W=l

OREGONTAN, PORTLAND, MAY 13, 1900.

I

“Mebbe So."
H've never besn right pesitive.
my way
[T0 heritate about most everything I do or ey,
S om0 1 wouldn't ke te UM my valce above
the throng
may that figbtin‘s Drutal, an' that war &
downright wrong.
War s somethin’, so they sy,
That we cznnot clear sway;
Cries thust scund and bloeod must Sow,
Nebbe so. But 1 dunno

It allus was

AR

0 pevitie won't be esvillsed, an’ clever. v’
antute
t mwema right tough: hard luck enough, ‘thoul
lickis® “em to boot
1 wish we could go slower when we lead ‘em
to the lighn,
"Blead o bowin'
« dynamite
But war bas got o te, uniess
You want to guit an’ notf jrogress
It's buninmes. Morey hay no show.
Mabbe 30. Hut | dunno
~Washingron Star.

BROUGHT HIS AMMUNITION

Eloguent Mr. Yipperly Contributes
te Buensvista McCorkie's Col-
lection of Proposals.

“etm to plory with & chunb

The young man cane Dearer.

“Buenavista,” bhe sald, with a premoni-
tory oough, "may 1 sy what I came to
may this evenlng?™'

“I—1 think you may,
came =ity from her lips.

“Then.” he proceeded, “I may venturs
to hope that it wil not wholly surprise
You. Mayhap, dear girl, vour own hoart
has told you alrendy what it s

He had piaced his arm along the back
of hor chair, and, observing that she did
nol appear (o shrink from . he want
&bead

“Not with the boldness of one who feals
that he moy presume upon o favorable
anrwer with absolute certainty do 1 ven-

Mr. TYipperly.™

ture to ask the momentous gquasilon now |

trembling on my, lps,
the dread of a reply thai may forever
blast all my hopes and drive me forth
& wanderer and a vagabond upon the face
of the ecarth! The lssue ui stake is sa
tremendous,

but rather with

, wooks

ihe consequences s0 lasting |

and far reaching, that one muy well hes- |

itate Dbefore staking one's all, if it may”

be w0 expressed, upon the cast of & &

Blightly leaning forward she lUstened
with parted lips and clasped hands,

“Therefore, beloved of my soul, I may
Duve seeted as ooe who

“——pliteer femre his faie t00 much,

or his desert is small,

fnasmuch as ! have not been entirely fres
from the susplolon of bolng one, further-
wmure,

“Whoe will not put it 1o the toush,

To win or loss 12 all
but while endenvoring on the one hand
10 avold the Imputation of unmanly cow-
&ndice and on the othsr the equally rep-
rehsnaible and more offensive charge of
overweening confidence self-concelt,
1 am impelled by a ironger than
my own wlll to lay bare my heart before
¥you. once for all and end the suspenme
thml s welghin upan me.”

Really Too Toaching.

“How boautifully you express yogrssif™
ahe murmured,

"Listen, Buenawvista McCorkle! Im-
pressed with my own unworthiness as |
am, as 1 must be, of the
nestimable value of the prize to which
1 naplre. 1 yeot dare my folly
in where an might fear te tread
Senle girl, your lmage possesoes my heart
mbmaiutely Lavwe llke mine would melt
the hewrt of a marbie sinste.
1 have sesmed move in a dream. 1
oould see your face i the moot. Your
eyes twinkled in the stars. The winds, ss
they bisw saftly through the trees, seemed
0 murmur, ‘Buenavisia! Buenavista®
The bhirde thut sang benesih my window
twittered “Bucrnavista! Buenavista!” and
their music achoed in the chambers of my
soul. The clouds as thoy moved majest]-
ctlly across the hesvens—"'

“0. how bemuriful?

“——took your form and sesmed to
beckon me and yet mock me s whh a
vigion of the unatisinable. In my dremms,
whon slesp has ended my viglis, 1 have

deeply sensible

AnEel

For weeks
1o

| ears of

| nnd exchangs#d cigars

to rush | =
j amile of

moving desclation there was sweel peace. |
It was & charming flat In & large apart- |
ment buliding, modern and sltogether de-

SR you @s A Greek goddess and wor- |

shiped you nfar off with despairing, death-
less devotlon™

“Have the conductors on the elevated
roads, ne they mumbled out the names of
the stroetn, sevmed o say Buehavists'
Buenavista! too?™

“What mean you, Miss MeCorkle™

“Have the frogs In the marshes offering
their evening orisons. breatbed into the
mpiured ear of night the smoothly flow-
Ing name of MaCorkle! MeCorkia® *°

“Why, let me ask Miss MeCorkie, have

me make such a biooming idiot
it you Intended to give me the
hand in this styleT Did you think
1 was practiclag for a High School ex-
hitition ™
Absolutely Unigque.

