A CERTAIN YOUNG LADY
HAS A DREADFUL MICNTMARE

WHAT SHE SAID

(By Three M Rule)

A Certain Young Lady had been
aslcep in her nice warm bod for o coupie
of hours. 1t was a cold mght, and she
had covered herself with two pairs ol
blunkets, a ruu; white counterjpane,
and two woollen ruge.

The bed clothing weighed heavily
upon her, and, in consequence, she fell
inte a4 mghtmare.

“Ooh! oob! ooh! eeh!” she cried,
und awoke with a start.

“That was horrible,”’ she said, and
shinddered, o her breath came in Jiort
fuspn. “That was really horrible. My
iatr must have fallem over my faoe,
and 1 dreamed | was Karl Marx with
hushy whiskers all over my chin."”

She brushed her hair back off her
feverod brow, and nestled down into
her cosy bed. Soom she was fast

asloep. '

But the we ght and warmth of the
bed clotling again brought on the
nightmare. to sob bittery.

“It's a shame—it’s a shame,” she
murmured. say there's no
such person as & Certain Young Lady.
There is; there is. [I'm the m‘n—s
very great person and my le to
‘The Miber’ are guite genuine, but
they keep on saying that they are
written by Three M Rule or a man

the office—some wretched man

mn :
Bah! No man, not evem Karl Marx
himseli, could have written those lei-
ters. So there. They are mine—all

my own. _
The uvouﬁ.hi worked so mi
#r brain that she again aw
SAL, :
u?!n too hot,” she said. “That's
what's the matter.”” And sui the
action to the words, she stripped off ove
of ihe rugs
For a tew moments she lay awake
tll;:lhli:ﬁ of mn ﬂ'ﬂmmt"hm;
§ soen, ing a meeling
maothers fnﬂ lhtb"purl Then she fell
(7] umber. 8
m'l'hed:rm hed clothing still !nlghl‘
beavily upon her, and caused her active
. e e
in. S rourmur,
.E'l';l'lm not x mother, but 1 must
2. to that meeting, and save the
mothers fm themselves.
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mothers from  themselves.  Poor
:-‘ﬁ:. creatures,  thev not
what they do. f cou |

the war and t

rinrm." It wonft do to tell them
Niwotzsche said that, but there are
plenty of other thi he said which
will do for them. ! 1 must have
some i . 1 shall draft
them at once. _shall
hide them in their hg:u%

chological moment arrivos

ﬁiﬂl- ves, that's a useful wond—

poarly as useful as Economics.”
Hnti_nzin “mm;:a{:tmm
resolutions w wers spruag
xﬁ&l&:ﬂrﬂﬁemﬁhﬂ!*mﬁu
' she went on:—

“Now we're oo the meeting
spol. Ah! where are the mis
guided mothers? We must parade
around and let them see I'm in foroe
Perhaps then won't hold ther
mesting at all.

shall

What fun! 1 shall he the chair-
| woman of a mothers’ meeting. '
anticipating evenis, but at’'s the
odds* Same dav | shall find a hus
band. 1 know I shall. I must. It
|15 impossible that [ shall slways be
merely a Certain Young Lady "

As was only natural, these thoughis
carried her mind riﬁ away from the
she a lovely
deeam <f a besutiful wedding. She
dreamed that she was heing marriad to
a man inte whom she had nstllad all
the great thoughts of Karl Marx,
Nietzsche, Thorold Rogers, Ostrogor-
ski, Hindenburg, ang the ex-Kaser,
She realsed with a sigh. however, that
‘notwithstanding  all  those grest
| thoughts he was a miner.

(. In her lovely dream she was housed
I'::vn‘ rnmj'ur:-‘lhl;h home, and hertt.:w

Wy, TV tidren were ¥ about
her knee. Shami.nlimgh.“.lhd
n pretty, dimpling smile se upon
her face.

But the dream qlu'nkgl tur 10 a
In t nghtmare

nightmare again, -

{ehe heard ber husband smaying, ‘‘The
stmke is on. It's %o be o long snd
bitter straggle.”

Bha saw’ ibha sbalv. Sao . o B
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bitter stroggle.””

She saw the sirike drag oo
day to duy. from week to week, |
month to month, Khe used all
intellect in an effort t, L
what the sirike was about. failed,

When she spoke tg her
the subject he merely g
Marx, and went off to the
for his ration of salt and onioms
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In her nightmare she saw hor rosy
ining away and shivering in
the chilly blast. She herself mn-
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better 1, declare the
settle the matters in d
Arbitratson Court which b
his last incresse in w
| Quoted Karl Marz, until in
mare she raved and cursed
had_introduced him* to thay
exploded theories,

When, at last, she broke
|1‘|in:ht-mm beads of perspiration
out on her pretty white forchead
she was erying and shrieking, *
 Karl Marx: give mv children food
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