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Miss Kendall on a Cart

R g

Miss Bertha Kendall stood waiting for
her car on the street corner. It was a
raw, chilly morning in April, but, she
preferred the outer air to the stuffiness
of the dingy little waiting-room before
which she stood. Her tailored gown
fitted her fine figure to perfection, and
everything about her was absolutely cor-

She had-an air of distinction and
even hauteur, and the man on the seat
of the high wagon which drew up to the
curb near her was aware of this. How-
ever, his horses were restless, and he
looked in vain for the usual lounger or
small boy, and with some uncertainty
and hesitation he addressed the young

“I;I beg your pardon, Miss—but

. would you just as lief go into that wait-

ing room and see if there’s a parcel for
me?”

Bertha turned an astonished face
upon him. “A-—what?” she said, hardly
believing her senses.

“A box.” he repeated, depreciatingly.
*You see I can’t leave my team, and-—
there don't seem to be anybody else
around.” He watched her half fearfully,
expecting to see her amazement turn to
anger, but instead her eyes began to
dance and her lips parted in a smile.

In a short time she returned
passed up the parcel.

“Thank you ever so mucH,” said the
man, gratefully. “I hope I can do as
much §or you some’— He stopped
abrupcly and grinned a little foolishly,
and Betha laughed.

“Say, Miss!” he seemed struck by a
sudden idea. “T take it you are waiting
for a car, w, I'm going your way;
why, I'd like to give you a ride—that is,
if you don’t mind going in such a rig.”

“I live out in Wingate, a little suburb,
you know—on the corner of Winthrop
and Norton™

“I go right there,” interrupted the man
with enghusiasm. and he reached down
his hana to help her up.

For an instant she hesitated, then she
accepted the invitation in the spirit in
which it was given.

“The cart don’t smell very
apologized as they started. “You see,
T go every day and get a load of swill,
but I turned the hose on the cart last
night, so it’s betfer than it is some-
times.”

“What do you do with the swill? she
asked.

“Oh, T keep a lot of pigs.

and

good,” he

T get paid

it pretty profitable. I keep the hogs a
long way from the house, so it don't
smell bad there.”

“I see,” said Bertha.

The pair of sleek black horses moved
briskly, with the quick and easy swing of
good walkers. Suddenly the man laughed.
“What'll my wife say when 1 tell her I
took a young lady to ride with me?” he
said

“She’ll say, ‘Why, Noah! what must
she have thought of you? "

Bertha laughed.

“You see”—the man's face sobered

*“my wife, she’s an invalid, and has been
for years, and so I tell her about every
little thing that I see on my trips, and
make as much of a story out of it as I
can. Jt amuses her, and she don’t have

“Well. what will she?” asked Bertha. |
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much fun, staying at home there all the |

time. So I keep my eyes peeled for any-

thing that’s interesting so’s to give her

something to think about.”
“Who takes care of your wife?”

mace. “I many men like
their mother-in-laws, still, she’s a good
woman, and if she don’t do things just
to suit me, why, I put up with it and
don’t say nothing

She's good to my

wife, and it’s awful nice she can have |

her mother take care of her. She’s more
contented than she would be with any-
body else, and I ought not to say
word. Still, on Sundays, when the old
lady takes one of the horses and goes
down to the village to church and to

spend

a

:.~L..uli
{ to see you, but of course it is out of the
He made a slight gri- !
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the day with her other children |

why, wife and { have a regular picnic |
¥ 4 f |

together. I tell her it's our honeyr
over again. I wait on her, and read
stories to her sometimes, and in sum
mer, when it’s real warm and mild, 1
take her out under the trees and we eat
our dinner there. Oh, I tell you, 1
don’t know what I'd do if it wa'n't for
our Sundays. Why, last Christmas 1
gave mother-in-law the best mackintosh
I could buy, so she could get to church,
rainy Sundays and all was real

»on

She

tickled—and so was 1.7

“Have you any children?” asked Ber
tha.

