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His Flrst Attempt.

Withowt a nossle for the hose,

He tried to wet the verdant lawn:
He placed his thumb wpon the end.

And then be turned the water on
A qoart or twe want up his sleove,

A mighty strentn went in his face—
Some water renched the grase, bhut he

Was the wettest thing about the plsce.

—Chicags Times-Herald
——

DRAMA OF THE PULLMAN

Mystification of Carlond of Expeet-
aut Passengers by a Seif-FPos-
seascd Young Man.,

The bridal couple boarded the train at
Buspension Bridge. He was a smooth-
faced, well-set-up young mnn, and she
WAk a sweet, pretty girl of a bride. There
was & large, very hilarious company ot
wedding guests to see them off. and as the
puir struggied from ihelr carriage to the
sletplug-tar they ware aimos! los to view
in showars of rice and fiying old shoew,
Even thls demonstration wae not oon-
pldered adequate. and a dosen or go young
men followed them to thelr seats and
youred mreams of rice over them and
down their bncks vntll the traln pulled
out, while the crowd on the platform
bowled joyfully.

The young couple stood the ordenl with
Ereat courage, and after the traln had
elarted 4id so wel]l that before long the
rem of the pussengers In the car left off
watching them and began turning in.

The next morning the interest ln them
gTew agaln, when section afier section of
the car was made up untli the beidai
couple’'s section stood alone with Its cur-
wnine #il drawn. This was the state of
things at § o'clock, and at £:30 there had
besn no change. Nine and a quarter past
came around, and still there was no sgn
of Jife from the Lridal section. When
shortly after half past 9 a slight, mysteri-
ous movement was apparent behind the
curthins, aimost a sigh of rellef went up
from the vest of the car.

He Appears,

The movement continued, Increased, un-
til suddenly, after an especlally vioient
agitation of the curtalns, they parted sufM.-
clently o jel a young man slip between
them into the aise. His halr was rumpled
and bis coat collar turned up, and he
cirried a traveling bag and varjous aril-
cles of wearing apparel 10 be donned in
the washroom. As the young man hur-
ried forward he seemed somewhat! puszied
Ly the almost smiling interest of the rest
of the car, tut of embarrassment he
showed not & trace.

When be had dleappearod the ear seitled
ftaelf 10 awalt the agreas of the bride,
But of she was about to make her ap-
penrance ahe showed no signs of It
MNelther pound por motion was diseernible
from the repesses behind the curtains. In
a litle while the young man came back
showing the freshened effect of cold
witer and halr brushes and moved the
Dottom of the curiaing aside sufficlently
to shove his bag under the berth. As he

rome o hie feel agnin, the car saw that
he was looking down reflectively at the
cargo of rice whirh covered the flnor. He

continued o regurd It for some time, fixea.
Iy. Then he ralesd hin eyes and sur-
veyed the car. There was
lesw unsuppressad smile on every face, but
ihe young man £t showed no embharrase
ment.  His eves traveled down one pide
and beck the other, and they were flled
only with a calm thoughtfuiness. Theon
he arrangrd the folds of the heavy rurtaing
with elaborate rolicitude, and tnally went

forward mgain and whisperad something
1o the porter. The ¢af, 10 & passengar,
would probably have gladly pald double

Iare 1o have Beard those half-dozen whis-
pered wordm The pretily mystery was as-
fuming proportions. But the porter only
rald:. “Yes, subh.” And then the young
man went over and sat down gmavely in
an end sest from where he looked smnck
into the face of every soul In the car.

By thls time 1 was nho longer Intersst
that moved the !nmates of the car: it
war palpltation of the beart. The alr was
erisp with expeciation. 1t geomed certaln
that the bride musi now make her ap-
pearance.

Oh, Herror!
The next moment the porter came down

the alele toward the Tridal section He
wae a fat and very black porter. For an
instant he paused before the sllent cur-

inina

Thets a thrill of horror man through

the car, and several men got ball way
1 thelr feet. With two swift movements
be had pulled the curtains wide apart |

and was thumping and pulling at some-
thing within! Arother Instunt. and horros
had give way (o amapement,
inside of the berth {mmediately oecame
visle 1o all who cared to see. The por.
ter war making up the section. The
bride bad vanished!

