HIGH SPOTS. The lure of a photographer’s tripod coaxed even these hardened habitues
for a few minutes from the pleasures of their dancing hell. Corn shocks and a golden harvest
moon,—the tang of an autumn evening caught and transfixed in this Hallowe’en setting.
“They toil not, neither do they spin,”’—bui youth 1s young but once and morning comes too
quickly.
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