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“io lRes' Yobhse'f a Bit™
mies i de monin’,
Tter #top my sleen;
am L nooptime

An' work ] dida't do

kon T4 git stahted
purty decent styie
n would be good-natared
walt & Wity while.
W w0 banty
s Metch n traln
oy overizkes
Though 1 tries an’
£o I's zlad to pee de blackness
il ir coonln” op de sky.
Now, Mistuh 8un, I's hupio
You'll he peaceful by an' by.
Go hee'
de bank
yub chasin' mee.
~Washington Star.

UCTIONS AT DUEFY WAKE

the Corpse Had Only Stared Dead
Would Have Gone Well, But
It Was Very Much Alive.

An

#ee Y the papers that the oase of
len Duffy agulmet the city le comin'
tomorrow.," sald Rafferty.

‘ye tell me 507 rephod Madden, with
Test., “And what's the metter wid
len T
*Oh, she has n clatm agin the oity for

et o duty o publlc officers and for
B in monay, 12 dresse=, alx pitticosts and
> palme o' shoes tnken from her cliget
fle xhe was In the hospltal knsht Winter
d ithe rheumaliz"

Patth 1 koew she woas sfck, but this 1s
fust time I heard amnything the loss

her money and clothes, Muke no bosies

out Iit, BEafferty, but tell me all about

.

Well” resumed Raflerty, “you know

Ellen s an ould maid mighty carefol
Ber money, and she Hved on the top
o back of a tibement ln Nineteenth
el. where ehe had two as cozy rooms
y'll find armywhere. Her cousin Kaile
ffy went (o sve her obe evenin' and

foursd Ellen in bed sick wid roew-

and no wan to talkie care of her,
e became frightened, amnd what did
p 30 but had the drug store man on the
per Fng for as amb’lnnce and they took
pr Ellen to the hospltal Flles was that
tha: Katle thought she would never
well, and so she left hor name and
Aress at the hosplial in case annything
Geath might happen to Ellen.
Ellem Dies.
Well, she was in the hospital about a
whin wan o thim onderlios came
metalrs wan day ond told the clerk
M Ellen Duffy was doad. What 4id the
rk 0 bot =int 4 postyl card to Katle,
pin’ that her counln was gone to heaven.
henn Katis got the teurs out of her
g she sinds word to the undertaker (o
afther Ellen's body, and thin she goes
to find IHller's friends and relstives
make ready for the wake. At W o'clock
t night they all met, twinty o' thim,
the late lamented's rooms,. as they say
the church service, 1o make what

* proparations Were mmoessary to put
pr Efen to sleep wid a shovel®

L muet have been a very mournfui
0, eld Madden.

Well, no, not o mournful as you might

" andd Raffarty. “They found a

t o hardware in the cleset and by
time the bhottle had gome around twice
y! were all wishin® Ellen a safe journey
ough purgatory, and there was ne'er a

eoye In the place nor & dry throat.™
"Ti= nomsdnse, this cryin’ anoyway,”™
errupted Maddon,

And what's mome” resumed Rafferty,
ey foumd half a summr-oursd hum and
e crackers, and Yefare 44 be winkin’
joe they had the kettle singin’
po and evervthing as jolly as if "twas
wddin® and not o wake they wore gettin’
fly for. When fhe ham and crackers
gone and the whisky was zint where
guld do the mod pgood they started
Inmagin’ around the place In the way
men have. They brought out all her
ard fakl them on the tabhle There

o doxenn o thim, Madden, fine snough
nrery leddy. Kate plcked up wan o'

bows all over i, and she says,

Provident Katie.
R'Of course, girls, yo are all sorry that
n i gone—heaven rest her moul!--but
| CER't wear any o' these prolly things
grever she . T'm thinkin' she's look-
down from above in glory where she
thinkin’ that this dress would ook
! on me. What d'ye say, girls™ "™
Ushw, if Ellen heand that remark she'd
we boaven to kdil Katie. Sure ahe had
er that ‘od melt tron™ sald Mad-
I'm thinkin® you koew her. Madden ™
umed Rafleny. “0f course all
et astved wid Katle, and when they
through sha
enourh rags
ttin’ hen
Ein o
frcont !
p sure sh n M
had the bad juck ¢
oe, I'm e ahr won't need this' and
they all laughed They took her
her stockings, her bonnets, the
ures Ooff the wa
il of a fight
clock In the mornin' one o them found
p bunk books in the bottom of a trenk
6 cauvas bax with £50 in gold In I
Te WAS A graal i when the toney
2 14 made them

;.-'rt in the house to cover
ittie Mary Duffy, a fourth

womsan, picked up a
dise: but if she
get in the other

m, oniy Katle made a motion
14 spend the mones on a banguet i
dead woman's rooms, and give her a
it send-off wid fizz wather and bo-
and finger bowls and all of tham
2'ye mind, Madden?

