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\ A E AG E R

HE lay on her side

Of the very large bed.

H e r feet were tucked in,

A n d her h e a d;

But her arms flung aside

Wi th abandoned grace

O v e r the s ide.



?« What other day,

W h e n was he h e r e ? ?

?? W e d i n e d a t h i s mother?s

With May Revere.?

?*Bu t when was t h a t ? ?

?¢ Last Tuesday w e e k ? .

? I t can?t be t rue,

That was the day.. .?

?* Of course it is t rue

He?s woo ing May ,

A girl

His m o t h e r

Chose -

I th ink she?s got money,
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W e l l o f f !

W h y i n G o d ' s e a r t h d o e s n ? t

She marry a toff,

And keep her hands

Off

TOM.

And his mother?d th ink

This morn ing in church

She was mak ing advances -

C u r s e!

?? Did Mrs. Phipps tell you

I f she dislikes me as much

As she used t o ? ?

?*T don?t k n o w ,

1 never heard her speak

A word against y o u .

T h i s m o r n i n g

24



{ played the Victrola

And thought o f you ,

So blue -

J p layed ? D o n ? t eve r leave me.?

| LOVE YOU.

| k n o w y o u w o n ' t be l i eve me ,

?But I do .?
_

Bother.

I t was now quite late,

She?d send the note

With the boy from Hicks?

And leave it to fate.

After all |

Tom might be at home,

If he were,

W o u l d he c o m e ?

H u r r y up n o w ,

Begin by the hair,
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Altogether:

Valerie told her

To use

Lash cream

Ins tead o f t h e o t h e r

T h i n g -

?© I t doesn?t s t i ng . ©

She said ?? What?s the use,

_
I feel l i k e d e a t h -

G ive me a smoke. ?

V a l e r i e l ean t t o w a r d s h e r -

Her breath smel led.

?? Here ,? she sa id

The girl clutched her hand -

? G i m m e some coke

Dearie -

Just a s h o t ? ?

c y w i l l N O T . ?

53



Sat peside her

and begap

To stroke

Her arm ~

She felt that soft

Warm

Touch.

The girl l isped -

«¢ You?se

Not much of a pal,

Won't you and I be friends

Big gal??

Her lips,

Carmine

Like the tips

Of her nails,

Full,

Luscious,

Delicious.
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