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Mere Claosum.
Peur Tommy Atkine gazed arcund
The dumy, glaring veldi:
No w water had be found
ul thiret he felt
A comrede walked bealde him there
And murmm 1. with a wink,
*Laagerm ™ everywhere,
And At drink. "
—Chicago Tribune.

a drop 1o
BIT HE GOT THE GIRL.

Wild Tossle With MNew Footmgear, but
Wins Out In Old Shoes.

Last week, says the FPhiladelphia In-
gquirer, the young man Invested In an en
tire new outfit of wearing apparel, from
shoces 1o bhat, The investmnent was made
at that partlcular time because the young
man {ntended to call on a certaln fair ane
up the inst Sunday, and hoped—
well, he hoped that he wouldn't have to
return to Phlladelphin with “I can only
be a sister you ringing in his eara
Bunday morning after hrenkfnst the young
man repaired to his room to dress. Every-
thing went right until he sturted 0

Flale

to

all

put on his shocs. The latter were a trifle :

100 short and a trifle 100 narrow.

1’4 be all right If 1 were guing to stay |

Indeiphia, and could run home
and take them off If they got to hurting
top much,” soliicguized the young man,
“hut somcthing's got to be done with them
before 'l risk wearing them up to Blank-
wille."

Some member of the family told him to
pour waler in the shves and jet them
siand for u while, adding that the waler
would sofien the leather, and when he put
the shoes on they would stretch. As he
hafl & couple of hours to spare, he did an
advised, nnd then tfinished dressing. Af-
ter sliting around for perhaps an hour and
& bhaif, he poured the waleér out of his
shioes and then tried to pull them on.
Naturally, being wet Inside and out, they
relusid to go on, no maiter how their own-
er pulled and tugged. At last. with but
M-odd minutes In which to calch the train
befure him. the young man decided to dry
his footwenr in the oven of the kitchen
range. Suiting his action to the thought,
he soon had the shoes Inside the oven and
e door shut. Ten minutles later, when
he went to get the ghoes, he found that
they had dried. Also that the soles had
curled up so that they resembled a palr
of old-fashioned “rocker” skates. More
than thut, the leather wWis AS springy as
& bit of steel, and nothing he could do
wouid the soles to thelr original
Slitte of flatnose

“1 had but one palr of shoes In the world
just then,” the younyg man declared after-

telling the incident to o confiden.

1 "und they were so shabby al-

self-respesciing hobo would have
turned them down But it was either that
pair or oy home, s0 1 got Into them.
Bay, vou should have seen the contrast
between those old shoes and the remuinder
of my brand-new outit. It would hawve
made a horse jlaugh*

“What did your girl say?

“She—oh, well, 1T dldn't bring the ring
back that 1 took out to her home will
me."

Bere in Pl

@t

DAYID HARUM IN MAINE.

Kennebee Horse Trade, in Which
Diamond Cuts Diamond.

“T met Al Stephens out on the ro’d here
a2 ways,"” sald the Kennebec David Harum
to me. “Al & all the time trying 1o
stick me on & hoss trade,. We pulled up
to one side of the ro'd and got to talkin'
hoss.

*"What ye got there between
says Al

**0Oh,
cerowhball
—nothin

wWal,

the flls?

nothin' much—lest a hunk of
1 picked ap day before yesterdmy

yve'd want to look &t, 1 guess.'
by gracious, from what 1 can
sce from here ] like the looks of him prel-
ty well” =ays Al

“*Don't bileve he's anything y= want.'
gays 1. But that jest tussed Al up. He
thought I reully had bold of a good one
B0 he got out of the sieigh and felt of
the critter's legs. While he was doin'
that 1 jooked his hoss over. Wal, it ain’t
necessary to give the econversation that
followed, but the upshot of the thing was
we shifted,

“The hoss 1 turned over to Al was tha
wust blaumefl balker there was In thes
whole County Rennebec, The only
way you could drive him was by usin' a
apecinl harness—and we dddn't let the
barness go In that change of hosa flesh

“Afler we had shifted the harness and
had got hitched up once more. we both
got inte our sleighs, and—wal, we sat
there lookin' at cach other. Nelther peomed
I be wilin' start. 1 suspected that
I had a bhomb in between my shafls. =3
well as Al

“i'Honest, now, AlL" sauys I, ‘what is the
matter with this hoss™

“eawWell, you might say he was a leetls
high pres=ure,” say= he with a grin. "Go
ahead and start him up and hear the
way he blows off steam.”

“But I haven't been In the hoss bus!.
ness M years without knowin® what to Jo
for a breather. 1 just flipped out of the
sielgh, took out a plece of wire 1 hap-
pened to have In my pocket, and bent it
over the critter’s nose and drove up the
ro'd o plece, and then turned round and
come back. 1 won't say that the hoss
was bhreathing easxy, but he wasn't makin’
mnolse enough 80 thal Al felt like laughin'
Yery hearty

"Says 1: “Al, T want to see yo start
I've showed y# what I can do with mine;
now let's sec what ye can show with that
high-priced hoss I let you have*

“Al hated 2o cluck up wust kind; but
he lifted the reins nnd touched old Arian.
ger with the whin No start! “‘Glddap
wlong'!" suys Al But Arinder looked

: aronnd at him kinder surprised and plant-
wd his feet firmer In the smow

“Then Al got interested. He
whip and 1 et him bhave mine. Told him
F dldn't mean to drive very fast and
shoulda't necd it When I went over the

of

(1]

tsed his

| harnessed, Jeft the sieigh by

: the

hill Al had got
the side of
the ro'd and had started for home leadin’
hoxs

“Oh, no! No grudgs on elther gide

| diel’rin’ 15 hoss dick'rin’ up in Kennebec

| to feel the heave of the Paclfic

County.” —Lewiston Journal.

