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Hoas nn Ensy Time.
The poet's e Is ease In Lent—
may depend upim 1t
e rEymes bo time 13 spent—
et Thymes with booner
—Detroit Free Pres

COUVLDNT SHAKE HIM,

Proneco Easy to Hide as Feantherbed,
With Froper Precaution.

A crowd had begun to gather. Appar-
ently the man, an entire stranger, had
never tried 1o ride & bucking bronco be-
fore. The animal threw down Iis head,
clevated its hind feet, and wriggled back-

ward. Then it reversed the process. Btill
the man, with o jook of desperation on
his fonce, hung on.

“Bet $ the beast throws bim," ex-
claimed 2 wvolce

Thers were no takers

“Het § It downé him in one round!”
shouted the voice.

Bull no takers.

The maddened animal meanwhile con-

tinued t0 buck, while the rider, with firm-
iy=et Juws and gleaming cyeballs, stil]
bung on with the energy of desperation.
When the bronco stood on its hind feet
he clasped It around the neck. When It
stoud on s head he Jeaned back in the
™ and grasped the animal with one
hamnd by the tall When it sprang sud-
denly 1o one side he wrapped his long legs
about Its boldy and beld on like an octo-

L

pu, And when it jumped up in the alr
and came down silff-legged on all fours
he went nlong and came back, somewhat

but unshaken. Presently the ani-
Its lunges became less

shaken-
mal began o tire
m=assioned

“Bet 85 Lhe man wins!" exciaimed the
Exmo TVoloe.
No tnkera.

“Bet ¥ w 1 oo the man!” sald a dozen

onoce

akers, The bronco was conguered

ntlemen,” sald the siranger, after

! recovered his breath, *“It may sur.

Jearn thit this is the first time
w bust a bronco. I belleve
bronco is the téechnical term for
the Tation if 1 nm wrong, some one
of you wil s¢ cotTect me. 1t Is com-
monly supposed to require a great deal of
=kill and a long course of previous prace

Yol L
#ver tried
busting o

op

A

et It may occur 1o you, pechaps, that
I bave done it'om & bet. Nothing could
be farther from the iruth. Woa, you
Least Btand st

"Teo subduo a bucking Lronco, gentle-
men, necessilates npelther gkill nor pre-

ratlon. It Is one of the sim-
In grmnasties, If you only
No unusunl strength or activ-
The process Is so simple
1o me n i{t. It consists
of a device—if device It
~by which 1 am enabled to
saddie, no matter how hard
trits to throw me. You no-
tloss, that 1 never left the
raddle. In this saddie a= If I had
ETOWN Well, gentlemen, 1 had.
“Before 1 mounted this animsl, now so
meek and abject, | applisd to my trou-

r how.
nesdng,

hesitate

sers a smnll quantity of lguid gloe A
few minutes only were required to hard-
€t it thoroug and I would take the
combined sire 1 of severa]l men now Lo
drug me off this wretched ruin of a onoe
prowd bromco, unless the surcingle or my

shpuld give way. You may
mght 1t was really necessary for

me closp my legs around the animal

1]
and to grasp him by the neck to save my-

self from bLeing thrown, but it wits Dol
I was stuck on him, as it were.

"Now, understand me, friends, 1 do not
recommend the use of llquid glue In horee-
back riding as & steady practice. It would
be to expensive In the mitter of trusers.
1 have ouly used it in this instance ne an
object lesson, to show you the remarkable
adbesive qualithes of this preparation,
which | munufscture myself, and ecall
Holdum's Crlebrated Sticktght. It is put
up In botlles of two different elzges, retail-

Ing, » tvaly, at 1 and 25 cents, and
remember that 1 gunrantee each and every
hottie. If you are not satisfied after pur.

chasing it, the money wiil be cheerfully
ref

el
| am now gaolng to my lodgings which
are in o quiet street, only o block or two
away, whete [ have this unequaled prepa-
rati for sale, and wheére you will see
me ke nn ort to soparate myself
from this poor creanture, in which effort I
shall probably fall.”

And he rode away, followed by the en-
tire crowd.—Chicago Tribune.

X0 NORE PARADES FOR HIM.

One Experlience of Mardl Gras, Clad
In Armer, All He Wanted,
They were discussing Mardi Gras oele-
bration in the days of old Memphis. ~“That
was the oral timo T was ever 1o a parade,

and 1 hope the izst™ sald a well-known
ratlrond mun. “Jim Brown and [ bhad
besn selected ag guards of houor. or some
such , and we were golng to do the
thing wp right. No costume In Memphils
wins good enough for us. 'We sent off to
New York and had two sults of armor
mude, Wl cume out ae knights of old

will forget that night., As we
oug I the processinm the light was
reflected from the tin armor, and made us
feel that we were the whole thing, At
the corner of Gayoso and Main strepts
my pariner fell off his horse, and It sound-

ed like the bottom had fallen out of a
The mules in the float behind
, and came néar running away
I waa afrald If I got of my horse
to he bim on that [ would have to
stay off, Spectators helped him, however,
and the parade procesded.