The car turped swiftly to the hapless |

bridegroom on the front gesl. An expres-
slon of Arcadiar simplicily rested on his
countéhanee

A few moments lnier the porter started
toward his llnen clomet, byt hall way down
tho alsle he was held up by bhalf n dosen
mule passengerr with wonder-stricken
faces.

"What has become of the bride?™ they
drmanded,

The porter soratched his head and looked

at them uncomprebendingly,. Then be
showed his teeth In a grin.

“Oh, the bridal counle w'at got on &t
Buspetnion Bridge?” be sald. “They done
left the train Inst mnlght They did'n

have thelir section made up. That grmman
down in fromt of the osr bhe had upper
one, 'n” he kicked, =0 | shifted him over
soot: ax the bridal couple Jefl.™

The oar turned agaln toward the young
man on the front seat. The expresson of
Arcading slmplicity was #]! with him, But
for the first time across his face there
glimmered a fuint, thoughiful smile

The hal! dozen male parsengers and the
‘® conmultation in the

)

B more or |

for the |

the front seat. The young man rose to his
Teet slill paniling thoughtfully.
- d softly. "I don't care

As the crowd filed toward the buffet car
some one in tho rear of the procession
began to whistle Mendelssohn's “Wedding
March,” Then the passengery in the seals
began to laugh.—New York Sum

“FPAW™ ON THE SILK HAT.

Explains Itz Importance As 8 Fac-
tor in the Boer War.

“How are they OGelting along with Lhe
Bore war?" maw ast paw the other Day.

“It's comin’ our way rite along.” paw
says, "Lord Roberts galns two or Three
yards every Ume thay Go down In a
Bunteh, and you no It's only & question
of Time when the Boyw'll ge! ncrost (he
Line if thay keep that Up long enufl."

“What 4o you mean?' maw told him

"Why." paw anserd, “you see It's Like
e Football game. Our side l» trying to
push sumbuddy acrost the Line at Pree.
toria and the Bores wants to kick a gosl
Down around Cape Town sumwhaire,
Nearly every morning Lord Roberis ¢s-
bles home that he Oalned a yard and a
Half or so on the 'Last down and It mokes
my Blud thrill with enthewsey Azzum.”

“It seems to me," maw Bays, “‘you must
of Chainged your mind Laltly. I thot
you said at fAirst the Bores ot to Win?*

I no 1L paw assd. ““That shows a
purson Has bralns. When people chanpe
thelr mind sumtimes you can always lell
that They have reesuning powers, Don't
never ferget that, maw, and some Time It
mite help you to Understand Things that
didn't ssem the Balme to you before. 1
went Back on (he Bores after I thot It
all over sollumly. The Bores haven't Got
whare thoy are Reddy for self guvern-
munt, and that's the Salme trubble with
the people Over in the Fillapeens and
down in Cuba and Every place ¢lse whare
they Don't ware plug Hata™

“] don't mee what Plug hats have to Do
with it,” maw saym

The Great Clviliser.

“T no you Don't” paw anserd. *It's
sumthing that Hast to be Reasoned oul.
Look at the Enlitened peeple of the worid,
Whare are They? You don't see them
whare mon have Esgul fethers inated of
plug haté on thare heds, do you? No.
Wharever the men ware plug Hats sivvie
Isaabun has Come without mretched
Ii wings holding the Fare boon of freedum in
Her beak. The piug Hat ia the Grate siv.
viciger. Enny nashen that Don't ware
plug Hate ran't run a republick. That's
what made me Give up simpathipen with
the Bores. They are Only one plug Hat
amung them. That's Kruger's, and it's
47 years Behind the etlle, They haft o
keich up on Plug Hats before they wiil
ever be able o Have a land of the Free
and Home of the brave In Africky.

