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Compliments of the Scason.
Now the crabiet In the sani
Lourks begeat® (e waters blus,
And extends the pladsoms hand
I7-- the isoghing bethers, wha,
usprcting of his

B hal PN thetr 1o

ORTON, THE BOOK AGENT

and Mes, Billings aud Mr. Noodle
indueced by Him to Invest in
Heliglons Literatare.

Tt war hot. THilinga sat
oppineg his brow and g naughty
ungs about the thermometer. A man
sild the door open and would have ¥n-

In his office,

&0

catohing sight of o pe- |

'k leather case be canrled. crisd
g foud woiee:
“Iet out. No bouk ngouts nesd apply
e
*3
than

ke me."

book &
eocupath
Ee w3 sashesily tha’ B
1 nnd sald,

replled the man
ni—sganer dealh
£R WaR
il apologe:onlly:

thous You were con-
Punded lellows, Comb in, It you've got
ifinesy with me.”

ane 0f Lhoke

And 1he mah came in
Mr. Dlliings."

oni ago | come to
| morzi considerntions

bairinesa,

heer

began,

hurriediy,
that
‘noan-
I de-
I have come
you as & Chris-
an man will e interested in
hnt T have Io sell, wi Is no
plume than Jeremy Tayxior's ‘Hely Liv-

luslo

in
vl x

you weren't a book agent.”
e
Nor am
¥l muile o
oo are alwayvs
L L nf humanity all works of
iight na . Thus | cambine mission-
- ' «nme sfizhi remuneration
wplume.” thrusting the
*'8 henda, ““in § b—wortth
If you take 11 Oonly to
benlghted being who neadns
i counsel, it will repay »ou ten-
Think-—"'
He Waonted ¥
*anld Bitlings. “Wha the de
1k while you're talki
1 g We
But remember,
aimply because T
your convinclng
I llke the name ‘Haoly Liviag.'
y Buass Here's your money
get oul., You're busines: man.,
ocived me, or you wonldo't have

My ssloc.
i ar inniruchive
forbida

money
e

“Bhat
ecould
ke th
religious sub

man, I teke it

herause of

LLERITS

m we will eall Nor-
i, glanced anprily at Riliinges for & mo-
ent, but farbare t» reply and quickiy re-

1 tsual cheerful smile .

k man, wh

Hite

adidress, and

i Into a=n

boarded a8 tralley car and
arrived at his destination.

Rillinga at bome? Yes, Mrs

a1 NoMme

nutes later

{ the

iy

Ex Wns

as Worton howad

presence of Mra, BHi-
sald, gracious

Mr. Norton. The

from you, “Haly Liv-

ajpeeciated by Mr

or on rellglous suhfocts ™

eva that he will jearn
od afternoon

later Piliings came home,

d himsel! of his cousl

s hegan ta tell him

had had that afi-

fmnk, gentiemanly

my dAenr

wly for five minuls
nurry

W the

wire

s pereslved the object of her

he B8 now!" she ctied
Noodic's Enlisted.
1 can't

sl

follow him in shirt
pers—bul there's Noodle ™
ne wight of his door peighbor
» was just tarning in at his
Now For heaven's
‘hat fellow gaing down
bank agen
£0 myse

my

v and

ne

my

adm rexd Billing="s dnughter,
od loped off after Nor-
aught up with him,
1 & wolley bound for

2t to be bajked, Nood
into & conb and gave
hedl the siation first

o buying a Ucket for
1

ht him,

nilling» ses vou,"
breathless

I can’t come. 've got to cateh thia

What does he want to see me

to

i don't know.""
¢ aboul this book ™ sald Nomion
comrae, tuat's 11" assentad Nooflle
i xot only one left—don't know If I
let him hawe 1t."
Fou can” Noodle said, per.
Ive-dollar capy,””
Viding back
¢!l never mind,
wants the book
it and B

sald Narion,

He wom'y xop at 5
'l pay you cash
ngs can sotfie with me.”
Well. B said Norton, thrusting the
ti T » Noodie's hands and pocketing
v Jood day and good Inck o yeu ™
@ be hurried off to eatch the § o'clock
n for N—.
nd this i» how It comes about that the
Ringses have three volumes of Jeremy

lias & |

don’t agres |

he'

Tayior's “"Holy Living' thrast away n &
dark corner of their lttie Ubrary: and
thils s aleo why, ob o cerialn evening, Mr.
| Abgustus Narton, “Independent Book
Merchan trented Bimesel! profussly teg
champagne.—New York Presa,

PEANUT ADVERTISING.