"0, ne. Mr. Yipporly. 1 have enjored
ft greatly. 1 thick, taking It altogether,
yours Is one of the most gorgeous and
speciacuinr declamtions of jove 1 ever lis-
tened to. Why 4id 1 let you Tun on =0
long? Because, Mr. Yipperiy, 1 am mak-
ing a collection of proposuls of mesriege,
#and 1 though yours would be a valuable
sddition. It s It is alisclutely unigue.
You don’t know how grateful 1 am for i,
&3 a work of art*

The young man removed his arm from
the back of her chalr thirus; his hand in.
to an inner pocket, and brought forth a
folded manuscript,

“For fear you might not remember it
in ail its majesty and beauty, Miss Me-
Corkle.” he sald, tossing it Into ber lap,
“abow ms to give It to *0u in full in
typewritten form. Yoo will see that you
ulased the really sloquent, sp=ll-binding
part of 1t. The peroration would have
made your hatr curl.”

"1 hope, Mr. Yipperly, vou wil not al-
Jow this to—*

"1 shan't joss an outice of flesh or a

mk of sieep over it. 1 hired a Mtemary
chap who was hard up to write thaz thing
for me Miss MoCorkle. No, you oan
ksap it. T've go! another copy somewhere.
I bave tricd that production on Sive or

six other girls, and it's had the same of-
fect ont all of them. I'm geiting an Inter-
esting collection of negatives. | guess 1
was pretty badiy swindled. Well, 1 must
be going.''—Chicago Tribune.

WAR OF THE FLAT-DWELLERS,

Dreandful Contretemps That Befell
Tweo Chicageo Women.
There was only & narrow alr shaft be-

| twoen the two fatx, Tt was a bright, enol,

ciean, innocent-appearing alr shaft, and
when the Clarkes first moved in, Mrs,
Clurke sald it would look so pretty when
she got her box of piants outside, only

she did hope the peaple Scross would keep |

thelr curtains drawn, and not try o see
every time she turned aroond.

And while the Tuppers across the way
watched the unloading of the moving van,
Mrz, Tupper sald she knew by the looks
that women and the way she fixed
things to move that she was mean, and
she hoped they'd keep thelr blinds ahut
and not try to find out what color wall-
paper she had, All of which was merely
the overture, a poft, tinkling prelude to
th* drama which fellowed for a whole
your from May 1o May.

Trere was the polite interchange of
nelghtorly compliments during the Nret
few days, and a kind of friendly hand-
shake fore they donned the gloves, end
then Mra. Clarke’s cat fell Into a littie
habit of dozing on the window-indge and
frightening Mra Tupper's canary inte
wild, fluttery spasms and sudden fainting
fits. Even that might bave been over-
looked, had not Mrs. Tupper thrown sonld-

of

ing water over on Maria, and Marla, baeing |

an agile and experienced fellne, vanishad,
and the scalding water douched Mra
Clarke's lace curtains and ruined a fern-
ldee thing of beasty In s jardinlers, and
there was wesping and walling and grash-
ing of teeth then mand thereufter, and for
the rooms jooking out on the alr
shaft were plunged inlo darkness and the
window-blinds of both fints clossd In blank
detlance,
War Declared.

Gradually the rigid rule of separation
wonkened. It becume the custom, &s SOOD
as the doors closed upon the bread-win-
ners of both families, for the
to g0 on & tour of lnspeation Lo ace what
obnoxioun and annoying thing each had
committed for the other's carthly torment.
Having dizsrovered a cnsus belll, thsa bar.
rieTs were cast aside, the curtains, blinds
and windows all went up, and a batue
roym! began

When the night drew nigh, each poured
her tale of woe inw the worid-wearled
hor spouse, and with tears und
threats bescechied him to move from the
spot polluted by the pressnce of (he
WOMmAn posite. Eut It so happeaed that
Clarke and Tupper got on extremely well
They went down town on the same traly
overy day, chatted over their newspapers
The domestic tem-
pests never ruffled their pleasant acquaint.
anceship, and the aightly applications
fulled to awaken any response !n thelr
maunly breasta

B0 the months flled by, and the 1=t of |

May loomed in the distance ke & bhescon
of light to the distressed voyager on ihe
rental sen.

“If we move not, 1 dien"” said Mre
Clerke, and in the next flat = ke
menistion went up, and woo brooded over
tha scene,

Therefore 1t came to pass that on a eer-
taln day the tap of the tack-lifter was
heard in the land, and two vans stood be-
fore the dotr, and fwo feminine hearia
rejoiced with exceeding great joy.

