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Tomboy To,lor Hu Aiwa,. Been the Terror of Hie Apple Men TTiat Come 
i To Her Neighborhood.

22. 1919.
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RIPPLING rhymes
RIGHT NOWB, WALT MASON

HARD UP.
'And «had rïlüJ011?01?1? **.0,8 door 1 looli m7 »lUn poeeeeekmo o'er,

ba5,n' m“‘,nd *wd*'vm
nMd i. Imvm to emoke, I need the coot that la In soak, my
52^J?«52*,5h TeVthe abelve8 or« bar“ »t Pie and cake, the Icebox 
SS , steak' “h Winter s at the door. But peace Is also at
ddv„ ,,r L,° my "°ul be «ni no more, and let my heart reloloe; the 
!” ,e ?' Is overhead; and war a a thlnf that's done and dead, she 

^c*' And lf the hove has got It straight, that man's 
w.“oLniüTv,kate wh0 hands out tears of sighs, though be may And 

no Hoover bread or doughnuts there, and no dena- 
>vnr*ÏJiSî‘ . .?x 8h?es let In the wintry breeze, my pants have patches 
t“ „ ® th®y re 8hlnyf aft and fore; but trifling things don’t mat-
&r*JL 1 *5*9®™? 016 CTeas®a from my brow, for peace is at the 
Sw wm jS? er 8 cominK» pretty swift, and soon the air cooled 

twLi .ns ^nd rotten tempests roar; and lf we have no grub or 
coal therein still be Joy in every soul, for peace is at the door.

With every clock cHok, «©matting Mg passes by 
wh«A lit is. It's a whole—world!

Yes sir—a whole world
And I'll tall yo* 

by joat one click-dock as the clockprunes and hooks and eyes. I'm
cfflcks.

^S^.-sr.’ssîrê»-tzasStiZ
sssfjss:sss,ajffis
think out that that. Bight Now all things murt be "done up brown " 

Every time you breathe, you’re older, 
hejppier—wliddh is far more important. 

tRdgSut Now Is the time.
, toI>e î°° no matter how tired or dtoincHn-

ed you may be today. FY>r tomorrow there will ^ no today. And 
today there may be no tomorrow.

So, you see, Right Now is the time of times.

/

<0
W4 M, But so much wiser and

Right Now.
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/ bRANN-DOM REELS Right Now. Rigb/t£ Now.x IBy HOWARD L. RANN > I TO QUICKEN IMAGINATION>the sno w ball.

I fole 8nowi>alH is a ooM, disagreeable 
ct which is manufactured by the 
i'-hearted schoolboy and is then 

to puncture people who 
rr harmed him in thought, word 
eed. It is a more deadly missile 
• the bit of gossip which is retail- 
rith several home-made additions, 
te Snowball is almost always

lneck of an innocent pedestrian wMl 
change the current of his thought 
with great rapidity. There are few 
tilings more disconcerting in a life 
full of perplexities than to receive a 
wa tore oak ed Snowball just below the 
left ear while walking along the Street 
wrapped in meditation and ankle- 
length underclothes.

T-he Snowball Is often used for 
purposes of revenge. Many a made 
hiigh-yohool teacher has started home
ward at the dose of the afternoon 
session, full of peace and good will 
to all men, only to be pierced in the 
wnall of the back by some vindictive 
urchin who had carefully worked a 
handful of rock into the Snowball 
This is one reason Why so many 
young men become tired of teaching 
■school and secrete themselves behind 
■the counter. ,

Snowballs are not made In the 
South or on the Pacific tflope to any 
great extent, but they are a popular 
institution in 
have to build Eiulb-hasemerets for the 
thermometers. It must be trying for 
a boy of spirit and good aim to live 
In a hot country and not be able to 
bounce Snowballs off the ribs of the 
engrossed passer-by, and then be clias- 
eA down the nearest alley and wallop
ed until he couldn’t Me on hie back in 
bed for a week. This teaches us 
that there are drawbacks to every 
climate.

If our laws would limit the throw
ing of the Snowball to girl pupils, 
there would be fewer fatalities and 
stiff necks in our midst

o By H. ADDINGTON BRUCE.
You ask me for a suggestion that 

will help you to develop the precious 
faculty of imagination.