Promoter's Method for “Doosting™ n
Shia Miaster Concern.
|  “Gimme two cents’ worth of those peas
" sald the smooth-{s
| walking up to the Italiun vender In front
of the postoffice. The ItAllan measured
the pranuts out and st the young mua's

suggpestion, dumped them Into the pocksl |

of his cont. They went Into the righi-
hand pocket, byt the young man plunged
i nand iato the pocket on the jelt-hand
| e, mand, havling out & nul, cracked Il
opern and ftarted o put the contentz lnto
his mouth, Suddenly he gave a joud ex-
11, and then with apparent Indig-
tornrd to the Itallan and sald
Juhti, wha! kind peanuls
there T
| "y all right,™ protesied the Itnlinn.
“All right nuthin'” =ald the young man
“Just ook st this™” and from |
| peanut he had jusi broken open
o s plece of paper, neatly Tolded up
Uniniding the paper he read aloud:
his ig no shell gpame. Use the famous
Bumim Bumm EBhin Plasters.”
The fFoung mAn ok anegiher peaimil
from the left-hand pocket mnd oracked
that open, Oul fell another tald of paper
containing the same adverilsem " The
tailan's oyes wWere Deany popping ool
| of his head The jOUnK man pul on &
greanl show of Indignatio
"Thi= Is the worst b ]
ever ran agnainst.” hes explained “Take
these panuts back and keef them, |
‘l' I nt the hiame thinga" and with a
motion, he extricted a handful of
peanuts from the same jeft-hand
and. throwing them in with the ltlallan's
stock, mixed thets up and went on his
way, ledving the Itallan gesticulating
wildly and making fraatic «Jorts to ex-
piain
This much was witnessed hy a reporter,
who decided fortbwith that the young man
was up 10 » gome. an impression
| which was siry n bhe saw him
|.-.:;;::--.. . anaiher ndet and go
through the s ormance. Bo when
Ko young man we on his way the re-
porter morosted him and arked him what
his game wans T man wap delghtfully
frank. Here s what he
“I get emongh fun ogt

de

of

de

game that |

rinid
of

this thing

| His Discomfiture,

Bweel Edlth O'Harra,
that i love!

“Fh! Dw you mot know that my

biggrst man on the foree? And
if be wero bul  bear one word of (his—
Johnny—Dak! What care | for him] Wk

rack love oa minbe ning wilthin this bosom
1 wowid futher was ar hig we—

Jolrmny
ne 3
Ediih
father I» the

Anb? it s you,
u nd

Bh!

nnt onre

s

%

| watching the Inces of those dagoes to pay
me for dolnge It, even If I wasn't getting

pay. Say. W'y the greatest game

You see, it's this way., T make &
iving suggesting ways to advertiss to big
concerny. Now the Bumm Bumm Shin
Fiaster Company wanisl to reanch the
commen peopie with advertisements of
thefr scufl. 85 they syn: me and
naked me for & =uggesiion. The peanut
gEm+ was one that T thought out a long

Greal Econ®™

for

time ago, but had mever put into opera- |

tion. The Bumm Bumm people thought
1t war all right and were willlng to put
up good money. 1 had a rouple of women
open a bushel of peanuts, foid op these
Hitie clreulars, put them tnsdde and then
by the uss of a very small qusotity of
| paste on cach shell pumt them together
ngatn, 1 sold the meat of the suts to @
| candy man, nod got mare for them than 1
pald for tke original bushel

“T ook the lot Gown to the office of the

o young man, |

{
the |
pulled |

pocket |

Bumm Bumm Company, and they wers
dead stuck on the game. They gave o
a fat check, and that being the end of my
contrac!, I bobbed up with another sug-
gestion, ‘You can reach a jot of people
with thoss things jus: scoattering them
atoutd the street.” [ says, ‘but I've got-a
better gnme than that’ Then [ told them
thatfor 30 a day | would mix thoss fuke
pranuts wp wiith the stocks of venders,
2 thnt every man who bought peanuls on
the strect would be found. to get at least
one of ours, Bay, they were dead stuck
ofi the game, and we closed al opce
| That's all there is 1o Jt. You've seen me
ai work and know how 1 do It. Bsy, but
| bt It a peach of a game? [ bet I've
pot @ peanutl etocks on the bogus sisee
I smtarted out. and 1've only been working
| three days.“=New York Sun.

