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Iisten, dear people, and you shall hear, /Wé
4 story that might surprise you, I fear; e
But perhaps, on the other hand, I may be wrong,
For 211 of you #»miders have wives who belong,
EscortS. :
My wife joined an Order, it'!'s known near and far,
Itts onc of those chapters of the Eastern. Star;
At the start she was only a member ot least,
But as time marched along, she m'v.rchod to the East.

A gent named Revcre, you know, P'ml, was his nome,
Climbed up on his horsc and rode into fome;

But the ride that my wifc tnkes will never be known;
The specedometer bustcd on the car that we own.

She lecaves for her Chapter long before eight,

I question her thus: "Will you be early or late ?
She only replies: "lLeave a light on the gate,
You better retire, you better not wait,

It11]l be one if by land, perhaps, two if by sca,

I may have to take some fricnds home, don't you sce?
There'!'s Tessic and Jessic and then there's Miss Jones,
And she lives way out on the old farrallones,”

I buy all the gas and I buy all the oil,

I even buy tires as soon ns they spoil;

But therets onc consolation, you can believe me,
The air and the water, thank heavens, they arc frec.

She then lcaves the house and she's on her way,
I supposc I will sec¢ her, perhaps, the next day;
And when I got home the following night,

I comc in so cheery and feeling real bright.

I hang up my ha‘i;, I guess I'm a chump,

My wife is 21l dressed and she's on the jump;

She lcads with her left and then with her right,

and then I find out there's an Official Visit tonight.

So into my bathrobe and slippers as well,
The rest of the story I shouldn't tell;

I wash all the dishes and clean up the sink,
Then I lie down and start to think.

I stare at the ceiling, then at the wall,
The T.V. is going but that's about all; ‘
The Chapter is meeting, the old man stays home,
Not a chance in thec world for him to roam,

4 Conductress she was, o Matron she be,

d4nd when the year's over shetll come back to me;

It's then that I am thinking, when she finally retires,
She'll come home to stay, by the old family fires.
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Editor's notet (Wrong again, Brother, that is only the beginning.
Noxt comes Past Matrons. Still therc's morc to follow, )



