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Uncle Walt

N'
OW THE NIGHTS are growing
longer, and the frost is in the air, and

fr„.,„ ."'" *? ''"S *''<= ^'"•de in your
'""y '•"Pj^ng chair, with the good wife

vhHe th!!'''
^°"' "!'?« '^°°'''^^ '« the cat,while the energetic children pUy the dick-ens with your hat. O, it's nice to lookaround you, and to feel 'that you're a kingthat your coming home at evening makfyour joyous subjects sing ! So you read^ome

Rome'
^^^P'"\°f olf Gibb'on's dope onHome, and you know what human bliss is

.n your humble little home! There is really

than'to^i'V" '"^^ ^^y °^ ^^"hly bHss^than to toddle home at evening, and tc get awelco„,e k,ss and to know fhe kid^ ^wLogreet you at the pea-green garden gate, havebeen waihng, broken-hearted, that you weretm, mmutes late! There is nothing nS
when r"'"^

'''""
l'°'''"g

^^•"^n's smile,when she sees your bow-legs climbing o'ei^the bargain counter stile! If you don't ap-
preciate It, then the bats are in your dome
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