it had to do with the anclent, respect~
able, and lamented bar-of-judgment
theory.

Gabriel had played his trump; and
those of ug who could not follow
suit were ed for examination.
I noticed at one side a gathering of
professional bondsmen in solemn
black and collars that buttoned be-
hind; but it seemed there was some
trouble about their real estate titles;
andmeydldnotappeurwbeset-
ting any of us out.

A fiy-cop—an angel policeman—
ﬂewovertoxreandtookmbythe
left wing. at hand was a group
of very prosperous-lopking spirits ar-
raigned for judgment.

“Do you belong with that bunch?”
the policeman asked. y

“Why,” said he; “they are—"

But this irrelevant stuff is
upsrpu.cethutthestorylhou]doo-

cupy.

Dulcle worked
store. She sold - edging, or
stuffed peppers, or automobiles, or
other little trinkets such as they keep
in department stores. Of what she
earned, Dulcie received $8 week.
The remainder was d to her
and debited to somebody eise’s ac-
count in the ledger kept by G———,
Oh, primal energy, m

Doctor—well then, in the lad;er of
Primal Energy.

During her first year in the store;
Dulcle was pald $5 week. It would

}:e instructive to knp::r how she lived
on that amount. Don't care? Very
well probably you are interested in
larger amounts. Six dollars is a,
larger amount. I will tell you how
ehe lived on 36 per week.

One afternoon at 6, when Dulcle
was sticking her hat-pin within an
eight of an inch of hér medulla ob-
longata, she said to her chum, Sadie
—theglr]umtwaltsonyonwﬂhha
left side:

“Say Sade, I made a date for din-
ner this evening with Piggy.”

“You never did!” exclaimed Sadie
admiringly. “Well, ain’t you the lucky

one? Piggy's an awlul swell; and he
always takes a girl to swell places.
He took Blanche up to the Hoffman
House one evening, where they have
gwell music, and you see a lot of
ewells. Youll have a swell time,
Duleie.”

Dulele hurried homeward. Her eyes
were shining, and her cheeks show-
ed the delicate pink of lfe’s—real
life's—approaching dawn. It was Fri-
day; and she had 50 cents left of her
last week's wages.

Dulcie stopped In a store where

goods were cheap and bought an imi-
tation lace collar with her 50 cents.
That money was to have been spent
otherwise—15 cents for supper, 10
cents for breakfast, 10 cents for
tunch. Another dime was to be add-
ed to her small store.of savings; and
5 gents was to be squandered for
licorice’ drops—the kind that made

cheek look like the toothache,
and last as long. The licorice was an
extravagance—almost a carouse—
but what is life without pleasures?

Dulcie lived in a furnished room.
There is this difference between &
furnished . room and a boarding
house: In B furnished room, other
pwphdunothuwttwhenmgo

hungry.

BSo Dulcie lit the gas. In its one-
fourth-candle-power glow we will ob-
serve the room.

Against the wrinkly mirror stood
pictures of Gen. Kitchener, William

Muldoon, the Duchess of Marlbor- .
Against

nghnndﬂeumutocemu.

one wall was a plaster of Paris plaque
of an 0'Callahan in a Roman helmet.
Near it was a violent oleograph of a
lemon-cdlored child assaulting an In-
flammatory butterfly. This was Dul-
cie's final judgment in art; but it had
never been upset. Her rest had never

copes; no critic had elevated his eye-
brows at her infantile entomologist.
Piggy was to call for her at 7.




