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Fishing Time.

he woods uwre walting, and the rilla
e gushing down the rocky hille;

e troul are leaping from the beooks
t red fllsw and slluring hooks,
And, happy-faced, with hoarts aglow,
And costly resls and rods,
The Sahermen in dozens go

To worshlp woodland gods.

n funcy I with them may e
) banks where foamy fecks go Ly
lemoemn I tasme the savory bite
1al comes, well carned. it camp st night—
The tals, the pipe with thoss well met!—
Ah, welcome fancy, work uway,
Since through thy pleasing 1 forget
That some must tofl while cthers play!
=8 E. Kisor in Chicags Times-Herald,

MRS. PIMLEY'S UMBRELLA

l

ta Owaer Looking for a Woman |
in a Plum-Colored
Salt.

—_—

When suger slumped the other day to %,
r. Pimley did a Mtle plunging on psy-
belagical principles, and when he lgul-
aled at 112 Mm Pimicy's rake-off wan
forty-fve-dollar umdrella, To common
morieis it 13 necsssary to explaln that a
oriy-five dollar umbrelia s no ordinary
mplement. Mrs. Pimiey’s was a princess
pmong umbrellas, toward whose crestion
wence and wit had comblned. It han-
e was wmother-of-pearl. coversd with
eavy gold filigres in sxguisite design.
Isving cnoe unfuried ft, Mrs Pimley
ould have beon content to live forever In
wet world.
This may or may not have had some-
hing to do with Mra Pimley's choosing
ralny day to do ber Bpring shopping. The
mpertant fact Is that when she started
fowntown, lmmedintely after breakfast,
bu that sccasion, the fAnishing touch of
=r rainy-day coslume was the forty-five-
ollar umbrella. It wis a long dsy's ehop-
iog, and late In the ufternoon, when Mre,
imiay resched home. The first remark
f Mire Agtcs Mmiey, M, who met her at
he door, was, “Why, mamma, what have
ou don= with your umbeelinT"
In reply Mra Fimley cast ane panie-
tricken glance at her hands and aat down
n the hall and wept. She had been in u
09en stores during the day, and in which
he had Jeft the forty-five-dollar umirel-
a, or whether ghe had left 1t In the cable
ars, or in the ‘elevated, or whether it had
o ptolen somewhers aa it stood beslde
er, ahe had not the remotest ides. Mrs,
Pimiey continued to weep at intervals dar.
ng the evening.

Had Troubles of His Own.
The asympathy which, in decency,
ight have been expected from Mr.
miey, was not fortheoming  Mr,
*=iey had been making more experi-

jents an peychological principles, and had
roubles of his own. Mre Pimley lay
walks the greater part of the night trying
¢ ramember just when she had had the
mbrells last amd coming to the comclu-
lon that the human mind was & ridic-
lously imporfect organ,
Early moming, however, brought a ray
pomfort. For, about daylight, it came
n Mrs. Pimley with sudden distinotness
hat when she went into MeTolly's to lock
it ta%Sie linen, she had had her umbrella
th ber. Bhe remembered laying It on
he ceunter before her. She remombered
150 that when she lefl the store she car-
fed hor purmee In one hand and two small
murdlen in the other. 8o she must Lavs
o the umbrells. behind. The girl that
ad walted on her must certatnly hawe
o it, and it probably had been turned
ver to swall identification. Of sourse,
ame customer may have Iald unrightecus
S on i, but, having worked it out so
leverly, Mrs. Plmley would not adwmit to
eroelf ary such thing.
Immedgtsly after breakfyst she started
Bowntown, and whom sheuld shie meet on
ha car but bher friend, Mrs. Van Astrim.
Irs. Mimley’s spirits were 80 much recov-
red that she told Mrs, Van Antrim the
hole story, emitting =sither a full ang
ioquent gescription of the wmbrella mor
15 price. As whe spoke zhe poticed =