“What's the resson the Chinesse haft to
keep ot Plowun with a eroakud Stick and
JLieulr.l along without Birmwberry short
Cake or ward bommes? Hecoz they don't

ware Plug hats. Why do the People on

the South aea |lunds haft to live whhout

Brass beds and never no What #t I1s 1o
| mdvertize for anuther Girl Ewvery three
Days? They don't Have plug hats
| Why are the people of Kentucky alwayn
Shooting thalr nabers From behind Straw
sticks arnd things and settin fire To
{other peepi’s houses?T Its becoz thoy
"nﬂ‘tr seen a Plug hat two miles from
| the County seat. Wherever the plug Hat
| goes peeple Have Bucket shops and all
Inlle suloons and men llke Croker amd
| Quay that get Poilat Ticks down to a
| Bluntiffick Basls and other things By
which it &= Easy to tell that self-guvern-
ment has almost Got to be second naltcher
| to Them.

Hand in Hand.

“Plug hatm and Sivvie lsazhen Go hand
s Hand They are no Use Tryring to get
peeple to be Free and Eakwul enny whare
Till they get so they Have leaders walr-
ing Plug hate*

“Well” maw Told him, “why duzsent
|‘.F:ng].lnd qult 8hooten at the Bores then
| and P thare camp with Plug Hats some
! nite when They miten’t e on thare Gard,
0 & to make Them Better and nobuller,
or If England won't Do It why Don't the
| peeple In This Country that simpathize
ir::h them ralse Enuff munny to send a
Few Wagon loads of Plug Hate down to
them and over to the poor Bavidges In the
Fillapesns, 80 Thay could thro away thare
Gune and put on Thare hats and stand
up and sho they Had took thare place
amung eniitened nashens of the BErih™

“*They are no yooss trylng to expiane
nobul ssntaments to You," paw Saye like
if he wna getting Cross, “and & Purson
that Gowd 10 theeorizen where you are
| mite ax well Expect o Get undersiood by
n Flag pole as to think you Could see the
| difference between a simble and o Sack
of flower."—"Georgle,” in Chicage Times-
| Herald

| POOR MHS. JONES!

She Has Bad Leck With Her Latest
Hired Girl,

“My wife l¢ mad, and 1 don't blame
her, and 'l tell you why,” i@ Jones
yesterday.

“We kept bhouse for M yearn, and 1 Ag-
| ure that during that time we have had at
| ieast & hired girise good. bad and Indiffer-
| eot, but mostly bad, Beveral years ago
| Mre. Jooes was fortunste in securing &
Jewel of & girl, but ghe was Indiscreet
enough to brag sbout it around the nelgh-
borhond, with the result that one of the
nelghbors ebiticed her away under promise
of paying ber higher wages, and my wife
has not forgiven the woman that did it
to this day.

“Ever since she har had a dream that
rome day she would be lucky enough to
draw another prige In the hired gis1 mar
ket, and when she did she had her plans
all lnid 1o keep her,

“Well. the other day, the jowe! was se-
cured, and Mrs. Jones simply hugged her.
it with delight when she realised what
4 treasure she poasengnd,

“The gir! had only been with us one
week when Mro. Blank. one of our neigh-
bors, called, and casually remarked that
she saw we had another girl

" "Fen," anawersd Jirs. Jonem, with a
sgh. U'm only golag to keep her until

pudent, and doesn't know enough to start
the iur-luh bolling., She—*

““You're a lolr, mum! burst upon hes
sstonished ecars. and there stood the new
Eirl In the doorway, with all her Irish
Bp.  An' T'Il have yo understand, mum,
thot T'll not stay another minute in a
houne where they blackguard a poor,
hard-workin' gur-ri's character,’ and with
that sbhe fAsw to her room and packsd
up.

“Mrs. Blank has the girl now. and she
never loses a chance o tell what a trens-
ure she has, and how Mrs, Jones abuses
her girls, which makes my wile simply
wid.""—Detroit Free Press,

ENEW WOMAN HUMAN NATURE.

Smart Dodge of the Strawherry Mer-
chants of Brooklyn.

It wus on the Park Slope In Brookiyn.
Two men of mighty lung power were
climbing the hill on opposite eldes of the
sireel, bawling an offer of “‘Straw-ber-
Tiem, 5 cente a box—straw-ber-ries!™
Housewives and mald servants drew cur-
tains aside to peer at the bargaln: then
turned up thelr noses contemptuously at
the half-ripe fruit in tiny boxrs.

