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ENA EVERHARD stood ihere
on the back step of her fn-
ther's new country home She

iooked the pietura cf Summes in ber
thin, Auffy dress of white dashad with
coltr from the piok ribbon at her walst
and sloeven, and with the light breazo
raffitng Ler sunny haty

Her eyes, a soft brown, twinkled
brightly with bumor—eyes that the
sunlight now turned into a golien
hrown

Bhe raived herseif on Uiptoe.

“Oh, dear! How can anyone cover up
s beautiful rose hedge with & high
stone wall, ugly snd, ved, Inhuman. It
must bo just hesvenly behind that
hedge and to think that a grouchy old
man is to be there—and so romantic a
spot.”

She gave a little sigh.

“He must be a grouch, or he'd take
that old stone wall down.™

Unsuccessful In obtaining one littls
peek over the wall, she ssttied horself
on thas doorstep, and began reading her
tirothar Ted's lotter from college. Soon
her litfle whita shod feet began tap-
ping the step,
seamp to have found a para-

of red and of plnk roses (Lat hung over
the top of the wall,

“Thex're hanging over In my yard,
and I'm just going to get a ladder and
pick some befors that grouchy man
moves in there”

The ladder proved too short Lo se.
cure many spravs, but finding = hole
In the wall, she felt repald at the
sight of a glorious riot of rose color in
the garden,

“And all for one lone, sel@ish man to
enjoy, It's & shame,” she murmured,
as she stood perilously balanced on the
ladder, she caught the smell of cigar
wmok e

“Why, 1 do Dbellera the Grouch,
that's his name, bas arrived, He
mustn see me” and down the ladder
twinkied two little white fest.

The wall was long and well filled
with overhanging roses, and they sup-
plised Lena with Sowers for several
daya.

Never once could she catch a
glimpsa of the grouch behind the rose

day ss she stood perched
in the air & stern voice bellowed:
those roses!”

was the pretty thief
he lo=t Ber footing vainly (ried
to grasp & rose twig and fell to the

ground, whers sbe lay moaning, un-
heeding sights or sounds.

Suddenly a il form landed beside
her,

“Are you burt at my beastly words?
1 thought It was boys. Will you ever
forgive me?"

“0O-oh, my ankle—burts so," wailed
the girl, then looking up, she quay-
ered:

“Are you-the-the mit gariden-
er? She began to whimper & little, the
pRin wAS 50 Intense,

“fhe what, who™' queried the man
gravely, yot with eyes that twinkled
withh humor.

“1 mean the grouchy old man's gar-
dener” Our neighbor bLere®™

“0O-oh, | ste. Ye-ax yeu, I take care
of the roses. Come I'll help you into
the house."

“Do you think TNl be laid up long
with my ankle. Please say no-—do”
she begged.

“1 sincerely hope not. Yet a sprain
is slow, you know, B8Seo here, I dont
supposse your folks would allow a gar-
dener to call amd see how you pro-
gress® 1t was all my faulL”

Lena shook her head,

“I-don't-suppone 80, she drawled
longingly, as he noted how handsome
was the fuce bhent over her.

“But 1 don't cara if they don't. Why

Just come, that's all,

“Wiell, they can't stop me throwing
roses over the wall every morning.
can they ™™

"“No!™ the gir] anawered declpively.

Bo every morning found {rosh roses
on Lana's table.  One day she even
found & note tucked (nnide the cluster,

“How presuming'™ she gasped, while
her oyes glistoned at his bravery.

Together wIith the roses a long let-
ter from brother Ted enlivaned a little
the slow crawling hours. She even
felt & alight Interest In Ted's hero,
Jim Burton, who had won such glori-
ous track meets, and was such a fa-
vorite. She wondered If he was as
handsome as the gardener. He covtldn’t
be.

“I hope Ted wom't conjure up
match-making vislons of J, B. and me,
Yen, hove It is!™ And she read: '

“Little Bia, I'd want no beller thing
to  happen than for you and Jim to
meot—he saved my life, you know-—
and some day—perhaps—"

She tossed her protty head

“Whils Jim Burton may be a hero,
and while I'm so grateful o him for
Ted'n life, and long 1o tel! him *o, it
doesn't mean matrimony.”

Right bere Ihe gardener's palr of
nerry gray eyes seemed to dunce bee
tween the lines of the letler. Coming

hnltunr'unmwl-llw!-

ders and
mouth.