Foman in a plum.colored clatk sult and
pelvet togque, just opposite, who seemed
reRlly Interested
“T'ma sure 1o fing it at MceTolly'sa,” sald
irs. Pimley as she fnlshed ber story.
“Thut was the lnst place I went to, with
he excoption of Benget Bros, and 1 dis-
inctly remember having It when I went
n and laying it on the counter.”
Ths Interest of the woman lo the plum-
ulered sult had grown visibly during Mrs,
*imley's recital AL its conclusion she
ran=sl across the aisle.
“"Exruss my addressing you” sha sall
colltely. 1 could not helpy overheating
phat you satd. It s such i peculinr 2o0-
énnce 1 happened to see & clerk (urn
pver to the floorwalker precisely such an
mbrelln as you describe when 1 was In
Benge] Bros. yestenday afternoon. [t must
ave been yours, knd is andoubtedly walt-
ng for you.™
Mra. Fimley was very much surpriesd.
“Well, how In the world™ she sadd, “did
take that umbrells from MeTolley's!
ut I'm awfully glad to know that it's
fe, and very muck obliped for your king-
ez In telling me™
The woman mniled plessantly, and satd
hMra, Pimley wes cntirsly weloome.
Mistake Somewhere.
Mre. Mmiley bastened 1o Dengul Bros,
al, finding the intelligence department,
fier many windings, demanded ber um- |
relis. Then Mrs. Mimley recelved s shock. |
ke intelligence department, after an slab. |
rate search, annoutced that It bad ne
wowledpe of such an umbreiln
ey insisted. An acguaintance had
2 it found the previcus afternoon, and
Alversd to & Beorwalker. Ths intelll- |
noe department bad to call in cne of th=
before Mrx. Pimisy could = sonvinre)
Yat her umbrella was not In Bengel Broa.”
En amion, Then the thing seemed |n-
apli~able. Was it jossible thay she had
uvunderstood the plupesuiied woman o
Y BRengel Bros? Or could
=2 woman heve been

the plum.-
mistaken witer
rs, Pimley proceeded ta MeTally's or
Irowningaran-and-a-s=traw principls,
official to whom =he described hes
ralla iooked queer and saked her 4
& momment, Thes McTol)y's maua-

| 1 got frum the Same:
| hard

are |

ger appeared, and regarded Mrs Pimley
searchingly.

“And you say you are the awner of such
an umbralla?™ he asked severely.

“l do emphatically,” replled Mrs Pim-
ley. “I am Mrs. George Pimley, and 1
have an account bere.””

The manager's severity changed to ap-
prehension,

“It's very strange.” he sald. “That um.
brefla was correctly described by a lady
and taken away less than half an hout
ago.”

Mrs Pimiey regarded McTolly's manager
dumbly. Then a sodden nausen selzed
her. “Was It & tall woman in & plum.
colored sull, and velvet togue?” asked
Mrs Pimiley.

“Exactly,” sald the manager In relleved
tone. “A friend of youms, | suppose?”

The next two days Mrs, Plmiey spent in
bed. But the pleasant, plum-sulted woman
had best wear her plum sult and violet
bonnet, and carry her peari-handled um-
brella with heavy gold filigree. with ex-
treme caution In and about the borough
of Manhattan.—New York Bun.,

“PAW™ AWARDS APTROVAL.

Thinks It Might Be Well 1o Haove
Preachers on Tralans,

*““That's one of the Hest plans 1 ever berd
of.” paw ssd Iast Nite, after maw Got thru
putting a Poletuss on His sore thum.

“What 87 maw told him,

“They are Golng to have preachen on
Ralerode tralns that Run on Sundles,” paw
mnssred. "It's a grate thing. 1 tell you
what, I's a pitty Sum of Our ansestors
that thot they New a Mew things Can't
ccme back here and see what & nalge of
pregress I with Steam wup.”

“It duszent Beam to me they ars enny
sents having preaching on Traina' maw
says. “1 think it Would be ring to Do
#utch u thing too. It would seem almost
Like a 3zin"™

“Oh, shaw,” paw told Her, “they
wouldn't be Ennything reng about it. Pro-
ple that wouldn't want to hesr the preach.
e wouldn't bafte, They could Go in the
smoket Car and make the Limmaut § sents
. corner or sumthing Liks that But they
are & hols 1ot of Good things abeul the
plan. One of the Hesr 1t that it Would
make mors jobos for people that have 10
Good a neducashun ¢ Tamp tles and Are
too proud to Heggx. Just think what a
goddsend It Wouid bs to some Deserving
yusg man, That never had a Be.
fore If Every malerode had lts Regular
preachers the saime ns it Hes conduckters
and brakemun and Candy butchers. Then
they Could have the ralerods preschers’
union, too, and mebby Get dubble time for
worken on Bupdy.”

After maw thot abgut it Awhile she sed:

Conldn't Afford It

“"They woi't never bavys snny sistum
Like that, becos the malarede cumpneys
wouidn't want to pay out 8o mutch mun-
ny. How could they afford to Have a
preacher on every traln, and mebby not
even Half of the lower Hurths taken?”