That night when Clarke betook himself |

to his pew home he found all perens. For
the first time In months the wife of his
bosom greeted him with the honeymoon
yore, and In the milst of the

sirable.
An Alr Shaft, Teo.

“There’s an xir shafi too,” sald Mra
Clarke, enthusinstically, “A Dbrighter,
beotar one. And the people across are real
nice, 1 know, becauses they hept the shades
down and didn't try to stare in the way
that Tupper woman 4id.”

Mr. Cinrke sighed., He was thinking of
Tupper's clgars and of the raven's “Nev-
ormora

Morning came, and witr. a sing on her
lips and charity 1o ail the world Mre
Clarke opened wide her window-bilnds to
iet the blessed sunshine in, Far, far awsy
her enemy dweit, No maore was bher soul
to be harassed and perturbed. Bhe

her new neighbors, as she noticed an agh
Uon of the window.-shade opposite.
A moment, and I went up, with the

window, and in horrifisd amazement she |

saw bLefare her the form of Mrs. Tupper.

And the worst of It I they have both
signod leases, and the two hushands
are enjoving the joks, for emch woman
miide her own house-bunts alone and eack
had sung the pralses of the beautifal new
fata. miles uway from their hated enemy.
—Chicago Tribune.

NOT TAKING CHANCES.

“Heo 600" Quickly Empties = New
Drieans Sireet-Car,

“Of course. no intelligent person is will |

Ing to admit that be s superstitious at
thiz day and date of common sense,” sald
a Bt Charles-street Lusinens man yester-
day, “but there are precius few of us
who are not made uncomfortable by oer-
taln oid-time signs and omens which are
Fuppased (o presage disaster. At any rate,

tet me tell you what happened on a street- | e

car in which T was & passenger a feow
days ngo. Besides myself, there were
perhaps a dogen people on board, and
the car was heading for the Bt Charles-
avenue residential district

“"We had gone mot over two or three
blocks, when all of & sudden there was a
terrific clanging of bells and the moior-
man pulled wp short, whils a fNre engine
went by at s dead gallop, Other fire ap-
paratus followed, the whole procsssios

| turning into the next side wtrest, and wme

were delayed for possibly two or three
minutes

“A lttle farther on the car agaln came
ta a balt, and, looking out of the win-
dow, I saw that we were walting for the
tall end af a funeral cortege to cross the
tracks. 1 would have thought nothing of
this locldent, but & middic-saged womas

two Iadles |

was |
| Prepared to emile In swest gresting upony

seated At the rear of the ear jumped 1p
in viclent conaternation. ‘Good grasisus,
Mary,' she exolal {0 & companisn !n
an adjolning seat, ‘a fire and & funera!!
1 wouidn't siay in this car mnother min-
ute for a hundred doilara” Bhe didn't
stand on the order of going, and Dder
triend bustled out at her hesls

“Opposite me wore three men of & rath-
e ‘Fporty’ appearance, who had beesn
talking together about the races, They
pricked up their ears at once. “Say, she's
right about that being a hoodoo' ré-
marked one of the party. “We'll bave bad
luck ¥f we stay on this car.” All three got
off, Iollowsd by 0 refined-looking lady,
who pretended she saw some one on the
pavement.

“AL the next corner every single <ne
| of the remalning pasaengers made n rush
for the door. I couldn't stand the pres.
sure, and 1 went, too. The condustor
gErinned at me lronically as 1 passed hWim.
But 1 dide‘t care, 1 wasn't golung 1o ‘ake
any chanhces "—New Orieans Times-Demo-
crat.

JUST A WOMAN'S WAY.

Little Wifle Undoes All Hulbbie's
Wise Precamtions.

The man with the rod mustache han-
|pened to be In the nelghbarhood of his
own home at 1 o'clock the oiher day, so
be conciuded to go In and get a bite 1o
eat., His wife and the mal! were both
out, bt the loe box had a supply of coid
ard uncooked viands pnd he helped Mim-
relf and sat down to & meal of his own
proparation. Whie he was (Rinking a
socond cup of coffee be heard @ man in
the Jower hall bawilng out some infor-
mation which might have been a traln-
man's #zlement of Incoming and oulgoe
ing trains or a crier's eall to court or
any other unintell'gible waming. Thrice
was this mtrange cry repeated and then
lhe man with ihe red mustache went oat
10 see what was the matter, When he
Btepped into the hall the man who had
besn raming all the rumpus appeared at
the top of the stairway.

"Ob—oh—ab—al—e—ee,"”
vigorousaly,

“Helio,”' mid the man with the red muos-
aobe, “What's the matter?

