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es Of | First of all I must absolve myself of all
intent to slight or belittle the constant, com-
:}c"lpmhensiv‘e, all-around bp}:tiy of mankind
i n

" iin

ract. | Having thus established my preamble, I will
re '5pro<«n5 to dwell upon a beauty little known
' the  and hence little understood—misunderstood.
o hefile

There is a rugged style of beauty, a con-
4nd crete example of which s the 1ifelice photo
‘h"_-o! our present author and coal-heaver, Mr.
heir | T-Bone Slim.
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Then there is the animated spectacular
ile . Style of beauty peculiar to the landlady
¢7; When she stands, a quivering mass of scin-
ﬂ‘.l“ tillating personality, demanding last ‘week's
4 Te beggar maid in front of King
was twice as hard to look upon,
rase 0. Wilde, the great poet.,
o ieiie
Let it be noted t
ndard currel
TP

e shall discuss only
“beauty. The baby and
4s Kitten, chicken and
I not be touched upon
the cditor and I-—know
of the reader.
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Y @) Now, Editor, let ys be forewarned—let us
ake proceed to disarm fhe rebeh girls before it
i1s too late. # !

10is . v .

the | There is a vista,of beauty—a sea of or
* to | ganized, wellordered, beauty which sur-
ind | passes the wildest dreams of world “con-
Op. | noisseurs.” The mirage, lone beauty, of a
r i | scissorine, fades into insignificance along-
her | side of the composite whole of feminine
to| hopes and fears outshining in a sea of
ind | skirts demanding justice where none grew

before.—How’s that?

To make two blades of Jjustice grow
W/bgc none grew before. That is beauty.
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»@| Now, in éhinu Jjust recently a seventeen-
ut | Year-old ruler undertook to marry a six-
1t | teen-year-old girl whose face he had never
he | gazed upon. "Just think, fellow uppe
Jacks, he has never gazed upon the beauty
IJ:: of his “partner.”—How would you like to

whose rare and sparkling beauty you were
';: not permitted to drink in by the eyeful?
L 2r s ) 1
¥ Ab, slaves, you couldn’t do it—I couldn’t
do it, and the editor wouldn't do it (because

.han&soninxcruturo,monnm
either of us).

How many times, fellow lumberjacks, as
we meuéde_red de)nhthe avenoo (in our
stags and tin pants) has our progress
arrested by a pair of heavenly eyes? g S
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And when the muscles of one of those
eyes would contract in the southeast corner
ob | (most solemnly) how rapidly our hearts did
he | beat—even so ‘as when we finish falling the
is Iginnls of the forest.—We would forget our
| stags, our.name and everything, stand there
re | riveted to the ground every bit as hollow as
et { a fir stump on Nature's reservation,
s | ...
"'! Was that beauty?—You know. it wasn’t.
lo T B )

:| That was only a mirage of Lhe.ﬁﬁrmﬂou

o | beauty of womankind organized to demand

t | the exact full product of their toil on a

. | basis of exact c&mmy with man, in the day

|whcn that worthy takes it into his nut to
S8,

1, can the bo: e
iI: Scenery! Oh, you marvelous panorama

of beauty—I stand on the banks of a beauti-

a | ful creek in Northern Minnesota—The creek
|is dry at prsent, but that prevents me not

h ifrom going into fits of ecstacy—
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| In the midst of this great “Hush” I stand
| !

I|—on a logging-road trestle and a lumber-

1| Jack points out to me the exact spot from

where old Weyerhauser took his memorable
plunge into the peaceful waters of the Clo-
quet River.—My eye wanders over the land-

- | scape and I swell like a foundered steer o’er

) | the exquisite adjustment of Nature’s won-
ders which Weyerhauser's plunge had failed

- | to disutrb.
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. Many a Coast logger will insist that this

as  beauty with emphasis — and  that
eyerhauser should have remained in the
eek, a crowning glory to the eternal fit-
ss of things. But I shall deny them the
. right to intrude their views in this discus-
~ sion and shall petulently declare a verdict
'lof “not beauty.” e
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What is beauty? Beauty is everything.
D

i The China woman married to a China

man is “a thing of beauty and joy forever.”
| —(Keats.) A thing that starties NOT is a
| thing of beauty.— (Slim.) Therefore, fellow
\sufferers, when the Chinese ruler, brought
{up in ajl the harmony of color, tone and
surroundings, attends the unveiling of the

| statue of his misfortune, if he mes
i startled the thing is not art.
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The shock (if any) in this ceremony, if
it doesn’t kill the kid, will convince the
|young ruler of China that beauty (the
thing we all love) should unfold itself Jrnd-
ually to our delicate consciousness and not
abrupgly, like the Cloquet did to Weyer-
{ hauser. Sek
! *0e
| We love to gloat over beauty. ]
1 : T-BONE SLIM.
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