“When It wis over we clismbed seversl
flights of sialire to my rooms to get w4
of the armor, which had bescome unbdear-
able. As 1 walked I made as much noise
as a tinware poddler, When we reached
the roo I tried to relleve my partner
Nrst. but found that the fasteners were
pa nd nelther of us knew the

pom We sent for the men who

ol them for us, and while the
boy w iing for him. we spent the
tlme in damnlng everybody and every-
thing

“Tue man arrived In aboutl two Lours.

but the fasteners were a riddle to Bim.

He ran over to the restaurant, and in & |

few minules came back with a canopener,
hatchet and palr of shears. He went (o
work, and after chopping and cutting and
shearing, relieved us from our coat of
tin. It was then about 3 o'clock In the
morning, and 100 late o go to any

the balis. [ think the speveral hours 1

|spent in that harness trying to get out

were the most miserable of my life. No
more parades for me, partner.”—Memphis
Scimliar.

PUT THE WAITER T0 FLIGHT.

Experience Tanght the
How to Deal With Him.

A large man, whose Jolly, smooth-
shaven visage somehow called to mind
pictures of those medieval monks who are
always palnted in close proximity o
cniky of wine, waiked into a restaurant
in the buslness distriot last evening and
ordered o stsak a |la Creois. In due time
t arrived and was deposited, piping hot,
on the tuble, whereupon ihe large man
proceeded to tuck a napkin under his
coliar and sttacked the dish with”a quiet
gusto thut was exhilarating to wilness

He hind disposed of perhaps a third, and
was working his way steadily through
thé remalnder, when his walter sauntersd
up {rom behind und leaned confidentially
over his shoulder, “Bteak all right, sir?”’
Le asked, it a tone of professional sollcl-
tuda “EhT" exclaimed the large man,
looking startled, “what's that?™ *1 just
asked whether the steak was all right.”
replied the walter.

The large man lald down his knife and
fork. "What do you think is the matier
with #t7° he inquired in &n anxious un-
dertone. “Why—why—nothin’, 1 guess’
sald the walter, beginning to get disocon-
certed: “1 was only asking, you know.”
“But what prompted you to ask?™ urged
the other. *'1 Insist upon knowing what
oxcited your suspiclon that this steak
was not what it should be?' “Oh, I
dunno,” muttered the walter miserably;
“l Just asked, that's ail™

“But I had made no complaint,” mused
the large man, knitting his brows and
facing around in his chair. “There's some
mystery here, sure. Did you ask as a mat-
ter of private curiosity or as a’- Be-
fore he could conclude the sentence tha
waltér broke away and fled headlong to
the kitchen. The large man chuockied and
resumed hix attack on the stenk.

“It's like this"™ he sald later to a
man who had witnessed the Incldent and
wis curious about . “You see, I'm &
drummer, and I Iive mastly at hotels and
restyurants, Thera are lots of things
about such a life that wear on a man,
and one of them Is the way somo walters
keep worrying you nll through a meal
for fear you'll forget they're on earth
when it comes time (o settle and tip.
There 1s no earthly reason why any
walter should ever inquire whether a dish
is satisfactory. If It lsn't the guest will
notify him, and he's there to remedy it
S0 when one of them begins nsking me
confidentially whether this or that thing
is all right T usually squelch him with
the lttle formula you have just lstened
to. It never falls to put ‘em to flight.'—
New Orleans Times-Democrat.

“WHO SINT THOT FICK™

Very FPardonable Curiosity of the
Widow Houlihan,

Dennis Houllhan, a poblie contractor
and an ex-alderman, died. He had come
over from Ireland when a boy, and from
the bottom rung of the ladder had climbed
through a seriex of fallurcs and successcs
untll at Iast he was rewnrded with riches
In reasontble amount and political prefer-
ment beyond the dreams of his ancestors.

The funeral was made notable by the
many beautiful floral offerings sent by the
business snd political friends of the de-

ceased,

When the widow came In for a farewell
look at her honest spousg she had enough
of feminine curiosity left o glance up, be-
tween the spasms of her lamenintions, at
the flora! designe that surronuded the
bler.

“Arrah, Dinny dear, ef yez cud on'y ses
th* purties thot they hev brung yes!" she
moaned. 0 me! O my! Here be a pllilow
o' dnisles, Dinny boy, fer yex o' shlape
on In paradise. An" here be th' gates o
jar thot "ill let yex In ter giory. (Bniffie,
sniffie, sniffle.) An', O me! O my! Here be

th' golden harrup made o' posles, Dinny
dear, but they didn't now ns yez wuzx
th' murician am th' accordion, at mll, at
all, (More snifMe.) Yer “lIl hev ' learn

th' harrup. Dinny boy.”

The widow's curious eyos continoed to
take In the adornments of the mourning-
oom with a tearful appreciation of the
honors done her “Diony™ In the hour of
death. Suddenly she espled near the fool
of the casket a large anchor of lilles. Not
having nautlcal knowiedge enough to un-
derstand the poetic significance of the em-
blem, and belng particularly sensitive as
to the subject of her husband's humbie
origin, she lost ker temper and forgot
her grie! In thlis impassioned Inqulry:

“Who th' divi sint thot plek ?'—Detralt
Free Press.

Careful Buyer.

Thera were only four nelghbors In
Tucker's general store, at the crossing of
the plank ridge and the state road, when
Bllas Slosson entersad.

“How be yeo, boysT he sald ecollee-
tively

“How be ye, BIT" was the repiy.
“How's the ol lady?"