SOMETHING LIKE 1T.

e
Obhsrree, Oh Ye Woners of Ye Frolle-
some ¥Muse!

As the managiog editor stepped from
the clevator car, he wus wuylaid by the

city editor.

“He Is hare™

“Who¥*

“Why, a poel™

"A poet? Why, they are swarmitg to
this oMee ke bees 1o o magholla tree,
| Why Jdkn’t you el him 1he elevatur
stopyred &t six?

“Yes, but | think this one & & genulne
muse-woner. Step over and hear Him
yourself,™

The managing editor walked briskly oves
1o where the rhymster sat walting.

“Da you wish to see me?”

“Yes, 1 want to losall mpsell oa Your
paper as a poet.*

“We are not-"'

offse you are not In nead
cre verss, but just listen
She welghed four hundred. so
Did ebeny Aunt Dinah
Ansl when she tumbled diwn (he well,
£he went clear thrmigh to .

“I= that & tombstone Inscription?T*

“No, #ir, thal s & poem ihat poopls
can undersiand. Fhall 1 ran off the other
B versesaT

“Ploase don't"

“Well, M that is

how

of any
to this:
they teoll,

too serlous
ks this:

for your

feel wreke we
He dashed Hims
And Med from ov

“That is pretty falr.”

“Thapk you! Only the
| vented me from wiining fa

it publaied In the London com

“Have you any othera™"
| “Yes here B a pood header
| Bpring fsshilons:

Sk wnlteed and thes came home al one,

THer #itirt wa v

e cocldn’t pet the ol

So ahe sat up all night
“Quite an Buat
god war verse?™
“War wverse & my specialty. 1 regrel
every minuie not spent In Anding rhynies
for kopie. But how iy this
The Boormar has the pers
The fArmoess of 8 rock;
YWhen be 't popping Engliah
He's drinking wholesms-
“How could we use that?™
out & EKruger edition*

Do you ever drop into poiltical
You kpnow there I a Presdontlal
paign ¢ haorlpon.™

‘1 am preparsd. Here Is the first of I8
Veiies

To reach the White Hoase s no fun.
A man in put (o test;

Hainnoe pre-
haviug

;u‘ undons

have you any

of Lem,

o —

(D

verse?
cams-

r= s Tun
Lo menl

*Tou'll da

your

Getl your overnlis—er—1 mean
pen and oocupy the de=k back
he sporting ed If you wish a
green shade sk the copy-bor"—V. A,
Hermann, in the Philadeiphin Ingulrer.

MEAN THRIUK,

Dentint’'s Way of Silencing
Talkative Women,
A North Side dentlst Is sure to be ealled
n mean man” by eome of his women
patrons when they learn of the trick he
‘Ima practiced uphn them It  Thappens
| sometimes that even 4 rubber dam will
aot stop the flow of woman's speech, and
although the dentist, belug & young man,
averse to a Hitle talk
and them with a i she
in telling him her personal
domestie himory daring filling of &
tovth, hindering the work, while other
patlents wall in the te-room, Iit's a 1it-
tle trying to his nerves and temper. The
doe s he does not ask
a woman to siop talking, but smys gently:
“Open your mouth, please
There Is allence a few momonts,
when the chatter begins agsin”™
“Open wjder, pleases.” mays the dentist,
more persuasively than befare, and the
work govs on rapldly eéncbgh untll the
patient seving her opp Iy starts In
| again where she had | o In the tale
of eversday woes, he clock strikes the
hour of the next appoiniment. Ths dent-
51 selmes the most terrible of all his in-
struments, his look becomes threatening
and his volce, Lo
“Fle now, your mouth very
wide.” The ruse guccecds, aad the start-
led but unsuspecting wuman strefches ber
| mouth into am. abys=mal yawn thatl pre-
cludes the possibility of even a whisper,
It's a mean trick —Chieago Tribune.

Chienago

3 not
now

leazant
patient, yet
persists ar

the

for

o oF

FOOLISH FELLOW.

il...lnle Hle Knew n Woman's Reason
for Shoppisg.

