THE BALMY BREEZES OF
THE SUNNY SOUTH

Are laden with Health and Happiness for the Worn-out
Wrestler with the Strenuous Life.
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pumpking and the beets were likewise
in demand by those formidable enemies
to vegetable kind.

It was a great yellow pumpkin who
first thought of a farewell-to-earth party.
I'he idea came to him one evening as he
bade good-by to one of his close com-
panions who was carried up stairs to be
made into pies.

Mr. Pumpkin (we shall make their
names proper when occasion demands)
turned to a couple of earrots on the even-
ing just alluded to, and remarked: “My
dears, how would u party strike you?"’

“A party,” repeated the lwrger and
pinker carrot of the two: *“why I think
it wounld be great. Would we dance?”

“Well, T guess ! nodded the pumpkin,
smiling. IHereupon the Misses Currot
both laughed heartily. ‘I'hen Mr. Pump-
kin turned to a basket of onions and
asked what their pleasure would be in
the matter.
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“A dance by all means,” exclaimed a

over look the breach of good manners on
your part, Now, to proceed with my re-
marks—but what was [ saying when that
ill-bred spud interrupted me?’ and Mr.
Pumpkin turned his inquiry on the big
shiny Onion, who had spoken a few mo-
ments before.,

“You were saying that if we would
taste the social side of life it behooves
us iy

“Yeg, yes, it behooyes us—that's the
word!” exclaimed Mr. Pumpkin. “It
behooves us to

‘Get a move on ourselves?’ again
broke from the Potato.

“Say !" said Mr. Pumpkin, flushing to
a deeper yellow, “am I to be thus an-
noyed by your rude interruptions every
time I come to a certain point in my re-
marks? I'll not stand it !

“I'hen sit, I pray you!™ remarked the
Potato, dryly.

“Well, I'll git on you in a way that will
make myself felt,” angrily retorted the