The+ DBuffly Spread.

p the next momnin' & committes o' the
Iye, numberin' seven, went to an e
t degraclous eatin’ house and they or-

a dinner ¢ be sent around o El-
rooms for 3 Duffys, at ¥ a plate and
extrn. They had & maano h'lated in

windy and carpst on the stalrs. A

dabrum that looked llke & house on
bung over the table. While they

LS

an the |

the |

" the clothes Lhere were |

ate partridge and quall on toast wid na-
gurs to walt on them & dJdloky, Mitle
Dootchmen was playin’' the pleno. They
washed thelr lge cream down wid fizx
wather, and what they aldn’t splll thes
drank. And when they got down to the
coffes the door opened and Io ztepped a
Mitle red-beaded woman o waterproof
wid an umbrella in her hand.

“I'll bet it was Bllen" exclalmed Mad-
den.

“You'se right,” sald Rafferty; ™ ‘twas
Ellens rix from the dead, only she was
never dead at all, bekone It was wnother
Ellen Duffy that died tn the hospital
When Ellen came In there was the devvil
to puy. A howl went up that "twas a
ghost they saw, and half o' the women
crawind under the table. Hut Ellen went
through the place like the big wind in 1res
and, She whacked the ould umbrella
down on the table, and every whack oust
ner 210, belose the glasmes and bottles went
dancin’ Jlgn. She chased every wan of
her relatives down the stalrs, and pelted
them wid bottles from the windy when
they came oul on the sidewalk. They had
Eg lock her up for fear ahe'd commit mur-
ther. "

“But what {s she suing the city for?"
asked Msdden,

"Bekiuse she says ‘twas the hospitsl
clerk’s fault sendin’ word of her death,
and she's got 35 relatives to prove it.“—
New Yerk Sun,

AUNT MTRI'S CALF,

How the Elder Lost Caste With the
Maine Widow.

Regularly every Sunday forenvon on his
wWay to ssrviee the minister called for
Aunt M'rl" Stevens. Aunt M'ri’ s a poor,
lone widow, and If the minister did not
call to take her along In his team it is to
be feared that the poor o!d woman woudd
not have heoard his sermons very often

And in this Bpring “golng’—slump and
snow, why, what could Aunt M bave
done without the genlal assistance of the
minister? And how she did gpread his
prajuses,

And to think that this had to happen)

“land sakes, ye're alrly; ain't ye, ol-
derT" she called out of the door when he
drove up to the gute t'other Sunday. *I
haven't got all my chores done yet, |
haven't gol my dress changed or north-
in'. 1 guess ye'd better go right along
without me—" bul there was & nole of
Tegret in ber Oustratsd tooes,

The minister cliimbed out and hitched his
horse.  He came Into the house whero the
old lady was bustling about,

“What have you got 10 do, stuter? he
asked,

“About all the chores sre done except
feodin' the caff,” sald she “‘His vittles
are mized, but 1 haven't had Ume to go
out and tend o him. 1 weaned Mim lus
weak, and he's a master alght of bother,
I'm goln’ to wveal him, but the butcher
won't be “round til week after next™

“You g0 right abead, Bister Brevens, and
chunge your dress, and I'll go out and fesd
the call. I was brought up oun a farm,
you koow.™

“Mussy meo, elder, I couldn't think of
lettin’ you do such a thing. It's turrible
gormin’ plece of work. And here you are
all in your mestin’ besl"

“Sisler Blevens, we are here on carth to
hejp esch other. The best way 1 cas
start In my Bunday is to help you by
feedin’ that calf. Where is the pallT™”

Feods the Calf.

Bo the elder took the pall and trotted
out to the barn, where a hungry ealf was
already calllng for breakfust with lusty
baritone. When he saw the minister
coming he lowered his hesd and com-
menced to butt his fuszy frontlet against
the bars of his stall §n an ecstacy of an.
ticipation,

“Steady now, mieady now, you hand-
some WHitle feller,” maid the minister,
soothingly, as be stepped over into the
pen.  “Steady, now," '

And then, with the skirts of Ms shiny
black frock coat gathered between his
kness, he poured the warm skim milk
into the trough.

