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“This to Me, That to Thee”

yrOW different does one picture appear to eack one of a group of
onlookers! What different thoughts does one strain of melody
awaken in the breasts of its hearers! Hmuuchcplmua can
mean to one, how little to another!
"Z'lu tru!lc ‘ia this to me, and that to thee)” says the poet,

Tln'nk it

Tkmk n! our uﬂmo, with the wide scope of meaning that edch little
wrticle on this page has! This to me, that to thee!

Some.. humorous little story may bring tears to the eyes of one. Some
wpathetic description’ may awaken o soft smile in memory of other days.
T'ruths on lifs and the world appeal to each one of our readers in a different
mw We rejoice in the many facets of our precious jewel. '

this page with sincerity, with interest, with broad-mindedness.
i’t will repay you. The truth that may be hidden 'neath the words may never
le discovered by you; but some other appeal will be made. Time will not
Yiave been spent in vain.
* With a well-chosen collection each week, a rounded, satisfying appeal
€ ‘made, and you will close the page with a gratification in the fact that
time is flying, but you are keeping step with it.

i

THE MORAL

" morning grouch on, and the ‘wise

ON'T ask ‘ltther for that now. We
until this évening.” ;
In other words, nthn- has

~will wait till it disappears, like mist
before the sun, There are millions

of grumpy, grouchy old and young
men eating their eggs in silence and

being agreeable! I said millions.

has a special corner in ill-humor?.

What right has any man, old or young, who is livlpg
with others, to inflict an ill-nature every morning

on his people?

Why should selfr.introl, good-humor,

a happy smile, be allowed to come forth only at 11 '

o’clock?

I have seen an animated Wet Blanket make his wife,

4

in-law and mother positively miserable

The wind that, with s0 many a tone,
ord within can thrill—
language all thine

Of sympathy below;

Few are the hearts whence one same
touch
Blds the sweet fountains flow;

own,
To him a mystery still,

And steadfest love
l‘ow—‘nd by still conmuln' POWers The klndl‘ m“ from thﬁiwd grew,
. h b:dd-n hlz"mﬂgm Thl ll( £ ours nT s faithoul to thy ﬂgm
uc ties wou! ] l ot o -1t there be.on i
o falr for -utht lo ’ Hath in t ‘}th
And wnlch

!t may be that thy 1h-r" oyo

Sees no! .thine, tu

In such ao?ﬂ reve lo the

! Where the rich burns RBut for thoss

m may be that th.‘“hﬁnh ol -brlnt.' - Whevreln
Born amidst violets lone, Like sister "

.A rapture o'er thy soul can, h:ln:— <. ghade,

A dream, to his unknown.’ With the

For that full

Never to mo

)

“T'he tune that lpnlu of other times,
A sorrowful delight!

'he melody of dhunt chirhes, Or
The sound of waves by night;

"3ﬁe udio Qr
Flat 2°

THD occupant of the big Morris

-that bend,:
5 ol' !houxhuu.uha.
Oh! IAy thy. lovely :runu aside,. .

ift them unto heaven.
~Welola

chair laide aside his paper and
looked around his cosy bachelor
.Bpartment, with a migh that: &id not *
nstch hig healthy, good-looking per-
“M0mality. Next, his plpe was lighted,
%‘Ml fow - Atful-pufte, was aiso
5 upon the table.  After frown-
'ubuhﬂy for fives minutes at’an une
.?hrl-ty girl on the wall, he
;M ter from’ his breast pocket
g \Ot‘u 1o read - for the twentieth
+'me, o PN
>4, my first office there and it nearly killed
et G T Y
ol Wty wall Srlegued With uiveelt tmi kept away like & hero; But ‘tomorrow
{Butrotndings.  in fact, I'm so much in  LreTROon I look up tale Wm’m'm“
%ve With my new studio that I'm go- M08 'I've:s notion that the peyeholog-
i#ug 10 tell you about it, first of all; it ic.;.l{ moment has arrived. 3
‘/#8y be some time before you see it, S Wachat the WU AL D
besnuss &t first T shall be and out of temper, for even.bie had un-
b hos gy ik B W ong; - derestimated the dirt and Wdesolation ot

w(, course, when I've sold omo th la bulldln.. His irditation was
r:#"&‘ 'lm" £ R Al aku o Wm Y e ':r‘a"c'ol'
0om,’ and ask my an! n A
Grant and I have taken ored'ha‘l’tl:. # vixen ﬂ.n?‘u

