4 abe went on smoothly:

A

|
SUNDAY

i Y, T

OREGONIAN,

LAND,

MAY 90,

p o 7

“Ile Suushine Song.™
You got ter dig of you gits de gold
En riss Mum yo© sisepin” bed:
You can‘t mek hay of you stop ter hold
De embrelin over yo© head!

Oh, workemn,
Time a-gwine “long.
You eun't mek hay
O de maiay day—
You mus’ sing dr sunsbine song!
Dey sin't no use for ter tell yo' pain—
Ter weap in 4o lopesome night;
Duy sin't no use fer ter pray fer ain
Et de win' aln't blowin' right!
O, workers,
Time w-gwine "long:
You can't ok hay
On & rainy day—
You mus’ sing de sunsbine song!
—Atianta Constitution,

WANTED TO SLEEP ALONE

Little Grorgie Tells of “Paw's” Dis-
astrous Expericnce With a
Foldiang Ded.

Lant wensday nite pay came Home all
axxited.

“Maw,” he Says, “1 bet you Dom't no
what. I bot a Folden bed today."”

“What on erth DId you do thet For?T
maw ast h'm,

“Becoz It was a Bargen™ paw EayE,
“The grate trubble with so menny Peaple
in this Life is they Don't no How o grasp
thare Opper chewnateys, Sposen I would
of Lot this chanct Go by and sum Day
we would need & Fulden bed and Ceuldent
got one for less than seventeen Dollars
Then we would Look back and Be sorry,
but now We won't ever Haft to Do that
One of the men in the Blore’s Broke up
Housekeapun becos his wife thot 1t was
cheuper (0 Bord than advertise for Gurls,
80 He sed If | wanted the Bed he would
sell it Por six Dollars., Il be Out here
tomarre, and I Gess 1 better use It Enny
Wiy, becox | want to Sleep alone”

Maow dMn't Say mutch till wfter the
Bed onme, then She told paw She diden't
beleave in things of That kind becox pree-
ple were always coming out of Them a
&ood Deal the worse for ware and Talr,

One Fault of “Maw.™

“Yea" paw says, "1 no Sutch Thinge
Happen, but you offun hear about poepie
that bic out the Gass, too. Dan't you?
That's one falt I haft to find with you
Maw. You can't seem to Get! over the
idea that I'm a ninnosunt agriculcherist
thai came Into the grate sitty 1o stay over
nile umd never got yoost 1o slespen on en.
nything But a feather Bed. and drinking
Coffey out of my sosser. It seems strange
that you never lurnsd to Have more oos-
fadunve In me™

That nite After paw let the Bed down,
he snye :

“Now 1 am agoln’ to Get the FPumt good
nite's rest I've had for years, It a sine

that peeple are far remooved frum the
Bavidges when they begin to Want 10
Bleep nlone. Peeple that haven't Got

mutch reflinement mixt Into thare naltch-
ers yol Don't mind sleeping n Rows ks
some Kinds of amamule But the farther
away o purson Gets from Being a dum
Brult the more they want to Bleep alone,
I've felt this Fealln' growin' on me for a
Long time."

8o paw went 1o Bed and Left the Door
open and pritty soomn he Got te Sleep*n
en peacefull ne n Lam and the Falden
bed seemed to ngres with Him all rils,
Fut when maw tried to put the pupp out
for the nite he &ldn't want te go and

skooted Into paw's room and Under the | long dreases this Winter. He flashed an

Bed. 1 gese be must of tride to Stralten
up when he got under and Give the foot

of the Bed a sturt Bacozx the first Thing | might not be impaired by this heresy, but

we new it went Shut llke o nife Blade
after you press 1t a Little, and
Was nedde with His hed Down and His
Fout up,

“Paw™ Gurgled Some.

Paw kind of gurgled woms snd Maw
Hojlered help and we Got the hired Gurl
and her Bo 1o come In from the Kitchen,
a0 when we Let paw down he was too
Bizzy tryin’ to Keteh his brath to ast for
enny purtickulass. He Got §# all rite In
time,

Thet we found whare they Ust te Be
a Hook to ketp the Bed from fiying shut,
but it was broke off. The girl's bo sed
he would give paw s Dollar and forty
sents for the Bed becor he had a nenemy
he could semt it to for & Burthday pres-
ent.  Paw stond up With a Sheat rapped
arcound Him and Polnted nt the Door with
s Look of Skorn, mo the girl and Her bo
went back to the kitchen,

The next moming paw rose erly and
sawed the folden Bed to pences Belore
brvakfast. Then he Toll maw:

“That'e what 1 eall a Cheap bargun. If
thix wouldn't of Happenad the Hole fam-
by mite of Got smuthered in folden Beds
some tfme. But 1 &'pose 1t would Be oo
mutch to think a Womun could look at
autcen o thing flomofickie.—Georgle, In Chl-
cago Times-Herald

CHANGED HIS MIND.,

Wife's Heady Acoguicscence Upset
His Equilibhrinm.