Now there are ways of feeding a calf
#0 that he will not do the thing that this
calf then procecded to do. No matier
what the aforessld ways are. [ say this
simply so thar the oulf may be excui-
| pated.  He stmply acted according to his
lights. As soon as the elder poured the
trough foll of milk the onlf rammed his
nose clean to the bottom. The milk was

up to his sye=x. Through nose and mouth,
with one great gulp, he took In all he
could swoop. It shut off his bremth, He
cholied He yunked his head out of the
trough and with & whoo! like the bellow
from the exhaust pipe of a steam mill he
blew,

The elder was right In front of him.
]Aﬁrr the axplosion he lovked as though
| he had besn standing in the middle of a
| dalry kitchen when the cycions struck it

The rest of it Aunt Stevens has told =9
many times to the horrifisd nelghbors that
1 will use her wonls:

’ “1 heerd something of touse out In the

bharn Jest as | was tylng my bunnit
| strings. The alder d1dn't come in as quick
| an he ought 0 have done. and so 1 went
| out there. Wal, 1 do hate dretful to tell ya
the rest. 1 wouldn't have belleved i, not
If the best friend 1 had told me; no, slr,
that 1 wouldn't. And 10 think that Hun-
day after Sunday I dave rid to chureh
with that sheep in wolf'a clothes! Teo
think how 1 Rave called him the salt of
the earth!

It Was Awfal

"When 1 got In the bam there sesmed 1o
be & turrible wrassic goin' on In the caf?
pen. 1 looked over in there. Oh, Ay,
It was swfull There stood Elder Smart
right straddiec of that caffs neck. He
had the caff by the ears and plunk, plunk,
plunk! he was Jabbis' his nose down into
that trough, and what 4o ye think he was
suyin'—sayin' right there on Sunday? Ifs
most too awful to repeat Wal asir. he
was sayin’, gristin’ Ris testh all the time,
be was sayin’:

“*Dod swelter yer dod rotied peit, ye
want to drink milk, do yeT Wal dod
Laste ye, drink, drink, 1 say.

* ‘Elder, elder,” mays 1.

“*"Git away from there' says he, ‘or
1'll hold this brindle offshoot of tophet Wy
ths ears and beat your bralns out. He'll
drink this milk now Defore I leave him or
I'll drive his nose ciean up Inte the back
of his neck.

“And d0 you know I had to take the
pltchfork and run the tine fmto that ter-
rible mun's logs befure he would et go of
that innocent Hitle caff,

“Thinkin® it my duly as a good Bamari-
tan, 1 took the eider inito the kitchen and

wiped off his clothes 0 that he was fit—
#¢ fur as the outside of him was con-
cerned—to appear in the pulpit, dbut I told
him that never, never again would I dast
to ride with a3 man who had (hus showed
the cloven foot of min. 1 should expect to
be struck by Hghtnin' out of & clear sky.
That is the kind of a whited sepulcher
that Is at the head of this our blesssd
church here. I can tell you that the pre-
sldin’ glder will get this story stralght and
be will get it right from me"—Holman F,
Day in Lewiston Journal.

IT WAS A GOOD FPLAN.

But It Didn't Work Quite as He Ex-
pected It Would.

Hls wife had acquired the habit of go-
Ing at night when he slept to where hils
trousers hung and taking money (rom
the'r pockets. but in this Instance it is the
consequences that are interesting. He s
the proprietor of = business thst brings
him a large Income. There are rush
hours in his business, and at such times
much bad money finds its way to kis cof-
fers. In the course of A& year, usually, be
gathers a large bundie of counterfelt
notea of large and small denominations,

He was thinking one day of rome plan
to break his wife of her nocturmal borrow-
Ing. Whilsy he was studying over the
plan he thought also of the bundle of bad
bllle then In hia safe. He never know just
why he was keeping the bad money antil
that moment.

*“That's a brighter jfea than 1 have had
for yearn,” be sald, and he smiled with
matisfaction that evening as he filied three
of his pockets with the counterfelts. He
took no other sort of money, except I
cents for car fare.

Trap Workns.

Fe couldn't go to sleep that night and
eould hardly keep from chuckiing with
mirth, He mnanaged, however, to simuo-
inte sleop, and cut of a corner of his eye
saw his loving help ot help b iIf to
the bills. She took some from each of the
three rolls, thinking he wouldn't miss
them. The next moming be hurried off
to his office, so hi= wife wouldn't get time
to repent and tell . im what she had done.

Several times that day he went to &
window and looked out, just to bhe alone
with his thoughts and be happy. A tele-
phorne mesiages came for him in the after-
noon. If was from a big store in State
Firoet,

“Hello. Are you married? came the
question over the telephone

“Yer, I that any of your business?’

*“It may be, There's a woman over here
who says she's your wife.”

“Well, what of 1t T™

“You'd better come over and see."

He hurried to the store, doubting and
agitnted.

His wife had been shopping. She
bought things so liberally that the sales-
mun who served her was dejlighted. The
bill of goods amounted 1o $15, and it was
for trinkets only, soch as women buy
who have lois of money. Bhe handed over
four §5 biile. She walted for her change,
The salesman, returned, but he was not
smiling suavely,

“I'm sorry, madam, but these bills are
bad."