“No. We had one, a little boy, that

died when he was two vears old. That
was the worst thing that ever happened
to us. He was awful cunning, as pretty
as a picture, and just Jearning to talk.
My wife, she’s never got it,
T've been trying ever since to make up
to her for him.”

Bertha looked at the man’s face.

There were tears in his blue eyes, but
he gave a queer little choking laugh.
“Kinder ridiculous, ain’t it, for a big,
coarse, homely feller = me to try to
take the place of a pretty child.”

of

h Ber
triction in her throat.
“That’s ten years ago,” he said. sadly,
“and I catch her crying about him now
sometimes. It's an awiul thing for a
man to see his wife cry.” There was a
Jittle silence, then he went on in a dif-
ferent voice, “And =0; to make her think
of other things, I remember everything
I see to tell her about. She's always
glad to see the spring coming, and when

I go home and tell her I've heard a
bluebird or a song-sparrow, she is as

pleased as if I'd told her I'd heard that
some old friend was on the way to see
her. She's awful fond of flowers, and
what do you think! on my way along 1
see a little bed of anemones side of the
yoad. When I go back I shall let the
horses rest at that place and I'll get
out and pick a nice bunch of ‘em for
her. They'll be the first she's seen this
r. Well, here’s your street. I'd like
talk to you longer, but maybe you've
heard enough.”
He drew up the horses and gave Ber-
tha a steadying hand to help her down.
“Wait a minute,” she said, “T want to
gend something to your wife.” She went
swiftly up the walk to her door and
‘went in, returning almost at once with
2 handful of beautiful, heavy headed,

& stemmed carnations in her hands.

thank you—thank you a thou-

_sand times!” he cried, his eyes sparkling
he took the flogrers. “She will be
with these, now I tell you. I

T won’t get those anemones till to-

“Bertha held out her hand. “I thank
for my ride,” she said, smiling up at
as he shook it, but there were tears

: eyes as she stood watching him
‘the street.
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greeted her as she returned to the house.
“What have you done now?”

Bertha held her head high and smiled
unconcernedly. “Why, I rode home from
Burton street with Mr—er, Mr, Noah.
I sent some flowers to his wife.”

“You rode from Burton street’ with
that. man on the cart!” Their horror
and disgust was intense.

Bertah smiled. “Yes,” she said, “and
some day I may ride home with him on
his load of swill to see his wife,” and
she ran upstairs, laughing. 3

She was busy the rest of the day,—
there were letters to write and callers
to entertain,—so that by the time she
began to dress for the evening she had
forgotten all about the episode of 'the
morning. Other thoughts were crowd-
ing upon her, and she was very serious
and a little nervous as she stood before
Ler mirror.

Hugh Norcross was fo call that even-
ing. Bertha had known for some time
thut a proposal of marriage from him
was imminent and to-night she felt
that she could ward it orf no longer.
She was not altogether sure that ghe
wanted to. He was a pleasant fellow,
and she liked him very mueh and her
family expected her to marry him, while
he was certainly most devoted to her.

When her Jaler was announced, she
went down to him with her mind made
up and the important question settled
arter serious deliberation.

But something in the aspect of young
Norcross was a surprise to her. He
looked distinctly vexed and displeased.

“Something 1s troubling you,” she
said at once 1n the direct way she had.

“Yes,” he answered ‘gloomily, “some-
thing is troubling me.”
“Can you tell me about it?” she ask-

ed. She motioned him to a chair and
sat down opposite, looking at him with
sympathetic eyes.

“1 think you kiyw what it is as weli
as I do,” he said mm an aggrieved tone

Bertha looked at him wonderingly.
I'm sure 1 don’t know what you mean.”

“I saw you out riding this morning,”
he said accusingly.

Bertha's eyes widened, then a look
of understanding came into them and
her lip twitched.

