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Spring.
The viclet is blowing
In ultra calm cantent;
The lily*s wildly snowing
Her golden-hearted soent,
And rocking like a dory,
Adown the garden path,
Maud keeps the morning glory,
Cavorting up the Inth
—New Yurk Herald
_

MA'S INFALLIBLE RECIPE

But It Wonld Not Cure Hubby's Cold,
and When He Learned Why, He
Spoke Out in Meectin’,

*“This late Spring cold of mine,” sald the
gommuter to his wife the other morning,
*is gging to hang on iong enough, I'm
afrald, to run in the early Summer cold
class.™

His wife, when he had finished, sald:

“] will go right down and make you
some Daxsced tea: that is my mother's
gntallible remedy, and 1 am sure 1t will
cure your cold in a night”™ .

“Then go right down and make it in-
stanter,
talk distinctly. Today 1 had to use an
"interpreter at the telephone, and If 1 am
po better by tomorrow 1 am afraid that
1 shall have to resort to the deaf and
dumb method of communication to eell
goods. So the sooner you have that
flaxseed tea the beier. Why, do you
know that this cold has such a grip on
me that corned beef und turkey taste
alike, while “Trovatore” on the hand or-

Green’' that I can't tell them apart, and
it has such an «ffect on my vision that 1
cannot tell one friend from another.”

The commuter's wife then realised that
Be had a most severe cold. 8o she Jost no
time In descending to the dining-room and
in preparing the fiaxsond tea in the chafing
dish. “Drink it as hot and as fast as you
can,” she sald, as she handed him a large
glaseful of her mother's Infallible decoe-
tion.

He began drinking it in sips, because It
was almost at the bolilng point.

“How does It taste”” she asked.

It tastes Mke nothing and llke every-
" he replled. "It might be claret
punch; it might be chicken consomme, or
it might be champagne. I think 1 will try
to imagine that it s champagne and give
mysel! a good treal at once. Here's (0
your dear mother!"

80 he took as long a pull at it as he
could, and then another, and another,
untll the glass was empty. “It lsn't llke
champagne,” he sald, 4 moment ar two
afier the decoction bad reached the spot,
“but if it will cure the cold &0 that my
talk won't be full of typographical errors
tomoerrow, 1 will call It square™

On the following morning he coughed
barder than ever In the dinlng-room.

“Dash your dear mother and her recipe!™

“What do you eéay? she asked In
alarm

*] don't know what 1 =ald; my cold Is
80 bad that my power to think is lost ke
my sense of taste, a0, as 1 just remarked,
I don’t know what I satd. 1 don't know
what I am saying now, for all words are
allke. Take my words down and read
them to me after 1 get well. Am I
promising you a hat, or are we gouing to
Bocatoga to buy birds which, what, the"—

Heére he sneesed several times

Then he saw the package of flaxseed on
the sideboard: at least, he saw what was
ef: of It, and when he saw it his power
to differentinte words and handle them
Immediately returned.

After he had poured forth several red
hoh;\'clh-ys. he sald with great vigor and
vim:

“It's no wonder that tea didn't cure my
cold

“Why? was all she conld ask.
“"Why? Because you made it of bisd
seed, that's why! —New York Herald

TRIED TO GET EVEN.

But Got Himself in a8 Worse Plekle
Than Ewver.

Some people are philosophical enough
to accept defeat gracefully: others nurse
thelr wrath and waste much time in a mis-
taken effort to “get even.” Of one of
these latter an amusing story ls told.

A man registered at a Chicago hotel one
day, and took his dinper outside with a
friend. When he came to pay his bill he
found himself charged with a day's board,
dinner end all. He protested. The clerk
tried to explain that the American plan
was hased strictly upon time, and that If
he chose to eat elsewhere It was his own
nluxouL but the man would not be pacl-

He pald his bill under protest. Then he
asked If dinner was &till on, and was in-
::;lned that it lnsted until 5 in the even-

“Then I'll go and tackle 1" he ox-
clalmed. *I've eaten one dinner, but I'm
Boing to get my money's worth out of
this house. or perish In the attempt.”