“They wouldn't need Ome for every
trane,” paw tolé her “Spossn  the
preacher Got en the ¥ o'clock trane going
South He could save all tha soles that
needed It By the Time the enjuneer whis-
seled for Kokomo, an? then Catch the
"Eleven twenty Back, makin thuriy or
forty sinners Om the Heturn trip wisht
they wer¢ nobuller mnd better men. It
bt Got thru with the Surmen before It
was Time to start out on the next run,
ile could pass around Dodgers amung the
Saved, saying it was the shortest and most
Direct line to the East, west, north And
south, Landing you in the very Hart of the
eittie, and If the cumpny had eany trubble
Gettiog bisness from the Other lines he
could say sumthing in his Surmon about
the Dalnger of Going to Purdishen of
Hansas Sittie by eny other RoolL

“The ralerode man that Thot of this
skeem now his biznes all Rite, and Just
think how it can be Carrled on from One
point to anuther. After the sistum Gels
to working good, They can run Sundy
golf trains with Preachen going and com-
ing, and In that way make it soast they
seedn't Hasdly ever be a Sollut terry
foozle approachen the Hevenly gutes I
spose 1t would Help travvel, too, Becox
iots of people that Don't play on Sundies
now would Think It was thare Duty ta
encurridge the ralerode cumpny In its
nobul Effert and Go to The linx, and Play
from Nine in the morning Till four Iln the
Afternoon to sho thelr good falth 8
the preacher would More than em his
eatlery rite there.

“Lots of Texts."™

“T been Looken Ir the Bible since T herd
abwut the plan, and they are Lots of taxts
would come in Handy te use. Here's One
‘My Bola followeth
after Thee,' and aouther could Le
made out of This verse: “They go up by
the mountuns, Thay go down by The il
le¥s unto the place whivrh Thoy bast found.
¢ For them '™

They wors a Lot mare, but paw wouldn't
rite Them off for me. After maw thot

Ii.b.‘n.ll it & While sk sags:

“Well, it's & Nobul plan eony way., I
sposs they are sum perple can't Hardly
h=lp travvullen on Sandles, and If they
can be saved by the mulerode yreschers
it's Bo muteh the Detine’

“Yeu," paw told her, “But they are one
thing mite work aginst It some. 17 the
Trane Tun over a cow or struck a Bharp
curve abtout the Time the preacher got to
Thurdiy of Forthly
mun's I&p that weighed two hundred and
sizty pound From Dullas texas they would
be more Harm done in about a minute

Than all the Geold the Preachen amount- |

&l to In Six yeare. Percle that ain't Got
tizne to ®ay Home and git safed won't
never catch up with muteh Sal valshus
going slxiy miles 4 hour, and a Flask In
thare pochut."—Georgie, i Chicage Times-

Herald
HER FORETHOLGHT.

She Wished to Make Sare of an Ine
come After Marriage.

Ehe I= o falr young thing no matte!
whether she lives in Brookfyn or Kala-

{ mazoo. and she Xnows a young man who

i» all the world to her, albelt the world
might not hold her chalor 1 such esteen
as she herself holds i&. When a funlr
young thing is in that condition, it mat-
ters lttle to her where he Mveas. The only
shadow on her swee!l. young life s ocas?
by her respected father, who Is, or was,
not favorabiy inciined to the odirct of her
cholce. Jurm what he thinks now ls nol

and Threw him in & |

yet definltely ascertalned. The falr young
thing had an Interview with her father
the other evening.

“80,"" he sald, severely, “you have ac-
cepted that young smug, have you®™

“To all Intents and purposes, papa.” sbhe
admitted, fresly. s

“You ought to know better than that™
bhe grumbled. *"Don't you know ke Is &

Omaha Railway Man Tells
rado Sunke. Story.
The Omaba branch of the

“l read George West's snake story with
& great deal of interest,' said Young. “and
confess that it is a goodl one. But I had
& llitle experience Inst Summer that
knocks West's story higher than Winter
resort rates In Florida.

“Two years age this Summer I spent
my vacation in Culorndo, troot-fishing and
mpecimen-bunting. While seated on a
boulder near & mountaln stream, resting
from a long elilmb, 1 began humming &
soateh from & popular mong. I noticed a
commotion In the sparse grass near my
feot, and presently I saw a snnke's head
Hfted up, swaying from side to side in
perfect time with my melodlous singing.
I at once grusped the fact that the snake
wos charmed by my volce, mo I sat per-
factly motioniess for 30 minutes, and sang
for the entertainment of that snake. When
1 etopped stnging the anake applauded by
making its rattlesa hum ke & swarm of
bees, and then gllded awny.

“Last Summer 1 agaln visited that same
spol. and, remembering my experience of

Mr. McKinley.

Mr. Long.