WANTED TO GO TO HADES.

(Me.)

How the Commodors Fooled Secre-
tnry Long's Messcunger.

For severa] years there wans employed
as messenger and doorkeeper for the Sec-
retary of the Navy a stulwart colored man
who was ncquainted with the personal
appearance of nearly every officer In the
navy who vislted Washington during his
stay “In office.” He even came (0 COD-

| sider himself quite a personage. and when

officers returning from a Jlong crulse
would appear fn person 1o report he was
often a Mtle too familiar to sult the
tastes of some of the more esthetle of
our tars. Usuunlly, however, he received o
gotd-patured response (o his effusive
gresting. and was generally regardad as
harmiess, if not useful

Not long ago a gruff old sea dog, a com-
modore, who had just returned from for-
clgn whores, thought he would have some
fun with the colored man and brother.
In answer to the greeting he recelved, the
Commodore sald:

“What, John, are you still here? Why,
1 thought you would have been promoted
ere this, It Is a burning shame that you,
who have served the Government and the
pirty so faithfully should be Jaft here 11
1 were you | would ask for a Consulship
eomewhere. You could pet it easily, and
vou deserve it. You just stick it our and
you'll get a chance to travel to {oreign
countries, Insist on 1L

*Well, Mistah Commodore, whar do y'u
t'ink I had cughtsr go?*

“Why. just tell the Seeretary that you
warnt to be Consul to Hades.™

“What's that ™

“Oh, that i« a nlee warm place, where
the climate wiil just sult you'

Sure enough the colored brother went In
to the Secretary at the first opportunity
He stood there till Mr. Long noticed hia
expectant look and inquired what he could
do for him

“Mistah Bocretary, I'se tired of my job;
I don't Uke 1"

“What = the matter now?™" asked the
augus: official, pot a little surprised.

“1 wants to be Consul. The Republicans
hain't treated me right. nohow; ['se
work=d mighty hard for the pahty down
in Alabam’, and 1 wants to be Consul."

Scenting something, Long asked him
where he wanted to he Consul 1o,

“1 think that I'd like pow-ful
gt to Hades, suh"

“Hades!" eiaculated Long,
“Who told you about that?'

“Commoda’ ——."

“Well, you go and find out Just where
that ls and eome back, and If you want to
go there then | guess we oan fix you up.”
sild the Beoretary, almost smothered with
a desire to laugh.

The story got out somehow. as such
stories do. Bome say the Becretary
thought it loa good to keep. but at any
rate 1t was soon current throughout the
department, and the doorkesper, much
chagrined al the laoghter it caused, re
signed, and is today shaving customers
in & barber shop In a hotel not far from
the Capitol.—Wahington Post

well te

laughing.

RESENTED INSINUATION,

“Mike,” the Raw Reornit, Suffers
From Mnl de Mer.

Reld, of the Unlied States
transport Sherman, has heen running be-
tween Ban Pranecisco and Manila with
troops for over a year. He has had somo
funny experiences and in a Jeiter to his
father, In Pittzshurg, Iately, told the fol-
lowing story of an Irish recrult who was
golng over to joln the Fourth Cavalry.

Capiain

| The big trooper had got outside the Faral-

lones on her voyage Westl, when she began
Of course,
most of the soldiers became seasick, and
the majority of them were hanging over
the rall in varlous stages of dejection
The Irish vecrult held out as long as pos-
slble, but he soon felt a few premonitory
qualms and began paying tribdute to Nep-
tune, like the othern

The captain In charge of the draft was
passing along the deck, putting e kind
word here and a sentence of encourage-
ment there. He came to “Mike,” and.
stopping beside him, sald:

“You're pretty bad, my lad.’™

“* am." s=id the soldler, trying to stand
at attentlon and &alute hls superior, “an’
O sgppose th' doothor can't do annythin’
for me?"

“T'm afraid not.
2 weak stomach.™

The Irishman bristled up at this in in-
dignation

“O! don’t know about thol,” he gasped.
“4 notice OFm throwin® a=z far as anny
av th' rest av thim"—Pltsburg News

Poor fellow, you have

Hentocrky Ways,

A certaln youth of Louisville, while eall-
ing on & Blue-Grass belle, was s0 embold-
ened by her graclous manner (o him that
he flung his arme around her neck and
Kissed her,

“1f you ever do that again™ excinimed
the tousied girl hotly, “1 shall tell papa.™

The young man took this for a mere fem-
inine blufl, and promptly repeated the dose.

