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The Grimpy Letters

I

Dear Chum Grimpy,—

I almost wish I were an old lady like
you right now, in a peaceful pansy bon-
net just like yours, and then it wouldn’t
be up to me to amount to something. I
should already have amounted, and we
could sit down quietly and rock and
crochet and talk about how dear and
good your Major was and my—my
Colonel, we'll say, when they were liv-
ing. Ambition is such a nagger. Na-
poleon must have been a miserable lit-
tle fellow.

The rub was this, dear Grimpy: I
received our college Alumni News Let-
ter a few days ago, published every so
often, which told of all the wonderful
strides my classmates had made at
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home and abroad, playing missionary
in places with queer heathen names,
pitching ball for big leagues, practicing
law in New York, teaching school and
mining in Mexico—and I, being little
Merry Sunshine at home, totally
eclipsed by a grouch of late that won't
rub off. Since then I have haunted the
want ads and applied to all the family
guests for a job. But Grimpy dear,
don’t ever be fooled by a want ad, and
gend ten cents, no matter if they prom-
ise you half of their kingdom in return.
They are trifling—all of them.

Then just this morning remorse was
once more mine when I received a can
of delicately scented pink Jasmiol cold
cream of which Jabe, my college room-
mate, is the sole manufacturer. Think
of it, dear lady! Our plans for her had
been grand opera, but if she can earn a
little honestly—cocking and canning
cold cream, why not? Don’t you think
you need a can, fifty cents £ o. b.?
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