“Baout th' same; don't see much
change."

BSlias crossed the store to the counter,
bethind which stood Tucker, his face
wreaibed In mercantile smiles, his fat

hands pressed against the varnishless ta-
ble.
“Whattel
nsied,
“"Haow much ye gittin' fer C gugar?™
replled the prospéctlve customer
“Six cents.™
“Phew—w—w," whistlod
up, ain't KT Didn’t hev
figger fer t' Ias" I bo't™
*Thot soT" Inquired Tucker with sur-
prise. “Haow much ‘d ye hev t' giv?™
“Mve cents an’ a halt."
“Thet 207 Hnow moch ye want™
“Paocund.”—Detroit Free Press.

it be, Mistur Slosson? he

Blias,
pay

“gone

5 no sich

Expensive Cure,
“Went home Thursday nlght and found

my wife {Il. Symptoma alarming. Dosed
her best 1 could. Friday morning she was
no betier, Felt worrled. Wife dull and
stupld, No Lfe to her. Started for doe-
tor., Struck by happy thought Turned
back. Cure complete.™

“What was It

“SBlmpie as ple. Just sald, "Too bad you
have to be sick on bargain day, my dear.’
She bounced up. ‘What!" she eried, how
stupll of one 10 forget.” In flve minutes
she was up and dressed and frizzing her
hatr™

“Wouldn't it have heen cheaper to have
fetched the doctor?

“By Jove! 1 guess it would™ —Cleveland
Pinln Dealer.

———
Wil Let Well Enough Alone.

Bobhs—I see that & man has Invented a
typewriter that you Just it down and talk
to and it writes out everyithing you say

Dobbe—I guess I'li keep mine Ste
doeen't write everything I say, and' I'm
2lad of IL.—Balllmore American.

f

]

|

|

HORRIFIED BRIDEGROOM.

Ludicerous HRevelation of Surgical
Operation on His Bride.
“Some of thes queerest experiences of a
doctor are pretty certaln to be conpected
with the adminstration of anassthetics,”
sald a physiclan, chatting the other day
with a newspaper friend, “and apropos
of the subject 1 recall a little story that
I don’t mind telllng, as the incident 0o~
e¢urred long since and In another city.
“A dogen years ago, when I was tem-
porarily located in St. Louls [ was called

Drummer | ane day to the old Lindell Hotel, to glve

chloroform (o & young woman who was
about to undergo a slight surgical opera-
tion 10 remove a morblid growth In the
ear, The patient, as it developed on my

| arrivali had been married only a few days

4

bafore, and was tn the city with her hus-
band, on thelr brida! tour. Although
quite handsome, she was no longer exact-
i¥ In her first youth, and she was wvery
ent at the cperation. However, he In-
should stay, but I noticed that she scemed
very nervous and preoccupled.

"The operstion, as 1 sald before, was
trifling. She took the chloreform eansily,
and all went woll untl ahe was just re-
galning consclousness, when she opened
her mouth and out fell & pet Of false teeth,
Bhe had sald nothing about that detall,
and the truth was that she had hoped,
poor womarn, to pass through the crdeal
without the fact of her wearing such
things belng known to her husband., But
the effect on that indlvidual was entirely
unexpecied. He gave one horrified giance,

seixed him by the throat. ‘You infamous
scoundrel! hs yelled, ‘you have broken
my poor darling’s jaw!

“At that stage of affalrs I beat a re-
treat. 1 never did learn exanctly what
the husband thought had happened, or
what sort of explanation was offered.—
New Orieans Times-Democrat.

PAT GAVE GOOD WEIGHT.

His Master's Castomer Got All There
Was Due Him,

Apropos of the ready comprehension and
native wit attributed to the sons of Erin,
this stands out in bolé opposition. Pat-
rick was a clerk in & suburban grocery
store. It was a busy season and the gro-
cer was wiltlng upon two or thres cus-
tomers mt the same time. He was In a
hurry. end everything had to be where
he could get It without much trouble, or
he would be delayed and probably lose
money, g0 when he found that the pound
welght was gone he was bothered.

“Patrick.” he called out, “where's the
pound welghtT™’

“*The pound weight, Is 1t7™ sald Pat-
rick, complacently. ""Bure, an’ 1is Misther
Jones that has the pound welght.”

“Mr, Jones has It? What do you mean
by saying that Mr. Jones ‘has the pound
welght. 1 thought that the pound welght

1

| entine, and be sure that you choose the
much averse to having her husband pres- | right one. Each drawer contains an an-

alsted, and ste finally agreed that he | dressed to me for the past =ix months. If

| of her husband's old hats.

stayed o the store. How &id Mr, Jones
ge 1t

“An’ shure, didn't yes teill me to be
periite to the rigular customers?’

“Of course.”

“Well, thin, Misther Jones comes in ta
the store for a pound of tay. An', says
he, whin I axed him what quality of tay
be wud have: "Whatlver yex give me,
says he. ‘give me the welght' So I pui
the pound weight in the package of 1Ay,
perlite like, an” It's himself that's gone
with IL"—Memphis Scimitar,

.

