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AN AWFUL APOLOGUE

Only recently the “original” of Whittier's
“Barefoot Boy” caught a severe cold, pneu-
monia, mumps or something, and thus it
all came out. (It all comes out).

Now, many people who have been re-
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ligiously ~reading my modest interpreta-
tions of thouzht pressire at the nozzle, do
not know that I am the “original” pér-
pendicular, foot shelf of all worthwhile,
and necessary, knowledge. Yessir! Eliot
will bear me out—on a stretcher—at least
he would like to if he isn't entirely too dead.

Once we admit “evolution,” we've got to
admit “dissolution”, too. ' Irratiocinational!
Why, we might have to go as far as to
say salt dissolves in water and butter melts
in our mouths. Impossible! Its oleomar-
garine. How could butter melt if it wasn't

there?
..
‘ Headline: “Boy, 17, Wins $25,000 Chan-
nel Prize.” That means that the kid is

less than a hundred years old and that he
probably was given some money—17, you
know, is a handy figure (like Shrudly) the
printers use when they can't think of “the”
word. Had the kid been over a hundred
years old the papers centainly would have
mentioned it.—-*Child Four Hundred Years ™
Old Swims into Truck Load of Lincoln Pen-
nies"—just like that.
Hysterical press!

has a gripping yam in the Collier’
entitled, “Lincoln Kissed Him.”

Beautiful Dear Ida: If you !
to pry us offen center, tell us a tale some-
- | thing like this: “Rockefeller Kissed Her
g | Though the Steel-Trust.” (It is now 3.30

c.| —1da, Ida, isn't it strange that a great de-
bater, like Lincoln, a rail-splinterer, was so
fond of using sentences containing the
word would?
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-| May I propose, as a mathew-matt tishum,
that Arthur Brisbane is not a great writer
-| —he's a great reader. Thanks, Art, don't v
h | call it intuition] (I'M moved to these re-

| marks because [ see some ome has built &

d
)

ﬂn under Art,—Sure, Editor, go ahead
and print it!)

If United States (Hearst or any other
annex) owns any part of Mexico, president
Coolidge’s “NO", in regards to “confisca-
tion,” is equivalent to the justly famous
| tinker's damn. i
.| 'Tis too early for another war! We're

somebody, too—seeing as how uMimately, -
we've got to do the fighting. Of course, if
| Hearst or Whizbrain wants to declare war,
| well and good—rwe'll put on our other pants

| and attend the funeral.
PR

| “Has mind power over matter?”—That's
all_settled. It has and it hasn't.

The new question is, Has aim power over
force? It has—else, how can we accdunt
for the fact that nine times out of ten I
hit'the dge of the slop pail when I spit?

As I essayed before, When I speak the in-
habitants dodge.
.

Lives there a man so intelligent that he
can give a believable “motive” to show that
Mooney and Billings committed that Prepar-
edness Day explosion? Is there a man who
can explain what Mooney and Billings pos-
sibly stood to gain by the deed—(Imagin-
ation won't do.) Isn't there a single man —
in the United States with brains enough to |~
plausibly explain why they did it? "
They're not crazy. They must have had
a reason.
Did somebody else do it?
If so, what was “their” motive?
Well, sir, it strikes me, the only possible
motive was to get Mooney and Billings into
the penitentiary. That is believable!
Willingly I staump to the head of the
class. That is sarcasm. Y