r room at the top of the Bogle Bulld-
It is rather a dln‘x old place, I'll
l!. nd the four flights of stairs are

whom he mentuly hbeled Beatrlx‘, 'l‘he
studio door stood elightly ajar, ﬁ
he paused a moment to take breath he
v. but the rent is lower when ).eerd a faint but unmistakable loh fol
elevator, and naturally one lowed by a plaintive little ' ‘Oh,
look for luxurie8 in Bohemis. in a familiar volce. Without t ruhgr
b t three lovely chairs at an  ceremony, he walked in and - gathered
‘n lg' shop, to begin with into his arms the !orlorn figure on the
sive aivan in The soap-box divan. After ope amazed and.
l dont mark the coincidence of  terrified glance, Bess gave a glag cry
hwm wl(h that of the humble s08p and ¢l to him th:nktully
orlpnulcr ‘::mom;.ow'ml.an ;o'\}l':rmh. r.e ll‘;:'l “Hq{w llla you now? What madée you
any! 5 come?" -
;s c:;:hlonl. Qur elllll.l‘o;xkld drawing-  of pellef. e nhispered. ;iy o long algh
ar operties’ very pro- “‘Oh, I-I wanted to see you,” he an-
fessional, ‘and I think the artis at- = gwered, truthfully enou;hy 'He gave
one comprehe'n-he look about the big,
chilly, ' forbi room, with its few.
plthetlc um. nltemplu to relleve the

“Now, cmw sit right down und ln‘ll

your Uncle eodore. -gll

Somehow the scenery doun't

frame up to your description.

t’n‘:‘: w:lepnryour fdea of hnving n

B us time?"” .

g:y "k‘m‘o *:;W ("Ultwm “‘ '” me “Don’t, Yes, go ahead—I de-
r awhile— serve dt! Oh, an idiost I've been

ha
abo u."'l'h n you hven t convinced the pub-
hers—

&rn flats you had
nonsl humdrum things!
“Now that I'm ready to go to work,
'm ectly hnpp{ and sure l'm ,o
have a glorious tim ‘d

seen—conven-

ity T 2on il Bt o 10 of
m'y a of ca t
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undred
tno mchnlqua. nur tho Ha
‘'m ashamed
thlnk i
ving up every-
thing else—why, I-- e 3
**Don’t feel” ao kann about working

out your individuality,” he quoted,
wuked.ly. tmlh his smile was tender,

ot too proua Nr1lkl the praise.
Fomathing. 40 e Votrselt” st

It is. And how aa: ys: ‘md t

trix gir!
m“ tly horrid'
“Bhe’s all pou and. afte & lnd :ho
says catty things, and she's "tearfull
untidy, and she knows the Weirdest Iot
why, Ted, wmu 9! ‘em don't
Out. pari: m :“{%‘.'r‘"’t
ng her of el
y ‘d tl“r‘ to{ul 4
tor's. 80 Impu
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8 what ' He atier no-

: 'l‘h;nk omu h . ¢ mml,',“'ﬂllwlrnt
sweetness b A

blrn hlnk

Yet scorn thou not for this, the true

at breakfut.'

It is habitpal, I believe, and when he goes

forth to work a huge sigh of relief helps him out of
the house. Would that it were a huge patent kicker!
The morning grouch is never too taciturn to find

fault.

He objects to the temperature of the coffee; the

omelet is too flat or too salty; the creamed potatoes are
soggy and the toast is too thin, thick, dry, wet or burnt,
A fond, miserable wife usually breaks his egg for
him and refills his water glass. The meal is eaten in
misery and there is consequent indigestion fg ' all.

I ask:

“What rightshas this man to be g.ouchy?”

. The individual can never live, only for himself.
Evolution kills off the isolated freak. One must identify
himself with a group and work co-operatively with asso-

ciates,

A man who affects others harmfully, even in
the matter of moods, is defeating his ends.
be disciplined.

He should

Once upon a time there were a man and a girl.
They were great pals, They read the same books,
likeds the same music and admired the same pnctm'u.

They were compani

and

and all went merry until a house party.showed a side of
the man’s: nature never suspected by the friend. He
was an Al grouch. In the Amalgamated Association of

Grumps he had a quorum,

You see, in the years of

friendship he had never shewn himself in the morning.
Afternoons, holidays and evenings gave him to his

friends at his most attractive and brightest.