FOREGONE CONCLUSION,

Mdn't Know That She
Stancked the Cards,
With 4 gesture expressive of firm reso-
lution, as If the affalr were quite settled,
the Countess Madellne pointed to her
lacquered Jipanese cabifet that shim-
mered in the lamplight and sald very

gravely:
“Open one of those three drawers, Val-

swer to the prayer which you have ad-

you opén that which contains the answer
“Yoa,' 1 will be yours and will marry you
&f s00n as you please. But take care
that you do not get the Wrong answer,
for if sou do you will never see me
agalin.*

“Alas!" mid ValenuUne, “‘there are two
chances to one agalnst me, How cruel
you are, my darling!"

“*Well,"” sald the Countess, “if I marry
you I can at Jeast lay the blame on fate.™

‘The young man hesitated a long time.
His hand wandered from drawer to
drawer, not venturing 1o touch any, and

and then rushed nt the old surgeon and | Bis heart sank with the fear of cheosing

wrongly. At last he shut his eyes= and
opened & drawer at hazard,

Oh, rapture! the lttié plece of pink pa-
per, when unfolded, disclosed to his glad
eyes the exquisite word “Yes." In ecstasy
he clasped the blushing Madeline In his
arma and covered her face with ksses
She d4id not deny him.

Valentine, beilng but & bashful swaln,
nover knew that he had bucked up against
a foregone conclusion. The three drawers
that had held his cards of fate had deen
“stacked."—Colller's Weekly.

Bill Filetcher's Bralna.

Bill Flatcher a lIneman for the Michigan
Telephone Company, doesn't liké 10 wear
& hut on hot days, A kind-hearted oid
Indy saw Bill one hot day near Saline
digging away bareheaded at a posthole.
Bo she went Into the house and got one
“It's too bad
you haven't got & hat; take this one'
sald she: and, not wixhing to offend her, |
Bill accepted the proffer. When the job
was completed, he went to the door, and,
thanking her. sald that he could not keep
the hat. “But you must keep It." she
pald. "You wiil bake your brains out if
you don't wear something over your head
this hot weaather. "Oh, no, 1 won't," sald
Billl. *I haven't got any brains. 1If I/
had 1 wouldn't be digging ponh-:h-."—l
Criterion,

| of time.

| men, who formerly performed this

CHASED HIM A MILE.,

Unfortunate Milesian Allasion by &
Political Speake=,

gl

!uﬂ how you implored me to go behind |

| the woodshed until you got down? And—" |

lar tres were not provided with cushions

“Haroid,"" she Interrupted. with no tears

Dr. Jamea Walker, & well-known physi- ' In her voice worth speaking of, "while
shopping

clan of Ban Franclsco, In discussing the
necesaily of tact In political life, tells the
following Incldent:

today, I saw the most adorable
tallor-made and—and—"

“Oh, yea,” he broke in, almost savage-

1y, “you can hawve It, 1 suppose. When-

“We had a candidate one year fOr Te- | .var g man's In good humor you—"
election, a Congressman, [t was & very 1 She put her arms around his neck and

close fight, and everything depended upon
holding all our voters together. The cam-
palgn was to end with & masa meeting,
where the candidate was to be the chief
speaker. The committes had discovered
thkt the enemy had made a slight in-
road upon some of the Irish volters, and
warned the speakers to be extremely care-
ful in all their references to the Emerald
Isie and Its people. The Congressman,
when spoken to, drew himself up proud-
Iy and sald:

* "Leavs it to my diseretion, gentlemen.

I will not offend them. I will charm
them.*
“And ha did

*“On the closing night he snid, almoat at
the beginning of his oration: 'I am glad
10 ses 80 many here tonight who come
from the litle green island beyond the
gea, the iand of Toem Moore and Father
Prouty, of romance and of verse, Ameri-
cans can never be too grateful to the Irish
race for what It has performed in the
New World. The names of Patrick Henry
and Generals Montgomery and Sheridan
will go ringing down through the corridors
And America has often tried to
exprees her gratitude., When the great
famine threatened death to Ireland, she
sent provisions by the shipload across
the sea, and herg in thls, our city, wherd
American ingenulty has Invented the street
sweeper, which does the work of 5 Irish-
task,
we have kindly and appropriately called It
the steam paddy.’

“There wias a shoul, p yell, a erash and
the mesting was broken up forever, I he.
lisve that the Infurinted Milealans chased
the candidate a mile.”—Phlladeiphla Puost.

THE WRETCH!

But She Knew Just How to Get That
Tailor-Made Gown,

“You remember,” he was saying, “the
day I missed the word In the speliing, and
you didn't go above me because—you
missed it, loo'r

She dldn't even lean toward him. She
didn't go over to the window and beat
& nervous lttle tatioo on one of the panes
with her delicate fingers.

“And then,” he went on, “thoss sume-
mer dayx when we, with alder rods and
pin hooks, used to go fishing for minnows
in the Mlttle creek. You used t0o wear
such funny lttle gingham aprons then.™

Bhe didn't give a little Jaugh In her
throat, but he didn’t seem to notice It

“And do you remember the day 1-—I
asked you? How 1 found you up In the
apple tree and kKept you there almost an
hour—until you promised? How you re-
minded me that the limbs of that particu-

POEMS WORTH READING

“Widder” Greene's Farewell
“I'm gol’ to d1s," says the Widder Greeno,
“T'm goln' to quit this alrthly sceno;
*Taln't no place for me o say
in such & world as "tie today;

Such works and waye is oo much for me,
Nobody can let nobody be i
The giris s fAounces from top (o 1o,
And that's the hull o what they know.
The mon is mad on bonds and stocks,
Swearin’ and shootin’, and plekin' locks;
I'm real afraid I'll be hanged myssif,

Ef I ain't laid on my final shelf.

