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I've wandered to the village, Tom
I've sat beneath the tree

Upon the school house playing ground
That sheltered you and me:

But none were there to greet me, Tom
And few were left to know,

That played with us upon the grass

o, | Some twenty years ago.

Lo The grass is just as green, dear Tom
£ Barefooted boys at play
L Were sporting there as we did then
and With spirits just as gay.

But Master sleeps upon the hill
Which, coated o'er with snow,

A Afforded us a sliding place

: Just twenty years ago.

The spring that bubbled meath the hill
Close by the spreading beach,

Is very low, ‘twas once so h
That we could almost -

And kneeling down to get a drink
Dear Tom, 1 started so,

To find that I had changed so much
Since twenty years ago.

‘ Down by the spring upon an elm
You know I cut your name.
Your sweet hearts just beneath it Tom
And you did mine the same.
"Twas dying sure, but slow,
& Just as the one whose name we cut

Died twenty years ago.

| My lids have long been dry, dear Tom,
But tears came to my eyes.

1 thought of those we loved so well
Those early broken ties;

1 visited the old churchyard
And took some flowers to strew

Upon the graves of those we loved
Some twenty years ago.

Some are in the churchyard laid
Some sleep beneath the sea,
- : But few are left of our old class
i - Excepting you and me.
- And when our time shall come, dear

Tom
And we are called to go
. I hone they'll iay us where we played
Just twenty years ago.

Did She Ever Return
‘ On a summer's day

There were fond hearts watching

Y
For the ship that never returned.

I must cross the wide, wide sea,

For they say, perchance in a foreign
climata

There is health and strength for me.

"Twas a gleam of hope and a maze of

{ B danger
. ;24 But her heart for her young child
% yearned,
= So she sent him forth with a hope and
LR blessing

On the ship that never returned.
Just one more trip said a gallant sea-

man

As he kissed his weeping wife;

Just one more bag of that golden
treasure

And ‘twill last us all through life.

Then we'll spend our days in our cosy
cottago

: And enjoy the rest we've earned;

b But uln'}.ﬂypmr man, for he sailed com-

mande:
On the ship that never returned.

| Dear Pansy: :
e ven't the words of “Tardy
s E-::{mg' or “The Farmer’s Lfe” but
perhaps some of the readers may have
them and share them with us.
—RUTH RAEBURN.
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Yesterday, was it, Love,

. gqne,
We watce pale stars above

From sands at dawn?

Though as the seasons change
, sand and sea,

Take from two hearts that live
In Love's bright clime?
i
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Said a feeble lad to his anxious mother |

When Coats Practise Deception
Do vou remember hearing in your

of the tangled
but who

vouth the old adage
web? Of course you do,

when the waves would think it would prove an inspir-

were rippled ' ation to a smart courturier!
By the softest, gentlest bleeze, | It has and if you don't believe it,
: Did a ship set sail with a cargo laden | take a look at the illustration. A suit?
! For a port beyond the seas. | No. a coat! And there you have it as
! There were sweet farewells, there were | plain as day.
] loving signals | It deceives one by the clever placing
: But her fate is vet unlearned of a band of breitschwantz set below
Though for vears and years there were | the hip line on this coat of black
fond hearts watching | velour. The classic princess silhouette |
For the ship that never returned.
POy v | bottom flares with the aid of two point- |
SR - v Tetuorn? | ed godets set in parallel seamings below
Did ;1.[{ —_— t“ mned | the fur border and a tiny muff adds to
E:uﬂ:.~ ::m‘] “1 ltnt ilf ‘:.EIL unlearned the genera chic. One can certainly for-
Though for vears and years give deception when it comes in such

Alleen Riggin, Olympic diving

DIVING QUEEN ON HER DOG

~ years women’'s national amateur diving champion
temporarily deserts the liquid depths for the icy
seen ready for a skim over the snows of Quebec in a

champion in 1920,

THE SAINT AND
THE SINNER

We Have Pleasure in Printing by
Request the Following Recitation.

St. Peter stood guard at the golden gate

With solemn mein and air ﬁaﬁe, i

When up to the top of the golden stair,

A man and a woman ascending there.

Applied Igogdnﬁssion. They came and
s

Before St. Peter, so great and good,

In hope the city of peace to win,

And asked St. Peter to let them in.

The woman was tall and lank and thin,

With a scraggy beardlet on her chin,

The man was short and thick and stout

His stumsfh was built so it rounded
out;

His face was pleasant and all the while

He wore a kindly and genial smile.