PRESIDENTIAL AND VICE-PRESIDENTIAL POSSIBILITIES.

Mr. Bliss.

very improper youtsg man—that he plays
cards for money and bets on horse
racesT"

“Yes, papa.”

“And he has only §12 & week salary?T

“1 know |t papa.™

“And how do you suppose he ls ever
going to support you on that sum?™

“He isn't, papa.”

‘He lm't™

"No, mr.”

“Well, he imm't looking to me to suppori
him, is he?™

SHe amiled moftly.

“No," she hesitated: “not exactly, papa
but he says if you'll only keep on playing
poker with him three nights In the week
there won't be nny trouble about our get
ting along beautifully.—New York Sun.

NO WONDER HE WENT “BROKE.™

Puat Altogether Too Mueh Confidence
in Deacon’s Suggestions,

“Opposite the rallroad depot down o
| Virginia there was & groesry kept by a
| colored mman, snd as we had some time
| to wait for the train, three or four of us
|;rn-hl over (o look st his stock,” said &
| eomtnercinl traveler, “Business was very
'br‘.nk with the merchani, though =il his

cusicmmers were colored. We noticed that
sugar, tea and codfish seemad 1o well above
I il else, and during & tempursry lull
the Crinnal approached the battered soalep
en which everything was weighed and
pleked up some of the weights. The hol-
low ir esch ome had been fllled with
iead, and when quite sure that the pound
f welzght would balarce 2 ounces at least
he =aif Lo the cld man:

**] see you have flled your weighis
| with lead.’
| " “Yes, sali; yen, sah,’ he replled, ar be
| Fulibed hls bands together.

* “What was the idea™
| = "Ta keep de dir: out o de holes, sah.
i(‘un': po dint get in dar now.’

i "Was it your own ldeal

“ 'No, gab. 1 never ghould v pot dat
fdea If it hadn't bin ftur Descon Willams,
' Dv Cement, sald It was d¢ way dey 41§
|dowre in Greenville an” he fixed ‘sm uwp
fur m+ widour cost’

“*“Tiw deazon Says all
here, doesn’t he™

ile doea, sah; vor, aah, he bure "em
fall yore, an’ he war ellin’ me only dis
| mawning 2at he nebhbor did see de beat o
| how <rm grvoeries Bell eut’

“He wae advises! tn taks hiv welghte
| over to the ooltan warehouse and have
them wolghed, gl he picked them up and
in a slow walk anfl very much pussicd
ha protesded to the war=houss. When

hlr grigerirs

the yoar before, I determined to ascerialn
Af that snake was stil]l In the vl dnity.™

“I'll bt it wasn't, If it had a good mem-
ory.” interrupted Dave Johmaon,

Mr Young scornfully ignored the inter.
miption aad procesded:

“l seated myself on that same rock,
clearsd my throat, aad began humming
the same old tune. 1f I remember right
it was ‘My Hennah Laay." Before I had
fnished the first bar 1 heard a tremendous
rusting in the grass near by, and upon
turnifig I saw-—"

“The same snake Is suppose,” maid
George Haymed,

“Yes, and 18 othemm by =ctual count.
| My first snaks was a mother snake, ana
! for theeo weeks she had been herding her
| new family around that rock, walting for
| me to make my annual tour of song.''—
| Omaha World-Herald.
| R

TOO SMART FOR MA AND PA.

- Didn"t Propose to Be Hestricted in
Correspondence.

Her parents had no particular objection
to a correspondence with the young man,
but thay ineisted that all of his letters
shouid be read by them and all of her let-
ters should be submitted before belng
posted. Of courss, letters written under
these conditions were too cold and for-
mal, and the young folks concocted a
scheme that worked weil for a short time.
When he wrote to her he wrote in those
peculiar pothooks and zig-zags that mean
20 much 1o the stenographer and so little
to the uninitiated. When her parents In-
sirted that ahe must translate these mys-
terious marks, of course she could trans-
late them Inte anything she saw i1, and
the transiantions were always wvery prim
and proper reading. And when she sub-
mitted transations of the mysterious
marks she made to send him, her parents
could find nothing therein to eriticise.

But papa’s suspicions wére aroused, and
one day he mecursd one of the letters

and submitted it o o stenographer who
made a Hving by reporting court proceed-
inga. The court reporier, not belng in the
secret, made a IMtemal tranalation, and
when papa smaw it his eyes stuck so far
out of his head that they could have been
scraped off with the concave =de of a
barre! stave.