He rushed Into one of the dining-rooma,
selzed o bill of fare, and ordered every-
thing he could think of. When he finally
Bot to the end of his tether the walter

him o check for $ 10.

*“What's that for?" he asked in surprise,

“Your dinner, sir.” =

“But 1 have already pald for my dinner
In my bill." he protested. *T'm staying
here on the American plan.*™

*“*Then you should have gone to the othor
@ining-room,” sald the walter. *“This is
the European plan cafe.”

The man pald the bill and walked ont.
His feelings must have been heavy, both
In body and mind.—Youth's Companion,

FROMOTER OF GHRAVEYARDS,

Enterprising Missourian Strikes It
Rich in Cemeteriea.
Eastern people are not the only
ing Inhabitants of the globe,” sald
n enthusiastic man in a New York busi-
iness house. 1 have a neighbor in Pemis.
ot County, my state, Missouri, who is a
of plutocrat In graveyards, Some
: ago he d a tombh factory
p his part of the stete, and, 2s he marked
own the price, he had quite a boom In
business. In a short time there was a
ponument or headslone at every grave in
the cemetery, and as Hve people do not

“You

1 have such a cold that I can't |

gan sounds so like “The Wearing of the

-

buy tombstones this man's business was
hit by whag your Wall street folks call a
flurry. What does he do hut go to another
town not far eaway and buy a graveyard
of his own and put down the price of lots.
This caused guite a cemetery boom until
all the lots were disposed of.

“Ap soon ns some of the people bogan to
dle the enterprising tombetone dealer was
again in the whirl, or, ss my old friend
Wilbur F. Storey was wont to say of his
paper, on the top crest of the advancing
wave. In a year or so he had every grave
In the cemetery marked with his goods,
and another thud hit his business, But
he rallled, went to another town, Invested
in spother graveyard site, and manipulat-
od this scheme as he had the others, and
with llke resuit.

“That makes three cemcteries he has
started, filled and marked, and the last
time 1 eaw him he told me he was looking
for another. He Is now known as & grave-
yard promoter.”"—New York Sun.

REQUIRED STEADY NERVES,

But the Operation Was Facllitated
by Shoemaker's Wax.

A young man from a wholesale house
down on the river froni, presented a
check at one of the banks the other day
and while the money was belng counted
out amused himself Uy balancing co.n® on
the marble edge of the Paying Teller's
| window. Finally he performed an aston-
ishing feat. He first balanced a silver
dollar so0 It stood up on eage, then placed
a half-dollar edge to edge on top of It
and completed the pyramid with a bright
new guarter. His manipulations as he de-
poalted the colns one on the other was
, beautifully delicate, and the spectacle of

all three standing without support made
! the teller's eyes protrude from thelr
sockets.

“Why, that's perfectly amasing!™ he ex-
clalmed. *“1 wouldn't have belleved It
eould be dome!” The other attaches
looked on and marveled. .

“1t takes steady nerve to do It said
the young man, carelessly, and sweeplng
the colns with a dexterous grab he dropped
| them into his pocket, picked up his money
and strolled out. It was not a busy hour,
and after he was gone al] hands began bal-
ancing silver, or mther, trylng to. The
thing was as fascinating as the old “pigs
in the clover™ puzzle, because one could
come =0 near without doing It. Nearly
everybody succeeded in dalancing the firs!
dollar, and a few managed to polse the
fcent plece for an Infinltesimal, breath-
jess !nstant. but it alwaywe fell down again,
and that was as far along as any one
could get. For an hour or more there wal
sliver all over the floor, and thes hookkeep-
er had to make good a doliar that rolled
into a ecrack. Next day the dexternus
young man sauntered In with another
cherk.

