
shaved his chin wanst a month. Anny-|
how, as Hogan says, 7 care not who

|
casts th’ votes in me counihry so long;
as we can hold th’ offices. An’ there's!

lon'y wan way to keep the women out v

He |
was, an’ wint out to cheer th' returns. i(h' balcony an’ made a brief speech. | was supported, or rather pusghed, be

office, an’ that's to give thim a vote.”

(Copyright, 1907,

Co.)

by H. H. McClure &

BY ELLIS PARKER BUTLER.

ELIPH HEWLITT ON THE RACE

L e e g ARl %

The littlea man with the sandy gray
side whiskers walked up to the porch!
with brisk little steps, and at that mo-

mént the dog, which had been visiting
across the street, came home hurriedly
and, wihout walting to be introduced,
chased the little man up the ladder into
the nearest apply tree. The dog danced
around the ladder, and then tried to
climb It, and, falling back, bit a piece
out of the ladder, just to show his good
intentions. He was a spiendid watch
dog, and he gat down and watched the
little man as he edged out onto a limb.
The door of the house opened and the
elder Miss Fliggis—the one with the
side curls—came out, and behind her
crowded the younger Miss Fliggis and
all the ladies of the Iowaville Sewing
cirele.

“There,” eald the elder Miss Fliggis,
with vexation, “Tiger has got another
hook agent up that tree! That's the
third this week, and pa has gone to
Franklin and won’t be back till after
dark, and I bet that*before he gits home
‘0 ecall Tiger off that man will fall, like
the others did, and git chewed up.
There don't seem to be any peace in the
world any more, with so many book
egents around.”

She shook the blue calico gafment
#h2 held in her hand at the man in the
tree, and he shifted himself, and tucked
the oficloth parcel he carried more
firmly under his arm.

“Don’t you dare come down!™
warned him.
up if you do.”

"You needn’t apologize, ma'am,” said
the man, politely. “Is this the Sew-
ing circle? Bilue calico shirts for the
heathen, ain't they?”

“Yes,” said Miss Fliggis, shortly.
“They is, and we are, and we don't
want no book nefther, We've got enough
to do this aftermoon without listening
10 no rigmarole about books we don't
Want to buy. I wish to goodness that

had some sense, and he would
chase haok agents out of the vard and
not tree them.”

‘Now, please don’t worry en my ac-
“This

she
‘“The dog wiil chew you

No ma'am.” And 1 may say

“Land's sake! .
I thought yoy was cnly a book ageni.”

“Tll speak frank to you,” said
inan, smiling on the Sewing

i
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The world is a spheriod, flattened at the |

fajhtful missionary when the box comes
from his far-off native land, bringing |
biue calico shirts to clothe the naked!;
Yes,
sooner had I landed in Africa than a
native heathen chased me into a palm
tree, waich I recognized as soon as 1|
climbed it, having read in this priceless
volume all about it under ‘Trees, Native |
and Foreign—Deciduous and Evergreen
—Fruit trees, including Apple, Orange, !
Peach, Plum, Pear
Bughes and Shrubs—How to Graft— |
How to Prune. et cetery. And there be-
low me, waiting till I should fall, was
a wild black heathen ready to kill and
eat me,
from deeth I ever had.”

Miss Fliggis,
cape?

Hewlitt, coughing gently behind his
hand. “Yes, ladies, iIf T had not had this
volume in my hand as I have now 1
should not now be here. I should have
become a part of that heathen negro in
the wilds of Africa.
tree five weeks.”

minister’s wife.

heathen that.was waliting to eat me
did,” said Eliph' Hewiitt. *“With a copy
of Jarby’s Encyclopedia and Compen-
dium of Literature, Science and Art
handy no one need starve. I sat in the
tree awhile, and when I see the heathen
wasn't going away I got tired and I
turned to page 405 to see what it said
about the pa’'m tree,
to strip the bark from the tender shoots,
leaving & palatable and juicy core that
is excellent food. I ate a hearty meal
and looked at the book again, and it
told how to draw the sap from the
trunk, making a sweet and quenching
drink. It got hot, and the bock told
how to make a tent of woven pa'm leaf
strips and how to make pa'm leaf fans
to waft away the heat. T done it. Then
I turned to page 864 and read some of
the ‘Five Hundred Enncbling
from the World's Greatest
which cheered ma up, and I opened the
hook to page 768, ‘Texis, Biblical—Hints
for Sermons—The Art