That ended the stenographic correspond-
| enice, but wher the poet remarked that
| “*Love will find a way,” he uttered a

truth that will go thundering down the
ages with all the reverberations comse-
guent upon A (at man stumbliing over 3
row of frult jars.

|  A» bDefore remarked. the Sweet Young

he returded it waas on the rue, and bis | Thing and He were expert typewriters,

she warpaed her machine over into a
llar condition. When he wrote to her the
letter would read something ik ethis:

“QJ 5k3 Fxbmj Fevoeld: E osh jm; cvihy
w;, 3 ¢ gaoh bel mebm.™

When the Sweet Young Thing ran this
throogh her machine, it produced the fol-
lowing resait:

“My Own Ducky Darling: I love you
barder than a mule can -

The Sweet Young Thing's parents are
now laboring under the impression that
the I studying Greek. and they are de-
lighted with the progress she Is making.—
Omahae World-Herahl.

EQUAL TO THE SACRIFIUE.

Cyrus Barker Complies With Ange-
line Asheraft's Rognest.

“Cyrus Barker, remove your arm!™

For, In an apparently carelesa manner,
be had placed it upon the back of her
chalr.

Stung by the tones of her volce no lese
than by her words, the young man flushed
desply.

“Is that the gresting you give me, An-
geline Asheraft—you who professsd to be
#0 sorry when I went away to the war—
who wept upon my neck and sald you
would never have a momeal's peace or
happiness untll ! returned mafely home
agaic—who gave me a photograph, which
I bhave carried next to my heart from
that day to this!" he exslaimed. "“Do you
remember how you sald you would be true
to ma, though thousands of miles of ocean
might roll Letwesn us?"

“Oh, yes, | remember all that”

“Have you forgotien how you sald at
parting, ‘0, Cyrus, It breaks my heart! 1
cannot give you up!”™ "™

“lI thipk 1 did make some such re-
mark."”

“l think you did. Have you forgotien
how you bade me think of you, In camp
or on the battle-field, when the bullets of
the enemy were fiying thick and {fast
around me, and let the thought that you
woere praying for me cheer me [n
dark bour?™’

“I think | do recollsot saying something
of the kind.”

“You think you do! Ha! And when 1
was wounded you wrote to me 1o get well
as scon ar I could and comse back to you!
Do you have a dim recoliection of doing
someibing like that?™
d;‘;-'w that you mention It, I bellave 1

“You have changed, then'
ecowling darkly.
girl?™

“You have changed more thmn [ have,
Mr. Barker.,” coldly she answered. “You
are not the same man.”

“You still Inaist.” he went on, with ex-
ceedlng bitterness, “that 1 remove my
arm?

-1‘ dov.'

“So be it, then!"

Calmly the young mar arose, unscrewed
hia wooden arm, placed It at her feet,
and turnsd to go.

*“1 hope, Miss Asheraft,” he sald, “‘you
ar: satisfied "

But Miss Angeline Ashcraft had fainted.
~Chicago Tribune.

he sald,
“You are not the same

MAKES ROOM FOR HER.

The Fat Man, the Johnny and the
Young Woman.

The elevated trains were crowded with
people golng to thelr homes. There wasn't
a vaocant! seat anywhere. A smell man
with & red necktle, patant leather shoes,
clothes of styllsh cut and a general fash-
po-plate appearance sat with his short
legs wide apart, taking up room esnough
for two of larger size. A fussy fat man
gtood In front of him, hanging on o &
sirap, glowering down upon the fellow
with the red necktie and muttering curses
on his piggishness,

At Twenty-third street there was a riush
of shopgirls to get aboard. “Plenty room
up forward! the oconductor shouted as
they acrambiled In at the door. The fussy
fat man turned to see where all this room
could be. The train started with a jerk.
The fussy fat man lurched heavily and fsll
with crushing welght into the lap of the
man with the red tle. The girls surged
forward involuntarily, clutching at each
other and uitering ltile shrieks of apol-
ogy. The fat man emiled grimily, but
made ne effort to rise, while he of the red
necktle squirmed and sputtered without
avall, Then the fat man took off his hat,
bent his head toward one of the young
women, and called out Ina ioud, pomp-
ous voloe:

“Permit me, young lady, to offer you
my seat,” he sald

As the young woman approached, smil-
ing her thanks, the fat man rose slowily
and stepped aside, revealing a crushad
and foming fashion plate. The gir] stopped
in surprise, then turned red and gigeled.
Those on each side of the red necktle
roared with laughter. The fussy fat man
bowed polltely to the young woman and
waved his hand toward the seat he had
Just vacated,

“8it down,” he repeated. There was
another roar of laughter, and the red
necktlé arose and wsquirmed down the
alise. The fussy fat man turned In pre-
tended astonishment.