“My dear,"” sald Witherby, T bave been
thinking the matter over after recently
realing a very senaible article on the
subject, and I have concluded that 1 |
should dic 1 should want ¥you to marry
again™

Mra. Witherby looked up with s half-
quizzical expression

ence and ls pretty apt to get the right
kKibhd of a hushand., Why, then, should
she remaln siugle, unprotectsd and niono
for the sake of an idle sentiment, when
for the rest of her life she gan lve In
comfort and happiness. | agree with you
perfeoctly, my denr.”

"You do, do youT" said Witherby, sav-
agely pulling out of his pocket and lght-
ing the one-too-many cigar tha: he hadn't
intended to smoke. *“"Well, I'll just tell
you cne thing right here. Before 1 give
you a chance to enrry outl any such deep-
inld scheme as you evidenmtly have had
In your mind. why, if necessary, I'l Hwve
to be & thousand " —Harper's Basar,

TAKING BABY'S PICTURE.

All Hands Take a Hand at Getting
Him to “Look Pleasant.™
Mother—Now, sit up stralght!
Aunt Jane—There, that's & dear!
Neighbor—Oh! len't be 100 sweet!
Babw—Goo!
Photographer—Just a Ifttle farther for.
ward—here

Baby—Ya-ya-a’

Bister—Don't ery, old tootsy-toot, and get
all soowly-owly-owl!

Neighbor—We'll not let naughty, strange
man shoot.

Mother (rmly)—Hse never set up such a
howl!

Aunt Jane—See, baby, see!

Sister—Bow-wow!

Nelghbor—Ba-ba-a!

Mother—Oh, what a pitty pleture baok!

Photographer (Jingling
baby.

Sister—What o dariing!

Baby—Ys-a'!

Aunt Jane—Does baby wunt the birdle?
Look?

Mother (triumphant)—He's all right
now,

Nelghbor—The little man'

Photographer (wiping hiz forehead)—

Please place him as he was before,
want him laughing?

Mother—If we can,

Slster—Chie, chle.

Baby—Gou-goo!

Photographer—We'll try once more.

Aunt Jane—Hi-dlddle-dldidle!

Photographer (rattitng keys)—Baby, see
—elink, clink!

Nelghbor—Toal. toot!

Aunt Jane—Hi-diddle-day!

Bister—He lcoks ne solemn as ecan be,

Mother—How quecr! He pever ls that
way!

Bister—The precious dear!

Nelghbor—The Ittle judge!

Baby—Goo-goo!

Aunt Jane—He knows!

Nelghbor—Of course!

Baby—Goo-goo!

Mother—Well, take him sober. He'll not
budge. He's ke his fath—(baby laughs.
Photographer snaps the shutter.).

All the women {admiringly)—There!
Haby knew! (Photographer, wearlly, but
thankfully, wiprs his forehesd).—Edwin
L. Sabin, In Century,

You

PATRIOTISM LET LOOSE.

Paralyzed by Hin Up-to-Date Dangh.
ter's Saperfor Knowledge.
After be had helped the plates and ve-
tofd the baby's propesition to sit with

Mother—Come, btaby, come! |
Aunt Jane—Yes, baby must. |

keys)—Here, |

b
work. I began to feel mighty mean
about that time, and to make matters

worse 1 got a cold. Then both legs be-
gan to work. and for two weeks T laid
flat on my back—and worked. Ouch’® that
leg In sore as—well, if 1 ever go near a
doctor agaln just let me know, will you™
and he limped out of the car on his
crutches toward his cffice—Detroit Free
Press,

MUCH IN A NAME.

Stramge Things One Sees and Hears
In Detroit Restnnrant.

“I"ll have a little of that pot-luek.,” mald
the oleaginous ¢ustomer to the chef of a
modest lHitde restaurant on a side street.

