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LETTERS TO HIS SON
mg roses on the front porch, but no running
water in the kitchen; there were a-plenty of
old fashioned posies in the front yard, and
a-plenty of rats in the cellar; there was half
an acre of ground out back, but so little room
inside that I had to sit with my feet out a
window. It was just the place to go for a
picnic, but it's been my experience that a
fellow does most of his picnicking before
he's married.

Your Ma did the cooking, and I hustled
for things to cook, though I would take a
shy at It myself once in a while and get up
my muscle tossing flapjacks. It was pretty
rough sailing, you bet, but one way and an-
other we managed to get a good deal of sat-
isfaction out of it, because we had made up
our minds to take our fun as we went along
With most people happiness is something
that IS always just a day off. But I have
made it a rule never to put oflf being happy
till to-morrow. Don't accept notes for hap-
piness, because you'll find that when they're
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