“Great Seott!” he cried, "was I sitting
on—that 7"

~ "Ty-ighth street!™ shouted the conduct-

or. .
The red npecktie got off.—New York
Press.

TRAIL OF BURNED MATCHES,

O'Lafferty’'s Attempt to Get Even
With Load of Hay.

“'D'ye recollect the time that Biily Me-
Lune and Florenoe O'Lafferty chased that
farmer with a Joad of hay,” said the night
editor as he opensd tha jack potl.

The telegraph man had not heard of it

“Well, 1¢ was in the oid days, when the
regulation thing was to work till 2 o'clock
in the morning and then tank up beautl-
{ully before you went bome."

“Sure. In thase days they sized you up
by the whisky you drank,” sighed the tel-
egraph man, regretfully.

“Florence and Bllly were proceeding
along Clark street about § o'clock in the
morning, each supporting the other, and
both leaning againat a wall occaslonally to
resl. They started to cross the street and
Florence got a little In advance. Blily
promptly pulled him out from under the
noss of an early cahle car.

“ *Thash your dastardly doins’, blockin'
up the sight of & gentieman,’ roared Flor-
ence, shaking his fist at & mMAD ofi @ Wagon
load of hay.

= Aw, go soak yo' head' laughed the
driver.

“At this Florence grew thoroughly in-
censed. ‘Tl fix you,' be shouted, starting
in pursuit of the hay. He caught op with
the wagon, stopped gravely, found his
matches, and struck a llght on his trou-

“*By George, thash funny. he mut-
tered, ax he looked up to fnd the wagon
baif & block in advance. Again he sirag-
gled along vowing to make a holocaust
of the lond of hay. He caught up agaln,
struck his match and found the wagon
ahead of him.  After this happened three
ar four times, Dilly. waddling along after
Florence and able to appreciate the joke
somewhal, a mring of men and boys lined
up on the sidewnlk to ses the finish
Florence left a siring of burped matches
from Van Buren to Washington street.”

“Well T

“Oh, a pollceman fAnally coppersad “em
and put "em in a eab. and Florence and
Billy rode home in state, and each of ‘em
gate the driver.a §30 bill—the last mooey
they had.”—Chicago Inter Ocean.

* POETRY .

Milk and Masic.

Countles Dalry at thelr annual
dmner a few days ago, that “music sult-
able in quality and

right moment is a never-falling meacs
of Increasing the gupply of

We hall thee, Prof.,
Nor dv we scoff
At what you riss 1o tell us;

4 §
AR
aalslg of)

i

i

Have
The tune the old cow dled on.

We do nid ecare
To kmow the alr,
As millions bave before us;
Nor 4o we, air,
Asxk If It wore
A mlo or & chorus,

But tsil us now,
Did not that cow
Buccumb with sigh and sputter
Because some matd
Just played and played
To make ber give purs butterT
=4. J. L. In New York Sun

It tw

The heusefly It on a Blg bald head,
Zimmity-buzz-ty-thup!
Hard woro the words the owner sald
As he Nfted his fat hand up.
Zuph
Zimmity-tusz-ty-zum-m-m!
sum-m-m!
m-m!

The housefly it on & plate of hash,
Zirmity -buss-ty-sqaish!
What the diner sald we write with o dash
Aa he wildly “‘shoo-ed'" the dish.
(Whish )
Zimmity-buzs-ty-som-m-m!
Furm-m-m)
o-m!

The housefly Ift on & maldm's chee,
Zimmity-busz-ty-ping!
Bhe slappell herself so it wax red for & weak
As sbe called her a horrid thing.
(Bing 1)
Zimmity-buxe-ty -sum-m-m!
sum-m-m!
m-m!

The housefly It o & brandy Sz,
Zimmity-hic-ty-whee!

Sald she to the mizer, ““This

“Dash your eyes!”™ smid be.
(Geal)

Zimmity-buzz-{y-sum-m-m!

rum-m-m!

m-m!

The housefly lit and waved her logs,
Zimmity -buzz-ty-gridl
And deposited seventy mililon eggs
And died witk her duty did
(Tour bidl
Zimmity-buss-ty-gum-mem !
sum-m-m!
m-m!
—New TYork Press

s his™

The Only Way.

T've allers dome quite fairly &t "mest all I've
undertook,
An' 1 lay 1t to & motiter that I newer have

forsaai
r'il pat it to you Iin & Whiteomd Riley sort
of rhymo—
“Never quit, but keep a-peggin’ at It
Al

The
Time."

