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tion of ‘too:much bluck coffee: to

.|flood ‘of understanding ligh

| —®&vod mechanics and all’ that—but

truths for'the purgose’
the readers of pur ot
l¢ss preds. S
UNaiRing of the kind.
In the first place'I don’t write in
the night’time, 1A the second! pla
I ‘slumber ‘all day’ Su'nai'i.'gnl;
the third place,” out ‘redders don't
need ny uplifting, FTIErowd
My 30l& ‘urpose is to enlighten
thie’ linotype“operator, )3
Some * would' think that Slim,
mebbé, is trying tb slip ‘the editors
a'chunk of wisdom now and agdin
camouflaged ‘as en innociions’ couns
frybution. ' °
Tain't that cracy,

In-the first place, even if I on-
Yinced ‘them, they still would. think
o2 me ma'a liar, 'in ‘the second place
®ditors are cofsecrated: to the belle?
that ‘anything:that comes “fin is no
Detter than” not so bad and, in the
third place, they don’t, have to read
it—they can smellit blindfolded and
send it down to'the Inotyper. That's
“|the man I'm affer! He can't dodge
it! He's got to_read it!l If he doean't
—he'll Tose o diy's pay (besides the
" cost.of liquids to drown his sorrow,)

Twise ;gfuft-
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I'm reminded’ Cracker was
of the Sol. in that fateful day when
August. Walquist and myself were
attacked by miuses, in old 5% W.
Madison St.  Nuthing woanld 'do’ but
write a song. Atigust, bemmed In the
corner, wrote ‘two choruses  that
were the dirsct cause of ~Samuel
Gompers' death—and T hawed in the
wings'and did the dirty work—three
stanzas. " g,

,The masterploce was finished!

. "“Take it 'up'to Crocker,” ‘orders
Walquist. “Way, Walquist, has the
strain been Yoo' gréat on your brain-
pan?” inquires I,' in' sincere solici-
to a waste

editor

&
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basket, ‘onrselves?”
' Well, ‘we'll -both go up,” blurts
August. i

wiw
Crocker wasWery 'nervous that

moons  writing  thése heartrending
plifting

fractures o thé Hip flask”
" 'Q when will the Gothamites learn
to’ carry'them, next 15°thé heari|
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See where Alma Rubens, ' screen
actiess, tried 10" éuti herself ‘loose
(With a paper knife) from a cotiple
dé ied’ doctirs’ that ‘wire goidg
Put her In’alwanitirium. -Dop't
blame her & gash shing bit—I've
beeii in'lumber §atk Hospltals enough
o understand ‘Almi's feelings in the
matter,

Ah! If she only had a straight
edge rafor, or & two bladed snick-
ersnee, what a difference a few time-
ly slashes wonld have made? No,
I'haven’t anything in particular
sgainst  doctors—a death penalty
jrould be too severe fot them—
nalther do I belleve In cutting ‘em
up into bits—nor do I think Alma
intended to make them up . into
boullion cubes—but, ‘you know how
it is, and the doctors themselves say
that lettitg ont bad blood oéeasion-
ally is beneficlal for the health.—
1 can not help but believe, it
But at the same time, T'm'conscious
of the fact that Alina made a mifs-
take in not ‘having. them streichiod

out on an operating table, 'where
she could work'an "em without Being
Interfered with, by faxi cabs” ahd
motor * trucks—she’'d ha¥e found
thousands of willing, hands to hold
‘em down. y i

A street is no place for “a delicate
operation”, as the dootor's say-“toe
many always standing’ ‘around an:
xlous to‘v‘l:kvubli tradé, a ‘profes:
slon—beg your pardon. " *

1 niow up 5 Alitin's press agent

to' {nform ‘the ‘opuldce: “the dpera-
tion was  a complete success, tho
the doe. will live.”" ki "

morning aftér an all night study of

1 and the ti.

drive the evers. creeping ' slumber
away—for those were perilous days
and a great _mespopsibility hinged
#pon our editors. Crocker was keen
and alert—as usual., Walqnist Atood
on_one side of Bim; I, on the other
was seated jn, the_middle (a

| deucedly swkward, position).
a poqf for_you

1 go
says 1, i riy best grave digger voics
and funeral-diréctor manner,
to look at jer' i
* “'Hand Ner over,” groi
taking his ¢ue from‘me.’ |
' "He Took "t it," cloared his throa
twisted his neck and lookt at Wal.
quist (185 Ibs), turned his head and
lookt at me (5 .{t..11%_inches)
‘why_demmit,” says he, “that's bets
ter stuff than_has, been coming up
here; take it right down  to the
printer and_ tell him that §f he don't
get that in this issue X1 comte down
there and kick him all over the
Place... oY
-So_we let_him live!

o 3
“There,” ~exélfims Walquist, as
we hit the street, “when you've got
& really good piece, everybody ‘will
admit "
. "“A_goqd piece?
know it's good?"—
" “Crocker said 30."—
[Hyw, does Crocker know, he
hasn't séen it yet—he merely stared
at.it_for lhrge minutes,"— n
mmit, 'I. belieye you're right,
Slim,"” whispers Walapist” o great
ting his

How do you

noble face.
" But 'the linotyper did sée!it and
ted that “a roftener pisce never
went. through _his ~ machine'-—but
then, you know how linbtypers are

tdo they knhow abdut real ART?
* Pooh}:Nothing——what with lead.
poison? Besides; they’re bound to, b |
habitually sore because they havo
to read it—they ain't Yike me or you
that can 'lift a'lid and shove it In
the stove—if it doesn't.jibe in with
our views of trueiTiferature,