Thers ain't & eretur bot koows todsy

! never wus a lunatic any WAY.

Bat since the crasy folks all go free

I'm dreadficl afraid they'll hang up me!
There' s another thing that's pesky hard—
1 can't stnp Into & nelghbor's yard

To say “How be you? or borrow a pin,

But what the paper’ll have it in.

We're pleased 1o say the Widder Greene
Teok dinner a Toecday with Mrs. Keme."
Or, “Our worthy friend Mrs. Greene has gpobe
Down to Barkhametead to see her son.'
Great Jerumlem! can't T stir

Without & ralsin’ some feller’s fur?

There aln’t no privacy, s 10 Y,

No more'n If this was Judgment Day.

And as for mestin'—] want to ewoar

Every thoe 1 put my head In there.

Why, even Old Hundred's splisd and done

Like evesryithing else under the sun.

It 'used 10 be =0 mojomn an' slow,

"Praise 1o the Lonl from men below,’

Now il goes ik a gallopin’ stesr,

High diddie diddie! there an’ here.

No tespect to the Lord above,

No more'n ef He was hand an’ glove

With all the creturs he ever made.

And all the jipe thal ever was played.

Freachin’, toe—but here I'm dumb!

Bat I tell vou what! I"d like it some

If good oid Parson Nathan Strong

Out of hin grave would come along.

Af' give us o mirrin’ tamte o' fire—

an” jurtice ls my desire.

love an’ alciish sweet

That makes this world or Uother complete.

But law] I'm old! 1'd betlter be desd

When (he world's a turnin’ over my head;

Bperite talkin’ itke rarnsl fools,

Biblee kKicked out o deestrict schools,

Crazy creluss a-murderin’ round—

Hopest folka'd better be under the ground.

fo fare ye well! this airthly scene

No more’ ] be pestered by Widder Greene.™
—Baltimore Sun.

From “The Lost Creek Lyre.”
The editor of the Lost Creck Lyre thus
starts a newly martied couple down the
rasy path of wedded bliss:

May Cupid’s hand forever strew

Your nuptial path with big jack roses,
And ever coat with honey dew

The ripe. red ligs bensath jour nomes.
May not a closd of discord rise

To Aarken ¥our felicltation,
And may there never ba no Mes

Upol: your sweet domesilcation.
Thanke for the dollar ye blew In

{Heoeipt for which is hereby given),
To rouse ye edilors glad grin

And waks ye muss inspired of heaven.

Thiz touchlng obliuary verse appears in
the lnst issue of our high-altitude con-
temporary, the Lost Creek Lyre:

Another from our ranks hath went
Acrosa the so-called . myatic river—
Another cld-time resident

Hath gone from trouble with his Hver,
The soul fram out ita priscn fled

Ant weni, we trust., direct to hoaven,
Leaving the hody still and dead,

Al twently minuteés past sitven.

(M ountaln time.)
—Denver Poat.

Ladles Al
The houselady in ber anger sald
To the chamberlady, “'T°ll break your head
For reaking thet amn 1 prized so high.™
And the chamberiady sald, ““Twamn't 1!
*Twae the rocklndy broke 111 but she denled
The aoft impeachment: was satisfled
"Twan the wushindy d4id it, and she, In turn,
Averred that the scrublady broke the urn.
And there they wrangied and stamped thelr feat
Til the ol begrpuriandy acraes the sireet
Told the peanutindy and lady who
Was selling apples a niok for two
That the ladien sngaged in the notey fray .
Behaved in a guite uniadylike way,
And ihe oolored raglafy from garbage ber’l
Gemarkcd, CIts scan’lous way ladies ‘Il quar'l™™

—Penver Evenlug Poet.

To Mr, Markham,

When Edwin Markham wrote ths
“Man With the Hoe," a pocm requiring a
woodout reproduetion of a great painting,
and thereby stumping the country papers,
we bowed down and published hi= poem
an worthy to be printed in space not
needed for some local observatlon. But
now that Mr, Markham I golng down
Into his barrel! for copy and is putting on
the market any old rubhizsh, we hbave
lost a great deal of our admiration for
the vilifler of the agriculturist. Mark-
ham slings a few disjointed sentences to-
gether, collects cablegram rates and walts
for the next inspiration.

If a Philadelphia publisher had ordered
a poem on “A Borrel Mule,” for instance,
he would have been supplied by return
madl with something llke the following,
for which we unhappily cannot find bid-
ders at any price:

THE SORREL MULE.
The coler of the sky at sunset—or of leaves

Just tinged with Autun:n's splendid hue;
A mane llke grars which bows before

ecythe,

And bristles on Ble tall like stabtble fleidn:
His voice the deep honrsn bellow of the soa;

Thierance and eguity were scated In his milenm,
And In his heels s where Jove's lighining ",

He mused and meditated, paused awhile
And filcked an inrect from kis desp-» arred slda,

And grased upon the herbage round his fest.
Oh Eybrid! twenty centurws are bond In thee;

Flest Aradm spurning dew upon the plains;
WIilJ asser ramping on the Gramplan Hills;

Whils you plow the furrows on the feid,

A gquadruped until into obilvion

There sinks with you the finls of your race.
O man' O mule! O ineflectual blend!