She promptly brought him some vegeta-
ble goup,

“What's on your time table?™ asked a
hurried-looking customer, who slammed
the door on a dog's tail and caused gon-
ernl commotion. Looking at the bright,
new bill of fare he asked for some “‘links,*
& coupling-pln and an olling tank.

“I'll hev sum o' them there mashed pe
tatys painted brown,” sald the man with
the piece of blilinrd cloth over his eye.

The chef brought him a plece of pump-
kin ple, and told him to look out for the
paint.

“A lttle chalk, please.,” and this man
was gilven some milk.

“Gimme a Nttle of esverything'
quested a lsan, hungry-looking man,

And she 414, He got a plece of mines
ple.

The chef explained. »

“That fAirst man—the one that called for
pot-luck—s a gambler” she mald. "The
second one, as you may have judred, Is a
raflroad man. By Tinks’" he means sau-
sage. A ‘coupling-pin’ = what goos with
I, and an ‘olling tank' is a cup of coffee.
The countryman that calls pumpkin ple
‘mashed potatoss painted brown® has been
in hers saveral times, and bhe always usss
that term. He had to point out the ple
the first ttme, as | couldn't think what on
earth he meant. The man that calls mince
ple “a lttle of everytbhing' used to keep a
restaurant himself, and I guess he knows
what he is talking about. Oh, this Is a
great business, and we have queer cusio-
mers and hear dlghes designated by pecu-
liar terma.

Then the chef went to fill an order for
some “‘boarding-house mystery."—Detrolt
Free Press
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CAUSE FOR ENMITY.

Travers' Gont Eats Tall OO0 Koop's
Fine Mare.

Henry Travers and Otto Ecop, who Itve
A few doors away, have long been the
closest of friends. But now they never
speak as they pass by, and 'tia all owing
to Travers’ gont and Koop's long-tafled
bay mare.

The bay mare had a tall that reached
the ground and the goat an appetite that
was Indlscriminating and enly limited by
bis ambulatory and reaching powers, But
the horse's tall, instead of sweoplng the
floor us of yore, Is now but a Jagged bhunch
of hatlr, fully a foot and a half awny
from the ground. The facts In the case
are somewhal hazy, but Mr. Koop says:

“My heart ls almost broken. Why, the

both fest on the table after kicking over |
the coffee pot, this patriotic cltizen of
Plety HII thought 1t the proper time to
discuss Washington for the children's
benefit. He first told the hatchet fable to
the smaller ones, and came out strong on
the moral.

“But that is denled.” Interrupted the
elder daughter. who s wearing her first

paw | prossed

| pox™ he sald as he dropped into m seat
| In a Third-avenue car the other morning.

|

“That's & strange doctrine for you to |

profess.”” ahe nall, calmly.

“Well,” sald Witherby, *“there has I:-I

ways bean & good deal of tommmyror
aboul second marriages, and after all, it
we view the matter In 5 sensible light,
there ls no reason why & woman ghouldn't
marry again”
Mrs. Witherdy had not lived with her
» husband for 14 years without knowing
something about him

“That s trua” she sald, still more
calmiy. “And a mutter which 1 have
often thought about. Ssntiment Is all

very well, of course. but it lsn't practl-
cal. A woman might make a mistake
the firs: Ume—"
Witherby started to interrigs her, but
*1 don't say. they ali 30, of course. But
by the Ume she I8 ready to marry ngatp
ehe bae had & certaln amount of experi-

awlul frown wpon her, and meant to hurry
alsng that the sublime falth of the “kids"

the dnughter had no Mea of being sup-

“And 1 just read the other day.” she
went on, “that he had a horribly violent
temper. It was somelhing frightful when
he got to golng.*

Baby's attempt to swallow & dessert
spoon made a welcome Interruption, and
the fnther hranched off to the farewell
address. Tt was one of the most beay- |
tiful, soul-stirring and impressive things |
in the English language. It was superb—

“But I just rend in a January magasine
that Washington @8id not write It at all,
The author—""

“Gio to your room, young lady. You
skeptics would have Interrupted the Ser-
mon an the Mount. Bacon wrote Shakes.
peare. Half the authors have been pla-

inrists The Bible I not authentie.
ung is real, mot even the toothache.

worldl's golng crazy. 1 say that
Washington never told a e, He wrote
his own spesches. He was first in peace,
first in war, and firat in the hearts of his
eauntrymen, Catch that bady ™

But it was too inte. The patriotic lttle
chap, In his excitement, had kicked him.
self over backward. a shower of dishes
submerged him, and the subject of Wash-
Inglon wan by taclt consent, put over for
8 year—Detrolt Fres Pross,

TOOK ALL RIGHT.