“Helld,”" returned the atrong-lunged in-
dividual, In to-all-whom-iL-my-concern
| tonoe. “You live here? I was Just going
| to ring you up. Water maln's broken in
this mreet. Water will be turned off at
3 o'dlock to sllow of repalre. Won't be
turned on apain untl tomorrow even'ng.
We've ment men around all through thiw
neighborhood W tell everybody, so'd you
oun Jdraw off enough o last you for ihe
next W hours'”

The bearer of evil tidings passed on up
to the floor above 10 bBotify the tenauts
Uwre of the impeading waler famine, aod
the man with the red musiache retyrned
to hia luncheon. When he had fimishod
ecating he made o omlculation as to the
amount of water that woukd be required
1o tide a family of three over ¥ hours of
absplute drought. As & resalt of his reck-
oning he made stupendous preparations for
the approaching dry =pell. He filled the
bath 1uh with water, Lkewise the waah-
boller, four pltchems, the dishpan, the sow
kettles and the teaketile. Then he went
back down town, thanking his lucky star
that he chaticed to be home in that par-
ticoiar hour of need.

When the man with the red mustache
ENR bome In the evening he foand his
wife fretting and fussing around hyster-
scally
r “I'm plad you've come al las’™
sid: “T've had the most terrible time.
Eversihing has gone wrong Patty
kasn't come home ye! and, (0 make meat-
ters worse, ahe wend away leaving the
lancheon dabes unwoshed Bexides that
abwe left the bathroom and kitchen =l
slopped over as If we had l=en going
through a Spring deluge And now 1
can’t get any water to cook supper wi
I've pounded on the plpes Ul my bmrs
are pore anl called down the tugbe to e
janitor till I'm honmse. The wator pipes
only respond with a dull  bollow echo,
and the junitor dossn’t give me even that
much satiefaction. Whatever I shall 4o
1 don't know, for there len't a drop of
water to be had for love or money.”

The man with the red mostache stopped
on the threshhold and peered cautiously
into the kitrben.

“No water ™ ho aaid. “Why, you ought
pol tmve sny trouble on that score. |
happensd to be here when the man came
| srourd ta notify us that It would be shut
| off, and 1 filled everpthing adout the place
50 we'd have plemty to do uws'™
| His wite looked back at the leakettle
| and the diohipan and the row of pltchers
with a despalring glance.

O she saMl, weakly, "'T emptied all
that out whea 1 firm came home."—Neow
| York Suan.

he sbouted,

wha
|

NOT HERS, AFTER ALL.

Ulever Car Conduotor Turns Tables
on Thieving Woman.

Just as the North State-street slectric
| car siackened its speed at Randolph and
| Dearborn yesterday moming a Young man
| at the lower end of the car jumped off

abead of the other passengera. leaving, in
his haste & paper parcel behind him.
When the conductor passed throggh he
| noticed it and, turning to o wosman who
| wes rising from her svat, hoe sald:

“Is thie your=s, madam™
“Yeu," sbe calmily replied, extending ber

Biand.
| "1 beg your pardon.' sald a ladly oppo-
gite, “that parcel belongs W0 & young
nan who go! off before the car stopped.
1t dropped on The foor and when he picked
it up he bauid It here beskde him ™

"It's o sveh ihing.” protemed Lhe
other woman, “thal packuge belongs 0

The conductor hesityted & second, then,
| with & manner worthy of a Judge of the
| Supremes Coure. bo sald:

| “Madam, ¥f the paresdl Is yours, you
caAnR have no objection to saying what b

“That's nooe of your business. Give
| me my packsge.’

“Not ustil you teil me what It con-
taloa.™

“Well, If you must know, it's—it's some
of my wearing apparel™

The conductor siipped the cord off, and,
pnrolling the paper, revealed a palr of
| Mght twesd trousers. Holding them up to
the pubiic gaze. he mid with an expres.
| won of Ui-Clayuised amusement and con-
tampt:

as posade, amid the laughter and jeers

Esperience of Swede Who Had Tick-
et for Seath Dakota.

The guties of the claim agent's depart-
ment would be reduced to & minimum If
all cases were llke one recently reinted
by a raflway employe Obe evenlng &
short thne ago the engineer of one of the
trains runzing west from Chicago, which
was slipping alotg atl good apeed over the
pralrie, became suddenly consclous of the
presence of & man on the track immediate.
Iy In fromt of him, He bhad hardly time
to take In this impression before he felt
a slight shock and o dark mass vaguely
outlined by the headlight described a large
semicirele In the alr to the right and
disappeared In the darkness. Shocked and
sickenesd by the event, but consclous of
Linmelessness on his own part, the engl-
nesr pulled the traln up at the next station
and wired to divislon headquarters:

“Struck a man mile back from Cedar
Grove, Shall we go back and piek up?
Walting instructions *

There was some delay over the wirlng,
and a ltle group gathered around the

Tales of the Orient.