“Bad ™ And with a long, cold. withering
Jook, she gathered up the bills, and hand-
od over two 310 bills,

After another walt the salesman came
back, and he was not smiling then, either,

“I'm sorry to inform you, madam, that
these blils sre bad also.™

Planges Deeper.

She started to =ay something to him,
but just st that moment the right words
were (00 hard to find. But she could still
look chilling glances at him. She slowly
ploked up the two returned bllls and
stuffed them into thé off slde of her
purse. Her fingers were not moving deftiy
but she mannged to draw out a £ bill
With Icy deliberation she passed It over
the counter.

“Seo If that W bad, too,” rhe sald, with
fine irony.

She was breathing bard, but otherwise
she was perfectly onlm, while she waitsd.
Bopn the salesman came back. His face
wes in hard, ==t lnes

“It 15" he mid with an «ffort.

“Give me that mondy, YoOUu—you-—
wretch™

“I'm sorry, madam, but—*

The overworked salesman was saved the
Iabor of finlahing such a diffleylt sentance,
A house detective stepped up beside her
end finished for Bim by telling her she
would have to come to the office of the
superintendent. He was a police officer
with & star on his vesl, and sbe avolded
s scene by polng witk him.

Hor husband sottied the matter by tell.
ing the superintendent the whole story
and paying the bill with good money.—
Chicago Tribune,

“FPAW™ ON MOVING.

Declares the Proceeding a Draw-
back of Civillzation.

“The man that Forst atarted this moov-
ing Biznsm.* paw s=d one nite after he
got Home from not Finding a house for
Us o Hve In, “was neerly as Badr =
nenemy of the Hewmin ruce as the One
that got ts Iu the habbut of Walring
close. That's the worst thing about sivvie
iszashun. It's expensive and makes a
Heap of bother Whenever peeple com-
monee to Get sivvle lsed |U's ifke when a
Baby Cuts Teath. The Teath came In
Handy, all rite, But sumtimes It Hardly
seoms Like i they were Worlh all the
trubbile.

“IU's the same Way with sivvie isashun,
1 could tell you About lots of Wayr whare
it's 2 good Thing to bave around, But soq
what We haft to give up for 1t. If It
wouldn't of Been for slvvie izashun pee
ple wouldn's need to worry becox the Var-
nisk mite get nockad offen the plano ot
sum of the Cut glass would got stepped
on By a man that has the nurve (¢ Hang
around st nite walting for His pay after
he's rooened ale or nine Dollars® worth
of stuff that you Won at card parties.

Clvilzation te Blame.

*Why ¢o peeple Eat thare meels offen
boxes in the kitchen and slesp on Bare
foors that are Full of Tacks? Sivvie
izashun’'s to Blame for it The nobul red
man Don't never haft 10 neerly Brake his
beck and get the Skin all wore offen his
nees por spall & Conshunce that was neer-
ly as good as new Token up Carpets. No
when he Wants to move. all he hast to
Do ts wait il dark and Then jump the
seserenshun. 1f he Has a Sguaw Lhats
enny good abe Can carty the two Yungest

chlldurn with One hand and the Fambiy
telluakope with the Other.

“That's ware I don't blame the Injuns
for not wmnting to get Stvvie tzed. They've
Had a chance to sen the white man moov.
lﬁmlmﬂu’mm&(ur
stick to Beln Savidges. They no a Good
thing when they've got it

1o moove emy way? I'll tell you what
They have'nt Ever got Out of ths old
savidee habbu? yet, after all thare Biy.
vieizun. It's poor old hewmun naltcher,
that's what it 1s. God didn't blld a House
with bay windows and Burgler alarms
and Open plummin and all the moddern
canveaneyunces for portch climbera and
tell Adam and Eve that was Whare they
had to Live. No, they just went campen
around Wharever thay ploased, and I
Thay got tired livin in One place they'd
tle Thare Wedding presents In u Hanker
chief and go whare the train Survice was
Joet as good and Thay could have more
Same Old Weeling.

“And that's the Same old Feallng pee-
ple Have In them Today. They can't Get
it slvvie lzed out of Them. If It wouldn't
be for That ote of people would Nve two
or Three years In the Bamo place and be
Heppy without hunien arcund after §
Worse one that cost more munny. You
can always tell about How far a purson’s
g9t away from thelr munky ansestors by

ducing a ball of narrow plak tape, "I want
all of your who have a marked wrapper to
take hold of this ribbon. Get In llne
please” The crowd obeved with a rush
and presently #0 men were strung out
along the curb. holding to the tape and
wondering what was golng to happen
pext.