1t took

a little Waterloo of a breakfast to show him in a habitual

morning grouch.

. That man made every one unhappy. The members
of the circle resented the condition; the unkind dis-
courtesy of the grouch’s actions were enough to-black-
ball him on any list of friends.

_morning grouchy skeleton.

‘the next miserable breakfast.
frowning their bacon down their .
‘throats because they don’t feel like"

Will some man tell me why he

CROUCH.

 One of the unusual, inexplicable facts about a grouch
i8 that when he does break out in & warm smile at about
o'clock in the evening, every one is so relieved at the
lifting of the pall that resentment is forgotten. By
smiling, a grouch ean bring forth an army of Cheshire
eats. No one dares to object or to bring forth the
And the night fades intc

Frankly, I would not have a grouch in my home

It is in the training of children that the first grouchy .

intimations should be squelched. The boy who shows
temper or dislike in the morning is either in ill-
heaith or should be disciplined. If he cannot recog-
nize the rights of others, he should be forced to eat
alone. Normal
beings yearn for
the society of

others. A grum-
py boy will
quickly recover

his smiling, good-
natured equilib-
rium after a week
of solitary eating.
He will fake a
smile, if neces-
sary, until he will
acquire the habit.

This is very
important to

mothers and
fathers. Let no
future grouches

be attributed to
your lack of¥in-
hibitory powers.

Suppose that
you married a grouch that decides that he need not
restrain his grumpy proclivities now that you are pre-
paring his breakfast. What are you going to do?

Well, remember that there is nothing like the im-
portance of the first step. Don't cry. Your nose be-
comes red and you cannot thresh out important ques-
tions in a quavering voice. Meet the first grouch with
a firm, loving, reasoning objection, Talk out the mat-
ter on the grounds of sympathy, interests and love. With
the background of a honeymoon you can do anything.
Keep up the good work, that's all.

The early morning grouch has no right in a civil-
ized home. The end of married life is the family, the
happy, helpful family. Each member should contribute
to the general good and advancement. Grouches block
the way. They should be removed!

BARBARA LEE.

“What on earth was this fight all
about, anyway? What does it matter
how March came in?"”
“‘Because March is going to be a very
i lmp.o;mnt month for me.” And Betty's
little face grew suddenly serious—posie
{Alvely . portentous,
@sked you to take this walk with me, I
want, your advice before I decide to
/ta\k&u step.”
“Fire away!”
Betty's plans never included him.

!“The subject of this story is a friend
of mine who—'"
“Meaning yourself. This ‘friend’ busi-
< ness nlways means that,”
“You being
3 cnnt lell this if' you nke it to be
It really fsn't.’
* answered Billy, noncomnit-
tnll) 'l’hh friend of yours—'

nboul me.

sald By,

rude, Billy,

ADRCI] YWIADS .

LAMBY"
“No, a Non!"
“I tell you, It

was a lamb!”
“You sound a lot

like a lamb your-
self, fair one!"

And Billy laughed

in that frritating,

fascinating way of

his and tossed
back the curly hair
from bhis eves.

“That's why I

gloomily.

Beslides,

she was 302"

sensible sort of way.

“Twenty-nine, Betty.”

again, my friend did not think that she
had the right—"

“Betty!"” whispered Billy

“Last week—he came back. It was as
she had suspected ever since she—
stopped caring. It was a boy-and-girl
affair to him; he had crossed the ocean,
and forgotten; and he had married there
and had children, Then his wife had
died, and he had remembered again,
and had come back to tell the girl he

bhad known that she mighi have him
again. She—she sent him packing.”
Betty's laugh bubbled up from some-

where in the depths, with a sigh trail-

ing behind it. I think she—she acci-
dentally set the bull pup on him.
“Then she came to me for advice

She sald, ‘Now that I've seen false
love, I think 1 know true. And I'm
not so calm and sensible as I thought
1 was, and he's very old for his age.

whispered Billy again.

went on Betty, chokingly,
never ask me again. And it's
year, and would you advise

And, Billy, would YOU advise

But whatever she sald next w
smothered on Billy's shoulder.