What deep significance we fnd in this

—Pocahontas Times

the

To Her Mirror.
My love Bas said that I am falr,
He finds me fulr to view:
My Jove hak praised my golden halr,
Har praisced my eyes of blue.
He vows that 1 2m besutiful
Al other malds above,
1 only know [ am content
Because [ please my love,

And if he swear that T am falr,
1 would not falrer bhe

And If be pralse my gelden hair,
*Tis prulse enough for me.

And if T do but please my love,
"Tie all 1 aak to know;

And thus 1 am all mads above,
in that he telle me a0,
My dear love tells me so.

My Jove has sald T am his falr,
My lover loves me true;

My lowve has stroked my golden halr,
Hew kissed my eyes of bloe;

He vows that 1 am worshipful
All other maida above,
In very wooth It mouat be truth,
Eince 1 have won my love,

And if he swear that [ am falr
1 could not falrer be:
And If he klm my eyes and halr
"Tis sweal content (o me.
And if T can but charm my love
Naught else | seeck to know;
And thus | am all malds above
Docause ha loves me 0,
My true love loves me 0.
) —Mall and Express

nid It Ever Occur to You?

Did It ever occur to you,

When the mun shone clear, you 414 not fear,
To lay your umbrella aside,

That in lees than an hour up came a shower,
And drenched you cléar (o the hide?

Did it ever oocur to yom,
That a woman's Jong eskirt, sweeping up Lhe
dirt,
You happen to wilk behind,
Step os It and tear it, accidentally (you
swear it),
Tet she gives you & plece of her mind?

T 1L ever cocur o you,
That If you thought for a minute, and thers
© was anything in M,
You could, for a month or two,
Write rhymes llke these, and earn money with
efse—
D It ever accur to youl

—8. 5. L. in Philadelphia loquirer.

The Choristers,
There's a little band of mngere
Every evening comes and lingers
"Neath the window of my onttape In the tress;
And with dark they ralse their volees,
While the guthering night rejoloes,
And the Jeaves join in the choruw
hressze.
Then the twinkling mars come out
To anjoy the merry rout.
And the squirrels range themaslves upon a log:
And the fireflles furnieh light,
Thal they rend thelr notes aright—
THhe karydid, the cricket and the frog.

with the

All the night [ hear them singing:
Through my head iheir tunes are ringing—
Strains of muste stralght from Mother Nature's
heart;
Now the katydd and ericket.
From the deep of yonder thieket:
Then the croaking frop off yonder drones hils

part
By arcd by the moon nppears,
As the midnight hour nea

And her ambles dispe] the low'ring miet and fog:
Then the mirth e at its helght,
And they glorily the night—
The katydld, the cricke: and the frog.
—Atlanta Constitution.

Don't Know Whom He'll Meet,

A cunpel of the Hiue Grase
Lay groaning on hin cot;
There wus jots of woman's nursing,
There were jJulspe cool or hot;
And a plstel lay beside him,
As he toeesd and tumbled there,
With the handle quite Inviting
For his fingers long and apare.

Then there came a pale reporter,
Whe beheld the ready gun

Am it canght the shining splendor
f the glory of the wun;

And he paused and mutsly wondered
Fer the wherefore and the why,

Till the proud and haughty ounnel
Caught the gquestion In his eye.

Feebly then he mised the weapon,
And he rattled aw he sald:
““Bah. a cunnel of th' Blue Grame
In a genileman when dead;
Bo I hang fas" to mah gun, sah''—
Here his pulmee censed to beat—
“*Cmuse | don't know whar I'm goin"—
An' 1 don't know whom 1'Hl mest?”
~Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Facen In ‘the Streer,
They He. the men who tell w9 In & loud, de
clslve tone
That want ls here a stranger, and that misery’s
unknown;
For where the nearest suburd and the city
proper meet
My window sill is level with the faces In the
sreet— 5
Drifting past, 4rifting past
To the beat of weary fest—
While T sorrow for the ownewe of those facen in
the sireet.

And ecause I have to sorrow, In a land a0 young
and falr,
To see upon those faces stamped the Jock of
Want and Care;
I Jouk in valn for traces of the fresh and falr
and sweet
In saliow, wsinken faces that are drifiing
through the street— .
Drifting on, drifting on,
To the scrape of reslless feet:
{ can sorvow for the owners of the faces [n the
sirect. —London Daily Mail,

College Gradunate.
Although & begzar clad in rags,
Refinement an his features sate;
“Fray lift me from the mire,”” he sald,
“I'm a collegs graduate.'”

1 thought of aill the kicks of [ife,
The bitter blows of unjust fate;
The thousand stings of tortured pride,
That plagued this college praduate.

1 thought of these: and then I sald,
""Friend, take (his eoln; 1t |s not great;
But with It gossa the blemsing of
Another college graduats.'

He took the coin, and I could see
How bitterly desire and pride
Were struggling In the bosom of
The beggar standing by my side.
I clasped his band. “‘Comrade.'” I asked,
What college gave you your degrecs?’
He brushed a tear away and mbbed,
“A barber's college, Iif you plessm?”
—3an Francleco Ware.

|

“You're a dear, good, old, cross bear™
she sald.