Experience has impressed you with 
the importance of possessing imagin
ative power, if only as an aid to busi
ness success.

Item appreciate that you need Imag
ination to think up novefl and profit
able ideas, to look into other people's 
minds, to get into sympathetic rela
tions with others.

But, for some reason, your imagina
tion has never been strongly devel
oped. How to develop it Is the prob
lem that perplexes you.

There are many means by which 
you can quicken, imagination. One of 
the simplest and best is to devote at 
least half an hour every day to quiet 
meditation on some subject of special 
interest to you.

Imagination is like every other fac
ulty of the human mind 
grows by exercise, ft 3 
tion Is weak, depend upon It that this 
is largely because you have not been 
exercising it regularly.

Have you, in fact, ever practised 
quiet méditation? Have you not been 
too incessantly on the go. too stren
uously occupied with various activi- 
tiee, to mediate quietly about any
thing?

Tonight, before you rash off to the 
theatre, shut yourself 
for half an hour, 
noisy, close the window, 
some quiet nook where you may feed 
sure o.f being able to meditate 
disturbed.

Relax mentally and physically. Seat 
yourself in a comfortable chair. Light 
your pipe, if you are a smoker. Keep 
your room dark, or semi-dark. Dark- 

beca-

nmn„ n
Ject regarding which you specially 
desire Imagination's aid. AND KEEP
your Mind fixed on it.

.ÇX P0*1 * l6t it wander to irrelevant 
tilings. Form as vivid a mental pic
ture as you can of the subject in ai 
tion.

I“ V \v"
fit

You may find this difficult at fini
* ou are certain to find it difficult if, 
during your hours of active work, 
you have never taken the trouble to 
observe things oLoeety and accurately.

Imagination, you see, must have 
material with which to work, and ob
servation is necessary to give it tills 
material. If you have been a care- 
lests observer you are bound to have 
a scanty ■stock of mental images for 
your imagination to utilize.

But do not despair if your first few 
nights of imagination-exercise have 
the result only of demonstrating to 
you that your mind is lacking in vivid 
impressions of things seen and heard. 
That itself is an important discovery 
for you to make.

It should spur you to keep your 
eyes and ears more open than you 
have been doing. In proportion a» 
you act on this, you will find ft easier 
to summon up mentally the things 
concerning which you need imagina
tion's help.

Presently, if you continue faithful
ly to exercise your imagination 
quiet of your room, creative 
will begin to come to you, ideas of 
real value to your work.

You will gain flashes of indtgbt 
perhaps saving you from serious mis
takes. New ways of working to bet
ter advantage, new opportunities for 
constructive effort will present them
selves unexpectedly to your mind.

Imagination, fed with the material 
of Close observation, trained 
rtre-ngthened by the exercise you give 
it every day. will reward 
least of all by giving you a clearer 
knowledge of yourself—your posstil- 
ities and limitations, your qualities 
and your shortcomings.

And self-knowledge, as you must 
appreciate, is one of the real indfiim
pensable® to success in life.
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latitudes where people
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a in that it 
your imagina-

wWh»n deposited on the neck of en In.
■Mfent pedestrian will change the. 

.toV .Current of hie thought with 
great rapidity.

winter time, owing to 
tna^abundance of raw material. It 
tl Slade of equal parts of snow end 
•WvWater, and when deposited in a 
tqiWul and scientific manner on the
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in your room 
If the street is 

Or seekTHE EVENING STORYThe Country of Memory.

When behind the rose-gold curtains, 
the sun has sunk to sleep,

And evening’s lengthened shadows 
o’er a worn world softly creep, 

When tired hands are folded and 
thoughts come thronging free 

We are lured to that land of magic, 
the country of memory.

In that far-off misty country, the 
fields are always fair 

And ever the leaves on the tree-tops 
dance in the sunlit air.

And the £riendes we meet are youthful 
with hearts a-brim with glee, 

Th© friends we meet in that shadow 
land—the country of memory.

WHEN CUPID JUGGLES.
(By Archey Qameron New.)