“Oh, Bllly,” she gasped at last, “I
didn't realize how dreadful, how ter-
Did I say that rible it would be. What can you
think of me? I am ashamed ever to
luuk you in the face again.”

*Look, Betty,” answered Billy

his

as
*‘She's a perfectly nmper irl.” Betty's *8o, of course, she would be sensible. clasp rlxh!ened ““The March wind Is
volce grew di and earngsl—a tun¥|y Well, one day he did a very foolish curling your hair Into runm little kinks,
trick with her little, piquant face. thing, He—asked her to marry him, and shaking the baby leaves on the
“She's never done anything in her lifs “ghe 18 a very dear friend of mine,” trees, and blowing all the worries and

that wasn't

though she's
she tells me.

me,”’ laldBl

interruption,

she got rather tond ot him, in a calm,

eminently

very nice, likable man,”

He was a
comlnued Befty, \l“etl)' ignoring the

respectabie,

troubles. She said

one from it,
llke you., And L4

went on Betty, her volce trembling a
wanted to, lots of times— little. *“That is why
about two years ago
she met a man—no, it was three years.”

It was Lv:o years ago that you met

no. 8She thought
she was too old for him for one tmng
he seemed like a boy to her. And th en
there had once been another ¢
man who had come into 'her life and 1 don't care

memory and an ubllnuon As long as
there was & chance of his coming back

bad memories from your brain It's
blown out evervthing now but the
thought that you love me and rh.«n 1
love you. Look up, honey, and s

And Betty, a glimpse of hemen ln her
brown eyes, looked up.

anything about the

1 feel so for her

aving behind him wind,"” she murmured, “but March is
obligate wrtalnly going to go oul Hke a lunb
CE MARTI

€¢ ELLO! Yes, yes. this is Doc- "!
H tor Richardson! Qh, yes, doce

tor.

“What's that! Can I operate in your
place? Yes, 1 ses. Who did you uy‘{»L
Oh! Yes, doctor, I'll go at once! Good«"

Dick Richardson hun up the tele~
phone receiver and nn{ his

iration stood on his
face lnd

B
rops of pe
forehead, and

drawn look that comes of d emation.
His wife came over lnd er would be necessary to operat
gently on t is it, The vil e physician was called from
dear? Must you run nway m me to- an adjoin
night? Oh, Dick! Don’t go if you can been ndmm tering &

help 1t; remember your promise.
nmmbcr sweetheart—but I

will have to
“Our weddi

romised falthfull
the theater. 1

M‘y darling, it ec¢annot
Doctor Johnson has asked
care of a very sick little boys one

. an aged and childless uncle, who,

. ¥ through some curious reasoning, had
sworn he would leave every penny he

possessed to his first grandnephew,

his patients.
dread it, too.”

Some one else.
lllntv"

Doctor Richardson

he looked into t
a tense,

the child’'s hyste

of tho anesthetic,

anniversary, Dick. You
you would take me Al he nood with
n hand dlng over the Thr
cm a terrible temptation overpowered

or Richardson.
'l'h. life of this chﬂd wu m& temptation,” which
between une of

ve set my heart om

be helped,
me to tak i AnA €8

1 may have tp operate, I

“Doctor Johnson! Why, Dick, he is—"
‘'Yes, the biggest man in the profes- prain
sion. I'm honored, of course, by his
confidence in me, but I wish” it were

mlph Hastings
mean the child who will inherit
R e e e
fi
£l e o
toa hu. Brlnx my eoat uld hat, wm

40 tratn.’
,OA“rﬂdvtn’m, 3 mun .%nmn-y -mansion
owned by ms coudn. John But ngs,

a
dra with suffering. After an ex-
:omlm;ro'::. Doctor Richardson found It

apartment, where he had

tions were made, and the unnll
was finally put under the influence

cutting off entirely his own nephews

The life of a struggling young surgeon
in a large city wés not an easy one.

He thought of all the unpaid bills In
his desk at home, of his wife and in
fant daughter, a cripple from birth; of
the hard times making it impossible for
those who owed him money to pay. All
this and more flashed through his
. One little slip of the keen blade,
& half second with the chloroform. and
the boy would soon cease to exist.