“l was thunderstruck.” The young
man spoke rapidly. I couldn’t believe
my eyes. 1 never would have believed
it if anyone had told me that it was
possible for you to do such an outra-
I'm not the only one who
feels this way about it; your mother
and sisters are as disgusted as I am.”

“So you've been talking me over with
them,” aid Bertha coldly.

“And tbhey told me you gave him the
flowers I sent you last night. My flow-
ers given to an old hobo like that!”

“He appreciated them,” said Bertha.

“Appreciated them!” he burst out
wrathfully. “Well, T'll tell you
thing: if 1 want people of that class to
have flowers I'll send them to them first
hand. You won’t have another chance
to insult me that way right off.”

Bertha was silent, her eyes cast down.

“How many of your friends saw you
this morning, do you suppose!” he went
on.

“[ don’t know, and I don’t care,” said
Bertha quietly.

“Well, T care,” he retorted. “I was
walking along with a friend of mine and
he saw yeu and commented on you:
And who do you think he was?—Pre
ton Ames! I've told you what a fine fe
low he is, and 1 was going to brin

one

question now. You
with your friend”
that didn’t

were &0 taken up

the word was a sneer

You see’ me. You can |
imagine 1 was relieved at that. Sup
pose you had bowed to me—and it
would have been just like you. if you'd

seen me—and I'd had to explain to my
friend who you were! As it was. I was
ashamed that I wanted to go through
jewalk.”

“What had you to ashamed of
she asked. “You were not riding on the

cart.”

He looked at her in speechless

nation, then got up and walked excit

Iy about the room. He scolded and |
ranted a while longer, and Bertha
watched him with a kind of curiosity

and speculation in her ey “I wonder,”
she thought, “if Mr. Noah ever talks
to hia wife like that. And if Hugh scolds
me like this, now, what would it be if
we were married? I guess it wouldn’t
be much different from mother and the
girls. T am always doing things to bring
down their displeasure on mw_head

Hugh had ceased speakin ‘?An.l was
coming toward ber. There was that in
his face that showed he was now ready
to forgive her and that he was prepared
to be very magnanimous and Kind, and
perhaps before he left her there would
e a perfect recomciliation and under
standing between them.
“There,” he said gently.
have said more than I ought and scold
ed you too much, but you see I was
fearfully upset by it.. and I don’t want
to see you doing such things any more.”

The last of the sentence sounded some
what patronizing, and Bertha's
flashed, but she spoke quietly,
se¢ why it was such a dreadful thing to
do,” she said. “If T had been driving
out with the Gordons’ coachman, would
you have been ashamed of me?”

“Of course not.”

“Well, this man was a self-respecting,
independent farmer. He's much more
interesting than a coachman.”

“That has nothing to do with it,” he
said, irritably, then smoothed his voice,
carefully again. “I do wish you would-
n't do such things, Bertha” He had
never called her by her first name be-
fore and she noticed it. “Promise me
¥on won't any more.”

Bertha stood up and looking at him
very steadily and somewhat defiantly. “I
thall promise no such thing,” she said.
“If my conduct displeases you, you are
rot obliged to have anything to do with
me. You need not even recognize me
on the street if you feel ashamed of
the acquaintance. To save you further
embarrassment I shall not be at home
to you in the future. I hid you a very
good evening.” With that ehe left him
and went to her own room, where she
cried a little, laughed a little, and then
became very serious.

“Oh, Mr. Noah,” she said aloud, “I
owe you a debt of gratitude which I
can never repay, for you have saved me
from great disappointment and unhappi-
ness.”

As soon as young Norcross recovered
sufficiently from the stunned condition
to reason at all, he decided that the
best thing he could do would be to take
himself out of the way for a month or
two and allow ‘absence to make the
heart grow fonder.