No Wonder the Man Looked Mighty
Pale and Peaked.

“1 don’t think | will sver have small.

His face was puale and peakaed, his eyes
sunken, and be looked as though he bad
been sick for six months,

“Don’t do 1o go without weceination, ™
oautioned his friend.

“Vacclnution! I'tl dle before I'm ever
vaocinated again*

Then he told of his troubles. ““You see
1 got & Nitle nervous n Sew weeks B0
and went 0 & doctor and was vaceinated
1 walted & week, and It did not take, and
&0 1 went agaln. He vacclnated me on
the other arm., That didn't take, and I
went back again,

“'Sometimes M will not take In  the
arme when it doen elsewhere on the body,'
sald the doctor: so he waccinated me on
my right leg.

“I bad had enough them, but my wife
was nsrvous und insisted that 1 go again.
8o 1 want the fourth time. The phywictan
tried the other leg. For a few days I
couldn’t see any sgns of its working, and
then all of a sudden my right arm, the
one that was vaccoinated frwt, begen to
worlke It simply wouldn't stop, and the

tall of that horse was the best part of it
I wouldn't bave taken 500 for that mare,
but now look at 1t! That confounded goat
of Travers' had to come In here and chew
off ita tall and disfigure the finest-looking
horse In Taledo, Why in heaven's name
didn’t Travers feed his old billy goat se
that he wouldl stay at homs instend of
trespassing around chewing up horses’
talis. It'a a biamed shame, and I'm going
down town o ses & lawyer friend of mine
and see If | can't get damages. No, the
mire ain't much of a runner or trotter,
but you just ought to have seen that tail
I'll kick a lung out of that goat If I get
& chance.”™

“Kick a lung out of my goat, will he?™
indignantly snorted Mr. Travers when
told what Koop had sald. *'Just Jet him
try I, Damages? Flddlestickn! How i
he to =ue me? I didn’t eat the tall Why
doesn’t he keep his stable door shut If he
is so particularT™"—Toledo News.

Couldn’t See It In Same Light.

They haven't besn married long, and
they are as loyal®ard devoted a young
couple as ever made the confirmed bach-
€lor search for & new argument against
matrimony. She has pronounced and orig-
inal ldens upon domestic economy, and In
this and other ways she strives o make
her husband's home a perfect Utopia. She
Is trring to temch him to forget that he
ever belomged to a club,

There was a jove-1it smile upon her preat-
ty face when hubby came home from the
office the other evening,

"What s it, dear”™ he asked, observing
the glow of enthusiasm that shone through
the moft, peach blown cheeks and spark-
led In the Hohinoor-like eyes.

"1 made 12 cents today.” sald she, and
her rosebud lips parted In a prideful curve,

“That s0, dear: how did that huppen®™

“Why. I sold § cents worth of rags—
and—and 3 cents worth of hottles—and—
let me se™—

“Yea, that's 12 cents. Where doos the
other cent come In™

“Oh, yeo—yes—now | remember—an old
pair of your trousers for the other pen-
ny."

No Napoleon of finance ever looked more
sailsfied or smiled with so much self-com-
placency after a sucoeasful monetary deal
as did this falr young wife when ahe had
related her little commercial accomplish-
ment. And she Inoked sorely grieved when
he smiled avdibly. It was really the firm:
misunderstanding. —Detrolit Free Press

His Clever Strategy.

The head of the household was late get-
ling home. He was very late. It was
long past sidmight. Indecd, the Nttle
clock on the hall mantel had Just struck
} o'clock when he came walking in He
had been out with the boys, and his wife
reproached him
"Why, It's early yet. It's not late™
Just then the clock sounded one, two,
throe
The wife looked at bim with grim re-
buke. He caught her aye and Jerked out
this reply:

“Well, now If you want to belleve that
damed dollar-and-a-half clock before
Your dear hushand it's all sight.”