and T heard the Sewing eircle was
mecting, ard I thought I would come
around and say how good is the work |
you are doing. The heathen needs|

shirts more than anything in the world. |
poles, composed of land and water; the |
land divided into five great continents,
all of which is told about in Jarby'sd
Encyclopedia of Knowledge and Com- |
pendium of Literature, Science and!
Art, treating of every topic from A to
Z, ten thouwsand references in all. Oh,
the bliss that fills the heart of the

ladies of the Sewing circle, no|

and ail others—|

It was the narrowest escape

“My lands!” exclaimed the younger|
“and how did you es-

“By stay!ng in the tree,” said Eliph’

1 stayed in that

“Goodness!” cried Mrs. Hartby, the
“Didn't you starve?”

“I didn't come so near it as the

There I read how

Thoughts
Authors,’

of Pulpit Elo-
. Words

.
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friend, but lighter m color than most
of the
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negro cabin as well as to the million-
aire’s palace and teaches to be good,
giving a noble thought for every day in
the year as well as telling how td can
fruit, remove spots from clothing,
measure corn in the crib, together with
a list of the three hundred simpified
words, and a steel engraving of Presi-
dent Roosevelt.”

The younger Miss Fliggis whispered,;

to her sister. Eliph® Hewlitt took an'
easier position on the Hmb of the tree.
“The heathen of  Africa’s sunny

strand are the Americans of tomorrow,”™|
he said, “and enlightened by Jarby's,
with its full table of receipts how t \
cook, bake, stew, fry and make pastry:
its five hundred enmobling thought
from tha world's great authors; ita!
twenty thousand references, from A to)
Z, ard its thousand amd one subjects,!
comprising the whole wisdom of !haé
world, the regro becomes a friend, phi-
losopher and guide. A few such, evm-
ing to the shores of freedom and min-
gling with their brothers wiil guide thal
colored race to robler things. and the
price of the book is only one dolla
down and one doilar a month for four
months, including the history of thai
Russian-Japanese war, with oleograph
of ail the great battles. Ehall I g
away and say that the Sewing circla
of JTowaville refused to take five copies,
preferring to bear the blame of the;
race troubles they could so easily havey
averted? Or shall T go forth and say
‘The ladies of the Iowaville Sewing clr-1
cle have done their part to uplift th
negro race, buying five copies of Jar
by's Encyclopedia of Knowledge an
Compendium of Literature, Science an
Art, and whatever happens don’t blam
them! Do not point the finger of scorn,
at Jowavilie.” !
“We generally send the money {tse!
to the missionary society.” said the el-
der Miss Fliggis doubtfully, “and the
never said anything about sending
books.” ;
“No,” said Eliph', “they don't s=sa
anything about it. But think how gla
they will be to receive five copies of thi
helpful book. Money and blue calico
shirts they ge! by every mail, fro:
every side, and they think nothing of it,
but when the Iowaville Sewing cirel
sends five couies of Jarby's they wiil
notice Towaville and remember it. The
will say, ‘Here, at last, is a town tha
takes an- interest. i our work: that
thinks about it, and studies it, an
krows as well as we do. what the poor,
heathen negro needs and wants and |
aching for. . How did they know that
the mililons of heathen in Africa are;
standing in rows every time a ship;
lands, begging for a copy of Jarby's
and coaxing for a single leaf from the
book if they can’t have any more? Tha/
ladles of Iowaville are inteliigent,’ they|

will say, ‘and know what we need.!
Thanks to the of the Iowaville
Sewing circle, I make it six co-

pies, or will five be enough?”
Mizz Fliggis, with the gide eurls,
locked at the other ladies, and they,
nodded. ‘_
“T guess five will be enough,” sha
said. :

t
N

ROUGH ON GUS.
(New York Tribune.)

Yvette Guiibert, the French
n‘oz‘ speaks English well enough

a tea given in her homor
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