“Twenty-five cents for that? Huh!™
sald one of the womern, In & tone of con-
tempt.

“Herries s scarce, mum,” (he street
bawker replled. mopplng his forehead.
“They'il be higher'n ever tomorrow--3

ocents, at the lowest. ™

From far down the street came a faint
ory: :

“Straw-ber-ries—straw-ber-ries, enly X
cents a4 quart"™

The woman turmed scornfully on the
man in the area. “Hear that?T" she asked.
“Twenty cents a quuri!™ znd she poltited
to the tiny box in his hand,

The hawker went out of the gate with
the alr of one who has jarge stock of
patdence with women, and his partner
ncross the street made the windows rai-
tie with his crr of “Straw-ber-ries, =
cents a box!™

The cry from down the wstreet drew
nearer. It had a cheerful tone, compared
with that af the S-cent men. There was
almost a lnugh In . It was lke the
voloe of & friend crying out heartily:
“Hero | am at last, my dears: sorry o
bave kept you walling.' And “only 2

hanging
walling for a chance to buy.
“Thems

ones that he wanied a quarier a box for.
And such a litle box, too™
“AR. some people wanl the earth, you

know.” the wvender saldd. *““We don't do
business that way. Why, say. we sell
erates where those fellows sell boxes;

see™

Half an hour later the M-cent mer
turped into the avenue and found the &-
cent men sitting on the curb, . The M-cent
men halted thelr wugon and sat down be-
side them.

“It's the best game we've worked yet,”
sald one of the N-centers. “‘Bold out by
19 o'clock—think of it! That ldea of golng
on shead with the bum berries at a
quarter and following up with the good
ones st 3 cents Is a prise-winner. Made
the dames treat us lke benefactors ol
the human mace. Bay, it "ud have give
you fellers a kink In the back to have
heard "em romst you for cheats. An' all
the tims we a-gettin’ 3 fer what the
stores ask 15."—New York Press.

BUNKMATE EXNMITY.

Fellow - Occupants of Steamship
Cabin Detest Ench Other.
“There's one place above all others
where a man exhibits hly meannens,” said
the traveler, “and that's nboard an ocean
liner and toward the man who ls ohilged
to ocoupy the same siateroom with him.
You are mad to begin with that you
have to bunk In with somebody. 1f he
gets the lower berth, he's done you a
morial Injury. If he's scasick you have
contempt for him; If he l» nol, you are a
bit envioum I've crossed the Atlantic nine
times, and always shared a stateroom, and
I.was never more than on speaking termus
with my room-mate. You can be all
richt toward everybody else aboard, but
he's your enemy. The case Is worse when
i'a n palr of old travelers, as eéach Is
posted as to bis rights and priveléges and

i» sealous in enforcing them.

“Whan | cromsed t0 London lus: year, I
had a Chicago man for & chum. No doubt
he was an all-arodnd good feillow, but it
wins his sixth or seventh trip, and he'd
got posted as to when and how to exhibit
his meanness, I found him in he state-
room when I came aboard. We recognised
each other as veterans, but & few words
must be utterad for decency’s mke,

* ‘Name's Jones,' says 1, as I chucked
away my steamer trunk.

“ “Name's Brown,’ says he, as he banged
on his Int. p

“We didn't spenk agaln for four days.
Then we go! a heavy galé and a big sea.
and as 1 was lying In my bunk he came
In for mome cigars and growled:

“ Gor kT

“ ‘Ko; have you?

* “No; hoped you had’

* *Ditto!

“An hour before we landed T handed him
a paper on which I had writien down my
feellngs concerning him. I called him a
crank, a curmudgeon, a bear, a heathen
and jots of other things and expressed the
fervent hope that it might never occur that
the same hotel would give ur both shelter
in Europe. As | handed out my paper, he
extended one. He had written down his
feelings towards me, and the two papers
were aliks. T met Bim in Paris six weeks
later, and we rushed to greet esach othar

Fags
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but I'm making no promises of bat
havier, Whether my room-mate Is &
teter fram Boston, or a catile-ralser fr
Artzopa, I skall probably do all 1
o make his position uncomfortable,

I am sture he will 4o s mueh for me"'—
Kanssa Clty Journal

KNEW HIS BUSINESS.