The outraged glrl flung out of the room
ani into her father's study. She found him
oiling hia gun. Bomehow the slght soberad
her, o0 £he merely sald: “*“There l& some
ove ir the parlor who wishes to me you™
Then she went up to her room to have a
guod cry

Tie father hrigkly stepped Into the other
rorm. ¥Uill holding his half-oiled gun In his
hancs.

At the s’ght of the old man with the m
th+ young man lost no time, but jJumped
clea= through one of the parlor windows
a1t vanished over the parden wall before

table colonel could even ask hm
what he would take.

Afi®r this startling splende In Kentucky
bigk life many months waned before the
pardiupants in It could brought
gether apain—Colller's Weekly.

e io-

Vegeinble Talk.

Beate—] would bleed for you.

Capsicumn—You mre too hot-tempered.

Celery—You are a st .

Egg plant—You are no chicken

Letture—Shall we?

Mushroom—You Rre an upatars

Onion—You bring tears to my eyes,

Pens—1 am willing to "“shell out.™

Spinach—You are very green.

Tomato—You are too saucy.

Turnip—I am mashed on yuo.

Carrot—You &re cOUrRgeoun

Cucumber—Why are you so cold?

Oh!

“Prav, desr, what do you
when sou =il down to meals™

“Eyertesl,” replled the cid man,
only think aboul chew!”

And Mre. H. put her arms about his neck
and kissed him.—What (o Eat.

think about

b |

After the Dall.

Mre, Wederley (unmasking)—Ohk, bt
didn't I fool you, though! You had nu
idea you were flirting with your wife all
evening.

Mr., Wederiy—No, 1 hadn't. You were so
very agrecable 1 wus compietely decelved,
—Chicage News.

discouraged. He'd un- |

Hoss |

AS TO THE NEW CENTURY.

¥r. Bjones Practically Demonsirates
| o Mrs. Bjonen.

“1 don't care!"™ sald Mra Bjones, at the
end of the argument. “You might as well |
try to tell me that black is white and ex- |
pect me to belleve it, as expect to convince
me this time. You have convinced me too
often agalnst my will and my better judg-
ment. 1f 1500 isn't the first year of the |
new centary, then what is the use of
changing 1§ to 15 at all?”

“But, my dear,” sald Bjones, “‘the years
of the 15th century began with the fgures |
|

“80 you say—so you eay," sighed Mrs.
Bjones, “and 1 suppose you are correct In |
that, rut it isn't logical. After all, men
had all the #say In the making of the cen-
turies. Women, as usual, had to submit—
though 1t bhas always been one of the
Ereatest puzsies of my Ufe to understand
why we should have had to call the 1500s |
the 1%0's—for that 1= what we were do-
ing when we were calling them the 15th |
century, wasn't it? Don’'t talk to me about
women being Inconsistent, Mr. Bjones—
don't talk to me!—hold on a minute,”” she
added, as he took his hat from the rack,
“] am golng out to do a few lttle er-
rands, snd I would llke a couple cf dol- |
lars."”

“All right.'” sald he, “you don't object |
to pennles, do you? You ean work 'em |
off on people better than I can, and I |
have a whole pouch of them that I|
brought home from the store.”

*] belleve In pennles,” sald she. *“When
1 use pennies I dont ever need to say
‘Keep the change.' and If you would fill
your pockets with them and use them ‘for
commaon’ 11 would be a big saving.™

“All vight!" sald Ejones, going toward
& table with an alncrity and cheerfulness
that might have made Mrs. Blones sus-
pictons. “You say you want J2—here!
let me count!”

He toled out penny after penny unthl
he had reached the century mark, and
then he sald, with a tinge of triumph In
hir volee. *“Two dollars! and there you
are, my dear!”

*“There 1 am not!™ she sald, angrily.
“Have you forgottem how to count?’

He took another handful of pennies and
began: ‘“‘Second dollar—and one: second
dollar—and two; second dollar—and three |

“Now. then, my dear,” he sald, suddenly,
“was the first penny after the first dollar

-}or one of them,

P

—— ="

-CONDI

the second or the first penny of the new
dollar?”

“The first,” sald she, somewhat be-
wilderad. “What are you driving at?’

“0Oh,” sald he, “apply it to your dates,
your years, your centurles—and you'll see,
The year, or the dollar, 1, completed
the first century, and wé were not In the
second until we began to count one. At
one, were wel"

Mrs. Bjones “came and saw.” But Mr,
Blones “conquered.”—New York Press.

FROZE HIM OUT.

Three Detrolt Girls Get Rid of Un-
welcome Visitor.

Three girls who had attended the sameo
echoo! and who had not gone over their
delightful reminiscences for a full week,
were lounging and talking at the house
says the Detroit Free
Press. Suddenly the tall one, with blonde
halr and features to match, sprang to the

| window, pouted and told why.

“Pshaw! there comes that stupid broth.
er of mine to call on you. What business
has be breaking In on our pleasure, I'd
like to knowT’

“None," declared the hostess, as a mat-
ter of self-vindication.