He evidently had been Inveigled into that
| most foollsh of secupations 2 mers
man shopping with his wife. PFatigoe,
| enmal and frritability were expressed i
{thée drmop of his fAgure. the espression
ru.' hia face and the Ampness of his man-
|ner. His wife, on the contrary, was
| placid., aler: and apparently well satisfed
with berself and others. He bung from
| & strep e the crowded car with mn 11
gr=ce. She clung o his arm for sapport
| Her talk was a sort of cscintle comment-
ary on panne wvelver, lberty sailn and
other mysteries of fabric and dres In-
| seriarded with alluslons 1o the merize and
| demerits of Fiemish dak, bambou farnl-
tdre and Rennfssance lace curiaine for
house-furnishing.

The tnan stified & groan occasionaily,
but otherwise suppressed all lndicatlons

for
for

of feeling and, intellizonce.
of several weary mivs, aowover e re-
marked bitterly: ‘-And yuu lave betn
shoepping for inore than three hou.s with-
out finding one thung that you want to
buy. What !5 the good of It

“Bet, Tom. 1 know now exectly what
I don't want. Doa't be foollsd. Here I
our street.”

And the men and women within hear-
ing grinned wih Jdifferent kinds of ap-
preciation as the couple left the car.—New
York Press.

At the end

“PAW™ AND HIS GARDEN,

Flahes for His Nelghbor's Chickenns
and Gets Inte Trouble.

Paw's got & garden sints we moovad oul
hire, but maw Bays the only Thing he
ralsed »o Fur s trubbie. The man that
Livea the other slde of us Yoost to be &
s4a captun on ihe jakes and if we had
s Parrut they woulden't be hardly enny
uks itrying to moake it a morrel Burd be-
oot when the captain talks you can hear
him peafly all Around the maber Hood
About the Firat thing we pDotust a
paw got his eriy crop In Wad the Weay
the Captun’'s chickens wouldn't letit come
up Itself.

Piw went to the captun and Told him
about it., and the Captun sed It must be A
Mistake. He :0ld paw Hié chickens d)dn®t
haft to Go way from Home for thulr
menly, and Every littie while you could
hear him say things that showed He
wikn't & Christian, betwéen his other
words.

When paw came home he sent me and
Little afbert to the store for Tenm sents
worth of Fishen hooks and Lines, ang
When we Got back he says:

*] Goen't never want to Take a mean
ndvantage of & Dum Creacher, bul some-
thing hast to be Sone to Eho the captun
it ain’t always the man- who Bwalrs the
loudest That getz the biggest Lump ot
shugger in his coffey.™

So he cut the Fishen lines into about W
poaces and Put & Hook on Each end o)
Evory peace. Then he baited the Hooks
with Wormeand chunks of Bred and
olher Things chickens Hke pretty weol
and went out to do some more pianten in
the Garden. Every time be pinated a seed

Evolution of a Bird.

He would put a Balted flaben Hook In
with It

Then he went and Told the captun he
beter keep his chickens at Home, aud
the Captun sed:

“Captun™ s Indignant.

“This Is the Last time I want you to
Come Insuliin me about My chickens
Abuddy would think this wusn't a Free
country whare peeple Could rase chickens
if They wanted to, the Way zome peeple
talk. Now shoo yourself out of here*’

About & nour after that we hénrd a
gobd deal of sguawken in the COurden,
and when we peehed Out we geen The
Capton’s ehickens There hizy scratchen
uyp baited hooks and swallowing thes
Like a boarder eats when He goes home
for the Hollow daye Hvery ttle while,
when one chicken had swallowed the
Hook o one end of a String and somfie
other Chicken had the hook on the other
end ia its Sietum ther Would star! away
kind of puliing apart ard Looking sus
pishus at Each other, and pritty sean all
but two or three got Hitched together.

Then rubble ecommenct. When ome
chicken tried to fly over the fents it would
get Jerked back 5y Iis partaer at he
Other end of the Line, or else If It Got

over they wouid kind of Hang thure, Ouoe

was Hleslllng.
Then be weirt Over where the
was ‘settla on his Frunt portth
and T wenl Along to sée what happensd.
“Pe you ever notus How bufds and
chickens and su<h Things go arcund in
pairs?™

Chickens always mate For lfe,
zuess most of yours Have got into that
Habbut laftiy." f

More Indignation.

“Say,” the captun says, swalring a Lot
mare, “it's stralege you can't quit harp-
en on my Chickens. Somié peeple when
they Gst started on a Subject always
run 1t In the Ground.”

About that time the Oaptun's wife
came around from the Back of the House
and told him sumthing Secmed to be the
matter with the Chickens

“Chickens!™ yelisd the captun, “Ta ev-
erybuddy ernzy on the Chicken subjeckt?
Can't 1 hear about enoything Put chick-
ens snny mote? The next purson sayy

Cupid to Mammon.