Onos upon a times the Sultan of Dagdsd took
s waik br himssif, withoot his whiskers, asd
In disguise, 1o hear wist the pesple might be

Wiking about. Coming uwpon & butcher i his
door, the Hulian asked Bim how business waa,
and m reply the butcher said:

“As bad as can be with a Bulian who W
rechiess and exirsvagant snd has no care for
the walfare of his peogle.**

That's straight talk,™ mused the ruler ans
he turnsd asay: and a fow minutes later be
was sshing & shormaker how times were with
hlm .

I am golng to throw up my trade and turn
thief,” was the reply. “From the Sultan to
his lowest menizsl all xre thisves and rascals,
and they are the only ooes who grt along.™

“That's ooe on me"" mid the Scllan 1o hun-
sell, 23 he contineed on his way. He pres-
ently came upom & merchant sliting in his
bazsar with nothing to 4o, and upus Iagciricg
how trads wax the merchant bitterly replied:

“There In o trada, nor can there be as Jong
as the Sultan and his offeces 18x e people
to death. ™

Coming to the markei-place, the Sultan be-
3 Inquirieg of the people right and left It
was hard thmes with all, and all hitterly in-
reighed aguinst him and his officers. All but
one. He was a corm dealsr. who recognized
the great rier, In spits of his dlaguise, and
sa he eglied out:

“The times are good. Money is plenty.
Great |s our Sultan, asd his government ia e
best on earth ™

Jialf an hour later the Scltan wos back In
his palace and saying to his Grand Visier:

“Assam. have Kabiff, the corn dealer,
up and given a bundred whacks, well
e

“Feor short welght, O Ruler?

“Neo; for lylng. Then have the hutcher, he
merchant, the shoemaksr, asd anybody else
you eam omich tied wp and given the same
done,**

“Feor iying. O Ruler™
“Ne, for tweliing the truth. What we want
in this thing s & happy mellim—peitber aioe-
bl nor truth, but lots of entbustasrm sod all
e ooy we cas get bold of™

laid
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engineer listening to his st
versing Ia low tones aver

wan the Dakotm traln, breathed a
reilef.

“¥all” he continued, “Ay tank Ay
'bout fas' ‘s relrode tram, Ay bot
to Sout’ Dakots, en tecket mon
ma sax tollar feefy cenis en tole
phkal go tran tonight. Ay mest t
hore haleways en ben runm lak yack rab-
bl

Just then the reply catme from head-
quarters. “Youw're to g0 on, Jim sald
the bearer of the order. “and we're to get
out a freight engine and send back from
here for the man you struck.” The Swede
became [nterested.

“Vat fur dees enyine go back™" he asked,
and then some of those sianding mear
looked at him for the first me. His hat
was gons, his clothing was in strings, and
what there wan of It, as well as the ex-
posed portiona of his husky porson, was
covered with thick mud,. Some one ex-
plained in 5 few worda, ‘The traln was
Juat moving,

TAY tank Ay get tam guds yoke on
relrode tran” he chockled. aa he climbed
the steps of the smoaking car, And then
as he moved away into darkness be yeiled
back to the Nitle group:

“Ay got yoke on relrode tran! Ay bane
!Pl;w: fallar masall."—5t. Paul Ploneer

TesA.

SPANISH WAR WIDOws,

Experiences of War and Naval Of-
ficials With Them.

Some grewsome isles come from the
War and Nava! Departments apropos of
the removal from Cuba to this country
of the remains of those kiled in the
recent war. Not loog ago, & widow of
one of the victims of the battls of Santi-
ago called at the MNavy Department 1
wish,” she sald, “to securs the remains
of my huaband. who was burled In Cuba,
which I understand to ba among those
soon to arrtve.” The official to whom this
cequest was preferred asked her to con-"
slder, suggesting that It was much bet-
ter that her husband, the Nation's herno,
shauld le at Artington among those who
fell with him In battle, where his grave
would be always cared for, and where
she could wvisit it from time to thme,
but whether she visited it or not, others
would reverently lay wresths upon the
mound.

“1 know."” sh cadmitied, ““we should be
grateful for the care testowesd tpon the
rmaves of our dear ones, but § Jenire—
oh, so much'—that the body of my hus-
band shall e beside the remains of my
children in the litte cemetery at home.
My parents lie there, I shall he lald to
rest close by them, and I should be hap-
pler to know that what Is left of my hus-
band wus thers near wa.” No argument
that Mr. X. advanced availed to move the
determined woman.