“Absurd!" Lena overhoard, letting
vislons like thone enter your brain!™

Yol thai same little sly ming sslect-
od an upper back room overlooking a
cortain rose garden, where she nursed
her spralned ankle—just to cateh &
glimpse of —the roses, of course.

And one day she agtually threw a
weighted message right tnto the gar-
den and it was picked up by the man
whose pame the note bore.

It sald: “Where Is the grouch—
=till smoking bebind the hedge, while
vou tend his roses? I'm awful lone-
some [ may alt near the wall Wodnes-
day If they'll let me."

Artful lttle thing, as f she didn't
surmise the answer that followed:

“I'11 pe there, it you'll reply to my
line an June, otc. Grouch still amokes
in the same place, Nover mind; ha's—
deaf!™

S0 It cams  about

puckered up her pratiy

that & girl dia-

tractingly preity, In a pale blue gown,”

hair glistening in the bright June sun,
eyes shlaing with expectation, sat ona
afiernoon benenth the rose wall,

“Oh, what {8 so rare as & day In
June!™ sang a musical volce on the
other_side of the wall.

Back came the answer:

“It would be If Lana were all in
tune”

A lnughing mans ol' masculing hirmor
and sunshine janded plump ut her
aide, and bowing low presented ber
with an Immonse bunch of the cholcest
TOhM.,

“Ob, 1 thank you, lr.-llr—wh?.
st #t funny, I've never heard your
name, Mr,—T

“Lindsay, at your ul"lﬂ.hlrl.ml.
suphliied the man. “Excuss me, that's
all the name I've hoard.

“Lens Everbard. Listen. My broth-
er Ted comes pext week, You'll like
him. ‘They may let me go (o mest
hl.

“Linsay's eyen danoed at the sight
of her. Say that's great. Boob that 1
was o cause that spraid. 11l make
it up to you."

“Make it up—How 1"

“Oh, In roses, oT—somewsy."

“But the Grouch may not lika it By
the way, he mukt be preily sasy on
¥ou. You seem (o hive s6 much time,
you know."

“He's nbt grouchy when one knows
him.  Bione walls don't make a grouch.
Say, wouldn't it be jJolly it be'd pull
down this wall—just grow the ross
hedge ™ i

Lena drew in her broath ecatatically.

“Why, It would be 4 rose heaven!™

It's Ted! and I can't go to
bhim!” she trembled. Bul the college
boy had vaulted over the gate.

“By all that files high 1o the air,
Burton—Jim! Whers did you come
from, old follow? I should judge by
Leni's pink ohepks that you were old
friends,” Ted chnckled.

There sat Ted's sister, wide-oyed,
open-mouthed, with not one aign of
welcome for Ted.

“Burton, Jim!" she guaped, and sat
ganing (nto the smiling, mischlevous
eye of the man at her fest. Then at
hin garden sull.

“"Thenyou are—the Grouch behind
the edge—you, the owner of the roses
and ugly wall—and Ted's—paragon?™

At that the "paragon” roared, as he
replied:

“James Lindsay Burton, "at  your
servica, ma'am, and owner of the
rones And-—you, I hope—some day,” be
added andaciously.

Ted threw his cap high In the alr,
yolling:

“Say yes,
'nrmll

But all the girl sald was: “And you,
too, In It, Ted? Coma here and g your
kiss of welcome?™

At which Burton looked so longing-
Iy at them, the irrepremsible brother
shouted ;

“Yours won't be long on the way,
Jim!*

¥Silly,” blushed Ted's nister,

fls. Dest fellow in the

Freddle, what's the trou-
ble now? Got the ‘T'm right
- the worids wrong’

biueaT"

“Oh, nothing—particular.” The non-
descript yellow bead sank dejectedly
on the lanky bands. Freddie was not
bandsome—aor yot even good looking,
but thers was something In his honest
pale blue eyes that won your respect

“Then.” the girl was insistent, “what
is the particular litle thing that's wor-
rying you? Out with it, child!™ And
Marjorfe drew up a chalr near him, re-
gardless of the unwritten letters tn her
note book.

“Well, If you must have It, it's about
ths plente. | baven't anybody to take,
and 1 cant go alone very well™

Marjorie laughed with rellef. “Oh,
is that all! Why, Freddie I dids't
know you cared about girls. [ thought
you were poing with the fellows!™

The girl lald one sllm whits hand on
the boy's sieeve, and murmured com-
solingly:

“Never voy mind, Freddie dear, just
eit tight until the picnic comes, snd
1’1l see 10 1t that you dom't go alome!™
And she was gone.