“We were all trying that balancing trick
of yours yesterday,” vemarked the tellrr
as he handed over the bills, “but none of
us could do it. You're right when you
say [t tnkes stendy nerves”
| "Y--." replied the young man, grn-
ining., “and It's also facilitated by o little
| shoemaker's wax on the edge of the
colns.”"—Philadelphia Inquirer.

MADE A DIFFERENCE.

Pat Admits Cireumstances Might Al
ter Cases.

Judge Whitehouse says that, thoush
Daniel J. MeGlillcuddy, of Lewiston, has
told him a great many good storles—off
the bench, that is, mind you—still he
thinks that the humor of this one hits the
top notch,

Two aged tads were sliting with ashoul-
ders humped over, thelr black plpes-dang-
ling between thelr teeth, thelr elbows on
| their knees, their bands flopping idly down

beside thelr less. They were discussing
| the old days in Ireland.

“Sur-re.” said one, “f'r Fapin' th' min of
| Conremara cud not be bate. An' thot is
thrue, thot. I mind me wan bit of a la-ad

fste close togither an’ his hands close
down by his side—and thot man he
joomped @ fate backward—thot's what he
did.”

The narrator halted here and pulled at
his plpe ghoughtfully — apparently ab-
sorbed In reflection as to the glories of
that jump,

The other old tad looked at him re-

proachfully.
“G'long wid ye,” snorted he “Bixty-
nine fate! Why no mon thot Iver lived

cud mak' such a Inpe as thoi, whot a-r-r-e
ye tarkin’ about™

“Bure, now, what I'm tellin' yez Is the
truth o' the mater Jist as it happened.
He did mak’ thot same lape.”

“G'iong, be didn'L”™

“Ah, and he 4id thot™

“But 1 say he dMn't™

“And I say he did.™

“No man cud lver do thot thing, I'm
telling ye.™

"“Oh, but there was a mon as Jid do It
and If ye'll be alsy now, I'll tell ye his
name.”

“Na matther about his name. There
was niver the mon thot cud do I

“But he did do it, and thot mon thot
did thot same was rour uncle Tim, ye'er
father's own brother.”

The other old tad shrugsxed his shoulders
with an assenting gesture.

“My Uncle Tim, was 1t? Ah, well, te
be sure, he molght “—Lewlston Journal,

DIDN'T WORK.

fhe Waan't Impressed a Bit by His
Practieal Joke,

“I don't think I'll try any more prac-
tical jokes on my wife? They don't pan
out well™

“"Elucidate.”

“¥ou see, we holst the window In our
room every night. As I usually go to bed
lnst she depends on me to holat {t. Some-
times 1 forget it and then there's a wild
squabble. Frequently she wakes me up
In the night and asks me to see If It Is
open. If 1 don't she nags at me until
morning.

“A night or two ago I resolved to glve
her a hard scare, 1 rolled up & lot of old
newspapera Into a long bundle and Inld the
package down by the window. Of course,
she wns nsleep and didn't hear mo. Then
I opened the windowa a little ways and
crept Into bed. Some time after midnight
she nudged me and sald:

“4Jim, I'm sure you didn't open that
window—It's llke & bake-oven In the room.
Get up and see!

“So 1 got up, went to the window and
threw the sash as high as !t would go.
As I 414 a0 1 gave a little shriek and then
flung my bundle down to the walk below.
It struck with a dull thud, and I dodged
behind the curtaln to await developments,

“The room was very dark and I couldn't
see my wile, but 1 heard ber ralse herseif
to a sitting posture. Then she spoke. ‘Poor
old Jim.” she quietly sald, “he’s tumbled
out of the window In his raggedest night
shirt. What a spectacle he'll b when
they find him In the morning!" Then she
lay down agaln and went to sleep."

“What did you do™

“Stood there shivering for a minute or
two, and then sneaked Into bed."—Cleve-
land Plain Dealer.

HE FORGOT THE CANDLES.

Good Groond Grocer Explains Im-
portance of Oversight.

The Good Ground Grocer had just fin-
tshed flling Mrs. Bgulre's order.