The war in Europe meant nothing 
to Sylvester Popp. The social status 
of himself and family mattered not.
Buit as he came on the stage on Mon
day morning, be dragged one foot 
after another, and hie haggard face 
bore deep lines' of worry. His warm
hearted nature had received a body 
blow, for after the Popps, father, 
mother, son and daughter, had fin
ished their third week at the OQymjpia 
with their juggling act, Sylvester's 
father had been taken with a violent 
chill and wiithln an hour after his 
removal to their boarding house, he 
pissed into the Great Beyond, leaving 
Sylvester to care for his widow and 
daughter. And now, because dire 
necessity compelled it, Sylvester whs 
bock at the theatre to talk over ways 
and means with the manager. Sev
eral sympathetic faces greeted him as 
he crossed the stage. One young girl,
Pearl St. Ctaulr, of the St. Clair Sis
ters, singing and dancing, touched 
him gently on the arm. “Tough luck,
Syl,” she murmured, sympathetically!
“Is there anything 1 ran do?"

He patted her hand solemnly. “I 
guess not, dear,” he answered, slow
ly, ”Wheat's that Pete’s doing over 
there?" he added, pointing to the big, 
beefy property man who was 
packing away some dishes.

She looked, and what t<he saw al
most froze her to the ground. She 
looked at Syl, then gave him a little 
push.

"Go over to my paint shop," she 
commanded, "and wait for me. 
eot something to do a.t once.”

And she sailed over to Pete, indig
nation speeding her way. 
going on here?" she demanded, bend
ing over the pempiring Pete.

"Packing Popp's etuff,” grunted 
Pete, briefly. "The act’s canned."

"What!” she exclaimed shrilly,
*°r*" I Then he lies upon the floor,

Boas’ orders,” rejoined Pete, rtill An’ ho takes my hands once 
packing. "Old man Popp had all the An’ I stiffen out an’ he 
pep in the act. the bos® says, so Tries to catch me on his knee, 
they’re cancelled.” Sometimes though we fum/ble that

(cancelled nothin' ", snapped Pearl. An’ I squash his stummlck flat 
"Not while I know It. Why, you big An' ho says "We’re gettin' rough, 
stiff, they need work now more than Guoaa that one will be enough ” 
ever. They’re broke. I guese I've got But I beg for Just one mor« 
something to say about that. Old Ad' he swings me from the floor 
man Porre-M needs us to pack his
house for him. And if he turns down Ma’s tender-hearted, she 
Syl, he's got to turn me down, too. Won’t stay in the room to 

•• him. Where is he?” All our tricks. She thinks I might
'Office,” grunted the ether, but Jump before Pa's got me tight 

Pearl waa already on her way there. An’ at times I got a fall.
She entered the office without knock- But it never hurts at all, 
ing and met the manager’s surprised For I'm big an' strong an’ I 

she took with a savage glare. J Take a bump an' never cry
"What's this I hear about the ' Doin’ Stunts with Pa. Gee whiz! 

Popps,” she sailed In, "Pete's packing 1 That’s the finest fun there Is.

their stuff.”
‘Til have to dispense with them," 

explained o Forrest, weakly, "they"! 
got along, all night, I guets."

“You've got another guess,” 
snapped pently. "Why, the very 
idea! They need the money more 
than ever, now. Look at the ex
penses piling up on them. See hbre, 
If the Popps leave, we leave." And

I ^ THE slacker.
CTw, Roger," she said, more in eor- 
Kr than in anger, but not so darn 
Inch more—"it's no good, looking at 
% Bke that ; I don't love you any 
We. It's no use mincing words (1 
Hays did detest minced words)— 
■plain

her dark eyes had a dangerous gleam 
in them.

"Come now," wheedled 
"Be sensible, 

money if I keep tbxm."
"And you'll lose more, if you don’t," 

was her hot reply. "Now look here 
Syls been depending on the old man. 
He's got to tihift for the family 
And he's got the stuff in him.
■him two weeks, and hell show you 
something. Golly, man, you can't 
throw him down now. He’s all cut 
up as it Is."

But I’ll have to chop his salary, 
protected Forrest.

“No, you don't," she exploded. "Not 
while Ive got a nickel. Sec here. 
Cut our act from fifty to forty and 
give the ten to the Popps. He wouldn't 
take it if I offered it. 
more, keep it mum.
Pete to unpack."

