
THE SUNSET OF BON ECHO

The sparkling bon mots which fell from her ruby lips were 
recorded on birch bark for the delectation of future timid debu­
tants.

She was persuaded to keep on her Paris millinery during the 
entire evening, even though it put into obscurity silken tresses 
one would fain have gazed upon.

Unanimous were the judges in awarding her the prize for 
all round efficiency, being a Votes for Women plate, presented by 
Mr. Calvert with that serious dignity and polished demeanor 
demanded by the august occasion.

Mrs. Cassidy’s reply was too subtle for reproduction in cold 
print but we assure our readers it was of such quality as to ensure 
Mrs. Cassidy a place in the Hall of Fame and forever squelch 
all adverse opinions on Votes for Women.

Mutt and Jeff blew in betimes and brought the merry smile 
and cheerful chuckles they are always wont to bring. To make 
two grins grow where before was sodden seriousness is to be 
worthy of a place among the gods. These two noted soul-mates 
wanted to be fishermen but unkind fate sent the black bass to 
nibble at other hooks than theirs.

Some folks expect too much from this life anyway.
Mutt and Jeff should just be satisfied with being Mutt and 

Jeff and decorate the beach and let the other fellows have the fish.

THE SILENT SENTINEL OF THE NORTH
The hanging of the massive picture gave us great satisfaction. 

Mr. Bellsmith has painted many pictures of Bon Echo, but 
this splendid masterpiece of“ Old Walt” will take premier place 
in the Whitman Hall that is to be built in the days to come.
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Early to bed and early to rise—
And you’ll miss a lot of interesting people.

31