“WiIlL" began Mis sister, as soon as he
had blushed his surprise and wns seated,
“gre those your new pants? They bag
horribly at the knees. I never knew a

| boy so hard on his clothes,” and him 24

Whils he wuas trying surreptitiously to
kick out the Imaginary deformities, the
hostess had taken her cue. "Are thosa
very heavy-soled shoes full dress now?T"

| she asked Innocently,

“Pardon me,'" sald the third tormentor,
sweetly, ““but I was thinking of the neck-
tie. la it the proper caper now (o have
quiet harmony or vivid contrast™

“WIIL" falrly shouted the sister, “did

| the barber singe your hailr? It looks llke

tufts on a blackened waste.”

“Guesa | must be getting along,' he
managed to mutter after 4 maddening sl-
lence, snd he got.

The sister solemnly averred that Wi
would wreak terrible vengeance on her,
but In two minutes they were chattering
and laughing as though there were no
“boys” or other cares,

More Puddin’,

WAS NOT SUPERCILIOUS.

She Had Simply Just Beem Vaeci-
nated, and It Hurt.

There was something strikingly pictorial
in the appearnnce of & young woman who
sat In the upper left hand corner of &
Jackson-avenue trolley car during one of
its outbound runs yesterday momning. It
was due, no doudl to many thing=—to
the aristocratic alenderness of her figure;
to her wide, dreamy eyes, the exact color
of wood violets; to the great black forest
of catrleh plumes that formed her hat;
to the geometric curve of the towering
collar of her cape. At any rate, she
looked as If she might have sauntered out
of the pages of some clogant journal of
fashion—a beautiful denizen of pleture-
paper land, where skirts always hang In
just the proper folds and trousers never
bag at the knee. Everybody Jooked at
her, the men admirngly and the women
coldly, as they always do when another
woman i Detter dressed, and she with-
stood the scrutiny with regal composures,
She did not seem aware that anybody else
waa present.

At last the car neared her corner, and
when she had presesd the button nnd the
wheels were almost at a standstill, she
arose clamly and glided down the alsle.

She was at the door when the car camae
to & full stop, and, seeing her stagger
allghtly from the shock, the conductor ins-
stinctively laid hls hand upon her arm
It was a courteous and respectful act. and
one that might havé saved her from a
fall, but the instant his fingers touched
her sleeve the haughty beauty leaped
buckward as §f she had seen an appari-
tlon. Her delicate face went pale and
her beamy eyes blaged.

“Don’'t touch me, sir!” she exclaimed,
with a harshness that shocked and aston-
lshed overy hearer.

The conductor was a plain, kindly man,
and, flushing with mortification and chae.
grin, he turned back to his piatform, while
the young woman gathered her skirts and
passed swiftly through the door.

“Well, 1 must sny,"” remarked an elder-
iy man who had taken In the eplaode over
the top of his newspaper, “that was about
the most palnful exhibition of supércilous.
ness [ ever witnessed In my life. 8Sne

*“Bobble, what would you like for din- sefmed lo think she wou'd be contuminated

ner?™’
“Puddin’.”
“Yes, and what else?™
“Why—er—more puddin’."-—Judge.

it that honest fellow touched the hem of
her garment. Pshaw! No wonder the poor
are embittered!"

There was a growl of approval, and

POEMS WORTH READING

How're They Comin' With Youl?

1 started ‘round the other day,
To satlisfy myself

How fust the general publle
Was accurmulating wealth.

Each Individusl 1 met
1 Interviewed, you see,

80 pow 1'I1 iry and tell you what
Some of them wold to me

A #hoemaker sald he was “‘pegging away,™
A lawyer was "lying low."

A doctor waa making his money “‘dead easy.”
It's the truth—ihey told me o0

A butcher managed to make “ends meat,™
The leeman had “strock a frose.”™

The plumber 1 met was “"hitting the pipe.*
Poor fellow, | guess he's Jost.

plekpocket was “taking thinge eany."”
While o baker was “loafing all day™;

A grocer told me in confidence
Trat “ihings were going hls welgh'”

A dentist was “living from band to mouth,”
And here, just to make & rhyme,

I'll have to ring in the Jeweler,
Whoe was working, of course, “‘over time.""

A burglar mid “times were picking up,”
Fut k= had o work at night;
And even a poor blind beggar mid
He was “"doicg out o sight”
An ossifie] man was having
An swfyl “"bard time.’ he maid,
While aa undertaker told me
He was “'dolng quite well—on the dead ™

A prima domna, who warbies,
Haid “1ife went by like n song’":
Pt & Nttle soubrette, 1 cassally met,
Was “‘harely getting along."
An oil producer told me
He “managed to get a long well™
White & Hetwrew merchant mentionsd
$ie had “'clothing 1o burn er to sell™

1 sasiced n spirttuaiist how things were.
“Just medlum.”" he replled;
A barber sald he was “scrapimg along,*
And then curled up and Jdied.
A furrier “ran a skin gume,"
A Jocigey was “on the g0,
But it turned my head when a dressmaker said
She was doing “‘sew anld sew.™

on me If. In conclusion,
g it 1 modestly speak-—
All I'm doing s digging out stufl like thie
For thirty cents a week
—Wiltlsm Lord Heed m National Laundry
Journal. .

The Little Blue Bullet.