And then, llke many another wreich of
a husband under like circumstances, he
tried to look plensant and think swear
words at the same time.—Phlladelphla

Inguirer.

KNEW HUMAN NATURE.

Malne Lawyer's Insight Helped Him
in Heal Estate Deal.

A pood lawyer learns many lessons In
the school of human nature, and thue it
was that Lawyer Hackett did not fear to
purchase a tract of land which had been
“lawed” over for years.

Some of the people wondered why he
wanted to get hold of property with such
an incubus of uncertainty upon it. Oth-
ers thought that perhaps he wanted some
legal knitting work, and would pitch In
red-hot to fight that fence line question
on his own hook.

That's what the owner of the adjoining
land thought. So he brfaced himself for
trouble when he saw Hackeit across the
fislds one day.

Bald Hackett: “What's your clalm
here, anywany, as to this fence?

“T Insist.” replled the neighbor, "that
your fence is over on my land two feet
at one end and one foot al least at the
other.*

“Well," replled Hackett, “you can go
ahead just as quick as you can and sot
your fence over. At the end where you
say I encroach om you two feet set the
fence on my land. four feet. At the
other end push !t on my land two feet.™

“But,” persisted the nefghbor, "that’s
twice what I claim.”

“] don't oare about that' =ald Hackett.
“There's been fight enough over this land.
I want you to take enough s0o you are
perfectly satisfied, and then we can get
Riong pleasantly. Go ahead and help
youreself.”

The mar paused abashed. He had been
ready to commence the old struggle tooth
and nall, but this move of the new neigh-
bor stunned him. Yot he wasn't to be out-
done in genercalty. Ha Jooked at Hack-
ett.

“Squire,” sald he, “that fence ain't going
to be moved an Inch. I den't want the
land, There wan't nothing In the fizht,

anyway, but the principie of the thing.”
—Lewlston Journal.

Matter of Precaution.

Btate Benator Frank W. Maynard, of
New Hampshire, has just returned to his
home in Nashua from Loulsville, Ey.
where he attended the annunl conven-
tlon of the Merchant Tallors’ Natlienal
Exchange, He arrived In Kentucky just
after the shooting of Mr. Goebel, and
witnessed the excltement which followed
During his stay In Loutsviile he was In-
troduced to Colonel Jack Chinn, and he
tells an amusing story of their meeting.

“We were Introduced,” sald Benator
Masmnard, “by a mutual friend, and | no-
ticed that Colonel Chinn extended his left
hand to me, At the time [ thought £ a
bit quesr, but after I saw him do
same thing with several other men I came
to the conclusion that he was left-handed.
Perhaps my fuce Indicated my surprise at
his manner of shaking hands, for he
turned to me a few minutes later and re-

he

marked:

“You have noticed. perhaps. that I
shake hands with my left hand? Wall,
we have grown accustomed to that duar-
Ing the pust few days. You see, we |

to keep our right hands cloge to our pls-
tol pockets just now."—Boston Globe

Liternry BEvening In Georgin.

An exchange prints the following Inter-

esting announcement of A Llterary
Evenlng™:

“We are pleased to announce that a lit-
erary evening will be gilven on Wednes-
day next for the benefit of the new school
bell, which has just arrived by frelght,
and which was duly pald by the trustees
The now bell, which Is a thing of bheauty

and a nolse forever, |s certainly worthy of
a lterary ev -the best that we can
get up. There will be a hot supper and
recitations from PEyron: lee créeam and

Tennyson. at 10 cents a plate; selectlons

from Bill Arp's writings and baked pos-
sum; alse dancing to the music of the
town band, which has recovered from

the pneumonia. A large atiendancs ls

expected.”—Atlanta Constitution,

A Bit Rough.

In the course of the fearful march of the
Irish Fusillers from .Dundes to Ladysmith
the men were much fatigued owing to the
rough journey.

One man In particalar stumbled along
as !f walking In his sleep. An offjcer
passad.

“8ir,”” anked Michael, “what country s
thiz at all we're marching over?’

“The Natal table-land, my man,”
the reply.

“Bedad, sir,” sald Pat, T think the ta-
ble's turned upaide down and we're walk-
Ing over the legs of It."—Answers,

was

What's in a Name,

There Is more truth than poetry In the
following: Call a girl a chick and ahe
asmiles; call a woman a hen and she
howis. Cull a young woman a witch and
she I8 pleased; ecall an old woman a
witch and ahe Is Indignant. Call a girl
a kitten and she rather lkes call
woman a cat and she hates you. Wor
are queer. If you call o moan a guy 4
It will fatter him: call him a pup
hound or a cur, and he will try to al
the map of your faece. He doesn't
being called a bull or & vear, yet he
object to belng mentloned as & calf or
cub, Men are queer, too—8t Puaul Globe,

She Canght On.
“This love letter thit you wrots
she saild, and then paused inquiring!
“Well, what of it7" he asked,

“I notice.”” she answered, “‘that It has
been manifolded.”

“Hang it all™ he cxcinlmed as he
jammed his hat down on his hend and

marted for the door. 1 never d
In giving & woman a business education.
Chicago Post.

Oht

Lady—After you have cut
will show you the bulldog—

Biandy Plke=—What! By the knight of
hobos, I'm off.