“Have you got everythin® in th' bas
ket™ he asked of his boy, Hiram.

“Yep,”" sald Hiram,

“Got the sal'ratug In?™

“Yep.”

“Got the candlen? No: course you
aln’t. I clean went and forgot "em., Well,
well, well, ain't that strange,” went on
the groecer, as he started for the count-
er; “the idee of a man In Good Ground

thot wance on & tlme shtarted l'apin’. | forgettin' candles. That's & good one on

POSSESSES ONE REQUIREMENT.

pianist?
Professor—Yah; she haf von.
Mamma~1 am delighted What s &tY
Professor—She haf two handa.

Mamma—FProfessor, has my daughter any of the requirements that go to make = great

the other
lape was the
shiruck his feet wint three inches inter the
solld lldge. They did, thot.”

face was expressioniess, He slowly pulled
his pipe from his mouth and spat medi-
tatively. Then he put back his plpe and
pursed his lips.

“Thot's viry fair lapin’,” be said at last
*“It molght do for Connemara where the
T'apin’ is not so much as it moight be. But

Vaper In the whole of Irelapd at
of which I'm spakin’. I'm tell-
for a thrue sthory. Wance on

The other old tnd never quivered, His |

He “laped wan lape after another like a | ma. I'll have t' tell that ter Eider Tuck-
kangaroo, and lvry lape was longer than er when he comes down for his game of

n before §t. An° the larht  checkers. T forget candles of all things.”
long an’ hard that whin he |

“What are eandies that a Good Ground
| Grocer shouldn't forget them?™' asked the
| Clty Man, who was walting for a traln.
“What is candles? Ob, my, my." sald the
storekeeper. ““Why. candles Is stock In
trade for Good Ground folks. Candles is
bread an' butter. Candles gives some of
the folks in this place their livin'. Can-

dlea? Oh, well, weil! An’ ter think yer
never heard.”
“What do you Eat

do with them?
the;?" u:;edxm City Man.

“Eat ‘em 0, réplied the grocer; “we
catch rabbits with ‘em. Best scheme on
the Bouth Side. One candle'll catch a
dozen rabbits. How? Why, easy. We cut

the candle inter 12 pleces—one plece for
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“well, well.”

If the reader is inclined to disbelleve this
story he Is referred to any and all of the
Bquires of Good Ground.—Brooklyn Eagle.

ANXIOUS TO PLEASE.

Falr Treatment of Man Disappointed
in Infant Anaconda.

Ezra Stephens, Maine’s P. T. Barunum,
at the door of his tent, addressing an
amazed multitude:

Piack, plack, plack!

His thick cane whacks the dust out of
the boards of his little table.

“Hay, yar-rr, Hay yar-rr! Good people,

who sald, however, that he wouldn't ad-
vise cashiess to rely on the efficacy ol
such a-'schemea in every instance.—Detroit
Free Fress.

gangs In grading the right-of-way, so
that be .had been compelled to do the
work over three or four times. The taotol
promised that the mischief should stop,
and sald that he would give the matter
his personal attention,

The surveyors went over the line agaln
| and marked i1t out carefully with wooden
pegn. When they came back a few weeks
lnter they were disgusted to find that
every one of the muarkers for miles had
disappeared. The chief engineer in the

PUT NOT YOUR FAITH IN OLD "SAWS."

‘mmlhmbll-!

one and all, just hear this final call. Come
up, come up!

“Here under this mighty canvas you
will behold gathered all the great and
grand curiosities of this and other worlds
never visited by the fool of mortal man.
The mighty forests of the old, the new
and the middle-aged world have been ran-
sacked for the wonders that are here un-
folded to the sight of the fortunate people
of this town Let this opportunity pass
to see the mysterles of Mother Nature
and you will spend years of your Iife
shedding tears of regret that you allowed
this opportunity to pass. Safely confined
I have within the only creature of Its
kind in captivity—a marvel, captured re-
grrdiess of expense In the deepest, dark-
est wilds of Africa. It la, gentlemen and
ladies, the only Infant anaconda in cap-
tivity. Ten cents admits you, one and
all, only 10 cents—"

Here a countryman comes out and pulls
Ezra by the trousers legs. Ezra stands
on a piatform.