Dida't Concern Pollceman, If He Sat
on His Own Doorstep.

The man was sliting on the froni steps
of hils house at I o'clock in the momihg
a8 the policeman came by and noticed
him.

“Hello," exclaimed the startled guard-
lan of the peace, "whar sre you dolng
there™ and he drew near cautiously.

“Sitting here,' reapanded the man,

“"What are you sitting there for?Y" °

“It's my housé., and [ guess I've got a
right to, haven't IT"

"Oh. excuss me,” apologized the police-
man, coming closer: “I didn't recognisze
you. What's the matter? Lost your nighs
key™ .

“No." wery curtly.

“Forgot it when you came out™

D!No-ll

“Afrald of disturbing somebody thatl’s
aick If you koockT"

N

“Waiting for the milkman, perhaps™
ventured the policeman, laking another
tack.

“No." shorter than ever.

““Want to get Ia sarly to breakfast, per.
haps?™

*No.""

“Bitting here to got cool before golng
to bed, lkely ™ and the polloeman chuck-
led, for the thermomeéler marked cousid-
erably below freexing.

“No."

“Are you—"" began the policeman, when
the man interrupted him.

“Say."” he sald, "do | have to reveal to
you the sacred secrets of my household ™

“No,” =aild the polleeman, almost as
short ag the man had said Iv

“Do I have to communicate 10 you my
domestic infelicities™

“No."

“Do 1 have to tell you that my wife In
walting at the head of the stalrs in thers
for me?"’

No

“Do 1 have to Inform you that she has
declared war?"

"No,” stamméred the astonlshed police-

"Well, then.” commanded the man, “you
£° on away from here and attend to your
own business. I'll sit here till the middla
of next woek If I want to,” and the pe-
liceman, thoroughly abashed, apologized
to the man and went on arcund the cor-
ner.—Washington Star.

FANIC IN THE CAGE.

Wee Mouse Cavses Mach Commotion
in Hotel Elevator.

Eddle Kobliler, a bellboy at the Hotel
Alms, caused 3 sensation last Thursday.
Eddle was on his way (o work Thursday
And sAW & Wee mouBe run scross the pave-
ment Al the Elmwood-avenues entrance to
the hotel. He reached out hls foot and, as
he thought, stepped on the rodent. A mo.
mont later BEddie reported for duty and
was sent to the sixth floor with & mes-
sage. He entersd the elevator to return
to the first Acor, and several ladles who
were In the cab notieed the boy suddenly
turn pale green and topple sidewaye.
“Undo his collar!™ cried the lndy. “He's
going to fainti™

“It's & mouse!"" murmured Eddie, falnt-
I¥. “It crawled up my britch—er—panta.
loons.™

“Don't undo anything!” screamed all the
iadles in unison. “Don’'t let It get out!
Bellboy, we'll talkte up a collection for you
if you just keep him untll we get away.”

“l kin feel him a-crawlin’ down,” sald

Eddie, In an eerie whisper. “He's a-goin®
—{" leave his—happy home, I think—ia-
dles"

At that moment the elevator resched

the ground floor, the ladies rushed out,
and a second later Edwin  appeared,
clutching first at his walstband, then at
his collar, then at the calf of either leg—
In fact, the mouse's position was about as
hard to determine as that of the Boer
army. Eddie was taken downstalra, and
porters, barkeeperm, bellboys and wallers
Fathered about the lad, each with a
broom or other weapon, and each gar-
ment was taken off and vigorously shaken.
At last, tucked away under the walst-
band of his trousers, the dead bhody of
the Hitie mouse that had caused all the
trouble was found.—Cincinnat! Enquirer.