Whiz. whiz! goes the littls blue bullel.
out of the way when I hum.
You can laougk at round shot and
dideges aw they clumeily come.
The big round shot fa & tlly—loudly he blus-
ters and roars:
And (e shrapnel shell gives warning to all as
high in the air he soara
Aa 1 fiy on my death-dealing errmnd, the men
that 1 hit pever hear;
“iIt's the ones that 1 miss that finch at my
hiss. and listen again in fear,
go v my work unsecti. I neliher bluster nor
blow;
whistle and sing. =# I wing my way, and
mralght 1o my billst go
cut through muscle and bone,
heart and brain,
oan make the men at the big guna quake as
1 cut and come agaln.
1 laugh at the gilttering sword, the lunce and
the bayonet's mtoel.
I volley them back, heaping dead In the track,
ap the wounded smtagger and reel
A fig for the round shot and shell,
finlsh in smoke am irt.
When I kit my mark I Jeave wounded
stark
Whiz, whix! See the ilfe-blood spurt!
“in daye of old, when knights were bold,' and
armed cap-a-ple,
They faced the spemr; they faced the sword:
but never fronted me"
whiz! goes the litie bhiuve bullet.
pirg, and pit. pat. pat.
When the rifiea whoot, skedaddle and seuot, or
don't show the top of your hat.
“Now, ook them over, 0 Red Cross men,
Count them ap, 1 say;
Wus it shot or shell, weapons of
bullet that won the day ™
—George Crouch in New

“Clet

shell, and
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I cut through

as they

and

Whiz Ping,

weel, or the

York Bun.

Honey, Don't You Cry.

Boney, w'en dp lonesome rain
Drappin’ fum de sky.—

All de sunshine drowned out—
Honey, don't you ory!l

Honey, don't you cry—
Sun "1l shire bimeby;
"Bleege ter maln
Om hill en plain;
Boney. dom't you cry!

Dom't you know de lily fes]
Dumy, hot, en dry.

Liftin" up his emply cup—
Honey, don't you cry!

Honey, dm'l you cry-—
Bun Il shine timeby;
"Hierge ler raln
Om Rl en plain;
Hogey, de’t you ery!
~—Atlants Constitution,

The Bold Bunecaneer,

"Twas a bold buccanesr, and be strode the street
In & smooth silk hat and a long frock coat;
And close to his club he chanced to meet
A brimming bard, with a tremulous throat,
Clad round hia Iimba, as o bard should be,
In the garb of the aristocracy.

The stnger. be selzad the warrior's hand;
His pulse beat high, that grasp to feel
“And you ocome." he cried. "from a distant
land,
That rings with the clang of your clashing
ateel!
Nay, tell me your doughty desdn’ sald he,
*“To enshrine in tmmortal poesy!"

Today. as of old. will our champlons take
Thelr lives In thelr hands, where the battle Is
keen;
““You fought and bled, like Raleigh or Drake,
For old England’s fame, to serve your Queen™
"Well, not exactly that,”” sald he;
“We fought for a Limited Company.'

The bard he winoed, but his soul was high;
Fur 1o break the letter iz not to sin,
He thought to himseif of Nelaon's eye;
And of Hawkine who discbeyed, to win,
“There were maldens and balww Lo save,” sald
be,
"When you dashed on your rald, beyond the
el

The bold buccaneer, he eyed him hard,
Witk a delicate quiver about the lid.
He saw In hia soul thst the well-dressed bard,
Mistook the note of your modern Cid.
" "Twas our socks and adares, you know,"
eald he,
“That stood in particular jecpardy.”

The poet, he beaved a quiet sigh.

“Tet. mill, "twas & glorious cause,” he cried,
“For your country’a sake you strove to die."”
The bold buoccaneser, he stepped aside.

“You don’t underwtand flnance," said be;
* "Twas the plorious cause of £ & 4.
—By the iate Grant Allen.

Jeat Hanglin® Eroun’.

Never wux much of & fetler fer gittin' over
Eroun’
Thar's Molly, s-pickin’ the banjer, an’ me jest
hangin’ eroun’!
The other fellers air dancin”—kespin'
the soun’;
as for me. I'm a feller jest made fer
hangin’ eroun’!
An' ain't them fellers Jolly—
Shakin' the shingles down!
What'e she thinkin' of—Molly—
With me jost hangin' eroun’?

time (o

But

I''m jest the backwardest leller that ever the
COUnLTY aeen!
Never a manjo moves me—Addle,
bouresn;
Aln't I lovin® of Molly? That's how they set I
down!
But allus—ferever an’ over I'm jest a-hangin’
aroun’ !
An® aln't them feilers Jolly—
Ehakin' the shingles down!
How dozs it look to Molly,
With me jest hangin' ercun'?

or tam-

I jest can't muster the courage to enter the
lively race;
I'm allus feelin® an’ looking out o' my rightful
place.
The marriage bells ‘Il be ringin' all over thes
merry town,
An' when Molly's led to the altar I'Il mill be
hangin' sroun’!
And Molly will Jook her sweeiest,
Dressed in her weddin' gown;
They'll dance to the weddin® munic,
An' lvave me hangin’' eroun’!
—Atlanta Constitution.

Wasted Genlus.