Toure s & magic koy, [t-opens wide
The does whereon s writ “Scslety™
And "No sdmitames save o the clect.™
Slowly, asd with reluctance 3
The henvy hinges tom; yet turn alway
When yuu perslst, #0 potent In your power,
Through Balls kept sacred 1o the name of

Caste
You walk ondaunted by the silmt stare
Of proud ancestral faces om the walls—
Your coat-of-arms the mighty § algs

Tou inflwence natlons, rule affat=s of siale
And purchase fesders. Folltics today
Is but msother synomfin for that
Ignoble, haw word—money,

With your key
You entsr churches, and porvert the ereed.
And substitute the word of masn fur Cheist’s
Large loving wttrrances. You hur and wel]
Al “water” and “Taanisulate’ religton
Like stock upon the street; your satsilites
Kneel in their cushionsd pewsn snd mumbie

prayers
With hatred In helr hbearts, and pride and

£Tved
Where brotherhood shoudd dwell

ALl this yeo do,
] h. bt bebold your Wiellingtom!

chickeniy 10 me I'm agoin' to—t

But he had to stop thare Becoz they
wis & Rush of blood to his hied and I thoa
his face mlte explod. Then he went sroun
to the Back yard to Ses what the Trub-
e was, and when he Got so hée under-
stood how it Hapened Paw took me By
the Hand and we Went Home.

After while when we Couldn't hear the
Captun mying eanything More about It
paw Went out to Work In the Gardan
ugain, and Just as he bent Over to plant
things the Captun ross up from Behind
his Fents and turned the Hoss on Paw.
S0 paw Went o Grfab up & chunk ot
durt to Thro at the Capiun and he Run
a flehen Hook neeriy thru His finger.

The Captun’s girl told our gur! they
Haveti't had enything but chicken to Eat
at thars houss Laltely, but the dockier
says Ii°ll be Too lite to put In A nuther
crop when paw's hand Gety well—Georgle,
in Chicago Times-Herald.

LOBSTERING DOWN EAST.

Hartshorn Knew It All and Galned o
Littie Eszsperience.

“Jex' Harishorzn come down to the
beach a while ago,” sald the anclent
mariner of Georgetown, as we sat togeth-
er om the stringer of the whar! and al-
lowed our feet to hang down.

“Jes' bauin't never been arcunl salt
water much, But you ean't get Jes to
ever Jet on that he don't Know all there
1= 1o know about everythisg He's one
of ihem half-coek, betcher-life fellars,
ye kinow. When he goes to hesnwven, Iif
Bt Peior telis him which corner to turn
to get to the room where they keep harps,
Jes' will interrupt him ‘fore Peter mys
twa wgrds. He'll saya "Ob, 1 know—i
know,! just as if he had bLeen ihere a
dmgtie times. That's Jew'.

“Wil as § was sayin', he comes down to
the shore the othér duy o mnke me a
Ritle wisit and do some (lahin'. The first
day he was there 1 told him that the Tole
didn't sourd well for hand-lining outside
and 1 ad¥ised him to try lobsterin’,

" T'wa doln” pretty well down In
the cave there, ‘round that polnt,” says
L ‘You'd bBetter take four or—'

= 'oh, Tkhowlknowlknow," sxys Jea',
™ g It off ltke a machine gun. So
seein” that knew s0 much, gl darn
him, 11 1 swatl,

“I was b trawils for my next dny's
Ashin' and | had the tubs out where 1
could get 2 view of the bay. It struck
me that Jes' wns the busiest lobster
fisher | ever see. And T wondered too,
how that couid be., for when he went off
with the dory I noties! that he ook only
qne | ier pot. He rowed around the bay
| he watch. Every Hitle while

id up and do something wilh

bitar pot. [ couldn’t make sut what

bt ks [ °If he's lucky acclird-

in' as he busy he'll come home with
the dory loaded to the gunnels.’