““What do you mean? Who is the pa- The coroner's verdict would corre-

spond to the medical certificate, *‘Sur-
déhn  Hastings' vwnd operation and dwed from exhaus-
11. would be so easy and it woula

FIUDe.  ake things 80 easy for him; but sud-
denly he saw his wife’s accusing eyes
she loved him because he was a good

Hh baby daughter's face stood be-
tween him and the still form on the
ucted dl~ table,

He must save the child's life at ail
hagards: the awful, murderous thought
fled before those just and good, =nd
with a gilent prayer for etrength he
Put forth a steady hand. The little boy
ived. The oper ful,

In recognition of his km Doctor
Johnson appointed Dh:k Rmhndscn as
his chief assistant and the medical
Jjournals ublllhedldolnled account of
m- dellcna and difficult operation per-
Iph Hastings. A codicil
had been added to his uncle's will,

Righard Richardson the sum of
$100,000 in appreciation of his skill In
saving the life ot little Ralph.

rest of his successful
career, Doctor Rlehndwn kept ever
befors him the ‘words, '‘Yield not to
he obeyed to the

te at once.

ng dr’u“ :n

§

letter.
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when she marries?
Most emphatically, YE8'

No woman can Successfully discharge
the dutles of & homemaker if her chiet
interests are devoted to ofMce work.
Therefore, When she begomes a wife she
should devote all of her energies 1o the
primary dutles of wifehood and mother-

hood..

Many a professional woman will protest
that it is possible to be a successful
wife and at the same time continue in
the pursuit of her chosen work, This
may be true, to a certain extent, when
children are not involved; but no mother
should be obliged to leave the care of
her children to others while she spends
the major portion of the day in an of-
fice or store.

When a woman marries she has a
right to be supported by her husband,
without the necessity of financial aid
from herseif

If she must, through force of cireum-
stances, put her shoulder to the wheel
in the work of earning a livelihood,
then let her choose some work that can
be done in the home, where she can still
maintain the supervision of her chil-
dren’'s upbringing and education. Vir
tually all professional women are com-
pelled to glve the best of themselves to
their profession.

This leaves only the dregs of life and
vitality for their husbands and echll.
dren;

The wear and tear of business llfe,
which tlres every man, can only send
the woman home at the end of the day
weary in body and mind, & sharer in

SKOULD a girl give up 8l

her husband's fatigue, instead of a
bright, cheery wife that will help him
forget the petty annoyances or the big
worries of the workaday world.
Naturally, she cannot attend to busi-
ness during the day and assume the re-
sponsibilities of the housewife at night.
Both would ; one or the other
must eventu given up entirely.

when a girl marries, her

Generally,
husband strongly objects to her con-
tinuing in professional life. This is as

it should be. When a man marries he
wants a wife, not & partner in business,

He desires, most of all, & mother for
bis children; and when there are chil-
dren It Is quite Impossible for the
mother to continue  professional work
@nd at the same time be the proper sort
Of & wite and mother.

Of course, the objection will be raised
by gome women that they dislike domes-
tie duties, Girls, if you hate housework
and dislike chldren, don't ever marry.

For such & woman matrimony is not
the “profession’ she should choose.

Furthermore, if & married woman whe
has & husband to provide for her con-
tinues in business she is thereby actually
taking a living away from some un-
married girl or poor widow who is
obliged to support herself. Thus she
overcrowds the labor market, helps to
keep the wages of women workers low
and Is the cause of other women living
in want, Exceptions there are 10 every
rule,

If a professional husband and wife
are childless and can afford to live in
@ hotel, the woman in that case may
continue in her profession.

1t would also be unreasonable to ex-
pect & writer or a singer to entirely
give up her profession just becgusge she
marries,

Literary pursuits can be followed at
home: music need not take & woman
away from her home for any consider=
able length of time. Many of the great-
€st artists in both professions have
been and are ideal wives and mothers.
But to the average woman in busi-
ness today, 1 say unhesitatingly, it you
marry, give up business in an office and
follow the profession of homemaking
and housekeeping. You need not be a
slave: but to be a successful wife you
must be able to conduct a home proper-
ly, and unless as mistress of your own
household you are as capable of being
its chief as your husband is of man-
aging his own business, you will soon
find yourself a miserable failure both
as housekeeper and wife, ELISE.

HO’S that at the door? Here,
Ebenezer, get out o' my way.

Why, let me see. Who is it?

