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THE FABLE OF THE AUTHOR

Home to meet all the Big Guns of one

of these Towns that call a Lecture a

Show. After he had been on Exhibi-

tion for a Half Hour or so, the same

as the Albino or the Man with the

Elastic Skin in the Main Curio Hall,

the Host would clear a Space in the

Center of the Room and announce that

he was about to spring a Delightful

Surprise on their Distinguished Guest.

Little Fern, the Daughter of the County

Recorder, was going to Speak "Willie's

Good Night."

There arc Times and Times, but

those were the Times when he suffered

Agony that went beyond the Limit.

The Author always knew the Verses

were Bad enough to be Wicked, but he

never guessed how Yellow they really

were until he heard them recited by
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