“T am morry to tell you" he sald, f-
mally, prowing quite desparate, “but In
the ciimate of Cuba wood decays very
mpidly, and the coffics holding the re-
malins of those who dled were found, in
many instancea to have all gone to
pleces, and the bones aull fallen together.
While we know that in each grave six
were buried., we cannot establish the
Wentity of the bodles, s0 It would, you
see, be guite Impossible for me to sap-
arate the body of your husband from
those of the five comrudes with whom he
was buried.” The heart-broken widow
paused for & moment in deep thought
“"Would you mind,” she said, “giviog me
one of the six? I will take my chancea™

Anather woman, it is sald, wrote to (he
War Department. asking If the remains
of her hushband, who had been killed in
Cuba, would be brought to this country,
as she was most anxious that they
should be buried in the family plot in
the local cemetery. Reoelving a prompt
answer in the afMrmative with the assur-
ance that the Govermment would pay all
expenses, the thrifty widow repifed: “I
nm grateful for the good news you send
me, but If {t (s all the same o the Govern-
ment I should prefer to let my husband's
body remaln in Cuba and receive Instead
a4 check for the amount the Governmenat
would sxpend to send It hither. I have
nesdl for the momey Just now.' ' —Leslie's
Weekly.

AT CROSS-PURPOSES.
New Cook Hoa Difficalty in Making
Known Her Name.

We telephoned (o the Intelligence office
for a cook. As Annle was the only name
given on her card from the office, we in-
quired her surname.

"Annie,” 1 sald, “what is the rest of
your name?"

“That (s IL™ was the eeply.

“Yes,” I continued, 1 know your name
is Annle, but Annie what ™'

*“That is it, 1 tell you, missue,” she said
with a broad smile.

“You have two names, surely.” 1 In-
asted., “a first nume and o second nAme
Now, what ls your second name?’

“Oh. missus,” she exclaimed. with poma
Impatience, "1 tall you that Is 1.

With rising displeasare, thinking she
wes trifling, 1 saild, very decldedly, “Your
name |s Annle what™'

“Oh," she eried, enthusiastically, T am
so glad you know! I think you will never
know. Yes, that iy {t!™

For a while I sat in sflent despair, the
girl syelng me with a rusful countenance.
Finally a happy thought struck me.

“Annle,” I sald, very mildly, “what
your fathaer's name?"

“Micheel,” was the doleful renly.

“Michael what? I almost gasped, feals
ing that I had suddenly become a parrot.

But, llké the eternal “Nevermore” aof
Poe's raven, cams the echo, "That ks 11

A sudden (llumination! Perbaps mine
fa the dull brain.

""What do you put on your father's let-
ters?’ I mext Interrogated.

“That Is what I must put on, or he
would not get them,"” wus the sobbing re-
sponse

Unwilling to give up after such a trial
of patience on poth sides, [ asked, gently,
“"How do you spell 117

Slowly came the solution of the enigma
—""W-a-c-h-."—Lippincott's Magazine.

Is

New to the Telephone.

Hore l» rather o good story, which has
als¢ the merit of being (rue.

A large firm In Aldershot recently ens
guged for the office a youth from the esun-
try, part of whoss duties It was to attend
the ielephone in his master's abssnce.

When first called upon to answer the
bell, In repis to the usual guery, “"Are you
there?™ he nodded assent.

Again the question came and =t{ll aga'n,
and cach tme the boy gave an answering
nod.

When the guestion came for the fourth
time, however, the boy, lo=ing his temper,
roared through the telephone:

“Man, are you blind? 1've been nodding
my head off for 1he last half bour,"—Tid-
Bits,

In Early Days.

1 don't belleve,” sald the young man
“that mny man eover coarted a woman
without relling les™

“There waa such courtship once sald
the middle-aged man,

“When you were young?™

“Huh! I'm young yet. I meant back In
the early days of the race.  In those days,
you know, when & wman loved a women
e smeaked up and knocked her out with
& club and ook her to his jonely home,
and they lived bappy ever aflgr,”=Iodlan-
apolls Freas .
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The fght goes on and e world forgets
The place of that new-izade grave,
Hut a volos comen down from the stzrry sky
Anfl whispers, ““Well done, my brave,™
While up in heaven the rell la call
And sammbody answers “Eere!™
Feor he was a soldier, a regular b
A regulor engineer,
—Robert D. Jordan In Brooklym Eugle.

The Moving Van Man.
When the buds on the branches are breaking
their botuda,
When the groeer his weming gets out,
When the strawberry bowes are flled to the
brim
And tomatoes Jook bealthy and mout,
You may think that the Spring has sabagsted
her signa:
That you camnot Sud mare: but you eanm.
You forgot in your birry to welcome the May
That It's time for the Moving Van Mas,

In the deys of his boybood, the Movicg Van
Man
Had & single fact wedged i his kead;
There is always "twizt piaces a dff rence In
thma,
In geography oftem ba remd.
Now, applying Eis knowledge to practical mse,
Is in manhond Immutable law;
That is why if you teil him you nesd him at
nine,
All hils retinoe comes about four.