Ezra leans over, still talking.

“Say, that's a gol-durned fake,” says the
countryman.

Ezra stralghtens up. “The gentleman
says that he ls perfectly satisfled,” shouts
he. “That I8 what we are here for—to
plesss the people. Pay your money here
and pass within this great canvas.'

“It's & fraud,” repeats the countryman
in a londer volce. ““That infant anaconda
ain't nothin’' but a gosh-darned angleworm
in & bottle.”

“What's the matter with that Infant
anaconda; ain't he big enocugh for ye?!™

“Naw, course he aln't"

“My dear man, go right inside and walt
for him to grow. There will be no extra
charge. Come right up, people, every one's
money Is good at this door, and every
one is treated llke a queen and an’ em-
peror. Ten cenis admits to all-to alll"

Plack, plack, plack!—Lewiston Evening
Journal.

THAT SETTLED JOHN.

Asked Once Teo Often for Increase
of Salary.

Mr. Lowensteln, a good-natured German,
owned a talloring bust ins ry
town. Ho had In his employ one John,
whom he had advanced from office boy to
head cierk. Since his promeotion John
had several times asked for a raise in his
salary, and each time his request had been
Eranted.

One morning John again appeared at the
old merchant’s desk, with another request
for an Increase of W shillings per montrn.

I bays you pooty vell alretty; vat for |

confidenty, I am your principal help
here. 1 know every detall of the business.
and, indeed, 1 think you could not get
along without me.” “Is dat so?' ex-
claimed the German. “Shon, wot wvoud
1 do suppase you vas to dle™ “Well,"
hesitated John, “1 suppose you would
have to get along without me then."

The “old man" took several whiffs from
his big pipe, and sald . At last
he remarked: “Vell Bhon, I think you bet.
ter consider yourself dead.”"—London King.

EARNED HIS FEE.

Slick Lawyer Squares Up Case of
Bank Embezzlement.

The cashler of an Eastern bank had
taken a lttle more money than belonged
to him, then a ltile more, and 0 on, untii
he found himself $15.000 bBehind in hia ac-
counts. He worried about it greatly.
Finally he went to a clever lawyer and
told him the whole thing. The lawyer
paeed up and down the room for a few
minutes, and then said:

“You go back to the bank and say
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did s0, and put §36,00 Into the

of the lawyer. That evening the

“Vy, Shon,” sald Mr. Lowensteln, 1 dink |
bay you any moreT’ “Well,” replled John, |

heat of his wrath rushed to the taotol
to make complaint, and the latter, with a
smile that wasc hildilke and bland, at-
tempted to soothe him, paying:

“Tha stakes arg all right, every one of
them. I had my men go out and take
them all up and keep them safely untll
"you returned, and I have got them tUed
up In bundles for you."'—Chicago Record

Schoolboy English.

Even our education is “slivery™ on the
under side- You go Into the school amd
are so pleased with the correct intonation,
the preclsion of grummatical construction,
the exaciness of statement in the lan-
Fuage used by the puplls in thelr recita-
tlons. You compliment the puplls and you
pralse the teachers, and your oplnion of
our schools goes up to % In the shade.
Then as you walk down street after
school hours you hear two young gentle-
men who are prise puplls conversing
across the length of the block, loudly dis-
cussing the examination through which
they had evidently passed triumphantly.

*Hello, Bkin-nee!™

“Hey, BUII"

“Watch ye gittin rithmetic?™

UElghty-seven—unnl diddun texpecttogit
morn forty., Jew passin grammar?"

“Batcher boots sidid; got ninety-thres
ann! ony made two mistakes in histry,
anni got 3 hundred din spellin all right.”