It was a wimilar occasion, only mors go.
At this time he was a lttle drunker than

urunl. His step was unsteady, but he had

left arm got the fever, and began to

not lost his courtecus manners, She met

Rudyard Kipling sat In his tent, with
his hands over his face, and ever and anon
& half-suppressed sob shook his well-knit
frame. The commander of the Skinn
sikill Lancers looked at him appreh

making a bluff at the roll

1 “He stared at me a moment and then

mnld:
“ “Bee here, sonny, I've got am important

sively meveral times, and then golng over | hour.

to where the sublime bard sat. placed a
hand tenderly upon his shoulder and
saked:

“"What fs the trouble? Has the publish-
ing firm that was to pay you §1§ s letter
for that poem you wrote lmst week gore
into bankruptey®™

"No, no,” the agthor of “The
Vamplire” and ““The BAbsent-Minded Beg-
Ear” repllied, “it's not that, but I'm afrald
I'm slipping down from the pinnacle of

ETeattesa.

“What makes you think so?" the Colone!
nukad,

"“Well, here’s something T wrote to be
read at a ittle blowout the boys had last
night. Listen:

My bonnie s over the ocean,

My bomnle is over the wea,
And I'd give & good deal to just know that
My bonnie is thinking of me.

“Well,” sald the soldler, 1 don't know
why you should be so downcast over It
That's no worme than lots of the other

mt to meef. I'll be back In an
Here's your retainer,” he added,
| throwing down a quarter.

“But he never mace back. [ was jook-
ing at my pleturs the other day, taken
about that time, and [ cannot say that
1 blame him."—Detrolt Free Press.

HE MADE HER TIRED.

New York Drummer Has an Expe-
rience That Sets Him Thianking.
“Anything wrong?™ asked the hotel

clerk of the New York drummer, who

had fust got home from the West

“I was thinking,” was the reply. 1
rode from Toledo to Buffalo with the
prettisst girl 1 ever saw.”

“But that ddn't hurt you. Who was
she?"

“Can't tell.”

“You aidn't Introduce yourself and get
her card (n return?’

Mo

“No particular troubls, ¢hT™ solicitous-

etufl you've written lately.”

“1 know it! I know 1t!" the poet

re- |
piled, “but nevertheless, through it I am

foreed Into m realization that my relgn
&s the lsurcate of the earth must be at
an end. Nobody has sent it to America
by cable."—Chicago Times-Herald.

HE NEVER CAME BACK,

Would-Be Client Wanted Father
Rather Than %on.

The legal lights were discussing disap-
pointments with which they had met, and
this is the story one of them tojd:

“The greatest disappoiniment that 1 ever
met with happened at the beginning of my
career. | was young at the time, and in-
cilned to hold my parents responsible for
the handleap which kept me from the fame
and glory that I thought was my doe.

“My bright new shingle was somewhat

And Even the Moon Laughed

3%

555

A4

“Darling. be brave! My arms awalt thes!"

“Ah! my henrt’s best. we will 8y toguther
to a far-oft—-

i Iy insisted the clerk.
i “Well, It was this way,” repiled the
traveler, as he braced up for the expia-
natlon., “Bhe sat opposite me, you know,
|snd I tried for am hour to catch her
eye. Bhe simply ignored me mnd gased
out of the window, Then I rose and
handed her a magasine, but phe declined
with thanlks Ten minutes later I bought
the Intest novel out, but she sald ehe
didn’t care to read. Then I bought some
frult, but she would accept none. She
also ignored me when I tried to draw
her out on musle.”

“But you persisted ™

“Oh, yea, That Is, I was about to make
another attempt to enier Into conversa-
tion when the traln came to n Bait al a
town and the girl beckoned me over. 1
wis there In an nstant, and with the
sweolest smile you ever saw she asked
me If T would do her a slight favor.”
“With all my heart,”” I hastened to say.
“Well," she sald, smiling even more
sweetly, “suppuse you leave the train
here and take the next one that follows,
for you have made me dead tired, and 1
feel ke taking a nap.”

“Good graclous,” whispared the clerk.
“Yes. sir,” sald the drummer, as he
reached for a cigar, “and I want to go
up o my room and sit and think and try
and flgure It cut Ferhaps It's time 1
left the road and settled down at home.”
—Buffalo Courler.

Mixed in Transmission.

A Gormantown girl who usually gets
things mixed, wan the victim of & hoax
one evening last week., “Here's o puszle
for you to work out”™ sa'd a friend of
here, handing over a alip of paper, on
which appeared tho following, which she
sald might be translated Into a complete
sentence’ \

B. B. B. B. B. B,
DEWEY.
[~ ]
Mésny

973550
LIMBURGER CHEEEE

The Germantown girl puzszied over it for
vome time, and fnally gave It up. ""Why.
it'e easy,” anld her friends, “It readna:
‘Sigabee asent Dewoy esome Limburger
cheede.' " “'Yes” sald the victim, as she
scanned the lines agaln, “but where's the
‘sent’?™ *“In the Limburger cheess,” was
the reply.