Freddie's jaw dropped 0 amezement.
What struck her?! Goss sentimental?
Girls are funny. How on earih could
she help him? Freddle never had
taken s girl out in his 1ife. It must be

the effect of voting'

“Well, if you want my opinion”
chirped Misg Murp, nibbling fudge,
“I've always liked Freddie. He's &
oice boy, and [ don't blame Marjorie
ane bit! I dropped my notebook the
other day, and he plcied it up for me
a5 nice as you pleasd”

Misa Sophis, another stemographer,
single, golden-haired and with high
matrimonial aspirations,  listened
eageriy, but said pothing. Sbe was as
cold and haughty as a lovely statue,
making It a rule never to mizx with
those beneath her.

The subject veered to the pienie, It
was to be a sort of outing for the em-
ployea of the company, and a whole
day had been allotted to it. Therefore
it was quite an event in the drab lives
of the office force.

“Going, Miss Sophia = queried Olive,
the sngaged one.

Miss Sophia's fine eyebrows were
elevated. 1 haven't declded yet. T'm
sure | don't know."

M porry, dear, | know that I prom-

ised to take you to the dance to-

night, but something came up
that makes it necessary for me to
work. It means & whole lot to me It
I fnish 1 tonight” said John.
“Well, it poems to me,” Sared Mar-
Jorie, his wife, “that you might con-
sider ms in the scheme of things once
in s while, If you don’t take me Il

sternly, *"you know what 1 think of
women who go lo dances wilhout their
husbands.”

“T dom't care what you think," said
Marjorie, botly, “other women do it
and if you don't think enough of me to
drop your tiresome old work for ome
night and take me to this dance that I
bave planned and planned on Il go
.lm'u

“1t you de, Marjorie,” sald her hus-
band, getting up from the table, “then
you and I will be through with each
other, Remember what 1 asy.”

“Very well, I'll be good and glad of

It I'm just getting sick and tired of
your tyransy, anyway.” "

But, after he had left for .the office,
and Marjorie had put three-year-old
Marion to slesp for the afterpoon, she
threw herself on her bed and cried
passionately. After a while she fell
into & troubled sleep; and while she
slapt sha dreamed. =

The divoree proceedings were over.
Marjole had defied John and gone to
the dance, and he had kept his word.
She mat in her mother's parlor, with
Marion (n sympathetlc court had
awardad the chilld to her), thinking
over her future. :

“Now, Mgarjorie,” began her mother.
“] am going to make a few sugges-
tions, which I think, If you are sensi-

“Oh, my dear, you simply must go;
and waar your golden outfit and you'll
win the beauty prise”

“Well, maybe

In ber corner, ostensibly clacking
ber typbwriter, Marjorie listenod, and

“ber eyes sparkled. Oh, the very thing!

Just then the bell raag for lunch, and
with one accord the office forée arose,
pushed back chairs and rushed madly
for the lockers. Marjorie cornered
Miss Wilkinson.

“Ob. Miss Wilkinson, I wonder if you
would heip me out of a fix. ['ve prom-
ised Freddie Lockes 1'd go to lunch
with him, and 've such a headache !
simply can't make L. Would you go
in my place? He's such n disappointed
baby! T'll spend my lusch hour in the
reat rpom, I guess. Will you, please?™

“Why, yen, I will, Misa Stewart. Sor-
ry your head aches” and she swepl
grandly toward the washroom. Mar-
Jorie chuckied, then sought Freddie
That worthy gentieman was ln (he net
of putting his shabby® brown hat on

ble, you will listen to, [ should sdvise
you to go o the eity—"

“But, mother,” faltered Marjorie, “1
intended to stay herg with youn.™

“No,” said her mother, Airmly-"that
would not do, neither for your owm
Bake mor ours.

“In the AfArst place, Randville is a
small, narrow-minded town. and you
know what their attitude In toward a
woman whose husband divorces her.
It would be different If you had d&i-
vorced John; but &s it I8, you and Ma-
rion would have to aoffer uniold
slights and snubs, and you ware always
sensitive! Another tling, your sisters
muyl bave their chance to marry wall,
and i fn not fair to them (hat you
stay hera, | may seem hard to you,
but [ can not forget that after all it

the back of Wi yellaw head,

“Freddie, put your hat on straight
end go wash your hands and (ace!
I've told Miss Wilkinson you'd take her
to lunch. Hurry now!”

