" EVENTS

Pershore: Then don't pour cold water on
an institution that saves England fror, the
stigma Jf prodishness,

Nostell: Good Lord! I'm not.

Pershore: Look round! Look at all the
wit and intelleet of the day pranem’ abont
like madmen! Look at the double firsta and
senior wranglers who have blossomed into
leading juveniles and beavy leads givin
way to the abandoument of gaiety. Look
at the men of promise who are far oo glor
ifously Bohemian to talfil it imitatin’ West
African wniggers and Calitornian log pil-
ers! Look wt the dramatists who wounld
write Pinero off the stage if they cmed 10
undergo (he homilintion of work. Leok st
thet musicians who regard Wagner as an
cverrated dnllard, bat who can't be both
ered to sit down and compose. Look at the
poets whose feet Keats and JByron ain't fit
to kiss, who, 1f they chose 1o fag, wonld
be as blazin' beacons in the land

Nostell (timidly): I see n lot of fellas of
alit kinds.  Ave they

Pershore: "Corse they are!

Nostell: How do vou kno v

Pershore: I've been to Bohemian ¢ nhs,
and I've heard them say so  Surely, {hey
onght to know

Nostell: O, Good Loid, yes  None let
ter

Pershore: Don't it do one's neart good 10

see them in worn ont pumps, and weary
shirts and biase clothes, castin' all thonghts
of mere discretion and selt respect to the
winds? They are the men who know the
meanin’ of life, dear old lad,

Nostell: They look: as Sthongh a little
movey might come in usefnl sometimes,
pour beggars!

Pershore: Money. What's money to them?
Your trne Bohemnan never wants for mo
ney.

Nostell: How's that, if he never earns it

Pershore: He borrows, dep~ lad, like a
gentlemun,

Nostell: Does he ever pay back?

Pershore: Good Lord! Isay: didn t yon
hear me tell yon that he's a Bobheiman
Come, I'm full of renewed energy.  Let us
plunge into the giddy vortex.

Nostell : What's the time, dear old boy?

Pershore (getting up a trifle unste adily):
Time: why bother abont time We are in
the world, my son. Nobody bothers ahont
vime in the world. Besides, that beastly
witch of mine's developed fonr  hands
Come, T'm going to dance with Al is
vanity."'

Newtell: O, all right then. 11 dance
with ““The dav hath a thon=and writs, '

And they do,)
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