She stared at him fixedly for a mo
ment, and, noting her determination, 
he slowly nodded hi» nead in

I’H lose
nes8 and quiet are conditions ' 
•Marly stimulating to the ima^mrl 

Now turn your mind to theX
soothingly.

truth of the matter Is, I have 
►d to love you.” 
gulped gloopily, and, unable to 
a word, merely gazed at her in 

'Vhesoocli. . ,
îe war lias made me see rnanv 
s differently, and one of them 
>u,” she

Give JIMMY COON STORIES
By DR. WARREN G. PARTRIDGE 

JIMMY COON LEC TURE8 PETER RABBIT. -
Jimmy Coon called to see Peter have no thrift.

Rabbit's new house, Jimmy 
knocked at the front door, and Peter 
came and let his visitor in.

went on
Mike sailed away to France—

^might id the front line trench ce, I 
realized that only a hero can claim wB _ ,
my love, and Chat you. weak, pam- W h „„ IL,v ' C °,f„7oloe"' voices
perod darling of the girls, were not w • on ^arth now 8t,H.
born to be a hero and hence uro mx- W® feel ‘ouch of a vanished hand, 
worthy of my love. This significant * , ,wlth th® t?uch our P^ses thrilL
epoch in the world's history calls for And fa^e? 1^nd forma como crowding,
high ideals and noble deeds, and he T« ♦>, ♦ .f° were wo”t to see 
wQuo leads the soft life of bygone days In that loved' l08t land of magic—the 
forfeits my love; and if you don't 1-iko country of memory,
tint, you can lump it"

Overcome with humiliation, Roger. But returns and its duties call 
tlie poor little top poodle who had . , , 0D!tlle land of dreams 
suffered his mistress's contempt ever,And n t*ie par,al1 sunlight, melt 
since Mike, the Airedale terrier, had n * ,.memorY's m«Klc gloams, 
gone away to be a war dog, put his I But’ “ ma.y b[- when shadows length- 
talc between his legs and crawled un-1 ln the daY® that are yet to
der tihe bookcase.

You are no provider.
Coon And you live from hand to mouth."

And poor little Peter rubbed hia 
And head, for it hurt his head to try to 

they both went into Peter’s living ! understand what Jimmy Coon said, 
room, on the first floor. And Jimmy f"nd flnallY Peter stammered “Y-You

live, also, from hand to mouth, for
‘7 “ 866 hT>; “ "»» furnished. L™u'l;11nde>mUeat1anlith“ ume0"^" 

And Jimmy exclaimed in much sur- And Jimmv rvinn TiT«~ . ^ 
prise "Why Peter Rabbit, why donV And"V'hTLiTïïs h“ toTo ha 
you fix up this new house, and make said- Peter vmi n,.a.ht , J? * ’ ne it homelike? XVh,. you told me yon fd't Uv^fn

had a lovely new. house, and you In- house! .Why, you are too May to 
vited me to come and see it." make your own bed» Ann 1 I 1"Now see here, Jimmy," explained you have not ltad toe spunk to Sin* 
Peter, “I rented this new house of m any nice fresh leaveT 6
Chuckle; he told me it was in good your bed. 
repair, and that the only reason he 
built a new house wus because his 
family was too -large for tills nice 
house."

4
-

%y) And wihat's 
Now go te-U Coon walked all over Peter’s newEdêarûGueSi

DOING STUNTS.
Best time at our house is wlhen 
Pa comes home from work, an' then 
After snipper's over he 
IBooks at Ma an’ then at me,
Puts his napkin down an’ grunts 
"Bud, we’d better do our stunts." 
Them I give a run an’ jumiJ 
Right up on him with a bump 
Catch him round the neck an’ crawl 
Way up high an' never fall

Sometimes too he lets me stand 
On his shoulders, with his hand 
Steadying’ me awhile till I’ve 
Got myself all set to dive.
Then he says: "Now let 'er go!*’
>n’ headfirst I tumble low,

But the floor I never meet 
Coz he hold® me by the feet,
An’ between his legs I swing 
Just as slick as anything.

,,, „ __, , assent.
xJiie hurried back to her dressing 
room and found Sylvester in tears. 
Even strong men must cry sometimes.

There, there, Syl," she soothed 
him. "I know it’s hard. But work 
hard and it’ll be easier after a while.”

"That’s just it,” he answered, dole
fully. "We've get ten a notice.”

“Nothin' to it; I jurat saw Forres* 
and he said it was a mistake," she 
hed, brazenly. “They’re fixing up 
your set for the matinee now."