Then everybody lnughed. and the girl
who had been caught determined to have
her revenge. The next evening at the
dinner tabie she worked It on her broth-
er. 1 give It up,™ he sald. "What's the
answer?' “Oh, It's easy,” sald the girl
“It reads: ‘Sigabea gave Dewey some
Limburger cheese.” " “Where's the
‘Bave’ T asked the brother. “In the Lim-
burger cheese,'" she shrisked. And she
worderad why nobody saw the joke—
Philadeiphia Recard

Evila of Good Adviee.

"Say,” said the man with the worried
look, *“do you remember giving me a lot
of advies on how to conduet my love af-
falrs about two monthe ago?™

“Yeo," replied the man with the wise
expression.

““Told me If I wanted to win the girl I
should make Hve to her mother!”

“Uk-huh."

“Sald If 1 could get the old lady on my
wide all 1 had to do was to toddle around
with a ring and say “When? to thes girl™

The wise man nodded

“8ald for me to compliment the mother
on her youthful appearance”™ continved
the worried man, “and give her a jolly
about how sad Rt was that the young
Indles of the present day were nol to be
compared with those of the past™

*Yes, yes. You won the girl

e T

“Yes I did—not. The old lady has
sued her hushand for divorce and me for
breach of promise.” —BHaltimore American.

I sup-

Unequal to Emergency.

One of the best siorfes that occurs to
me off-hand reiates to a Jew who kept a
sort of combination pawnshop and sec-
ond-hkand clothing store. One day he went
out and left the place In charge of his son.
When he camae back he sald: “"Vell, Isaae,
how vas business ven I was oud?”

“Business vas goot, fader,” the son sald;
“ferry goolL"

“Vat did you sell ™

“Nothings, but dot man wal buy de dia-
mon' ring yesterday coma buck an’ pawned
"

“Und did you sell him somedings olze?™

“No, fader, ‘e look as If e vas too much
Ldiscouraged to buy anyting."'

*“Und you call 4ot doing goot bizness? If
ha look discouraged, ¥y not sell him a re-
volver 7" —Life

His Denomination.

W. F. Cody had !n one of his companies
A Westerner. “Bronco BIIL™ A eertaln
missjonary had jolned the aggregation to
look after the morals of the Indians.
Thinkingthat Bronoco Bill would bear = 1it-
tie looking after also, the good man se-
cured a seat by his side at the dinner
table. and remarked, pleasantly: “This ls
Mr Broneo Bill, is It not™

“Yaas "

“*Where weres you born ™

“Near Kit Bullard's mill on Big Pigeon.”

“Religious parents, I supposs?"

“Yoans ™

“*What is your denomination?"

“My what?™

**Your denomination?™"

“O—ab—ynas Bmith and W M
Phfiadelphia Inquirer.
Her Toast.

There wa? & banquet given by a wom-
an's association recentiy, where one of the
prominent members was made tnastmas-
ter. Bhe was & bit puszied at first about
her duties, and consulied her husband.
He told bher the usual toasts that were
given nt men's dinners, and after a mo-
ment's thought she smid, “You men always
have a toast to the ladise, don't yoa ™
“Yen" bhe replied, “we always drink to
the ladies, God bless "em.” Bhe wrote a
Iine on her Mat of fomsts and showed ft
to him with a smile of triumph. It read,
"“To the men, God help ‘em."—Los Angeles
Times,

» POETRY

Hymen, the Hastler,
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Beo you later.
—=W. X L. in New Tork Sun

Constitute one more than
Halfr,
Thowe that lek my

Might as well live over seas
In Rusin Thers

Thay would hsve just as grest & share
In directing how

Things must be run

As

They have nowl

Two-Nflhs of tha

People here are foolsg
Ome-fANh are roguse;

Fifths are alwayw for me—
They ' re my

Tools.

Bea?

Tell with the other twe-
Fifths who

Have sense enough to sse!
They can't help themaselves,
And when

Election day

Comes along they'll step up and wols
For my straw men,

Anyway.

In the mesntime I stand
Around the cormer, and—

Excuss me while
—Thicago Times-Herald,

1 amila,
Scoutl Scout! Scount!