“*The faker drove slowly up the streel,
paying oot the tape as he went. “Hold on
to Lthe magic ribbon!" he yelled. ‘Deomt
let go of the mystle band!” The tape was
five blocks Jomg, and when he pald out
the last of It he whipped up his team and
vanished In the gathering night, leaving

large, able-boded chumps hanging pa-
lently o kis infernal string. When the
trick dawned on them bhe was half way
to the next township. Was 1 in the line
did you ask? Yes, I was.,'—New Orleans
TimesDemocrat.

DRUTMMER WONX THE RET.

Loulsville Horseman Drops $109 on
Quick Gamble.

"Speaking of rallroad atcidents.™ sadd
& veteran commercial traveler at the
Cosmopolitan yesterday, "I am reminded
of & curlous sxperience, and incidentally
of the most Incorrigible gambler T ever
met In my Hfe. T was golng West over
the Atchison. Topeka & Santa Fe soma

the War they wont to moove If they
don’t moove offun it ehows thay can truce
their Fambly away HBack, but If they
Hardly ge! settied before they want to
moove agaln you couldn't get back of thare
grand fawtbhers wijhout golng Over into
the Hart of Africky.”

“Well,' maw says, "1 don't no But
you're rite about that part of 0.

After paw got the Ashes of his siggar
wiped offen his vest whare they Feil in a
Bunch, he says:

“Sumthing must be Golng lo happen
That's neerly the First time you ever
agreed with me ™

“Hew could 1 help It maw told Him,

Fears ago, and one of my fellow-passen-
| gers In the Pullman was a racehorse man
from Loulsville He was an Interesting
fellow and a good story-teller, but his
conversation was marred by his habit of
] leading everythlng up to a proposition te
make o wager. Every statement he made
was clinched by an offer to back It with
money, and finally the thing becames rath-
er Urssome, and | made some excuse fof
avolding his socisty
| "0ur sections In the sleoper happened to
be directiy oppoxite and that night we
were aitting on the edge of our respective
lower berths gpeeparing fo retire, when
all of & =xudden the whole car was shakeg

SLIGHT MISTAKE

IN NATIONALITY.

"Bay, BIll, (ve feller in there In an Enslishman Go In and give himm o song and danes
about Fritish valor, and be'll i1l you up to the chin.™

BABRAR! ~rreaRS

“My dear slr, J#t me extand my mympatkie
Engitsh soldier geis the p=icy Hoer uhere he

“Hay, Blll, don’t bilame me fur 1t 1 guess

wamseE!
R OYasl <

| Braxz |

O —=

* and declare my convietion that when the
wants him, be'll msake dog's meat of him to—""

1 mad ea mistake In his sationality."™

along without you want to moove?'—
Georgle, In Chicago Times-Herald,

UTHE MAGIC RIBDON"

Hunsas Crowd for Keeps.

on & siring,' ™ said a visitor 1o this city,
“‘without recalilng an Incident that oc-
curred & number of years ago in a town
out In Kanasa, 1 was spending a few
days In the place looking alter a cattle
deal, and eariy one evening a patent med:-
oine faker put in an appearunce on the
Courthouse square. He was in a fine two-
bhorss rig and bad A partner with a banjo,
who soon drew a blg crowd. Then the
faker procesdsd to bawk a cure-ali Iini-
ment &t 31 8 botthe

“The price was steep and the stuff went
slowly, and I noticed that at sach sale he

paper, upon which he ostentatiously pen-
clled a large cross. When four or five

ory to bring up thelr wrappers, and hand-
ed over a erisp dollar Bl in exchange {0}
each
duce our wonderful pain specific!” he
shouted: ‘who's the next jucky man to
take & bottle in A matked wrapper?
*Al that the sals pleked up and when he
had repented the litle comedy of salling
ths nostrum and redecming the wrappera
& couple more times, the stuff was going
likke hot cakea Men fairly fell over each
other 1o get to the buggy. and every now
and then the faker wounld bawl
‘Hain't time to stop Just now, gentiemen
but be sure o prefarve your wrippers!
"When he had sold, perhaps, 400 bottles

stopped sud enly and held up his kand for

attention. ’::ﬂr. grntiemen,” he said, pro.

“when they are never a Bpring comes |

Patent Medicine Faker “Weorka"™ a |
| sas
“I never hear tha: expression ‘got “em |

wrapped up the botile, in & sheet of white |
were disposed of, he called on the purchuas- '

1 am doing this simply to intro- |

out, |

and the crowd was about cleaned out, he |

by a series of swift and hoavy concus-
slons. We both reallsed instantly what
had happened., The trals had jumped the
troek and was at that moment bumpling
its way over the tHes preliminary to
heaven only knew what kind of a piunge.
We were st that time in a part of Kan.
that !s fuoll of ravines and gullies,
acd short hridges are of frequent oocur-
| rence. That! disquisting fact flasbed into
our minds simultancousty.

“'Bet ¥ A hundred we're on a trestlel
yelled the Loulsville man., above the
pounding of the wheels. ‘Take y'!" 1
yelied back. and with that the coach gave
& sickening lurch and rolled completely
over.