“What?” he exclaimed, joyfully. "Do 
you mean it?”

“Go see for yourself." she advised, 
llingly. "Everything's lovely."

bo
or grass for 

You slep on that old mat- 
tress of Chuckle's, which is older than 
you are. The old mattress is damp 
and you’ll get the rheumatism!’’

Yfou remember that Chuckie. or , th^dirtv^muge^arui^ni^^ dcor.?t 
Mr. Woodchuck, is a great house- nose in disgust, at the way P^rS!! 
builder, and he rents many houses bit had been brought up R^'
to the Little People of the Old Pus-1 8 p‘
ture and the Woodland. And Jimmy 
Coon looked over this new house of j 
Peter's again, and remarked: "Why. |
Peter, this house isn’t fit to live in!
Why don't you remodel the house and ! jn 
fix it up? You will lose your life,

We shall rest and dream in life’s 
twilight of that country ofThat red headed constituent of yotfrs 

says the next time you come to his 
town he’s going to be at the meeting I 
with a basket of eggs.

Hum, rejoined Senator Sorghum, re
flectively. Ammunition or a bribe?— 
Washington Star,

Miss Exe—The lecturer described 
heaven as consisting of seven distinct 
heavens, one above the other.

Mrs. Wye—Dear me! 
fancy that kind. It’s too suggestive 
of the modern flat.

PLANTATION PROVERBS.

It don't pay to do much talkin’ when 
you’m mad ©miff to choke,

Kase de word d-at stiings de deepest, 
am de one date neber spoke;

Let do udder feller wrangle till de 
ktorm am blowed away,

Den he’ll do a pile ob thin loin’ ’bout de 
things you didn’t say.

’Ta,in*t Ce chap dat’s alius kicking 
Ka.se do world ain't jest his size, 
Bat’ll Mb on roasted ’po&som in dat 

land beyond de skies,
Dare a likely sort of blesata’ dben 

wid de hardes’ lot,
Bot de orne dat looks de biggws’ am de 

one you haibn't got

Nebah quarrel wid yo’ nalbur Ease his 
’Mgton doan* seem sound,

Lots cb roods dat start out dtlfTrunt 
g niggle round to de same town, 

Though y©‘- lot hi hire am grubbin’ in 
a crooked tater row,

Alius hold yo’ head up firmly, as 
you’m trabbllm’ to an’ fro.

—J. R. Fisher.

I’ve

REPUTATION.
“Wlvait’e One night, two weeks later. Pete 

was standing in the wings halloing 
with Hapless Hogan, the monolgist. 

"Guess I ntcipipeK-l my foot in it," 
I told Syl Popp's 

mother about Pearl s tloin's with the 
old man last week. She went up in 
the air and said she was gain’ to Fipiti 
ii to Syl. Gues-s the fat's in tlie tire

"Don't look like it. Look at that?"
Began pointed to the other side, 

where the St. Clair sdsters were wait
ing in the wings, ready to go on. 
Around Pearl’s neck was the 
ktr arm of Sylvei?ter Popp, and a® her 
sifter took her arm to go on. Pearl 
turned and her lips met Syl'® in a 
brief but convincing kiss.

"Looks like Cuipid’s joined tlie jug
gle act," commented Hogan "I guess 
you know the rest."

"No," rejoined Pete, with a puzzled 
look. What Is it?"

“Weddln’ an hour ago. And the old 
man was the be-tt man. Spread on the 
stage after tlie show tonight."

The Deacon am/bled to my gate, his 
was pale and wan. "My son I'm 

a sorry state—tny
shouldn’t

reputation’s
m4 S"fV™toUiïnd"h«"ea »^«uen^8anumîtoe1 toto

cun escape, wnen enemies come to . been around to traffic and to cheat- 
“«my. ,'m too tms, to Ex up

ly'• 1U3t toVe' '«>k with soirn and rtua
ly conmmea feter KaioDit. you for your trick; and tiiat is wiiv-

“Peter, you make me tired, snap- ymi look forlorn ^ wh }
ped out Jimmy Coon. “To tell the jy sick." S T 5

musou- truth and be very plain, Peter, you :Nay, not so 
are idle and lazy. You are so fond 
of play and a good time, that you ne
glect your work, 
old bed of Chuckle’s, 
changed the mattress since you mov
ed in?"