They tell one Rudyard Kipling's st the front!
(Who told you se? OB, I dan't know.)
To hear the song of battie's bioody brunt.
(Why, that's s bloomin go!
Yer don't sy mo.)
And In his almence an the firing line
T'm guing to ateal hie thunder fust one tims
And ahout a word of warning In a rhyme,
Seout! Boout! SBoout!
(There ain’t no Boers about!)
Do you think they're going to shout:
“This way''?
Truw're In khakl I've pe doubt,
And your heart Is good and stout,
Bu: you certaimly must scout,
Tommy A

When you're marching In the moming,
Tommy A..

(The afternson or evening or at nlght)
You absent-minded begmgar, 1t will pay

To scout a bit when there's no Hoers In sight,
And In hism seeming sl=snce don't get gay
Andl think that fightiog Boerm s just fool's

pliay.

They may be desd (but hardly turned to clay),
Ba

Soout! Boomt! Boout!
(There aln’t ne Heers abouth
e you think they' re going to about:
“This way!" T
You're In khiki, I've no doubt
And your beart s good ard stout,
Dut you certainly must scout,
Tommy A.

Bafore your poet sailed to be with you

(Which year of erime? Why, Jubliee timae)
Ha wrota a thing. and what [ say i true

It held & waming. Tommy, that's sublime:
“Last you forget™” that God in still above.
*Tast you forget” ihe greatest thing ls love,
The number of your mess, and when to shove,
You'd better learn 10 ¢

Soout! Beout! Reouwt!
(There aln't no Hoerm aboutl)
Do you think they're going to shout:
This way!"?
You're In khakl, I've no doubt,
And your heart is good and stout,
But you ocertainly must socout,
Tommy A
—WIifrid North. In New York Press. .

Forto Rleco.
He's jea’ a little feller, he's been growin' xing
o wild,
An' 1t seems to me we arter treat ‘lm gentie-
llke an’ mild,

An' jolly him along o bit an’ help "tm make
hia way,
An' not keep hollerin' at "Im, “Come an’ pay!

pay! pay®
He's jer’ a little foller, with a stout an® willin’

heart,

An' he's sure to prove a winoer if he gl= a
proper start,

fo remember when you're countin® up the

at your
He's jeo’ & little feller an’' be needs a helpin'
hand.

He dad an lovitstion sent by thess
Blaten,

It ain't quits right to leave "im hangin' wintful

At the gates;

We stated frem the first he couldn't hoe his

row alone—

Ia'a do the thing up proper an’ adopt ‘im sa

our gown.
We've helped 'im [n misforiune an’ he's grate-
ful for the same.
An' some day he'll grow up an’ more than
satinty the clalm;
Bo fur the prosent why not take a kind an’
stand T

generuas T
He's jor’ & littly faller so’ Ba®needs & helpin
hasd,

Ustted

- : =TWasinglon Star.

e———

The Atkinson Band.

Om the sitm Nitle reed he's elected to play.
One's foroed to comclude that the vent ln foo

smadl,
For be hulfs and be sweils In & way to appall.
¥ has an abdomen as round’s a balloenm,

bones,

But 1t sema that thelr sbhapes make no odds in
thetr tones,

And the short fellow swallows sa much of the
tube

As Is poked out of sight by the long-geared
rube.

—He's the Atkinson biscksmith with muscl-e
ke yow,

Swunds six In his stockings—is bg * “cordin®
tol™

And trallin’ btebind comes & Hop ¢ ‘my Thumbd
—A tem year-gld shaver who beats the bass
drum.

Tos, oddly assorted, but pray understand

"Tia Musiec that rules in the Atkineon Hand

—Blearrs In thelr put-up and marching, but,
say!

They're kings of the pike when they start in o
play.

Then it's tri-tah-lak and boum-tah.roum! The
people are fSccking from svery bhand
We're sure of a rout when the posters come

eut: A comcert at B by the Athkineon
Band.'")

All Bands round In & hollow square

—Apd “ray for the music that keeps them
there!

For the hide prows hot on the big bass drum
Em pompously furth the orators come;
Then. poum-tab-roum to the speaker's stand,
L=d by the Atkiznson Full Brass Band.
~Lewiston Evening Journal.