My Uncie Jim's a wonder,

He would know jest what to do
In & military crisis—

Say, another Waterloo.
He could fgure In o minute

How his alde might win the day,
And get out with banners fiyin'—

But mone ever came his way.

In political tranmetions
He has foresight rare and keen.
He would know what strings to pull
As ke mood behind the soene.
In a “coody-tah."" I tell you,
Genlus! That's what be'd display,
Changin® all the face of hiw'iry—
But nope ¢ver came hls way.

An' ns fur Ananceerin’,
That is where hio (alent shines;
He knows how folk should handle
Rallroad pools an® banks an’ mines
Puttin® through big undertakin’s
Seems to him a pastime gay,
He could fix “em In a §iffy—
Dut none ever came his way.

Unele Jim s lvin' gquiet
In hisa home bebind the WL
An" the world gets on without him,
Misein' all his braine and akill
War, dplomacy, finances
Would have felt his master sway
Had occasion only offered—
Bul oone ever came his way,
~Washington Star.

The City BEditor's Dream.

He was a city aditor, a busy, busy man,

Who tolled by night when work by day were
far the wiser plan.

When other men were sloeping be worked and
worked the while,

And cussed the shy reporters in the editorial

mtyle.

through his hard and tollsome life one

bleesed dremam he knew,

Vislon-haunting, beckoning on, as still before
it flew,

“Oh, come the day.” he'd softly
sigh to see him (here—

*“The day of perfect pedce and rest when I can
ulippers wear."

But

say—you'd

This was his gream of blles complete, or rest
beyond odmpare.

"\Oh, day of daye!” he'd gpently say, “when 1

can slippers wearl™

then be Drushed a temr away, this worn

and weary wreck,

when the next repofiar cames he “got It In

the neck,"™

city editora, you ken, must never weak-

ness ahow,

It they, teo, have their plenmnt dreams the
fact you'd never know.

But stili In secret, inmost thoughts hs dreamed
of pleasure rarve,

Of that bright day of peace and rest when he
ocould slippers wear.

And

Ope day this city aditor, the copy all passed in,

Went from this world of tol! and strife the
Heavenly world to win

Of course they let him pass at once.
punishment.”’ sajd they,

“Was guite sufficient while oo earth.
blithely come this way."

Next day hie aplrit sought this earth and gsought
hia office, too.

They found It sitiing in his chalr just as he
used (o do

“Why wsitiest here, pale ghost?”
Hin answer spoke despatr:

“It len't Heaven abdove, dear boyw; they dor't
wenr slipperw there!”

—A. J. Waterhouse in 8. F. Examiner,

“Tour

Now

they cried.

Paw on Skatea,

O me an’ paw went skatin' yeste'day—I bet
if you

Ud bin erlong ‘st yu'd a-lar”d “til yu'd a-shook
clexn Lhro'

AL paw m-sikatin’—he tol' me when we got to
th" erick

He'd cut sum fancy capers fer ma If th" ice
wuz thick;

Paw md 't when be wuz & boy they wusn't
enny wun

Cu'd skals as fast er cut wun ha'ft th'
wot e dun

didos

Bo when paw got his skates on good all reddy
" begin,

He ptood up sieate an’ sez t' me, "I guess Tl
st prart In

By cutily’ a spred-cagle like I uster do,” ‘nen
he

Ist got up steam an'
Junmines!

An' pen he Ist fell down kerflop an' cracked
th' jce an’ tore

His pants an’ skinned kis nose an' ot lade
whare he fell an’ swore.

it out Hke a Injun—

*Nen paw he took his skates right off an’ ses
" me, *“Sea hore,
Yung man, you cuom right
den't Jet me kech y' neer
ire agin this winter, an’ now you mind
wot I say;
1 won't let my boay waste his
sich fool way'':
An we walk'd home 1 Inff'd cut
don't paw heard,
Coz be st limp'd erlong shed an’ nuvver sed a
wur
—Newt Newkirk In Ohlo State Journal

home ‘ith me—

™
time In enny

loud, but I

An Adventure.
Three smurt Foung men and three nlce giris—
All lovers true as ateel—
Declded, in a friendly way,
To epend the day awheel
They started In the early morn,
And pothing seemed amiss;
And when they reached the lealy lunes
They in
rode twos

ke
this!

They wandered by the verdant dale,
Beslde the rippling rill,

The sun shone brightly all the while;
They heard the somg-hird's trill

They sped through many a woodland glade,
The world was full of bilse—

And when they rested In the shade
Theysal intwoa

The sun went down and evenlng came,
A lot too mon, they mald:

Too long they tarried on the way,
The cloude grew black o'erhead;

Down dashed the rain! They nomeward flew,
Till one uniucky miss

Sipped sidewnys—Crash! Great Scott! The jot
Wersalimixeduplikethia’®

likethis

—~Culifornla Curlo.

Carnexle.

A fight ‘gainst plutocracy’'s powersT
Well. Andrew will nover be In 1L
He doesn't object to long houre,

Al mleute.
sl ~Chicago Tribuns.

tha conductor thrust a
through the doorway.
“Don’t blame de young lady, gents,” he
sald, cheerily. “‘She explalined it all when
she was gettin’ off, She didn't mean noth-
in’. You see, ahe's been vaccinated and
has a sore arm."”-—New Orleans Times. |
Democral. |

“BLOW ON'T, AULD BONY!"