I'va got & oid bay mare to bome; she's blind
an' kind o' lame;
Bbe can't strike no two-forty galt, but gits
there, just the same.
ean’'t beat her record fer a week,
I'll bet & dime;
Ebe hits the piks an’ keeps s-goln’ -
Al
The
Time

1 courted Ann Elixy. now, some twenty year

ago.
I popped. She sorter splcksred, ‘n’ then
plump out answered ‘"No™
But fimally relented, an’ they rung the wed-
din' chime,
Fer I kep' right on an' pestered at her
All

The
Time

I've often seen soma feller that they counted
mighty sliek
Go a-sallln’ llke & rocket. an’ come down just
Nike the stick,
I've finerly concluded, If youd ever want (o
climb,
You've got to jest keep pegein” “::g
The
Time

—Chicags Record.

""When Ye'r Growin' 014"

There's a madness stealin’ o'er ye,
When vo'r growin' oid,

Th' don't ‘pear so wmuch befors rye.
When the world grows cold;

Ye'r &' standin’ to (2 evenin
Where ' shades unfold,

When th' lght o day Is leavin'
An' yo'r growin’

Night s drawin' of a curtaln,
Bof' a bell ia tolled,

Things look sort o gray. unoerisin,
Where th' shadows fold

Th' landscape’s waverin® plciures
‘That are all unrolied,

YWhan yo'r life is in 5" twilight
An" yo'r growin' old

Like & fire that's sort o' fadin®
When the ashes hold
But a sort o ghostly shadin'
Of n joy that's coid;
Like & sweet song. but whose echo
May ¥o'r memory hold,
When the sunset gilds the bilitops,
An' yo'r growin’ old
But th's light bayond th’
When ye'r gray an’ cold
Out bayond the crimson sunset,
Theres In dawn utrolled;
The's & glow o promise beamin®
Of hopen that foid
Ye'r heart and bring 1t comfort
When ye'r growis' old
—Bismarck Tribune

hilltops,

Oh, Bellevers!
Jarct’s heavenly ladder
Heachin® ter d& groun’;
Satan mays “Hit's in my wayr,™
En th'ow de ladder down!

Oh, bailevers,
Better take yo' tima;
Tes you ses ol' Satan
Watch out how you chimbl

Moses in de bullrush—
L1l chap was him—

Erf dat bosket leaky,
How he gwine ter awim?

Oh, bellevers,
Hol' de bick'ry Nmb;
Dozt you hit de water
“Twell you larn ter swim!
—Atlanta Constitution.

When They Print the Nnmes.

Professor McConnell told the Eastsrn |1 lks ts read o° polities, diplomacy an’ such,

With evrything "at's guin’ on I ke (o keep
In towch:

T read the litthe weekly printed Fridays Dece

In town,

An' & great Big city paper for (o sorter waah
it down.,

It's guod 1o fesl you're posted. an' whem all
iz done an’ said,

I trumped 5l [ was tired, though I pever got
A séar,
A-followin' the Gen'rals in the Oreecs s’

Turksy war;

With Kitchoner | wandered sn' his Tommy
Atkine throng.

An' joined with Majer Marchand till Fasbods
came along.

With Gearmany an’ Uncle S8am an’ England for
& apell,

I mated "round Samoa, an' 1 kept up pretiy
wall.

Now Hruger's got me drafted, an’' I smell the
batte Sames

Since the papers tell o' fighting, an' they've
Puns o printin’ names.

To read o folks an’ places that their oames
¥u can't pernounce

Is harder work'n skirmishin®
shootin® counts.

They keep me atl it year by year: I never gob
no peace

When the Japanese broke China or when Tur-
key somked up Oreece.

An' now the Boers thelr columns are a-movin‘,
dm’t you see?—

It's the columas In the papers, that are ter-
rifyin' mel

A taak looma up before me worse'n breakin”
furo gumes

Stnesy the papers talk o' fightin® an’ they'we
fne to printin’ names,
—Ro; 11 Oreens In Leslle’'s Weekly,

Job Without a Peer.

They take him from the Army, with not &
chance to fail,
And they ship him to the tropics on & warship
or & mall;
They ship him to the Jungles where the wid
barana growe,
Teo civiliss the savage without resort o blows,
And he preaches
And he tesches
Tha srt of wislding hoes.

Iie wears a sult of canvas, & hat to shisid
the sun,
And he rules bis miillon charges without &
single gun
Without a single cannon, without a single row,
Witk nothing else but volumes of farm biots
headed “"How.™
And bha preaches
And he lsaches
The way to guide a plow.