Little “Boba™ on Little Men.
I'm not s0 very lengthy up and down,
And I'm not wo very pondertus of girth—
Just a slender litie fellow, whose remown
l1a ringing in all cormers of the sarth!
Thers was little Neison who
Had some ginger In him, toa,
And litde Nap who ripped things right and
left;
So there's no use teflling ms
That the biggest man Is Do
Whe ean fils & claim to grestost beight or
bafe

I Bavs to climd upon & box before
I can get & ing across my camping steed;
I nm five fent high and fjust & lttie moes,
But still I'm quite & man, 1 am, ndeed!
There was Littie Phil and Grant,
Boih inclined to be but scant,
Thare was Farmagut. a ltls [silow, tool
Oh. the glant is all right
Till the time arrives to fAxht,
Then the Httle soldler shows what he can do!

I'm a bundle of gray matter and of grit,
You ean throw me down and sit on me, pers
hapn:
But I've let the people know that I am ‘"
And the loudest cheers are pot for talles
chapa!
0. Alexander, he
Was aboist the size of me,
And Wellington was not so very tall
Meat bas value in its way,
But it 't safe to sy
That the men ary siways Htile who aro smalll

They tuke me to the Boy' department when
I need a pair of trousers Or a hat;
Hut in the feld I'm aumbered with the men,
And my name i first upon the roll at that!
Thers was David loag ago,
DMl & job which went to show
That the littie man.is not to be desplsed,
And 1 rather think that I
Make it necdiess to deny
That & man is muail becnose he's ander slasd,

When the women talk to me they have to #DoR,
Because I'm only five feet and u few;
But it's not the bixgest roowter in the coop
That rules the Jguost or has the
view!
Cassar's girth was not so greal,
He wna just o Tenther-welght,
Hut e slashed arcund to somes extent !n Gasll
And perhapes you'll not agres,
Yot It somehow seems to me
That the litls men are biggest after all
-8 B Kiser

Khaki for the Milllon.

Slnee khakl has proved such Gn excelient dress
For our brathren to march apd to fight in
Pray, why shouldn't we who are pot at the

froot
Its ndvantages likewise delight In?
Its wesrers sro all of them load in its prales,
Not a volos can be heard to abuse It
Then, why In the name of the comfort we
seek,
FhouMin’t we bo permitted to use Y

For many of us, though noncombatants called,
Are wsureiy engaged with persistence
In fghtuing that fAght, dally growing more
fmroe,
Which has now to be fought for existenoa
And how can wa hope 0 a triumph obtaln,
Ur complain that Fate dossn’t supply one,
When we go through the fray In a padded
frock coat,
And & hat which perforce is a high one?

Too long we have groased ‘neath the burdea
we bear,

Content to be mere idle rallers;

Too long we have hugged cur sartorial bonds,
The impotent siaves of our tallors;

But now for the changing of wprds Into dends
Of time ihis I» surely the true nlek,

Bo, Instead of the trews, lot us put on pultess,
Ard rwplacs the frock coat with the tunlc!

So down with tha hat that is bheavy snd hand,
Of our comfort the loog-andured balker!
And up with the shape that impliss the most
cRFe—
Pe It helmet, or oap, or desr-stallonr!
*Tis ln war thme, weo know, that men oft over-
turn
What has been & reversd institation,
Let oo not, then, delay If we mean to achlove
The vng-dwired dress-revolution!

In those places where Londoners chiefly resort
There are rumnars poralstently flsating
Which report that = club bas already besn
Tormed
For the wearing of khak! prmmating.
Pe this as It may, If we wish to get rid
Of the gard which is merely for show meant,
If for fresdom In khaki we mesa to go In,
Why, this is the paychical moment!
—London Truth.

Great Schemes.
T'm golng to write greatl posma some daF,
Exactly when [ will not say,
Just now some things are tn the way;
I'll begin—well, & week from Tuesday.

There are plotures, oo, T mean to palngg

My plams, as yet, are a little falnt,

But my notions are really new and qualng,
As you'il see & wesik [rom Wednesiay,

A @rama grest [ have in mind,

As soom a8 I & plot can find,

Striking. original, refined,
Perbaps ¢ week from Thursday.

I hops to form & stock concern,

Etormous dividends I'fl sarn,

Til coupon bonds I have ““to burm,®
About & year from Friday.

Or, no—0T just invent a toy,
Bame stmpis gimernck to give loy
To sash surapturesd girl or boy— =
ll work on iBal next Saturdey. -
s

I can't deride whick scheme %o choose, \
Each idea seems too good to lose;
Meanwhile I'll take my Sunday snoost-=
Tomorrow's ouly Monday.
=Tuder Jeaks tn Woman's Homo Companichs

——t
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