Uh, the Moving Van Man, what a marvel he is!
What discretion, whst jedgment and exve!

Hs will give the plans te tws of hla men,
While he concentrates 8ve oo a chalr.

H= can break up & home with ridiculous ease—
He's adept In o matter llea thal;

Ta appreciate faully, however, his shill,
You sbiould see him ot work In a Hat

Bwest Indeed are the nowes of the bird in the
tree:

He can move by himself and he's giad

Hear the rosr of the ssvage with bouse buill of
Treds,

Who can just biff it down if he's mad

When he fumnished bis home In & weather-
prool tud, »

014 THogenss” wisdam began—

There are lots of us now who would dwaell In

a keg,
Just o boyooit the Moving Van Mo,
—Arther H. Folwell ia Brooklyn Eagle

Toast of the Army,

Where s the bambos Cltles

"Ml Ortent swamp and cans;
Whers paim and sapodilia

Wave rreen ¢’or Spanish Main;
We toast our colore streaming—

The btanuer of the free—
And, eyes and glasses brimming,

We drink. oh land, ta thes!

The white, ertsp, Northerwr Winter,
The broad, etill platos of spow,

The fair and sunny Southland,
Where scented breezes blow;

The bustiing mart and maricet,
Whosa bulldings skywerd stand,

The wastes of pear and eactus
Along the Ris Grande.

Oh, tur deseried quarters!
Oh, path and lane and strest!
The scanes that now, as exiles,
We find we hold owest sweet]
The' fattered are our bodies,
Our hmrts may truants be;
And so, tonight. & legion,
Wae drink, dear lxnd. to theal

Acroas the miles of water
We bear the flag we jove—
One country and ons embism,
Uhe cause all else above.
Forgive us §if wa fMiter
(Thy soms who wilsly roam)
An & while, In il _
The woldier thinks of home
—Edwin L. Sabis in Laslle’s Weakly.

Spring, Gentie Spring!
The alry liiac's blowing
In every talils d'hote,
The festive beck s Howing,
Tato the blusbicd’s note,
And wiils the sglle goat
FPerforms the saguadiils
Upon the rock remots,
Fetch on your sasapariliat
The farmer's madly hoslng
Without a hat or coat,
The herry's brightly glowing
TUpen tha fizz afioal
Too lasy sow (o tote;
We shed our old chinchilla
And o'er the prompect gloat.
Fetch on your sassparillal
Oli, while the fhacghal's crowing
We for the “broller’” vote—
The apple blossoma soowing.
The ball Send wpiits his throat
With words we cannot gquots,
And for the rural villa
We run to catch the boat.
Feteh on your mmsaparilint
ENVOL
Oh, while the skipful shoat
fikime nature’'s bright mantilla,
With Joy we simply bloat.
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kindor grinned at me, you koowe
Tock such & int'rest in the show,

Bat theo' the play, an’ Iaffed an’ eried,
An' chesred an' hollered, too, besids;
Man next me (old me ‘tweuldn‘t do

Bald funny how I Hiked that show.

Next night [ sean the play, an’ Desty

The mamygsr was Rindes vexed,

The bhurrah Business T went theo'

Applacdin® of the angenco.

The girls In town looked loast mite quesr,
AR’ there was talk I dida't heas:

1 jes’ foun” out the hotel that

The tagrnoo was stoppln’ at—

Folks winked an’ sald ‘twarn’t bard to Enow
Why | was stuck oo that thers show,

Well, ov'ry night 11l Saturday
I paid to see (hem sctors play, ' =
Ax' then, afore the cloatn’ show, ! e
1 want te her hotel, you kaow: ."
Made up my ming 1o ke In sight— -~
When she came out | thought | might ~
Joew ppeak up alee an® bright an’ ail,

Ask could T ses her to the hall

Soene fellerx roun’ was jealous, the'—
Thought [ was goin® with ihe showl

I basin't walted long afore
The angencs csmne to the door, 5
An' looked aroun’ an' kinder smiled-— —
Gee! warn't them other feilers wildl
S0 then I Uppsd my Bat an” bowed,
An’ asked hor would 1 be allowsd:
Rut she fos’ laffed an” stared in doubt—
Bald., "Toes it's mother know It's outT™
Folkn wundered why I didn’t go
On Batundar to ses the show.

—earge Taggart 1a Dramatie Mirror,

A.