Lady—Walt! When you have finished
cutting the wood I will show you the
bulldog-toed shoes you may have.—New
York Evening World.

the wood I

Completely Subjognted.
Philadelphia Press.

“Poor old Henpeck leads a dog's life
with his wife."

“Well, why on earth doesn’t he apply for
a divorce?™

“He says he wanted to, but she wouldn't
let him.”
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Hnilt
Hall to the man who makes the speech—
But often, far away,
There In g gEreater, out of reach,
Who tells him what to sy,
—Washingion Star. .

PYTHIAS PLAYED IN LUCK.

However, Took (bances om
the Cable Breaking,

“Pa." asked a North Side boy,
Pythlas 7™

“Oh, he was a fellow who lvel long.
long ago In a country where there was n
eruel King. This King had senlenced &
man to death, snd the condemned asked
to be aliowed to go home and say good-by
to his wife, but the King wouldn't let him
out because he couldn't give ball. Along
about that time Pythins stepped up and
sitld he would consent to be executed in
the other fellow's place, If the latter didn®t
return on time. 8o they let him out for
four hours and Pythias put on the hand-
cuffa,

“Along about 15 minutes before It was
time for Damon, who was Pythlus

Dnmon,

“who was

rua

ning mate, to return, Pythias began (o
have that tired feellng. At 19 minutes
before the hour set for the beheading
Pythlns stood on his other leg and sald:
‘Tll bet 8 Damon's wife'll keep him sa
long at the door saying good-by that he
won't get back In time.”

“But nobody would take the bet. Then
the King and the people he had Inviled
got out behind the Courthouse, and Py-
thias was led around so t ¢ wonldn't he
any delay when the performance was (o
begin. 1t was then 3:58, and Pythias began

t0 think he was up against 1t

“ *This & the last time I'll ever do any-
body & favor of this kind.' he said.

“It's beginning to look th wi
the King. He was a ruler
Joke.

“In about a minute more the time
would expire. FPythias was beginning
feel I'ke a man who lives In the suburbs
and s twoe blocks from the station when
the Iast irain 8 due. The executloner
ran his thumb along the edge of his ax and

the King got hold of a bell rope, 8o he
could register all right when the thing
was done: but just then Damon came back,

the King
for him

running with all his might, o
wits so overcome with admiratior
that he was pardoned mignt there)

After the child had thought hard for
moment he sald:

€ pa, wasn't It lucky for Pyth'as
cable didn't happen to break
or the bridge dldn’t get =wt when Da-
man_was coming back?'—Chleago Times-
Herald,
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WHEN SHELDON 1§ EDITOR.

Polnts on How te Run a Truly Good
Newwapaper,

“During the tzamporary abaence of the
clreulation lor, we desire [0 state that
tha circulation of this paper s LW by wve-
tual count.”

“Ten-dollar sults at Wagstaff's for # ©
(N. BB We have pers
suits and fnd
ts.—Editor.)"”

A very bad man was arrest=d lust even
ing for dolng =omething wrong. W
llsh no crimes | this paper, th
will merely state that he 18
good and go back to work
he wa» foreman on this paper.”

“Wanted—A woman for gepefal
work. Time allowed for DBible
and prayer meeting.’

“Omne of rege
was assauited
afternoon, He
Later on .
City Hosp

“Mr. Ho
Globe, who L
don's pul]

this week only.
¢ exmulined

ey

the

r.
d with
reach o Sunday upon

They
al alze,
o these pills

I that is clalmed.)™

will reduco
(The sditor
and

Wiante A Christlan yo
wood Ome who goes to § s
preferred. No pay, but good soclety.”—
8t Paul Globe.

Rendy for the Firing Party.
It was a snowy, windy night, and Pri-
g yn guard, gulckly got chilled.
fted into his sentry box until,
wor desperation, he moved that rude
r 1o & sloping position In the lee of
From a locker at

wall

gstaff he

a buttress of the

abstracled a

oot of the ¢
arge Unlon Jack, and, strapping thia
wround him, he crept Into the box and

el comfortable

wd dreadrully long, and
ny dozed off to sleep, to be
r by the flash of a lantern

ried to make hi

nawakened )
In his ay Looking up, he found the vis-
Iting rounds, and the Sergeant eying him
with astonishment.

“What's the meaning of this?" demand-
ed the officer sternly, but Malony did not

freeze to denth,

“1 thought ve'd Jeft
8o fer convenlence [
aid mes«lf out in this ould cofin’,
an' bedad ye can plaze yerseilf about ci
fa' out the firing party an' going on with
the funeral. —Answers.
——
Ample Apology.

A hereditary rivalry exists between the
Black Watch and the Rifle Brigade, and
it Is o mennce to the peace of these two
regiments (o be astuatloned In the same
town. A =oldler of the Black Wate
& theater, In passing a private of the r
Brigade, stepped heavily, and, perhaps, ine
tentdnally, upon the foot of the latter.
Up sprang the rifleman.

""You stepped on my foot!l”
macacingly.

“Well,” said the Highlander,
feally, "I did my best to leap ower if,
but a Hiclanmon i only human., ¢'en
when he's one of the Black Watch., I'm
na & kKangaroo.'—Weekly Telegraph.

=1

he hlused,

apologet-