“Sodl. George Goodie falled In spellin.™

“Yessann! nodewoodtoo; furry always
looked In the book. Cummout tafter sup-
pern navsom fun!™

“Can’'t cossl gotto gote meetin with
mum-muther. See."—R. J. Burdelte In
Los Angeles Times.

The Newspaper Habit,

The young man took a plece of paper
and a pencil from his pocket and laid the
paper on his knee.

*“1 will have something important to say
to you In a minute, Miss Jones,” he sald.

Then he read over carefully what was
written on the paper and crossed out &
word,

“Superfluous,” he sald, half to himseif.

He wenl over It agaln and crossed out
another word.

“It's just as strong without that"” be
| muttered. ““We are all too prone to use
adjectives and adverbs, anyway.”

He picked up the paper and seemed
about to begin to read from It, but sud-
denly stopped.

“That whole sentence might as well
coms out.” he sald. “The meaning is pere
fectly clear without it. Conciseness Is
really the crying need of the hour.”
Then, turning to the girl, he said: “Bas
mine.”

Thus we see the power of hablt. For
I)'ears his duty had Qeen to edit the
| “copy” of prolific correspondents.—Chi
cago Post.

Could Have the Whole Bunch.
“Good evening, Mr. Manygiris,” sald the

| young man.

*By " responded Mr. Manygiris,
| gruMy. A pile of papers, evidently bills
lay =cattered In fromt of him. Hence his
grufflness. The young man smiled

“Bllls for your seven duughters’ Spring
clothes and bonnets, I presume?’ said he,

“Yes,” replled the old man. *“But is It
any of your business™ .

“It is. 1 have come to ask you If I may
not take one of those daughters off your
hands, I—

The old man rose with a smlile.

“Tuke one? be exclalmed. “Why, boy,
you can move to Utah and take the whole
seven.'

The young man had caught him at the
right time.—New York World,

“A Releegioas DeMounlty.”

Sandy McFPherson (who, In a moment of
abstraction, put half a crown in the col-
lection plate last Bunday in mistake for a
penny, and hes since expended a deal of
thought as to the best way of making up
for it}i—Noo, I might stay awa’ fras the
kirk till the sum was made up, but on
the ither han' I wad be payin' pew rent
a’ the time an’ gettin' nae guld o' "t. Losh!
but I'm thinkin’ this Is what the meenister
ca’s a “releeglous defficulty.”—Punch.

In his dreams he would have
Vistons remote

Of the best of good things
Passing his throat,

What really went down
Matters not here,

S2if pity wrung from him
Many a tear!

Towels were luxuries
Preclous indeed.

Doled out most sparingly
For the day's need.

Was hathing old-fashloned?
He queried one day;

A snubbing, not towels,
Then came his way.

He moved very often,
But ench new place

Oniy dressed up the old ghost
With a fresh face.

And oft would be added,
Just for a change,

A sololst screecher
With a wide range.

Was It wicked to end 2
Eo many woes?

He was wormn out fighting
Very real foes.

His nerves were a tingla,
Courage had fled;

The dark flowing river
Made him his bed.

No one to care for him,
He had become
Saddest of wanderers
Under the sun.

Oh, It was pitifull
In & whole city full
Home ho had none.
—Philadeiph!a Inqutrer.

The Day of Feace,
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dripping sword turns the green sward
ull, dread nolses cease—

clarion call of bugles,

shriek of the angry shell—

of tha light that shall plerce the night
battle—is 1t well?

the dead, my brother?

the dead and dumb?

shall pay at the Judgment day
the

4
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When ahell shall shriek no longer,

When Hatred siink away,

The breath of God the bloodstained sod

Make clean—and Peace shall stay!
—Bismarck Tribune.

The Men Behind the Bars,

The regular edition of the Star of Hope, a
paper published In Sing Fing Prisom, is 4000
coples. MHere la one of the poams in the last
number, written by & convict at Auburn:

You may warble at your pleasure
Of the men behind the guns,

And we would not stint the measure
To Columbia’s gallant sons;

But while you rear grand arches
And bedeck triumphal cars

We'll sing the lock-step marches
Of the men behind the bars.