It was two months later that he re-
turned. He had reasoned it out that
in all this time Bertha must have miss-
ed him, and that if he should write
her a very humble and apologetic note

not refuse to welcome him

eves

“Perhaps 1 |

“I don't |

Lolte

The first acquaintance he met was
Preston Ames, who shook his hand cor-
dially, then turned and walked with
him ‘toward his boarding place. “I
want to talk with you,” he said, and
Norcross invited him to his rooms,

As he turned on the lights and look-
ed at his visitor, Norcross was struck
by an expression of such buoyant hap-
piness as he had never seen on his
friend’s face before. Vhat's happened
to you, Preston?’ he asked curiously.

“That’s just what I wanted to tell
you,” said Preston. *“I am engaged to
the dearest girl in the world.”

“Is that so,” said Norcross smiling
cordially. “I'm delighted to hear it
Who is she? Do I know her?”

“Why, yes; she’s a particular friend |
of youzs, I think I've heard you say—
Miss Bertha Kendall.”

Norcross tutrned away so that his
friend did not see his face grow sudden-
ly white. “Indeed!” he said. His voice
sounded strange to himself, but Preston
Ames did not appear to notice.

“It all happened rather suddenly; in
fact, it was a case of love at first sight
on my side,” he ran on. “Do you re-
member that day I came home from
the west and you and I were walking
along together? Well, maybe, you re

member my commenting on a young
lady 1 saw riding on a cart. [ don’t

think you saw her, or yon would have
told me who she was. [ was so struck
with her beauty and the something bet-
ter than beanty that I saw in her face

sympathy, intelligence and kindliness

that I really lost my heart to her then
and there. Fortunately for my peace of
mind, I met -her a day or two later at
a friend’s house, and—well, we are en
gaged. Her family were very much
shocked because she rode with that man
—he is a friend of ours, now—but 1
glory in her independence and her scorn
ing of appearances. There is altogether

too much sham nowadays, but she is ab
solutely genuine. Well, I'm on my way
to see her and I guess I'll be going
Come along with me, some evenin

she'll be glad to see you back

gain

For a long time after le had gone,
yvoung Norcross sat very still, shading
his eyes with hizs hand, for e light
was rather strong.
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OLD IBBETTSON’S
MONEY

; 4

The Senior Section of Loving Work

ers’ Circle of the Society for the
Distribution of Clothing Among the
Native of Senegambia was to meet that

Deacon
been |

we

afternoon at the of Mrs
Forsyth. For a had
drawing funds in driblets from the un
willing deacon, and for tw
had been hard at work preparing for the ‘
supper that important feature |
of the society’s meeting. |

She had been helped in her work by

ne

o days she |

was an

|
her miece, Esther Dolbear, who was |
visiting in Brooksvale for the summer. |
The front room had been carefully |
dusted. and the old papers that covered |
| the haireloth furniture had be re- |
moved, although even this ed |

little from the funeral gloomines
| room.

The members were slowly gathering,
| and the \:

gossip was going on apace

ilJl'll member came in she was greeted
with effusion by those already there, |
: while she mentally ecalenlated the
| amount of gossip that had en going
on about herself
h This amusement had almost been ex

1

hausted when one men
new gensation: by

aski had

| heard what young M lad been
doing. She wa e for
a fire of question, » numerons to an
swer.
| Mr. Tbbettson was the son of an old
| resident of the town who had been cor- |
| dially disliked. as by his shrewdness and
ln\gg:nw!‘\ habits he acquired a cor
| able fortune an

locuments that

gages on manyv

town.® The

as he was of
| the old man's ving
| In a few amassed  a
fortune At the
| death of to have
| been n Id man’'s
| estate, a rill contained the
strange req that he should devote |
such of the estate as he wis to mis
sionary work Now. at the age of 30
g.l«-hn Ibhetison or. was back in
| Brooksvals summer. and  had
| sneceeded in stirfing the townsfolk up in
| a remarkable manne

As soon as it was found that he was

‘gnink to rephodel the 1 Ibbetts

vd
| the
debate in

h summ

was to s

the chief s

Ame
hurch circles and

matter

'Lu-w-r\' st
ancial stane
work meant
people among whom readv money was a
somewhat scaree commodity

Among the men the

nt was con red, as

employment for the towns

The church itself looked at the proh
ahility of getting a large share of the
| estate. as the young man's personal
| wealth was close to a million. Each of
the missionary societies saw in itself
the only proper outlet for using the
money. The women. especially those hav- |

| ing marriageable ighters, had their |
own views of the situation, each one |
| secretly hoping that one of her own
| brood might ' catch the fancy of the
| young mi Aire.