“When I extricated myself from a
broken window 1 found we had stopped
on level ground, and, while everybody was
more or less cut and brulsed, no one was

| killed. I encountersd my Kentucky friend
wandering about the wreck. and hae
promptly handed me o 219 BIL
" What made you take me up so guick-
IyT he aedosd
“"Hecause If we had been om a trestle
bave been killed." T replied,
n't have collected the bet,
1, but not to Jose.'
he sald, regretfully.
‘Next time this happenz I'll take the other
end.” "—New Orieans Times-Democral

A Sare Test.

“Are you sure she |p a= gentle and pa-
tlent and amiadble as she seems?” naked
the friend

“Not quite sure,” answeéred the young
man who is in love. “But I'm going 1o
| find_out.”

"How?"

“I'm going to gat her to enll somebody
up over a lovg-distance talophone and then
iuue\ her."—Washington Star.
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On the Firing Line.
Would you live & Ufe in & single hosr?
You onn,
And belp run things with a brimstone power?
Understand
You can do all this In our plenite free
By uaking your place with Jim ard me
Out here on the fring line.

Your face Is ns gray as the sands at noon—
That's right.

All the blood has gone to thy beart, paltroon—
But you'll fahe

When the click of the bullet brings fmte’s de-
cree

nvwmuvmwmmm
That sounds on the firing line,

You may give ooe thought to the friends
away—
Ko wars,
Yu'mm“dthvmmmw.
The cheers «
Will Uft you up o anciher sphers,
The past, my son, wiil be out of cenr
With you en the fring lipe.

Are you a murdersr st heart?
Oh, no.

Would yoa kill you man where the gway rocks
Thy foe?

A puff of smoke; & jarring shook;

A Magser's mark on thy rifle stock—
Tou have on the fAring line.

Can you Joke in the fuce of death, my bay,
With Hm?
&ny?um-huManmdo-
play
Witk him Y
You can? You lial When the whits Bags wave
We can dig for Jim & suldies's Erave—
He s dead oo the fOring lise.

Tou bave caught the fever of battle now,
o pood.
You weuld Oght the world in a deadly row
1f you could.
Tou would carry our flag through the furnace
of fame.
You would charge yom mountain of fire and
Aazne
Abead of the firing line.

Today has made you a hero rare
With us,

You fght as I you 44 not care
A cuss

For bullet storm or bursting sheil—

For all that constitutes s hell
Along on the fring line.

This day has made you a man—a mana
With s

Although we can scarcely understand
Why thus

Tou can show the grit of & veteran old,

And smile at death as you stubbornly hold
Tour place on the Aring line,

Bu:::l-ommtwunmluruu.nr

We two.
The diaplomies should not be had
Or. few,
And when we got home—my God, a ball
Has given to me—and to you, our all—
A grave un the firing line -
—&. D. Richardson in Rochester Democrat.

b —

Feedin' the Stock.

Hear the chorus in that' tle-up, runch, ser-
runch, and runch and runch!

—There's & row of honest eritteral
guod to hear "em munch,

When the barn i getting dusky and the sun's
behind the drifts

—Touchin’ last the gable winder where the
dansin’ hay-dust sifts

When the coaxin’ from the tie-up kind o
hints s five o clock.

Wal, I've yot & job that sults me—that's the
chore of feedin® wtock.

Wo've got patches Sown to our house—hotest
patohes though, and neat.

Dut we'd rather have the patches than to
sitinch on what we eat

Lots of work, and grub to back yo—that's a
mighty wholesome creed.

—Critters fust, +'r, that'n my motto—sgive the
eritters all they nesd

And the way we do to our hotss, marm an
mo take what s left

And—wal—we aln't goln’' hangry, &8 you'll
notios by our hefL

Darz the man that's caloulatis’ when he
metsures out his hay.

Groanin® every timé bha piiches ary forkful
ot the “‘bay:*

Darn the man who fesde out reff-scuff, wood
and wire from the swals.

‘Cause he wants to press his herd's-gram, send
his clover off for sale.

Oh, the dim old burn seema homelike, with s
over-hanging mows,

With ita warm and battened te-up, full of
well-fed sheep and cows,

Them [ shot the door belind me, drop the bar
and drive the pin,

And, with Jeff a-waggin' after, lug the fommin
milk pails in,

That's the style of thiags o our house—marm
me don't pull op

ev'ry critter's ealin’,

down tn pup

Then the biakits and the spare-rib and plum
Ppresefrves taste good,
For we're feelin’, me ar' mother,
actln’ "bout's we should.
Like or not, «'r, after supper mother sown an-
other patch

And she eays the duds look trampy, "cause she
ain't got goods to match.

