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THERE AND BACK.

RAGIOUS! Dop't crowd! Dep't
crowd ! Gake it easy agd let
me tell vou ope or two little

thipge that are all to the goed.

¥lere's a word for the housewife

—a good way to skim milk is te
lat the chall settle, they &raip the
‘water off!

Wyl Ghis reception tickles me to
death. [ feel like ap Blijah 1Y, But 'y glad to see
vou. Maope you've all brought your Bibles apd your
pocketbooks. Ghew go together, dop't they?

Gbar@’é two thipgs oupht ta be aboliahed; the
collestion plate I chureh agd the walter's tip g the
restauragt.

Wbat':ﬁ tl;a‘t'i' A ‘waiter tippea for beiqg obligfgg?
Nogzepre. Whe ever heard of ap obliging waiter?

But stop! [ kpow of ope whe's pot oply ebliging

but ahlaiuiBH copsidarate.

d—u-.;a--m



Would o believe it qnstaraaq "w‘|;ri|a [ was par-
taking of my littla poogday refreshment | saw this
paragon of a walter hurry to a table pext to mige as
though summoned ‘with authority,

It was ap ipdignapt patrop Who sat there.

Why his face was as red as a turkey cock, apd
he held zomething up op his spooy.

“Track here, waiter, what's
this ¥ he said, ipdigpantly.

"Tsocks like a shoe lace,

“Itis & shoe lace, apd it

Was i my aoup.”

"Beg pardan, sir, but wouid you
migd lotweripy your voice ¥ Dop't let
the gentleman at the corper hear you. Me's diped
here regular fcr two years aqé we've pe'ver tbro'w:}
him ig apything extra yet."

Now, that's what | call conzideraie.

Fapey how burt that regular custemer Wwould have
beep, hat he learped that all the prizes ‘were going
to pew custamers, \while Ilgis lopg suffering went for
qaugbt-

I had a '“ng experiepce myself Wwith a chap ip the
same eatipg house




He was of Geltic origip apd had got left his [vish
wit behind him when emigratipg to the friegdly shores
of America.

Op this occasiop | had decided to treat myzelf to
a faverite dish.

Ox-tail soup always tickles my palate.

[t was a lopg time showipg up.

My compapions sugpested that j:‘:]} :
they were rupping the ox te sarth, Kar

but [ acorgaﬁ such tales.

Seeipg my chagce | pabbed
the waiter az be ‘was ‘whiskicg ".,f:_ ¢
past ‘"ri

“Sawv, how about that ox-tail __,-:’:’ :
soup,” | asked apxiously

“Bure it'll be alopp =or, ip a Lalf a migute,” he
made apswer

“Bless your soul ho'w slow you are,” | remarked.

"Bhat's the fault of the aoup, sar," says he. "Ox-
tail iz abways bebind."

Chis same Miberpiap waiter Who was ®o ready
‘Wwith ap excuse makes me thipk of apother hailipg
from the same bleszed Greep Isle.

g this ipstapce he ‘was the proprietor himself,
‘who Was summoped to a certalp table where [ sat
‘with a frowp nf dizpleazure o my face.

FHE . S



"Wbai is it, sor, he asked, "dop't the service puitf"”

"Suit," | exclaimed. ”I:r:ok. here, | thought you
said your egps were all fresh [aid by your owp heps ¥
Srpell that, apd look at it. Why, what should be the
white is positively greep.”

“Share, it's all right" he said,

uv it Jt's ap Qirish bip Of brought
over mysalf that lays them ‘wid
the greep ‘whites; ap' she'd lay
thimp wid greep yolks, teo, if she

eould, begorra.”

I've got a little [rish biood myzelf—at least ope
of my remote apcestors I believe used o pull carke.

But ]'u-:-‘taq:

When [ was youpaer | 'worked in a eloth factory.

[t was the custory i thoze days to fipe ap oper-
ator for turping out bad work, Those fipes made me
sick.

One day [ brought a piece of cloth to be examiped
and our lypx-eved magager discovered two little holes
about ap ipch apart. Me then showed these to me
agd demapded a quarter for each hole, that beipg
the fine.

”Ynu zay it's a quarter g

——




"Ye:," zaid the manager.

"fpd 1z it the same for every hole—big or little.”

"Yes, exactly the same," 8aid the manager. "“Well,
then, J"|] save a quartér,’ apd puttipg my fipgers ip
the holes | gquickly made the two into oype.

| gave up my job abou! that
time. !

You zee the mapager said he
was sure | had mizsed my vooa-
tion, and that [ could make better
jekes thap cloth.

Bay, [ met zn old frepd dewn ip Wall Stree!

to-day.

Me iz cappeeted with the goverpmept ip some
‘way, and has traveled extepsively aver the warld

But he lacked forlorp, agé I kpe'w somethipg had
happeped to cloud bis usual bright spirits.

"“Well, colopel, ‘v:r'l":atjs gope ‘wropg—Ilost your job §"
I asked.

Me shook his head apgd smiled sadly,

“It img't a death ip the family ¥ | suggested.

"Not at all. Yeou couldn't guess ip a year. Listeg!”

[t was a harrewing tale be upfolded, apd upder
cover it was stamped ‘with the Wwipg of truth,

Duripg his travels he bad rubbed eibows ‘with a

e,