But to return to the meeting. To

the frantic entreaties of the women Mrs.
Jones stated that she had inform:
showing that great changes were to take
place in the Tbbettson estate. Mr. Ih- |
bettson had brought plans that called
for the remodelling of the old homestead
and the building of a garage, and two
or three other buildings, the character
of which had not been ascertained.

Every mechanic in town had been
hired and a gang of ten Italians had
arrived that day. To crown the mys-
tery, he ordered ten large tents and a
hundred cot beds. This information was
enough to set all the gossips in confu-
sion and it was only by repeated calls
that the president succeeded in cglling
the =meeting to order.

In the meantime John Thbettson was
having an experience of his own. Rid- |
ing into%he town in his automobile he
came across a gang of boys looking as
disreputable as dirt and torn clothes
could make them, engaged in stoning a
poor cat that they had tied to a tree.
Jumping from his ear he dispersed the
scamps and captured three who proved
to be sons of well known citizens. Tak-
ing them to their homes he found in
each case that the mother was at the
missionary meeting. With a grim look |
on his face he drove to the deacon’s |
home, and entered the kitchen with the |
boys just as the debate was at its
height.

Waiting for a favorable moment to
enter he heard gpe of the women tell
with unction of the good work they
were doing in nlding;‘l.nrrel of elolg:c-s
' year to Semegambia. He wasabout

but as Dolbear

pect
tual work.”"—Washington Star.

in such a shack

A DAINTY KIMONO.

A pretty negligee cut on the simplest lines is here

pictured in a dainty development of figured white China silk with

trimming bands of plain colored silk.

The -garment is shaped by

centre back and under-arm seams, and tucks arranged in front and

back produce a graceful fulness.

attractive for these little negligees and are to be
Ispwn, silk, challis and cotton crepe are
The medium size will require 3 yards of material,

ors and soft materials.
also available.
36 inches wide.

Ladies’ Kimono. No. 5825.

fabrics are most

The Japanes:
almd in bright col-

Sizes for small, medium and large.

A pattern of the above illustration will be mailed to any ad-
dress on receipt of ten cents in money or stamps.

Address, ‘‘Pattern Department,’”’ Times Office, Hamilton,

It will take several days before you can get pattern.

His Way.
“That orator says he feels that he
can mever repay his constituents for

ve conferred on him.”
,” answered the voter, “that’s his
polite way of telling us we needn’t’ ex-
much from him in the way of ac-

the houor they b

Offended Dignity.
The $250 hen looked at her surround-

| ings

I'his chicken coop didn't cost more

than $3, all told,” she said. “It’s an in
| sult to ask me to lay high priced eggs

\Whereupon ghe shut down.

P

ED
+ when the clock
ut down your pen and go,
in the middie of a word?
sir. If it gets s0 nedr

By Contrast.
Miss Pevteet—How do I look in this
hat? :
Elder

don't you, sis?

brother—Under it, you mean,
You look pretty small.

Strategy.

“Gracious,” exclaimed the anxious
mother, “why did the teacher tell you
about the dreadful giants when she knew
the stories would take your breath
away?”

“Please, ma'am,” responded small Tom
my, “the whole class had been eating

onions.”—Chicago News.
Not Wrapped Up.
Mr. Jawback—How you women do

love to see yourselves in print!

Mrs, Jawback—Print, indeed! No, sir
~-silk for ours, if you plmun.—Cle\'elnnd
Leader,

Time's Changes.
Absent-Minded Professor (discussing
an Italian town with a friend)—And in
the background there was a beautiful
mountain. Is it there still*—Meggen-
dorfer Blatter.