Fust of all, though, comes the meal bins and
the haymows: after thosa

If there's mny extry dollars, wal, we'll see
about some ciothes;

Dot tonight. why, bless ye mother, pull the
rug acrost the door

—Warmth and food and peace and comfort—
let's oot pester God for more.

—Lswiston Evening Journal.

Doss me

Unl from the ecaitie

that we're

Signs of Spring.
The snow has left the open fleld & moenth or

more ago,

I've found the pellow cowslip where tha mead-
ow brook runs slow,

Apd all along the Intarvals the blushing
anowdrop twines:

The crows are shy and sileat—they're nesting
in the pines—

But Winter'll maybe come again; you'rs never
sure 'twill not

Till you bear the cuckoo aalling i the pas
ture lot.

“Cuckoo, cuckoo,”™ sofily calling you,

Down behind the pasture bars
All the warm day through

“Cuckos, cuckon,” shy and siesk of wing,
He's tha low-voloed harbinger

That makes us sure of Hpring.

Ko usa to jook for orioles, they haven't come
an yet: L]

Although I've heard a linnet and the guail
eried “"More wel'

Good Uncle Zenus Tompkine has been out and
planted peas—

He “dowsn’t think ‘t'll hurt ‘em if we bawe
ancther [reese;

But don‘t you put In corm or beans (for If
you do they'll roth

Til you lear the cuckoo calling in the pas-
tare lot.**

"Way over in the scrub-oaks you cam hear the
partridge drum,

The gitls are playing hop-scotch, and the boys
say “tups have tome.™

Miss Ablgall I8 making sasp—that's
nearly wure

That pirasant wenther's right at hand and
liealy (o endure.

We're only lacking one mors sign—and hark,
‘Uis on the spot!

Dan’t you hear the cuckoo calling In the pas-
ture lot?

pretty

“Cuckeo, cockon,” moftly calling you,

Down Dehind the pasture bars
All the warm day through.

“Cuckon, cockos,”" sby and sieek of wing;
He's the low-volos] Rarbinger

That makes us sure of Spring.

Sleeping Under the Trees.
It was April the steenth,
And quits soft were the skies,
Which It might be supposed
That the man was likewiss;
For he put on a sult bullt for Summer,
And the sequel perhags you surmise,

Which along abeut nooa

It began to fresse,

And a blizzard swoops down

On the wings of 1he breepe—

In & wotk he was peacefully lying

Asleep out under the cCrees
. =Chicsgo Times-Herald

Jew' druwed a desd for ' Bouss an' farm—
uhe's a-goin’ o stay,
A3’ s for me, I'm gein’ 0 quit—quit an' ge

AWay.

Wo can’t hitch up mo longer: I'm s hanging’
back,

A-d on the wheel, or else ade
Mies ' track;

An' when 3 team don't peil vight, thw's nothin”

e 0 dov

But put shafts in %' wagon, with one horse
‘stead ¢ twa,

The's & vislon wort o comes to me—comes
through the mist ax” biur,

A vislon o twenty years ago—l womder 7%
comon to her—

When the prescher joine! our hands io his an’
saM: My children, give

Yer hearts an' lives t' each other as long a8
o both shall lve"

1 3 it she L

T'd sert ¢ MNie

to know;

Td like 10 g0 and ssk bar, but pow It's to
late to po;

Too late lo come together—we've got to face
our fate;

I wonder if anything's sadder'n them twe
words, “'too late.**

Twenty years—-1 was thirty then: T'm owver
Aty now:

Sesmns sort o' childish business to break Wy
In a row,

For & man as old aa 1 am, an’ & woman old
ax ehe;

Bort o' old for peopls to find they can't agres,

L wonder If 1 wss basty? Mebbe I was 1
b ileve

With as evener on th'
bad o leave;

An evener o Patisnce th' balance would sort
o makes,

When we got to goin’
Eive an’ take.

woagon I wouldn't &

sideowayw, =2’ lot us

I wonder If 1 was ts go to her—go to her su®
=y

“We've been pullin® uneven—lst's try anothes
way!

We'll lemgthen ' tomper strap s hole and
sharten up th' tongue,

An' move th load forrud a little so th* weight
Il be better hung.

Mebbe we'vs not been hitched up right—oould
pull th' lead along

If we'd look th' harness over an' fnd ouwt
what was wrong.'

I wonder if [ wan to go to her an’ put o
case &n' winte

What I Wileve to ba th' matter—if It would

be 100 Iniel
—Bismarck Tribune.
—
The Terror From Kalamasoe,
He lit In the camp wilh a boose-soented wheop,
like & besom of withertng wrath,
And swore he would wips from the face of the
earth any rooeter that crowed in his path,
He cussed till the alr that hung over the bar
with ths heat of bs language wes bloe:
His pame was Wild DMek an’ it 06¢ him, for be
WS a terror from Kalamasoo.,

A palr of six shooters t'd ballast & ship were
hung from & belt at his walst;

Tha terrurs of nelghboring Mickizsn towns In
premarure graves he had placed;

But price marks wers written in Ink on his guns
—thay both were untarnished and new,

And we knew that our camp was the first siand
he'd played sinoe starting from Kala-

TRI 0.