Laughable Experlience of Scoich Sar. |
geon In Hiring Assistant.

Dr. McTavish, of Edinburgh, eays the
London Tit-Bits, was something of a ven-
triloquist, and It befell that he wanted
& lad to assist In the surgery who must
necessarily be of strong nerves. He re-

| celved acvera: applications, and when tell-

Ing a lad what the duties were, in order
to test his nerves, he would say, while
peinting to & grinning skeleton standing
upright !n a corner:

“Fart of ycur work would be to feed the
skeleton there, and while you are hers you
may a6 well have a try to do so.”

A fvw lnde would consent to a trinl, und
recelved & basin of hot grusl and a spoon.
While they were pouring @ hot muss Intg
the ekull the doetor would throw his vouce
80 a8 16 make It appear to proceed from
the jawe of the bony customer, and gurgle
ont:

“Gi-r-r-gr-h-vh! That's hot!™

This wan too much, and without excep-
titn the lads dropped the baaln and bolted.

The doctor began to despair of ever gotl-
ting & sultable helpmate until a amall boy
came and was given the basin and spoon.

After the first spoonful the skeleton ap-
peared to say:

“Or-t-r-uh-r-hr! That's hot!"

Shoveling la the ecaldlng gruel as fast
ag sver, the boy rapped the skull and (m-
patiently reorted:

“Well, jist blow on't, ye auld bony!"

The doctor sat down on his cha'r
fairly roared, but when the laugh
over he engaged the lad on the spot.

Al
W

BECAME MONOTONOUS.

Inguiring Offspring Provokes Fomnd
Parent's Ire.

His G-year-old boy was perched on his
knee, and the fond father gazed at him
with eyes that beamed with paternal
pride.

“Papa”—pointing out of the window—
“whut are those men doing over there?™

“Building a house, my son."

*Why T

“Because they are pald to do L™

“Who pays them for doing 1t?"

“The man who Is putting the house up.”

“What does he pay "em for."

“For bullding the house.”

“Why T

“Because—well, becauss they would not
bulld the house If he did not pay them."
t”“-bm does the man want the house
or™

The paternal smile became rigid

“To Hve In."

“Hasn't he got & houss to Uve in

*Oh, yvea."

“"What does he want another for?™

“Oh, for other people to Mve In."

“What other people?’

“Oh, men and women and lttle
and girls."”

“Why do
house "

“Well, they must llve somewhere."

“"Who?"

“The people.”

“*What people?*

“Any people.”

“WhyT*

At this juncture the innocent, prattling
child saw a firm hand descending, and
hastily retreated In time to prevent a ¢oi-
liston.—Tit-Bits,

they want to llve

in

Who Is Sam Phillipa?t

An editor of an Oregon newspuper, wha
gocs In for the high-flawn style of writ.
ing. once began one of eXtravagant
leading articles In this fashion:
row |s the anniversary of the
Louis Phllippe.™

The editor's penmanship was not.
any means, the easiest to decipher,
when the proof was handed to him,
read: “Tomorrow |s the anniversary
the death of Sam Phillips'

Extremely Indignant at what he deemed
a wanton Ineult, he wrathfully wrote on
the margin of the proof: “Who the dick-
ens Is this Bam Phillipa?™" Then having
reproved the printer in scathing fashion,
he went home.

Al breakfast, In the morning., when he
turned with pride to his article, wi
consldered betler than usual, be
up In & towering rage, on finding
gun thus:

“Tomarrow Is
death of Sam Philllps.
is thizs Sam Phil

hds

“Tomor-
death of

by
B0,

q§
it be-

the anniversary of the
Who the dickens

Twisted Phonetles,

One day, on the streets of Portland, was
noticed an emigrant wagon. The driver
wis isked where he was from, and where
he was golng Thiz wus his answer:

"*Well, we winterad over on Pucket sown,
an' we will go down through the Willi-
metta valley and have a look at the Ump-
quack valley, an’ if the land don't sult
we will jJest drive back to Tuck-amaw
and winter.”

After studying a moment the writer
figured it cut that the man was from Pu-
getl sound. would travel through the Wil-
lametie valley, and also view the Umpqua
valley; If, then, the country did not please
fnim, he would return to Tacoma for the
winter.

Not Up to Snuff.

Ben Inprint—Say, my wife, Mrs. Ben In.
print, and two chlidren, Lucy and John,
are away on & visit to her Uncle Ebhen-
ezer’'s, down at Cedar Valley. | join them
over Sunday,

New Reporter
Give me the names of the children
please.

Ben Inprint—Goodness! Y aln't goin' t
put it In yer paper, are y'?

New Reporter—] Intended to, but
course, If you'd rather, I'll not mention It
Good day.

Ben Inprint — Why didn't
blame mouth shet. That
new.—Ohlo Btute Journal,

again

I keep my
feller must be

Flxing n Flirt.

Mms, Plainfacet—I have an old coat which
though somewhat worn, & still quite good
Would you like to have 1?7

M'ss Flirtie—What? Do you mean to [n-
sinuate that I would wear one of yout
cast-off garments?