Rather a Compliment.

“I don’t like the looks of that young
man you had in the parlor last evening,”
#aid the irate old gentleman.

“He’s a nice young man, pa,” hastened
the pretty daughter.

“Well, I had the pleasure of calling
him a ‘young squirt’ to his face.”

“Oh, he didn’t mind that, pa; he took
it as a complimen

“As a compliment "

“Yes; he belongs to our volunteer fire
department.”—Chicago News,

Rather Particular.
Miszionary-— I don't mind being eaten
for a good cnuse; but
Cannibal—But what?
Missionary—Please be careful about
your table manners; 1 should feel ter-
ribly bad if I were eaten with a knife.

Had Seen Her.

“There are great things in store for
you,” said the fortune teller the
young man; “but there will be many ob-
stacles to overcome. There is a woman
oontinually crossing your path, a large
woman with dark hair and eyes. She
will dog your footsteps untiringly.”

“Yes; I know who that is”

“Ah, you have seen her?”

to

“Yes. She’s my washerwoman.”
Lighter Then.

“You did say Atlas held up the
world ¥

“T did.”

“Carried it on his shoulders?”

“Yes, sir.”

“He must have been a remarkably

strong man. No man could do that now-
adays.”

“But things are different now.’

“In what way?”

“Well you see, there was but a small
part of the world discovered when he
held it up.”

EVERY TIME.

“It is said, doctor, that you treated your
landlord for liver trouble and he died of
stomach trouble!"

“‘Infamous slander! When I treat a pa-
tient for liver trouble he dies from that!
Underetand?""

arose and in a few eloquent words told
of the needs nearer home. Of the suf-

| fering poor in the tenement districts

and the poor children who seldom saw a
blade of grass.

Little attention was paid by the wo-
men to the remarks, and at that moment
in strode John Ibbettson with the three
shrinking, dirty, neglected looking boys.
Simultaneously three angry Wwomen
reached for the boys, but John drew
the boys to him and empahtically ex-
pressed his opinion of mothers who ne-

| glected their own offspring for the chil-

dren of Senegambian mothers. The
meeting closed in haste and as the auto
rolled away it was seen that Esther
Dolbear was in' it.

As they rolled along the road, John
said: “Esther, I/ have been looking for
you ever since you disappeared from the
settlement work in the tenements.” The
bewildered girl could only say: “I did

e

not know that John Betson, the slum
worker, was the rich Mr. Ibbettson! I
left New York because I lost my posi:
tion.” Slipping one arm around her un-
resisting 'form, John drew her to him
and whispered: “Esther, your absence
showed me how much I loved you. Iam
having my old home made into.a coun-
try place where I can spend my sum-
mers and enjoy helping others. I am
building' a house for a large dining hall,
and am going to put up tents for a-hun.
dred children, and spend father's money
in giving poor children a taste of coun-
try Jdife, close to God and nature.
“Will you marry me to help the work
along!” Drawing setill more closely to
him, she replied: “No, John; not solely
for that. But I will marry you because
} And with never & wm
poor Senegambians, they
along the dusty road filled with'a hap-

SPRINGC CLEANING

It solves the meal
problem, as you have io
hand, r to serve, a
nourishing, wholesome
and palatable food that
will be-relished by the
whole family.

Biscuit for Breakfast.
All grocers, 13c a

PLEASURE TO THOSE WHO USE

SHREDDED
WHEAT

BECOMES A

Triscuit for Luncheon.

carton, 2 for 26c. 90t

Nothing So Handy
Numerically Numbered
100 Different Patterns

The TIMES is the only

during the year.