=

My Pa an' Ma.
My pa he 8 the wises' man, I o'pose, you ever
(2o s ™
He knows [us’ why mes” all thiogs is, an®
knows jus” what they mesn.
wn & beap mord 'har my ma, "causy
Ba's & maAn, You foe;
He ata’'t a woman like sbe in, though tol'ble
gl to e
But when | ask him questions ‘bout the thingm
T'd ks to know, =
He sort o' scowla =t me at Ore’, a0’ then ba
aAnswWers s
“Po go away!
Dom't bother me!
'm busy now!
Say, can't you mseel™
Dut when [ stk my ma, why, then she allers
ana’ers me.
I'd lsarn x sight if she knew things almos® as
well as bhe,

Hn

When pa an’” Mr Jotes sits down an' talkan
bour or less,

1 wish the Presiden’ could hear: he'd learm
some things, | gue=s,

"Bout why the country sin't worth sbucks, an®
why 11 orto be

My pa he makes them thisgy so clear that even
I can nee.

He proves how ever'ihing shouid be, an’ how
it's all amies,

But wihen I sak hitn questions, then be ahe
swers mo lke this:

“Oh, ren awsy,
om foolish Iadf
Guestions llke yours
Wil drive me mad!™

But ma sho teils me all she knows,
moch has to P

T wish shs knew an much as pa, far them [
Judge T'd know.

Ag' yot my questions alli fs "bout the things
baors lles 10 know,
I maked him once, I recolles’, why things T
drop dan't go
Up In the alr instend of down, the way they
allers do:
asce 1 aaked If God gits tired of holdin®
otice, oo,
way men sever doos, pe says, I sak such
thingy o thes-
P seowls an’ says, although [ ask him
with a “pleasa™ :
", ren away i —
An” then I'm fired—
“Questions s yours
Do maks me tired!’
But ma she an'sers all she can, an' holds me t9
har bhreast—

an' that

An'

Tha

the mos®, bBut m8
nbe loves me Dest

= - “.ﬁ‘l"l"hlﬂl.h‘f in §. F. Examiner.

The Whistling Boy.
A merchant went in the Bummer time
To a pleasast. peacetul, pastorzl clime,
Whers the roadwaysrithoned the acres through
And the fruit of the farmmer's labors grew.

He walked alony n'hr.!v the hidden cholrs
Toused plaintive notes to the vitvant wires
Of Zepherus, that csught the thril]

And fNeshed iz sweets o'¢r grove and hill

His penses woke 0 A mossure new,

A hallowing peace did bhis miad Imbue;
And ko pacsed ar he folt lts Benstice

like & spirit passed to the realms of Dites

As there he stood In the Dowersd way,

He caught the notes of & happy lay

That came from & lad In the cornflald wide,
TWho whistied the whils his hos he plied.

Hes watehed the boy as from hill to hill
He swung the boe with a sturdy will,

And the harder he worked the fullor vent
He gave to his lips’ accsmnpanimant.

“Ah, there,” msald the merchant, by impeidl
e,

“In & sonu of man whom work makes glad!™

Then Bé wentl to the boy In tattered blouse

And smgaged him to work In his cousntings
house.

The youth took hold with industry grim,

Fuot he brought his whistle along with him,

And n Just two days iis charm gnve o'er,

And the whistisr was kizked through the office
door. —Bomton Courles,

Strawberry Shorteake.
fofily comes the memary fAowing,
Baftly as the zephyrs blowing

From the lake!

And 1 think "mid business cares
(f the luscious shartcalie squarcs
Mother ¢ bake

With ths mlling-pin before heg
And a hot range to assure her

Fhe would start; -
And abe'd have the pastry heaping,
With the glant berries peeping

Fuor the heart.

1 ran see the syrep dripping

And & luscious berry slipplag
From beneath:

And the pasie was goiden yellow

And the berries made a fellow
Bite his teeth.

flut I'Il never tasts hor squal;
No, there'l] mever be o seqnel
To her brand:
For 1 board, and I am getting
Ehorteake with cnie berTy selling,
Full of sand. —Chicago Newn

Lament of Oom Paul

© give me back my spruits and kopa,
My koples and my kisofs,

My kraals and neks, my <rifts and dorts
Now tramped hy British hoofs;

My Blosmfontcln and Springfontein
Hare lost the bloom of Spring;

Prom Spyfontein and Stingfentein
The winds dad odors bring.

From Ladysmith and Harriemith,
And Ladybrand we trelk,

Prom Magrrefootein, Jagrrafeatain,
Kip Drify, Latng's Nk,

From Dreif tn sad Buallf
The ery is walted, “Gut™

While all that's left in Nitfontein,
VWhese wsyerything s WL