“Stone walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron bars & cage,”

But they come all-fired near it
In this comprehensive age;

If you'd learn the truth about It,
Lie awake and read the stars;

Then, 1 still inclined to doubt 1t
Ask the men behind the bars

For here are diamonds in the rough,

With hearts as fine as gold,

By the wotld hammered bard and tough
wAnd intc bondage sold;
Eome who bore the flashing saber

With our noble sons of Mars, *

Are now condemned to labar

With the men behind the bars.

We're a striped band of brothers
In this moral atmosphers,

But remember “there are others™
Who may yet find guarters here;

Some. high stations are filling
Smoking Henry Clay cigars,

When they ought to be hers drilling
With the men behind the bars

The Alarm Clock.
1 bought a clock not long ags,
To give me timely warning
That I must rise In time to g0
To business In the morning.

Yet now I loaths ita pallld face,
Bet round with Inky numbers,

And hate the gong upon its case,
That ahatters my sweet slumbern

r " 4 bright!

I'd sooner take a licking

Than waken in the. dead of night
And hear the thing a-ticking.

Now hushed to & low, scarce-heard beat,
Now joud as drums-in battle;

Now deathly slow and then so floet
It makes the wholo cass rattie.

A

Worn out at length, my eyelids close;
Then. with a sudden clanging.

And jinfle-jangle, off it goes,
A-gurgling and a-whanging.

Susan Obeyed.
**That fellow Phipps comes here tvo mmuch,™
8ajd Suman's father, grim;
“We'll have to put a stop to that—
You must sit down on him."
Now, Bue W an obedlent girl,
Fueapscts parental powers;
89, when young Phipps camae arcund that night,
Bhe sat on him two hours.

To the Ghost of an Easter Hat.
Of, you dim, shadowy dream, once beautifull
You echo from the passing century
When you wers the one bright thing, the joy,

the hope
That Springtime brought to womenkind!
When we talked about you,
cmna._ eried. pleaded, yes—wheodled for yem
Through dreary Lenten days
That with the Easter dawn you might pereh
proudly,
Like a coronet. upon our several brows,
As ints charch wo stalked, conscious of what?
The year's awakening? The dawn within our
souls?

The fra of Spring abewt
the chancel?
No—not a bit! We thought of you—of you

The Enster Hat—a thing of lace and straw,
 Perchance a birdlet—stuffed; that might hawe
| voiced its praise
. Om woodland bough: mow skewered to our
| heads,
Ah! Easter Hat—now it's your turn at being
I dead!
| You poar old ghost—that once we thought
| Too sweet for anything! Now a tradition
Numbered back in other times
When women had two bhats a year—and you
the One!

Methinks, | see you on this Easter Day

Scurrying from basement doors as though you
folt the change

The knock-out blow that time has dealt you!

No more you set llks to a diadem on regal
hoad,

But cast aslant the ebon brow of her we know

Who juggles with the kitchen range and pasass
morry jest

With him who brings the fce, the miik and
elte the rolls

Ah! Easter Hat-—mno syes 0 dim—but R can
view your climax!

Not again the Bard of Spring will sing you,
and no more

The funny man will write

Of how you make men's pockethooks grow fiat,

As though they had been stepped on,

For you the vault, the shelf, cold storage,

Everything—that means obllvion!

For She—this Easter's Giri—the Goddesa of

Today,

The latest greatest girl of all, has hats to
conflagrate,

And all days ook alike to berT. With every
sown

She buys another hat sach woek or so!

And papa’s heart is reached with gentls touch

That he may woll fear cardiac fallure!

The modern muld dissects the Easter morn-
ing from her hat,

And Jots her soul soar skywand in a maze of
Springtime melody

That makes the very
much sweelnesa,

Fare you well, OJd Ghost. Get back into the
Long gune, when the girls didn't seem to
know

That thers were others where you came from.