Mrs. Plainface—I don't know but what
you might. You seem to be trying to g«
my huwsband —New York Weekly,

Correct.

Teacher—Wiily., please glve me a sen-
tence In which the verbs “to set"” and *‘to
sit" are used correcily.

Willy (after a brief dellberation)—The
United Btates is a country on which the
sun never sets and on wheh no other
country sver sits.—Puck.

His Bible Wife.
Little Willle—Say, pa, did you ever have
another wife besides ma?
Pa—No, Willle. But why do you ask?
Little Willle—The family record in the
Bible says you married Anno Domini 187,

smiling facs |

(producing noteboolk)— |

—Chicago Record.

Retribution.
The Doer stood an the rocky veldt
nd calmiy swepl the
sald the Eir

2yt ever,'" h,
Sach firtng. Hey. there! Sopjel”

“Oh. no." the wily Doer replied,
“You have sitacked my trel
And swught to steal my gol
What 414 you, then, expe

—Phlladelphla North American.

APPLIE SAYINGS,

King of Frulis Not Always in the
High Favar It Now Is,

Apples were at one time underestimated,
says a writer in Youth's Companion; they
were scnreely frult rare
of the epl-
formed a part
compounded
d nousekeeper. Ap-
puddings, ples and cakes might
aln raw apples were fit only (o€
sc children., vegetarians or the poor.
Al new changed, and the appls
has come to Its pwn aguin

Put If Its flavor has been ot v
imes slightly esteemad or dise d,
¢ its wholesomeness has b
y recognized. *“Apple sayings” are fre-

3 both In our country amd In Eng-

all of which testify In favor of tha
In the "“west contree’” there are
such:

considerad n
enough for the consideration
cure, unless, they
of some elaborate ert,
and cooked by a skil
pie jellles

Indesd

this |s
rlous
34

atends

r Away,
first and t st. Then
the order of thelr three

is the follow, in

Ent an apple golng to
Knock the doctor on the head.
A lttle less aggressive s one of the Mlds
lands:

Three cach

heed,

iny, #ven Jdays & week—
Ruddy apide, ruddy cheesi
But more Interesting than these s an
old orchard vers¢ which used to be re-
cited on certaln anclent farms on the
plucking of the first ripe apples of the
cTOR Misfortune was suppoess+d to follow
its omission, and its utterance was qulis
a Httle ceremony, the first apple over
which It was spol weing presented to A
young girl. who Ived & bit It {ors
her (ralt
1 Thus It ran
1t of Eve re
e e
balssome Tood
tonoe for
EiNee
ol will

B
o

selve and cle

tim swe why. pluck and eak

0
grieve. believs
of o

Eay the ap

AS SHE IS WROTE.

War News ns Complled From Ree-
ords, and a la Buller,
CORRECT VERBION
The Eritish the Tugela in the
attompt to relleve Ladysmith. Held a
hill for a day and then retreated, on find-
Ing the positlon untenable. Loss nina
killed, @ wounded. Boer loss, seven

killed, 30 wounded,
BULLER'E VEREIDON

I have the honor to report that 1 crossed
the Tugela agaln this morning and made a
feint, in order to give the ene the ldea
that we actually meant to nttack him.
He was completely taken In, and repiled
to our fire vigomusly a day Wa
retired to the =outh river.
The movement wWus
We caught two m
They claimed
Indlsputable

tors ta
a bath, [
them g
memy 5
CAgD Tribune

crossed

whe
the

hearing
Ir cape
tnking
wnd Iot
Our casunllies wer t. The
—Chl=

Jahe's Change of Heart.

Jabe M enth Georgila,
was a day, says
the Brook the Confeder-
ates the field of
his musket on the
g ed himself y the 0
exclalmed, with much vehemence:

‘I be diched If T walk ans
ran't do "

ire of despalr

med his capinin,
enemy are following

but one
when
from

were AN

threw

you see the
Thev'll getl you, sure
nélp 16 =ald Jabe “I'm
'l not walk another atep.”
“The Confederntes passed along over the
af the hill and lost sight of poaor,
jected Jabe,

2 moment there was a
maketry and a rencwed oy
Jabe appeared cn ti

ving ke a hurricas
cloud of dust. A= hi

n. the officer velled:

“*Hello, Jabe! Thought you wasn't golng
to walk any more?”

“Thunder!" repiled Jabe, as he hit the
lust with ewed vigor, “vou don’t call
this walking., do you?"

an't donet

for
de.
freah rattls
h of =h E
top of tha
id followed

“. dashed past

The Reason.

*“Why do you-aw—sigh, Ml= Dolly?T"
asked the callow bard, after reciting one of
his souiful effusions.

“Because It Is not good form to snort.™
replled tha wearied malden—Harper's
Weekly,

Told Him Why.
Some one once sent to Eugene Fleld a
poem entitied “Why Do I Elve?
Mr. Fleld sent back the reply, “Be-
cause you send your wverses by mall™—
Youth's Companion.

Silent Heroes.

*“To our stlent heroes,” tfle Willie read
from the memorial bronse. “Popper, what
Araﬁir--nt her-ws.’"md

“Married men,” popper.—indianapo-
s Journul