“You what!"

“Oh, you stupid! Didn't you want
m# Lo healp you get & girl? Wall, T've
got the prettiest one (o the office; and
you #tand there gazing blnnkly at me.
Get a move on! She's washing up
now,”

Bnt Freddis was grafping her Armiy
by The shoulders, reguraless of time.
"Explain more fully!"™ he demanded.
S0 Marjorle explained in a vary few
words, then pushed the astonished
Freddie thward the waahioom. He wat
hopelesa .

When he regppoared his  Mockled
face was shining. hir hands remock-
ally clean and hig haie sopping wet,
Marjorie produced  her powder pulf,
and In spite of 411 protestz managed o
pul encugh -~ kis face lo cover the
awful akine,

I8 ot own fauit; you had you: chanou

at  happiness,
threw it away.”

A month later found Marjorie in-
stalled |n o Uny apartment n & neur-
by city with Marion, and a trim little
mild who was to° parform the double
duty of caring for Marion and the Iit-
tle apartment.

Marjorie, with the smiall Income at
her disposul, had started a small mil-
linery establishment, Before lier war-
riage tn John, she had taken a course
in millinery; she had the knack of
making emart hats and It stood her In
good stead now,

As the wacks flew by ahe always
cheriabed the hopn that Jolin would
relent and eome for her. Bhe knew he
had loved heér deeply, and she was sure

und you deliberately

By Abner Anthony

“There now!"—ashe stralglitensd his
tie—"go along and have & good time,
Got money enough? Well, here's a
fiver, and don't forget to pay it back
Friday. Take her to Moerrino's; tip
the waiter half a dollar; ask her to
the plemic and, for the love of Pets,
act as If you knew something!™

“But what are you golng o do for
lunch? Dosés your head ache very
badly ¥

“No, willy, it doean’t ache a1 all. That
wis only an axcuse. Go along now!"
Then she fed,

SMisg Wilkinson (hén jolned him—
very much painted, powdered u.d
colffed. She was just a trifle more
congen'al than usuml, Togesther they
wan! down In the slevator—a strange
pair. That luncheon was o terrible or-
den! for poor Freddie. Mis Wilkin-
son’s conl, appraliing eyes seem (0 see
throtigh the miserable IMtle farce,
When doasert came along, Freddle
swallowed hin Adam's apple with con-
glderable diffieulty, and bluried-—"MIiss

Lt soue day she wouldl eome home
from the little shop and frd him wait-
ing Lo ask her forgiveners and take her
and Marlon back home with him.

But so word came “rom him, and one
day when she wis locking over Llie
home paper whioh her mother always
sent 1o her the room ruddenly went
black before her eyda On the very
frogl page she read the unnouncsment
that John was to niarry one of the $0&-
son’s moat poprlar buds. Surely she
was to pay In full for her folly. She
had  nothing farther to live for,
She was face (0 face with (he fact that
she had been living all these dréary
momnihs fn the hope that he would coma
for her. After a time she Dbeoame
calm and thought oul & courss to pur-
sue.

Wilkinson—will you go to the pienle
with me? Then the girl opposite him
malted.

“Why, yes, 1 will, Freddse. It's nice
of you o sak me, I wanted to gy mo
muoh,” _And so it wan assitied, yot
Preddis dMn't seém as happy as he
nhould have been. Somehow the blue
eyes of plain lttle Marjorle seemed to
DBaunt bim. He might have saked her!
Ha never thought of it!

The day of the picnle the merry
crowd gathered at the appointed place.
And special ears conveyed them (o the
woods, & wonderful spot—full of rol-
ors of autummn. Miss Wilkinson sat be-
vide the radiant Freddie —a creaturs of
wonder beauty.

Her sport akirt waa of golden sk,
lier blouse of sheer white. her sweater
and smart toque of golden wilk, and
her hatr was beautifuly arranged.
Surely she vﬂuld win the beauty
prize!

Yot as the day wore on, Froddie
wasn't as happy a8 he thought he was.