Hea shot at the bottles that stood om the bar,
but missed, and then, eager for gpors,

Cut losse at short range on old Tamarsck Joa
and hit & spittoon on the foor:

His guns for a minute he nolxily worked, the
bullists mout reciiessty fow;

Dut puthing was hit that weuld leak any blood
for the weror from Kalamasco,

He'4 kill the first man that declined v Indulgs,
and the boys quite abligingly drank—
“Twas eoldam they struck such a dead-easy guy
with mepey to burn in bhis flank;

They patte! him oft on the full of the back,
und called him & dalsy euckoo,

And every such joshing would jolly & Jdrink
from the terrer from Kalumasos,

Yaok Sulllvan started the ball ona dance*round
tha fast-whiriing whesl of muletts,
And bantersd Wild Hichard in socladle way to
« fever the gunme with a bet.

And Balf an boor later tn searching his clotheg
he falled to dincover a som,

And k -hearted Bulllvan purchased a drink
for the terror from Kalimazoo,

We filled all his pockets with second-hand grub
o chew on his way to the Statss,

Por Richard was not in position to ride &
regular passenger rates:

And down In the gathering gloom of the yards
we hade him o tender ndieun,

As ho climbed onn the trucks of an emigrant cag
and started for Kalamuzoo.

—Deaver Poat

The Man With the Vaa.

Bowred with & bediick in his arms, he leans
Agalnet 1he nowel-pont and gnsea round;
Dirt, halr and feathers on his face
Apd on his back a blouse that once was binel
Who made bim so he doesn't caro a “ctss
For polished brass or varniah or sheline,
Stolld and swart asd stubbom as an ox?
Who joosened and let dawn the folding bed?
Whase was the hand that ripped tha hinges off'?
Whese foot west through the beveled looking-

Elana?

In this the man they sald would handie things

Az carefully a8 If ther were his own—

The gentieman the clerk declored they'd send

To jond and haul away our furniture?

s this the lovely thing who was to come

And with bils very presence make us glad?

Down all the stretch of space to its last gulf

Thers is no shape more terrible than thia

More bent on jamming cormess through the
walls,

More eager to spill glassware on the fAoar,

More fraugli with meoace to the things we
own!

What gulfs between him and the Joy of art?

Slave of the weed he's chewing, what to him

Are swoel Madonnas held in dainty frames,

What the rich glow of wvases from Japan,

The deckel sdges of the printed page?

Fram thls dread shape the suffering thousands

whrink,

For tragedy ls in his svery lunge!

To this dread shape humanity upeet,

Made desperste umd trod upon, cries out

A protest that is full of bluiah words,

A protest that he merely laughs to scorn.
—. E. Kiner in Thnes-Horald

Tommy Atkins Up to Date.
We take him from the nurses and the maide;
We lcad bim up with guns and haversacks;
We teach him how to form a hollow sguare;
And what ls what in marches and attacksg
We show Bim how an ultimatom works,
And how we play our litle BluMng Fame.
It mutters not what he Is called abroad,
We call him Tommy Atkins, just the samel

CHORUS.
Oh, Tommy! Tommy Atkine!
You're & good 'un, heart and handj
You'e o credit to your wages,
And to all your blooming land;
You're & beauty when you're dresming
Of a war across the fomm;
But, God help you, Tommy Atkine
Whent you get away from home.

I

Of courss, we have the world upon o string:

We like to think we own the blooming earthy
What cero we far the rights of other folk

While we are la the gams for all It's worth®
We fancy that we run America,

(Whils Eurcpe bows to us with cringlag

mmniles,

Africa and Asia are our phe)

And all the little cheap FPacific fades”

i
CHORUS. ) 1.

Oh, Tommy! Tommy Atkine! J_-r

You are always in tha rights A .1
Dut stop st home and talk, sird .

It s safer than to fight. =
For you miust be clroumapect, wivg

There arv kicks across the fommg
And God help you, Tommy Atkine,

1f you get away from bome. :
—New York Evening Bums.

Different Aspect.
A letter one day to the eiitor came, Y
1t rend. "Sir. your papes Is great;
But mopey is scarcs, 80 In payment I send |
A palr of gum boots, number eight™

An answer to town then the aditor penned,
It said. “Yours received, thanks %o youj
But this paper ia Tun by women alons,
And ibe editor wewrs pumber fwa'