Hs lives In tropic splandor, be has his trusty

man.

And & valet bhringilng Lreeses with s jungle-
spreading fan;
And another mixing

and rice,
And still another serving with a sprig of
native spice.
And he preaches
And he teaches
The art of making i-=.

ferments of comtoanug

A Governor in the troples—a jJob without &
peer—

It"s worth a Bundred office jobs In Washington
or here;

To & wik In the
gin btreess,

A job of peace and plenty and one perpetual
[ Y N

. to court the june

And he preaches
And e tesches
The art of irimming trees.
—Chicage News.

The Spring Broiler.
Sing ho for the broller that's spread on the
il
My spirtt with vislons of mapture to fll;
Hing ho for the broller, o brown and so crisp,
That fAits through my dream like & Wil o° the
Wisp.

Its frou frou while broiling is music to me

As wwest ad the murmurous song of the sea
That haunts with a charm as eclusive and shy,
And sad asg the tang of the ready-made ple

Oh! pow on Olympus my joy | uncerk

And play & tattoo with my knife and my fork,

Amnd, as the bird sings with ths m=dley along

My inner man blossoms a bower of song.

Oh! whers is the robin, the thrush and the
wren,

Compered with spring’s jowel, the juveniis hen?

They're natight to this bird, though thelr graces
thay joln—

This bird that outbhirds the big bird on the coin,

Hurrsh for the broller whose feathers are shed;

Hurrah for the brofler in bemuty outsproad

To gild the white damask and cause me to sing;

The brolier’s the only excuse {or the spring.
—HR. K. Munkittrick, in New York Herahi.

In the Open.

1 maid In my Seart, [ am sck of four walle
and a celling.

1 have ased of the aky:

i have business with the grass;

T will up and get me away where the bawikl
1= wheeling.

Lone and hich,

And the smow clopds go by.

I will got e awny to the waters that glass

The clouds as they pass;

To the waters that le

Like the heart of a pmiden aware of a doomy
drawing nigh.

And dumb for ssreery of Impending joy.

I will got me away to the woods

Byring, like a huntsman's bay,

Halloos along ths hillsides and unhoods

The falem In my will,

The dogwosd calls me. and the sodden theill

That breaks in appis biooms down countrp
ronds

Mucks ms by the sleeve and nodges me away.

The sap-is In the Doles today,

And in my veins & puise that yearns and

groads.

—Richard Hovey In Philadelphin [nquirer.

“June Hug Hit de Cellin'™

Summah's jes’ sroun’ de co'neb—
Jea' er little pléce erhesd—
Wen da watamillyun greets us
Wif his smile so o0l sn® Ted.
Summah’'s sent us wo'd a'ready—
Jew s’ night 1 pot de tip—
Mistah June Bug hit de eellin’
Wit his “Br-z-z-m-m-m-m-bip

Fummakh's comin’! Bummah's comin'!
WH de flowsbhe In hab lap,

En" de mun dat smile at noon tima,
Conxin® yo' ter taks or anp,

Comin'! En’ de bees l# hummin’
Twell I's drociin' at de [p

Mistah June Bug fotch dv messagpe
Wit dat “"Bz-2-g-2-00-00-00-bip™*

Sommah's comin® down d= big road
Wi er milyun in hub a'ms,
En' or hagpy, Iszy feelin®,
En’ er lot o yutheh cha'ma,
Mimtah June Hug done comp tol” me,
Wen "e duck on” dive oo’ dip
‘Gin de coflin’ Jeo" Jas” ovenmin’
WK "l= "M-m-memebe-s-2-5-bip* ~
—Haltimors  Amerioss

Victoria's Sonns.

“T've o power of sons,” ses abe,

ANl sorts of oned,’ mex nbe,

“Bome gulet a8 cown,” sez she,
“Some alway: In rows.” s=z she,

“An' the ons gives most troubie.” sez abey
“The moiker loves double,” sez she,
“fio drink to the min.” sex abe,

“*That havéd gose In to win'' sex shej
“In the ‘gap of danger.” " sex she,
“am a Connsught Hanger,” sex ahe,
“An’ somewhera near,”’ ses abo,

“in a Fasilier,” sex she,

YA the Innskillings not far.'" ses she,
“Feam (ha Heart ¢ the War,"" sez sha
“An' TNl tell you what,'” ses she,
“They may talk a lot.”" pez abe,

“AR' them Forelgn Babosns,' sex she,
“Msy Oraw thelr cartoona,”™ sex she,
““But what ther can’'t draw.’ sez she,
iz the Lien's claw,” sex she

—Dublin Evenlng Mall