Marjorie wasn't thera. Misa Wilkin-
son was plainly bored, and more aloof
than aver. She lost out in the beauty
contest to & dainty silm little Lhing
whase choeks ware like wild roses
and gulltiesn of eosmetics. It didn't
sotn to soften her any. Freddis wor-

« Med a litle about his fimances, Giris

weore expensive!
At § o'clock the limit was reached.

Freddle couldat stand I “T say,
Miss Wilkinson, shall we go ‘back
now ™

“Yes, we might as well, T've got an
engagement for the svening.”

8o baok they want, In comparative
atience, for Froddis was deep In
thought. When he left her at her door,
the boy hurried to the desarted office
bullding. As he was the first one W
each morning, he had & kay and he
quistiy went in and conaulisd the roll
bonk. nlenﬂ Marjorte, 6497
Suffolk stresl.” He closed the book,
and went down o the strost. A half
hour  inter he rang the bell at the
Htawart home and asked for Marjorie.
When she appearsd, with amasement
on her face, he took her hand. “Mar-
Jorle dear, come out to rupper with
me and let's go to & movie. Will you,
pleasa T .

The glrl Inoked at bia eager, homely
face, the blue eves plwding and sald:
"Walt—1'1l get my hat and coat!”

8he rang for the littla mald and
told her to pack Marion's small sult
cass and got ber ready for a short trip.
“I am going to send her to her grand-
mothér's in the eountry, Hhe hasn't
been so well lately, and it «iil do her
u Iot of good.” ahe expinined.

Then ahe sat down and wrote a short
nota to her mother;

"Denr Mother—I am Dbeginning to
reallze that you were right. 1 did
throw away my happitess and I have
nothing to look forward to now. 1
hope that John will be happy In his
new 1fe. I mm sending you Marion
and I want you to glve her to John
He alwayn wanted her and 1 know that
sbie will be haypy with him, 1 am go-
Ing to end It all. Witk all the love in
the world. MARJORIE"

fhe gnve the mald instructions to
dellver the note fo her mother, and sha
kisnad the little girl good-by, “Have a
good-time &t grandma's, dear, and
dom't torget mother while you are gone,
will yout" phe eried.

After they had gone sha put the littls
apartmed® to righta and retired to her
roonm. Bl cloded the window tightly,
placed & rug againat the crack of the
door, and stuffed some paper into the
keyhole. Bhe then turned on the gas
nad threw herself.on the bod.

“Wake up. dear,” sald John, shaking
Marjorie gently. “ft is after §, and
you'll have to hurry If we are going 1o
the dance, T finlshed my work sarlier
than I expected, and [ tried to get you
on the ‘phone to lel you know, it no
ona answered,

Marjorie looked at him In a dazed
manner, and then bhurst out erying
"Ob, John, I had & dreadful dream.”

“Now, now, #top your erying, and
kol ready. because If your eyes are
all red, you wot't make a hit at the
dunce,” langhed John

NOTHER night call,” muttered
A this young doctor, as he took
down the recelver, “and it's

from Marie's house,

“This has been a hard day. This
morning when [ called to see Marie
she gald that her cousin was coming
from the country and she'd have to
enfertain ber. 1 dom’t se¢ why she
g0t mid when T Wwid ber If she was
willing to walt for the ring untll next
month I'd help ber, Hhe might know
I van't spend money on enteralnments
and save up for the dbunond. Anyway,
shie refuned to wear mother's pearl. It
seems to me girls are getling awlully
exacting. Bt I wonder why 1 don't
feel Lhe leant bit sorry. T hope It isn't
she that's 11" be added.

Emitting & deep sigh. he flung on
his overcont, put on his hat and pleked
up his bug. When be reached the
bouse ke war met b the door by Mre
Carver,

“Ob, werant you good to come out
ot thia bour” she thanked bim. “Joe
mist bave ealen too much ple or
candy, for he complalns of ferce
crampe.  Jennle is upstairs trring to
ease bim.  lent § awful that such &

The Untrained Nurse

By Joclla Johnson

N

thing should bappes the firm night she
Is bere. Marie wouldn't get up. She
said to send for the doctor, Dbecause
she couldnt do anything.™

“What an agreeable cousin Jennle
must be 1o tend to the ceaselens wanis
of an 11-year-old boy with cramps!”
thought Dr, Branbridge. “i1 wish |
knew such umiable people.”