Job Printing of every

Try the Little Railway Size Admis-
sion Tickets:for Church Concerts
and Entertainments-of all kinds '

000000000000

Nothing-So’ Cheap
Easily Kept Track of
Can’t Be;Counterfeifed

Only $1.50 Per 1000

And in larger quantities cheaper still .

office in the city that sup-

plies this class of tickets, and we print millions of them

Send in your order. We print them while you wait.

o iiams Streots..11meS Printing Company

description from a three-

sheet* mammoth poster,-plain or in colors, to an address
card.
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The Day the Pretty Teacher Cried.

There 18 & lttle ecboothouse where
In fancy I can see hes yet,
With rosy cheeks and fluffy hair
And eyes I never shall forget;
Bhy used to often look my way
When foolishly I cared not why;
But 1 discovered all, one day—
1 made the pretty teacher cry,

To her it may not matter now,
She may have ceased long, long ago,
To think of me or wonder how
I had the heart to treat her so;
But looking back across the years
I eeec her as she bowed her head,
Her long, dark lashes wel with tears,
Because of something 1 bad said

Perhaps ehe would not, if she might,
Be as she was that afternoon,

A maiden still, and young and slight,
With May-<4ime coming oversoon,
But if 1 might be there again
With that sweet eatisfaction I
Would claim the joy 1 turned
1 made the pretty teacher cry.

from when

She had requested me to stay, :

1 was as tall, indeed, as she;
The others bad all gone away,

And tenderky she looked at me;
I had not broken any rule,

And 1 had learned my lessons well;
We stayed alone, we two, in school

Until the evening shadows fell.

She may bave littie beauty now,
Gray strands may glimmer in her hairj
Perhaps her once unwrinkled brow
Is seamed to-day by marks of care;
But if it might again occur,
If back to youth we two could fly,
This 1 could gladly promise her:
The pretty teacher would not v
8. E. Kiser, In Chicago Record-Herald.

———
The Song of Bridge.
With eyellds heavy and red,
With cheeks that flush and burn,
A woman eits in her gladdest rags
Playing her cards In turn
Bridge, bridge, bridge!
Daytime and night the same;
And still with volce at excitement's pitch
She sings the ‘‘Song of the Game!

“Play, play, play
The whole evening through;
y. play, play!

Till the milkman's almost due,
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Morning and noon and night,
The same thing every day—
What is it, then, that men call work, |
It this be only play? |

‘Play, play, play! |
"or we must be in the swim! |
“Play, play, play! |
Till the cards grow blurred and dim. |
Diamonds, hearts and clubs,
All in a mist they seem, |
Till when I am a Dummy I fall asieep
And still play on {n a dream!

*0. but for one short hour |
To feel as 1 used to feel,

When I flayed my round of guif a day
And longed for a heariy meal!

A day on the links I would dearly love,
Bu: at home I needs must stay,

For they must have another hand,
So 1 play, play, play!

“0. men with sweethearts dear!
O men with sisters and wives!
'It's not the rubber you're playing out
But foolish women's Hves!
Nervous, tired and worn,
Excited, flushed and rash—
Paying at ooce a double price
In health as well as in cash!"

With eyelldd heavy and red,
With cheeks that tlush and burn,
A woman sits in her gladdest rags
Playing her cards in turn
Bridge, bridge, bridge!
Winter and summer the same,
Till the breakdown comes, as come it will,
She will make the double and play, fn‘ud still
Will sing this ‘‘Song of the Game. i
D s —
Undressing.
Sometimes, when father’s out-of town,
At bedtime mother brings my gown
And says to me: ;
“The fireplace is warm and hn_ght.
You may undress down here to-night,
Where I can see.

So then I sit upon the floor,
And mother closes every door,
Then in her chair
She rocks, and watches me undress,
And I go just as slow, I guess
She doesn’t.care.

And then I stand up in my gown,
And watch the flames go up and down
As tall as me!
Bu’, soon I climb on mother’s lap,
And listen to the fire snap,
So comf’r’bly.

Then mother rocks and cuddles me
Close in her arms, where I can see
The coals shine red.

1 don’t feel sleepy, but some way.
When I wake up, then it's next day,

d I'm in bed
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