John Jones! Why, man! Where have
you been all these many months away
from your poor wife and children?
Come in and sit down. You look real

peart and comfortable, too. What's
that? You've got a good position in

Rivertown, an' you've been savin’
money an’ vou haven't touched a drop
since you went away? Well, John

Jones, what &' you suppose has be-
come o' that poor wife o' yours an'
all your children since you went an’
left 'em? Starvin’, most likely. Oh,
you've heard they're all right? Well,
my good man, I can tell you that if
my Brother Jim hadn’t’ have came
home from the west with his fortune
in the very nick of time and fixed me
up the way he did, with a bank ac-
count, I don’t know what would have
become of that poor widow an' or-
phans o' yours. Well, walt a minute

'r two an’ I'll go on down to your
house with you. Mustn't let you
walk in, with your poor wife unpre-

pared, as it were. Now, John Jones,
I'm ready an’ I must say I'm sorry to
take you back to your family In
spite o' the fact that it'll lift the
burden from my shoulders to where it
rightly belongs. Oh, it ain't no use in
you sayin’ so humble like that you
can ‘“‘never do enough to prove your
gratitude to me” for you can. You
can just up an' make enough to keep
that sweet little uncomplainin’ wife
an’  those all-too-good-for-you young
ones in comfort. What sort o' posi-

tion have you In Rivertown? Sales-
man? Well, you couldn't get that
much In Cozyville. What? You've

got a little home all furnished and
ready for them in Rivertown? Well,
it might be a good thing to go to a
new place an' start in where you an'
your shiftless doin’s are not known.
No, you needn't to talk about payin’
me back. not if uud save an' scrimp
. No, just as you say,
you couldn’t npuy me, except, as I
say, by bein’ good to your wife an’
family. Here we are now. You walt
outside on the piazza while 1 go In
an’ break the news
How de do, Misses Jones. Wher's all
the children? Johnny taken ‘em out on
ma sled’ V\'ell no‘ that's nice. John-
ree-al comfort, ain't he? Looks
a mlu like his fnher don’t he? D
miss that scamp yet, Misses Jones?

What! If it wasn't for all my goodness
to you, you would ask me not to call
Your husband a scamp? Well, my land,
woman, what'd you call him then, a
angel? “He used ta be a nice, good,
kind husband 'fore he took to drinkin’."
Well, maybe he did, an’, Misses Jones,
what would you say if I told you that
John Jones had turned over a new leaf,
an'—an’ would you forgive him if you
heard he had a good payin’' position
an’ .a nice lttle furnished house in
Rivertown, an'—an’ you wouldn't up
an’ faint If 1 was to tell you he was
walting on your front porch? My land!
My dear good woman, You needn’t knock
me down. Well, I b'lleve I'll leave 'em
now an' go along home. ®Brother Jim
took Sarah Smith out for a ride in his
automobile. It's a ree-al nice walk to
mv house on & early spring day like
this 1s; the woods seem kind o' purplish
and shadowy, an' the frost {s all out of
the ground. Seems llke the air feels
kind ¢’ soft, an’—an’ cool an’ hopeful
like. It's queer how forgivin' women
folks Is. Now, 1 s'pose John Jones is
beln’ quite a hero, an' Mrs. Jones will
cook the fatted calf for him, an’' I bel
it's a plece of veal 1 bought for her as
the butcher’s

How would the neglected wives of
this vale o' tears get along unless it
was for the kind old maids—an’
speakin’ of old maids, 1 wonder it
Miss Smith ‘Il always be one.
Sometimes I think Brother Jim |is
kinder lookin’ up. He seems to come
down from New York so often, and
he's always saying he's so sorry
for the poor girl and d

ive her a littie pleasure, and lately
e's 80 dressy. He's got & new pep-
per'n salt guit an' patent lea\her
shoes, an' Miss
perked up; always washin’
best whits walst an' wavin' her
hair—an’ she's gettin’ real pretty
and rosy, too. She says she's so
happy with me an' can't do enough
to show me how fond she is of me,
Well, 1 dunno, I believe in ms wul.
that it Jim'd marry er
settle down In Cogzyville lhe'd make
him a ree-al good wife. But laws,
the spring must 'a’ got this into my
mind, and here 1 am home a,nln.
Well, I'm glad that the Jones

ily's troubles . seem over an’ done
with. Well, Ebenezer; all alone yet,
pusay? Brother Jim an’ Sarah Smith
not back yet! Dear Land o Love,
1 do wonder! ¢
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