Counldn't Lose Her.

b It was at a dance up in Greene. The
ol man had been dolng bandsome work
with the fAddle. "He's great on time"
EAYS g¢very one In Greene. There's a good
deal of sameness to his playing. bui for
time he beats the Lowiston Brigade Band.
His favorite tune Is “The Girl 1 Left Be
hind Me,” and uniese he I» srgued with
ha will play that from 8 o'clock till 12 for
every dancs except the Virginia reel,
Bome of the old dancers wera on the
floor the other night. Between dances
one of them went up to the old man, who
=&t rubbing the rosin on his bow,
“Uncle,” mys the dancer, "all the folks
down on the floor want you to play old
‘Bpeed the Plough’ for the next danca
Give It to o™

The old man rolled his chew around to
A more comfortable position In hin cheek.
He tucked his rosin into his vest pooket.
“I '@ llke to "commodate ye fust rate.’
he mald, "but the's suthin' =ing'lar "bout
that tune of "Bpeed the Plough.' Jest as
soon a8 I spead the plough along a Mitle
way® T run fight Into “The Girl I Left Be-
Bind Me." "—Lewiston Journal.

Anna Wounldn't, but Ma Wonid.
When the new minister, & handsome
and unmarried man, made hig first pas-
toral call at the Fosdlcks, he took lttie
Anns up in his arms and tried to kiss her
But the child refused to be klmad: she
struggled locse and ran off Intlo the next
room, whers her mother was putting o
fow finishing touches to her adornment
before golng Into the parior to greet the
clergyinan.

“Mamma," the little girl whispered, “the
man in the parior wanted me io kiss him.**
“Well” replied mamma, “why don’t you
let him? 1 would if I wers you."
Thereupon Anna ran back Into tha par-
lof, ‘mnd the minieter asked:

“Well, lttle lady, won't you kim me
now ™

“No, T won't,"” replied Anna, promptly,
“but mamma says she will."—Harper's
Husar.

Spring at Loat Crecl.

Thiz wee sonnet to Spring appears in
the Lost Creek Lyre over the slgnature
of the poetess-laursate of the camp, Miss
Popeaie "Dusenberry:

““The merry days of spring have camae,

King Lear hath coward went,

And sunabine in & sllvery fxmes

Heats up the firm-a-ment
The birds, in plumage glad and bright,

For crumbs at back dows begw,

And happy Eens ar» geiting guite

Prolific with thelir egx»,

And bees, new mated sofily erocn
Upon thetr annual hoteymoon. "™
—Denver Post.

Some Men Are Tools.
He was the bashfules: man she had ever
met.
*What would you 40" he sald, tenta-
tively, “if 1 wers to steal a kiss from
you?'
“l really don't know'' she responded,
with the always bewitching diMdsnce of
a malden under such circumsiances: “bhut
1 thin® [ would go iato court and testily
that you wers a kisptomanise and dida't
know what you were doing.”
And hie only lacghed and thought it was
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Meanwhile to fesi

The ecstacy no apirit can reveal
Save thine; to steal

The rapture and the rhapsody
Enfolded by thy pale periphery.

A large, luzuriant, Juscious bit.
Hore's your good beallh,
And curs:
And by the powers
You're bound to ba
The proud precursor
Of a National 7.
—W. J. Lampton In New York Bun.

Never'll Move Agaim,

Taking up tha chriets,

Nearly breaking backs,
In the lengthy strugsie

With the stubbsrn tacke
Now and hen & knuckle

In the mouth ls dipped,
HBhouts of anger telilng

That the Mfter alipped.

Taking down the curinins
Prom the window top,
Whils the ladder woblles,

Threatening to drop
Getting more |mpatient,

Making movement rash,
Budden los of balance,

Then a fearful crash.

FPaoking up the dishes
Not at meals requirsd,
Flacing them with caction

In the place destred.
Tripping o'er obatruction
Not obestved Defore—
Finest pisce of china
Bhattered on t(he floor,

Claaring out the places
Where the clothea are stored,
Ervery shelf and recess
Carefully sxplored.
Finding many garments
Faded, frayed and tom,
Others of the farhion
That no more are worn.

Clsaning up the attic

With the greatsst cors,
Thoroughly astonished

AL the rubbish Lheew,
Overhauling cellar

Where more stuff s stowed—
Boxes, crates and barrels

By the wagon joad.

Many backs are aching,

Many fingers sore,

room is cheerless,

Hare Is every floor.
Weary are the women,

Angry are the men
Bome declare thay'll never,

Never move agein.