The choir in the distance the echoes
awoke,

The man kept still while the woman
spoke:

“Ho! thou who guardest the gate,”
W mm Ehﬂ’mtner beseeching
“We have come thee
To let us enter the heavenly land
And phgan g-ur harps with the angel
gf me, 8t. Peter, there is no doubt;

0

thing from heaven car bar me out:
I've been to meetings three times a

week
And almost always did rise and speak.
I've told the sinners about the day
That they'd repent of their evil way.
I've toliiu my neighbors—I've told 'em

"Bout Afdnmu and Eve and the primal
all;

I've shown them what they'll have to do

If they'd pass in with the chosen few;

Laid out the plans for their wlole
career :

I've talked and talked to them loud
and long

For my lungs are good, my voice Iis
strong.

So, good St. Peter, you'll clearly see

That the gate of heaven is open for me.

But my old man, I'm sorry to say,

Hasn't walked exactly the narrow way,

Smokes and swears, grave faults he's

EO
I don't know whether he'll pass or not.

He never would pray with an earnest
vim

Or go to revival or join in a hymn;

But preferred to sit in his easy chair;

So I had to leave him in sorrow there.

He ate what the pantry chose to afford

While I, in my purity, sang to the Lord;

And if cucumbers were all he -got

It's a chance if he merited them or not.

But, oh St. Peter, I love him so

To the pleasures of heaven let him go.

| I've done enough—a saint I've been—

'Won't that atone? Can’'t you let him

in?

| is preserved in the upper part, but the | But in my grim gospel I know 'tis so

That the unrepentant must fry below;
| But, isn't there some way you can see
That he may enter who's dear to me?

"Tis narrow, the gospel by which 1 pray,
But the chosen expect to find a way

Of bribing or coaxing or fooling you—
So their relations may scramble through.

| But say, St. Peter, it seems to me

This gate isn't kept as it ought to be.
You ought to stand by the opening

ther?
And never sit down in that easy chair,

And say, St. Peter, sight is dimmed
But I don't—I don’t like the way your
whiskers are trimmed.
They're cut too wide, and outward toss;
They'd look far better straight across.
Well, we imust be going our crowns to

win
So, open St. Peter, and let us pass in.”

St. Peter sat quiet, stroked his stafl,
But in spite of his office he had to
laugh;
Then he said, a furious gleam in his
eye, r
“Who's tending this gate, you or I?
And then up he rose, in his stature

tall,
And ssed the button upon the wall
Said %ree to the imp who answered the
bell
“Escort this lady around to hell.”

The man stool still as a piece of stone—

Stood sadly, gloomily re alone.
A lifelong settled idea he had
That his wife was good and he was

bad;
He thought that if she went below
That he would certainly have to go,
That if she went down to the

Mwﬁm the ghost of a show for

the went
To { wherever y :

Peter, standing on du
gt'mm’mnmwpnthuhud
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bare
'd the tleman back and said
Hﬂ"mu“ﬂ.m%zh:ﬁmtwm

I've marked their path of duty clear— |gro

“The last shall be first and the first
shall be last

MAY COMPEL USE
OF RETURN ADDRESSES

There is a possibility that the Post
Office Department will make it compul-
sory for mailers to place a return ad-
dress on their mailings. If this
is carried out it will mean a

the neighborhood of $500,000
to the government. The record
nt reveals that this amount
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are carelessly addressed. A suggestion
which has been forwarded is a cam-
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The best way to take leave of the
stock market is with a good buy.—Vir-
ginian Pilot.
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Three members of the old Vitagraph
Company in Flatbush, when
Corinne Griffith, in her early teens,
joined Vitagraph, are now appearing
in support of Miss Griffith in “Prison-
her latest First National-Vita-

taught Miss Griffith how to make up,

A Case for the Judge
The young judge had a bootlegger
before him. It was his first case and
he was undecided as to what to do with
the offender. Excusing himself for a

Mrs. Jack Kearns, wife of Jack

moment, he stepped into the corridor AT I 5
Imdmﬁtlnﬂld—ﬂﬂjlﬂ'ht. .mﬁhtmmm
“Oh, judge,” he whispered, “I've a| to pay in 1924. This battle

ore me and I don't know | is intensely interesting to friends of
what give him.” both Jack refers to the

as “Miss Edith Angel”, an-
n“u;mclna that she never was his
e.

“Well” replied the old timer, “don’t
give him more than $4 a pint—that’s
all I ever give.”

gives you «// the flashing
rhythm of Modern Dance Music

ARK!...to the clicking of castanets, the
strumming of guitars, the stamping of heels.. .
when Majestic brings you the rich seductive melody
of a Spanish Dance. And it’s the same with a//
dance music from the many fine orchestras that are
“on the air.”

So gloriously real is Majestic’'s COLORFUL TONE
that every note, every throb of melody, is lifelike,
vivid, true beyond belief . ...from deepest bass to
highest soprano. TONE is all-important in a radio
and Majestic has IT—free from distortion, humming,
background noise . . . at any volume, at any distance.

Hear It—That’s the Test!
Hear the Majestic in your own
home—thlt'lchetm?Tu‘Ihm
you will know what two
million Majestic owners
already know—that here is
outstanding value in radio.

It's to own & Majestic on
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