And Peter hung his head in shame 
and could only say, "No, Jimmy, 1 
haven’t had time."

"Time, nothing," gasped out 
neat Jimmy Coon, "Peter, we all love 

* you, but you are too lazy to live. Y’ou

whifipened Pete.

T L MtFmtTORTC SPORTS,

14“
A# i-ipake the Deacon : 

Tf that had been the 
way, my star would shine, mv sun 
would glow, and life would still be 

But Jaggson got the best of 
me and bunded me the con; his nag 
was crooked in the knee—any reputa
tion gone." The Deacon, "like so

name, thinks reputation ia a cloak to 
hide sore cunning game. He mur
murs when he gets a sting, he walls 
at his just dues; but that good repu
tation thing was never his to lose.

»f

.

Now look at tiiat gay.i Have you-w£>
Stonehammer the Boob—Sa 

tosser, |o 
Fore. Yoi

<)ldPO

y Bone- 
a clamshell for cajw 

all my skins on that folks that you or I

The more a girl pretends' 
doesn’t want to be kissed the 
willing she is.

the
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YOU CAN’T FOOL TIPPIE. ByEDWINA.
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as the whole social body cares, and so 
does the God above, who to 
for the welfare of Mb people belay. 
There Is never m Idol set up, ln e na
tion or In a human breast, that She 
loving Father of ail is not grieved 
and offended.

Swiftly Moses was sent down to

dozen or 
id ait v« rift
ils of bod y 
who start 
Many tdtole,

fix thedr 
n "aid to 
lagee and 
not long 
after tihe

;iou is not 
>reme Oft- 
ud himself

n unholy

deal with the perverse Israelite»-—
only to find them as dhlfty, evasive 
and irresponsible as they had been 
Idolatrous. They who disobey God 
In any one point soon flqd other sin® 
easy and inevitable. Modes burned 
■with hot indignation; he had all of 
a great man’s capacity for strong 
-feeling. His anger caused Man to 
cast to the ground the tables of stone 
upon which God's finger had written; 
for of what use was law to such cheap 
asterl
ground to powder the golden calf, 
and he sent an avenging sword 
through the camp among the Impen
itent, so that there fell three thou
sand men. All who overturn the law 
must fall beneath the laiw.

people as these! And heiiX

PI and pro- 
t soane of

the intell- 
3 emlbroid 
irviings of 
India, the 
i are not 
world. In 
may see 

l ouiming-

fites wore, 
ot for the

A Great Man In a Crisis.
What a blazing figure is the old 

prophet, os he strides about the cow
ering camp, the very Incarnation of 
divine Judgment! The picture quick
ens the imagination. Yet lf Moses 
iwad tremendous powers of indignation 
he had still greater powers of campas- 
srion. In tills crisis he proved Mfcrrv 
self a construrCtion-M. Jehovah 
ready to repudiate this miserable ipfeo- 
pie who had so insultingly repudiated 
him. The narrative, with strong an
thropomorphism, represents Jehovtas 
as waxing wroth against all 
the stiff-necked pilgrim» that he was 
ready to consume them ln his wrath.

Then arose Moses, the majestic, as 
an intercessor. "Yclt now,” he cried, 
"if thou wist forgive tfteir sin—; 
and lf not, blot me. I pray thee, out 
of the books which thou hast writ
ten.” There spoke the very spirit 
of Calvary. Moses so identified him
self with the people and loved them 
to much better than they loved 
themselves, that for their sake» lie 
was willing to be accursed. That is 
the siort of prayer Jehovah always 
•hears. Is it any wonder tiiat he an
swered the plea of Moses? Never
theless, the people should suffer for 
that calf; the Jews them selves have 
a tradition that at least one ounce 
of the powder of the golden calf hna 
been mingled in each of their later 
oailamitiea.

The practical application of the 
whole lesson is admirably put by Pel- 
oubet: “Never think, when you
take a start in idol worship, that you 
wMl stop there. The idol must have 
an altar. The altar mutt have an 
offering. The whole must have a 
temple. Every sin is self-perpetuat
ing. Begin to love money more than 
God, and the great idol of maroorLm 
will soon make a temple of your IWe.
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