“Jes' stopped at the store “fore he come
the houose 4 50 tuckered that
he had 1o set re and 3

ald he

had so darn busy a day seace [ broks
ten acres of pastore with a steer team
This= bwter fiehin® o what T call hard

n I &tarted out this moraln’
Abine wnnted » tnke four or five
pots. Wal, f T had 1 pebern sick abed
Dragring that one pot around the bay was
about all T wanied 1o tackle' *

The an marinsr spat

into the deep. green sda

“That's what that cust fool had been

rolling for lobsters whth a pot
ught you ecaught'em sume's you
smalmon In o poml. He'd row as fast
nd then he'd stop and puil
pot to & iIf he had edught one.
he'd swear andl throw It back and

rl same more.
he aonly man [ éver heerd of who had
as much sportin’ blood as that was Ben
Bmith who used to run & ho up In Carl-
bon. Ben went trolling for eaugles In a
llobn

Fut

o

me

voluminous-

he could

Hen ntood some show of eatching
€ ‘—Holman F. Day in Lewiston
Journal,

SPILT SALT DON'T SCARE HIML

But He Carries Rabbit’s Foot,
the Same.
talk no more for me "hout
such fool eoan fer luck
mah."" sild the chocolate-
- wialter at the lunch counter, ax
up some spiit salt from the
r his fet throw =plt over
mah shoulder? No, sh Doan’t catch
disss eoon Lwice same day. Last time Ah
trowed mali over mah shouldsr mos" got
kilt. Yasma, “at's right
R now place down
ole State doan't yer? Plae
one dem fool ting-s
a feller walk tu f
Ah use ter work down dere till Ah mos'
got kilt one day all “long er salt an’ duat
foo]l hand
“Y¥'see, Ah uasd ter De terr'bul nigger
fer signs. Gee, AN'd find sign® all round.
1f cross-syed man show up round dat coun-
enrly bave seventeen fita till Ah
¢ ter turn "boot trée times and
taik voodoo. Yesan, 'at's right
“Feller named Gawge. Him an' me used
teér work pollcy games, an’ ail dat stufg.
and we'd guess we'd got a sign fer a tip
it a fiy feil dead e soup, tiil dat day
wirn | mos' got kit
“Band was o playin’ ‘Ell Oreen.’' In one
o' mah years; an' ole man a yeilln’ hot
cakes over in dissa « an Ah done got
twisied, an’ spfit a heap er =alt on mah
right foot. Lawd, Ah mos" had ‘leven Mt
an' Ah jus' fergits everting, an’ grabs dat
sait cellur, an” shaies [t over maoah jeft
shouider fer ter cfoss de luck, an’ Ah'm
& Eotie white eotn If It dlda't Ay right
inter de ole man's lookers, an" he yoll like
a ‘possum when yer skin um alive. An'
juF den “long cum Gawge wif a bowl er
hot soup, sn' dat fool hand strike up, an’
he got & hat foot all nt once, an' jJus' had
10 dance cakswalk er die. An', Lawd, Ah
get dat hot soup all over me, an' de old
man start & firin’ plates In mah direcshun,
an' Ab mos got kKlL Yessa, “at’s right
“Ab aln't mo fool coan, Jus' o same,
Botcher iife Ah doan't go lookin' fer ne
wigns now. Ah let um shake salt all over
me' an' neva change de expresshun of mah
asironomy. Hut Ah got a hind foot an” &
yaller dog's wooth jus’ a same, down in
mah back pocket an’ when Ah sees o
slgm, Ak rubs um together, an’ says mah
prayers. Gawge goi fired, too, all ‘count
dat fool band, an' a hot foot, an' he's got
sumpin In his back pochet, too. Ah doan't
know jus” what "tls, but yer enn’t taks no
chifiess round yere in Checawgd. No, mah,
'at’s right."”
And he brushed the inst of the salt up
ang shouted:
“Two (ried, Eyes shut.,"—Chicago
Tribuns,

Just

“Donn't yo
Tuck. Nev'
in yo' born dayh,
gy
he b
floor un

on Adams, off
whar dey got
s n makin’
aflan  time.

In Love’'s talr court there 1= no lock which
turns
For Mammon's MNey. When Hymen gives you

hBed,
He stands without my gates, no kin of mine,

Love has the otily Mingdem In the wairld
Where money cannot purchase pleos or power;
And In the rapture of ons mutual kiss,

When soul merta poil an lip clings alose o 1D,
Lies moro delight than all earth's other tvalme
Combined can offer to the human heart.