When be got upstairs he found a
neat fittle young lady bustling about
in a very methodical manner,

“1 had »ome very gnod powders with
me, x0 | guve him one. He lfeals much
vetter mow, 1 think,” explainéd Jennle,
“You are Dr. Branbridge. ] suppose. |
feel wn though you were one of the
family, so 1 did oot hesitate to speak
to you. You swust purdon my sudacity,
bt ] felt grieved to hear (hat it wan
o8 my account that a dispute aroae
beween Marie and you. Hbe ought to

he excysed for not wanting to help Joe,
for 1 know that she would do all shie
cogld for her brother if she were in
better humor.”

“It wasn't your faolt 18 the least. If
Marie wasn't satisfied, [ would rather
that she find it out in Lime, than al-
ways (o be repenting. You seem more
Jike & elty girl (hfin the country malden
I expected you to be." be compliment-
od.

“Well, you pes, T-—1" ahe stammersd,
“l am really & clty girl, but father and
I have lived so long (o the ¢ountry that
I suppose Marle conslders me rather &
rural cousin *

Thea Hitle sufferer, who had been the
object of their attention, had mean-
while been blessed with sleap.

“I hope I shall meat you soon again,”
he snid, ms be held oul hiz hand, “but
don’t be disturbed with thoughis of

Your cousin,”

During the following weeks, in which
Marle seemed to be enjoving herwelf
without Bob Branbridge’s help, the
doctor was so husy that he had Jittie
chance of seaing the fair nurse,

One day, as he was making a call,
he saw Jennle taking a walk. He gulek-
Iy caught up to her in his runabout.

“Wonld you like to come for a spin ™
be auked. "I have (o make & few
visits, but | won't be loog."

“Certainly.” she consented.

His first stop was st the Desnes’
Little Albert had & bad case of croup,
When he took his patient's tempera-
ture, he saw thal a raging fover had
set in. Bome serum that held thes only
chance of the boy's recovery wis In
his effice five miles away. If he went
back, there was no hope that he would
return In time. What was he o do?

Then he thought of Jennle. He won-
dered if ahe could drive. He ran out
to nak her,

The gir] was sented In the machine,
walting patiently for him to return.

“I have a very slek patient,” he told
her. “If 1 had one of my serums In
the dark bottle on the Ift hand side
of my deak, 1 might save his life, Can
“ou drive into town and get it?"

“Wall, I know how to steor the car
and how to ptop I If vou start Nt
here, | can get someone In town to
start it there. I'll Lry my bost to bring
back the bottle In time"

He got in and set the engine going.
dhe slid Into the chatuffeur's seat and
whirked away,

What an sternity It seemed that he
had to walt, But Jenni# was handing
him the serum in a little over hnlf an
hour. A hard batlle for life was ob.

How he winheid he hud an experienced
nurse with him! If he did, the fght
woild be so easy.

A# he turned around, be saw Jennle
stgnding In  attendance with a hop-
rowed mpron. "I just Jove to do thie
kind of work., Can't | help you?"

“1 am inolinad to think that you are
& heaven-sent gift!” he replied,

Thers! hé was alwaya saying some-
thing wrong, because he had made her
blush.  But she win as pretly is 4
budding rose when the red stole inte
har cheeka.

Over the bad of the lutle sufferer,
they bent, eoning his paion. Tt was
Just at sunset that they had the pleas-
ure of seeing the fickering life fame
up strongly. The ballle was won!

Ha stretched aut hid hand o thank
bor. As he drow her to the window ta
watch the sun go down on o successful

~ day, he murmursd to hor that old, yet

over new, story. As ahe spoke her
consent with ber oyes, the sun, smil-
ing on the lovers, set fn the wast,

'
L Had Cellaritis,

Bill and Bam mel for tbe Arst time
In averal months, 1t was the conven-
tional greeting, In which dach “asked
alter” the health of the other, and they
drow off o one side of the wireet (o
have u fow mometita of conversation.

“Where've you been all thewe dnys,
BIIT™ Bam Inquired. “You haven't
been lakd up. bave yout

"Yep, boen lald up for & tima®

"You aren’t looking awful good
Hope it wosn't anything sertous”

"Nol no very serfous, but it's the
first Uime ['ve been out In thres
montha,"

“What was tho matter with you?"

“Nothing at all, ax & mutier of fact,
but 1 couldn’t muke the judge see it
that way."

Lo

We hope momebody will make a
moving picture of the British  cab-
inot In sesilon. We would tike (o sée

& oeliulold George,