—Philadsiphia Bullettn

. The Croaker.
He eroaked when the sky was bdilue
And he crosked when the shy was gray:
He eroaked when the sun went dewn,
He croaked at the dawn of day!
He croaksd when the wind was low,
He croaked when he heand it blow—
When be had no job be croaked because
He was rebbed of & chanes to toll
When he worlied he croaked against doing s
To Induce the pot to boil

When times were hard ke cmaked:
“*Tis the work of the rich, you ses!

They're bullding thelr fortunes up;
Only crumbs are for you and me!*

When timen were good he swore

They were worse than sver before:
They have raised the prices on what ws wear
And on what we eat.”” he complained;
“The rich are pillng up mors and mare,
But what has the poor man galned ™

He croakel when his twins were born:
“Ah, what an expense!” he sighed—
He croaked by day and he croaked by night
When one of the littls cnes died,
And he croaksd In another way,
On his wretched bed, ono day—
Yet, if he han gone to that realm above,
Where ell Is so rare and so fair,
I'Il bet ha croaks at the tunes they play
On their golden harpe, up there
—Chicago Times-Herald

Fishin' Time.
Fishin® time, on" wishin® time,
Bet hyah, watch mah line,
Heah ds watah chockiin® sof —
Ten, Indeed. Hit's fine!
Jee’ a-flshin’, en a-wishin',
1 caln’t ha'diy teil
Ef I'd ruthah git & bite
Er heah 4o dinnah bell

Fishin" time, sn" wishin' time,
Biuejay ‘bout mahb head

Oabbiin®, glexiin' ter hlsen't—
Wondah whut he sald

Jeu' & ‘., en' a-thinkin'—
Watah singin® swest.

Wondah 't Marfy's cookin' yit,—
En' whut she'll have ter sat.

Flahin' time, en' wishin' time,
Guess dat hosk 100 deep.
Ripples mubmah laay lke—
Bingin' me ter alesp.
Jea" a-doaln’, en' supposin’—
Ef I had ma” cash
I'd jos' buy er apeciie ves'
En' I'd—en’ 1'd—Splash !
—Haltimore American

Spring Has “Came.™

fiing bo for the rose on the bough a-tilt,

As It flirts with the belted bes,

Hing bo for old nature's erazy quilt

That bespangles the windswept lea.

Bing ho for the wren n the lllas spray

And the vagahond butterdy

That flits through the maze of the misty May,

While we're tapping the rhubart ple

Of, the freekied bheeve in the clover mead

Is disporting 'n flendish glee.

And the housewife plants the holyhock seed,

TWhich the chanticlesr sccops oure [ree.

The strawberry mark on the shirt front gleammm,

And the whitéwash flutters and fies;

And the hdme run wakens the ball erank's
noreams

While the pemnut his joy smiles,

mosguite is tuning his &lfin lute

ke ftts pourd the rearish dam,

we light out ih rapture wild and muts

For the skipful beminted lamb.

The
As
And

s good Joke.—Detruit Fice Press,

Lisa crescent In the aky

Laugh stislnetly 15 ses

This asreereas af the Sammeriime

Work moonshine into mystic spelis;

The sunshine drops ite daszie

In her halr, her eyen, her smile;

The flowers fold (helr fragrance round hee
A3 she moves;

The roses lay thelr lesves upon hor cheaks,
The lilles on ber hands,

And everything in sight is hers.

Ehe laaves the land

To mest the cool caresses of the ses.

And Neptune sets & short-robed Queen
"pen his Milowy throne:

The smucy waves come up to kiss her cheeks
And sllp awny, aa laughingly she dares
Them G0 their worst;

Oh, Ple, Sunburned she stands gpon the shore,
Oh, purw, propitious prophylactie ple, of And, gazing outward o'er the sea, she weeps
You'rs IT. For other worlds to clalm as hers,

Up from'the sea

To whern the mountains touch the shy
And bathe their dark green brows
1n sfiver clouwls, ¢

fhe takea her way,

All-conquering as she comes;

The waving irees

Lend down thelr sheltéring boughe
To tourh her passing undernesth;
The gray crags aoflen

When she reats on them;

The wurmurous hum of forest ife
Grows sUll ts hear Mer speak,

And whiat abe says to any bhim
Who warshipa her

In those primeval shrines

I= hidden in ths hearts of fowers,
Where bess may eome to gather It
Ard lock It in thelr hives

Bhe rulss the mountains

As she rdles tho shors,

A fiirting phantom,

Frivolous and fair;

A dream of fully pink and white
That ne'sr comas Lrus;

A bright intangibility,

A funtasy of music. moonlight, love and fow-

ors,
A Summers Oirl.
—W. J. L in New York Bun.