In this brief life (he memory of one hour

Of perfect love I worth all other jown,

And he who has i not, though be be King,
Goes begpared through the wosld

~Flla Whreler Wilcax in New York Jouraal

Trekking.
Now the trampe are gayly tookking
From the exits of the Jalls
Biariing on thelr Fearly saunter
“WMong the ruradl hilln and vaie
Through the Winter they were resting
Al the clifzems” sxpepse,
Duilding up the systema shittered
By thelr months of negligmce.

hoey wore mageed, thin and wretehed,
Sure and weary were thelr feet,
When they sovght the warnmh and comforty
Of thelr Winter-time retreat
Now with clothing neatly mended,
Fat and “sasey.” free from carea,
They #9 on thelr way as happy
As though all the world mwere thelrs,

Jogring onward through the clty
To the country they go straight,
Whers there's nothing to b
But thes doig babind the gate
Well-wormn paths agnin they' re aking,
For F've Besn thern oft befors,
And with their old-tlme presumption,
They are knocking at the door.

They veiatn thetr hand-fuck stories
In the same tamiliar way,
Some wtill posing as the heroes
Of an Crlen fray
Some acerpt the proffersd “haml-ont, ™
And thon eratefully g
Eome will view it with sisplcion
Azd expross deslrs for ple

Through the months of Spring and Summer
And the early woekas of Fall

They will rcam acro=s the country,
And at back doors often call

But when days aod nlghts gvt chilly
Thes'll grow pemitent, aml thon,

Raggr- tserre, thin and wretched,
Ther'll o ¢ trekking back agmin.

—Plttaburg Chironicle

The Cuckoo Clock.
My Cuckoo Clock hangs in the Bkall;
By day and night | hear its call
Old friend! 1 love the ehterfy
That futiers fron: your hegsy
Tour usher lo the litthe quail
With nodding hesd and )
“Trwheel™ 1t ch o g =
And soands the riers mevrily
Next bounds (& the heisk &
With bemting wings. as thoi
Proclatims the time—with »
Liks Hasleguln,

aote

throat

tail;
T wheel™

rtiing flap

leags tEftough his
Cuckas!

O Cucleoo Mock! for many

My trusty, falthful chanticieer;

Your own this homse must seem to be

5o long nxo you

Ard through

Have shared

But dust and ag

Ome day the st

In vain the bhird will wheege and pant,

It struggies to be free, and—enn’t;

At mst, prevalle How swel its thraat,

How fills the houss its sheiliy nots,

Cuckso! Cuoclog!

a year

At laxt arvives the final day,
When master's self g
the
ume end all

his way;
hail.

trnant looks sa
T the notes af
No grace or merry will he
"Thut noisy thing
And o withia th
An elght-day “dirfaer’”

Aml scx

ponr

uh

Cotton, Mule and Nigger.

Buammer-tims B herv again,

To de miy
Swwal 8
Den
In de
If il»

O ap

vear brings mo

Votes to Get.
I lovs my country well,
it rim
land

That lies below the akles

I-lomg to see the day
Whemn wise men may withhald
Frum foals and rogues the
That sow gre houwght and sold

vitey

I'd likr to reforma
0¢ many kinds cx
But voters cry them down,

And T need votem to win.

I kve my country well
1 know of many o way
In which great wroungs are

_ dane
By wicked man today.

Whert'er | tum I sen
The public boldly Bled;

I might exposse the rogoes,
But ! showid lose my head

I love my eountry weil
Her wrongs [ m
I'd lik» te
But thars

regTeL,
stop them all—
are votss s get!
—~Chicagn Times-Herald

Considernte.
Ok, do not let the word be no.’*
The Jover cricil. and. thinking it
Would somewhat esase e cruel biow,
The maiden slmiply answesed “NiL'"
—{hicage Newa

In the Morning.
“Don’'t speak o me! Don’t apeak to mel
Den't! | won't hear o word you say!
‘Half-past aleven? It was three!
Important werk? You Bad 1o stay?
Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! There! That'll do!
No mars les pleass! Ob, you vHe thingl
Doa't say you're sorry! ‘Tiea't true!
That vou should over dare to bring
That nasty. tigey Smithers here
To sieep in the spare bed! There, thevel
Tho sot! What's that? * ‘Twas cnly beee?
Oh, weren't you & prefty pale! .
Oh, y=a, I heard you st the door,
When you naked him to step amd ned
T be enulld Bear fhe ol gir! snore,”
A protty way o speak of mel
y cotly sober? Oh, perfoctly!
Do yod know what you iried o ose
To open (he night-laich? The key?
No—but you {1 try two corkscrowsl
¥ found them (o the Eeyhole® Whal?
‘ITs no such thing™ Well. heres's the patr,
Yours, aren’'t they? Tou say they're not?
Well, here's your name sngraved—right thereld
You brute! And then you crawled inside
Through the Bow window, both of you
Tes you did, now! 1 heard you stide
The window up anil belh step throuaghl
Do you Rnow wihere you 1 your huatt
I thought not! Well, you go and seel
Tou'll find it minus rim aod fat
Stuck in my olenndir tree!
Who turned the flower pot upalds down
And sat on 11T Was that yon, too?
What's =at? You guesn you'll go down town®™
[ guess you won't till 1 gt through!
“You saw a lovely Baster hat™
WherwT St T Oh ¢t Paris onel?
F T Yoo'll get e that!
Oh, Jack! ‘s just 100 nice! And, Johny
I was tho kn ., Fm i,
L didn't mean (o be sov
It's all that Smithery’ faul
You do It Juck, dikin't he,