Reverse yourself—into the mist. the twilight

angels envious of so

Of those wvanished years, and stay there,
Ghost—
By! By!
—~Kate Masterson in New York Bun.
In the Middie of the Road.

Oh, the sleddin's gittin' ragged and it's dodge
and skip and skive,

TII it's jest an aggervation for to-iry to start
and drive.

Fust to this side, then to t"other—here somo los
and there some sROW,

Just continynl gee nnd holler; fust “Gld-dap,”™
and then it's ““Whoa."

Takon a half a day to git there, nund by way
o Robbin Hood—

Like as not ye'll bust your rizzin® haulin® out
your hay an’ wood;

*Taln't no way 0" doin” bus'pesss tain't no way
to hauyl & load,

You must do your hefty haulin® in the middle
of the road.

If yo want to keep a-holn’
Better walt for settled goin®,

For twice the heft goes easy In the middle of

the road.

Oh, in dealln’s with your nelghboms, brother,
sure's you are alive,

ItU's betler to go straight ahead and never aldp
and skive.

For the man who keeps a dodgin’ back and
forth across the Wiy

Like smough will find his outfit in the guttes
stuck to ¥iay.

T the road Is clear and settled, tll with
candor in your heart

You can see your way befors
hadn’'t better start;

For to git there square and caay, and to lug
your honest load,

You'll find IU's best to travel In the middle of
the road.

So's to make an hopest showin'
Better walt for setiled goin',

Then, ®r, hustls brisk and stkddy in the middle

of the road
—Lewiston Ewening Journal.

you, Fucas ye

English as She's Promounced.
The wind was rough,
And cold and blough,
She kept her hands within her-mough,

It chill’'d ber through,
Her nose grew blough,
And still the squall the Iaster Bougle

And yet although
There was pough snough,
The weather was a cruel fough.

It mada her cough—
Pray do not scough'!—
Bhe cough’d until her hat Llow ough

Ab, you may laugh,
You stliv-caugh!
I'd lke to beat you with my staogh.

Her hat she canught,
And saught and facght,
To put It on and tie It taught.

Try as she might
To fix It tight.
Again It Gew off ke a kight,

Awny up high,
Into tha skigh,
The poor girl sat her down to crigh.

She cried till cight
P. M, 80 leight!
Then home she went at & Freight reight.
—Tit-Blta

Love's Labor Lost
She went thres yvars to boarding school
Away down East somewhere;
She was the only daughter of
A proud old milllooatre;
It cost three thousamd dollars papy,
But daddy. being fond of ber,
Put up and didn’t care

Ehe studled music in Derlin
And also In Paree,
And pa was fond of boasting of
The artist she would be:
Bhe spent three years abroad, and thel,
One day, came salling home.agaln
To grace socletee.

Ps bought o grand plano; oh
How she could play the thing!
It seemed as casy as you please
For her to break a string—
Ah, yes, It was a treat to sit
And hesr her rip things out of =
Moreover, she could sing!

She fall in love, as maldens will,
And what did daddy say?
He atormed around outrageously,
Wherefors she ran away!
Her hubby gets ten dollars per
And might afford to buy for her
A jow's-harp she could play.
—8. E. Kiser in Times-Herall

Snn Francisco,

The cable cars swing up the hill,
The cable cars swing down,

And with them swing the Saring Nghts
Of San Francisco town.

The great gray city by the sea,
Safe post for ships to win,

With sunlight on its windy hills,
And sea fog drifting in.

Around It laps the shining bay
Where far-called steamers walt,
And frowning high-walled warships stand
To guand the Golden Gate.
To north and south the coastwise hills
Make bulwarks from the deep,
And upward from the winding bay
The groat Twin valleyn sweap.
Fair. stately homes crown all her hills,
And viteant wires lead Jdown
Where flows the tireless tide of trade
in San Francisco town.
—3iary Austin fn Youth's Companion.