Juast Jealousy.

Ma's ‘lected jestice of the peace, an’ pa has
ot & coam

Of what you'd think was rheumatis a drawin®
up his facon;

Jest sets around and cusses al the cruel hand
of fate

That led hizn hesn to settle in this wimmen
sufrin’ state

He wiks about the crowin' bens an® what they
call sdvancs,

A crowilln' men folks from the right 1o wear
the hemored pants,

An’' msyw the tima’s s-comin’ fast when men'll
be but Alaves—

Be ruled by tyrant wimmen from their crlﬂhl‘
to thelr graves

Ma leaghs te hear him goln' on, an’ sometimes
saye she'd ort
To sock hm with & heavy fine for sich con-
tempt o court,
An' tells him he had better stop and mind his
P and qg'A
Or her offclal dignity’ll, h'tst him from his
abeon,
* then she'll spank hin of° bad head with
sort of lovin' hand.

An' say thers ain't a betier man in all this
Weatern jand,

An' that In all Ssmestic things be Fit kin be
the boss

An pa, he'll heave & sigh an' say he'll try ©©
bear the cromsn

Pa asked Ber, #'podin’ he's srraigned hefore

the jedEment seat

Fur takin’ In sufficient booss to tangle up his
fent,

1t she would corlk him in the jug, an” ma Jesd
toid him fac

A Jedge’s hustan' wouldn't drink to sueh ex-
ceas as that

Ehe says he ort to sweil with pride an' satis-
fastion fur

The great Judicial hosor that had bin cen-
feered on her,

An' pa boe fetched another sigh from down ine
ride his breast

An sald he'd shortly try to hope it all was
fur the best

I pity pa. goin’ ‘reund with such an achin’

face,

An' metin’ like he was 4 strange trespasser on
the place;

Jest cuts me likke & wespon every time I DNesr
him wsgh.

But ma sayx he'll pecover from bls tantrums
by and by.

I know jest what'a allin® him; it's only jeal-
ousy

It ripe the stitchin’ of his pride to Agger out
that rhe

Wil be “"her honer'' an” “"the court” an” sort

o rule tha towm
While h'll be what he allus woas—jsst pinim
ol Jimmy Brown.
—Denver Post.

When Father Signas a Cheele.

They've lataly served poor father up
In quite sarcastic truck.

“When father sings a lullaby.”
“When father carves the duck.™
And when he monkeys this or that

To any rhymester's beck,
Hut oo one yet has sung about g
When father signes a cheek "

The old man bm't up to date
In tabls manner's p'rhaps.

And doean’t talk, or walk, or drees
Like modern college chape;

But on his business babits, airs,
There's nelther daw nor feck—

You've got o paper good as gold
When father rigns a check

He uses the Colonial quiill;
The letters of his pame
Are rugged as the hand that writes
Unevenly the sams:
But you can bet the jewely all
That kingly crowns bedecl.
The banks hand out the requisits
Winn father nigns s check
—-Bostan Couries.

Here's to Him!

Hare's to the feller that's down on his luch,

| The feller that's doln’ hin best

An’ strivim® an” waiting’ an’ keepin’ his plusk
An' puttin’ Ris wits 1= the test

The persom who basks (o prosperity’s glow
Has handshakes and chesrs without end,

JHBut the feller that's down on his Juck—well,

you know,
He's the chap that’'s in nesd of & friend.

O fortfunes are subject 1o changs day by &P

Al léast so philospphers vowr;

And judgin® A man doesn't really pay

By his fams or prosperity now.

Aa, M you are wiss, you will make it & plan

Youtr tourtsay mever to drop,

Par the fellsr that's down on his luek is they
AR

Who is due 13 he mﬂ‘r‘_mm