—¥

10 He made
dearT"
narck Tribuna

Ye Life lnsurance Agent.

Buaye anl peraussive, with manners soft and
Warmly he greets you as be g=asps yoor hand.
s yout'ro well, your wife and children,

L

handsames children! Look so much Hke

And how in bupiness? Flourtshing and strung?

With such good manugrment it hardly ovuaid se
Wrong.

Fialniy, s booming:

1It's growing grandly—and poee so glad as bwl

ng

ANy Ome CAT Sed

fpeaking of business, be's just got somvtl
new,

Bomething he's sure wil

dust pew antract-

How can do

be of interest tn YouL,
r liberal and fres!
Ry George, 1t's hard to
moe!
Al the advaniage la surs to codne 10 Youl,
Tou'll hardly know it whon the premiums come
due
surrendir values, the priv
puts before you in the
by wurd or by &

you show ohlection,

r tarns the pages of his rod moTocce

another ochedole thkat exactly Gts
are
youT

Lo

advantage, with thirty days of

hail the able sgent. with mtasoers soft and

Limnid,

wins

All

andyr with which he

Who
Erasps
Somethe -

e worry. when scp

But the and the grphan have calize Lo

- Bomerville Journal

“A Gin'ral Shakin' Han's."
Wiest Spring season that sver HE R
fe milddle o

e 't meel BIY

the road
the highwaiw—on the
Bouthern
Byt Be b

m bywars in this biesg
lan®s,

out, ""Heilo,

han's!

thart” on’ bo poes

o=
e iR
Frorgy. by valleys,

# noratin® in 8 hundred odd

bents ‘em all fer barbocucs

“Hri o alow T =n" &

. alr you
Ein'rul slak han's!

I allua [lke a man
ahowider ahake o fele

te voe foliks socinble
n the an’
an' wholesomie, when a fnfiors

s strong.,
r's han'

Araw the in' of a

day §

Huat 1
all

itoe at shak

s mensin” —1t"r jest as pinle

#lr playin', from the

paign, an’

they're

™4, an" they're

! a-roliin®

n They e

that Win sing J"tnes In the eam-

uf the ban's,
youT™ an’” &

stitution.

Treats You Mighty Well.

» good times, en bnd tiines, Cov

dey treats

v dim ter t

ey treata you

Talkin® “hout do ba i dey woom'll
farewell;

Yo des can't
T * 1

Ay

3 cotton ¢

¢ you ain't gob

housn down, dar's tim-

arcun’, dey treatn youm

no close THmes
g

fon In er up fep

diy trodls

cronn
fitotion,

“Hecann

wontilrous  rearning in Minerva's

4 had 12 { ssven

YIRS up N
thoce jras no ume in jearning what Matilds
dhin't know

school of

y from (he

higch

ninary with ail Bonors and re
newn
And wadsd intn Blickstons o

browT

4o the thing up

Ehe was a reve 1 her uapretenilous ma,
She kn e Ltk Ve

o for voting wan admitted to tha

marveled st her

pamer by the Jolpe—

triumphant through the

M

Jladefphia Inquirer,

of It.

<1 him, but he
wasn't

The Way

e linesTie
of thee swestest y
wouldn't b Joved BHim but women &
weak
And a song that brings to 1 woman's cheek
The rd o roses In #iill the song

That singe liks & river that Pesew life along.

At might
dying llght

Anid o ghoet In there, in the foom, that sesms
To amite with tears my tenderest dreams;
And the song that bringy tn my check the roea
Ia pitiful sad to my heart, Ged knownl
—Atlants Constitotion.




