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An Moses Wounld.
“You've cheatod me out of my walch, sirl™ he

‘o Christtun, old man, would ever have
dome T

my friend.” the homest pawnbroker ve-
plind,

“T'm runping this shop as Moses wouild run
nr —Chicagoe Tribunc

RED JACKSTARTS A YARN

Dut It Shares the Fate of All Bar-
room Stories and Is Not Finp-
ished Yet.

“Al,

Ever eince the first barroom was opetied
Rhere has only been one barroom story,
and that has never yet been finlshed.
With jocalities, names and dates o dis-
orelion, It ryns on broken lines that never
Wweach a station, and when reproduced s
wometihing ke this:

Red Jack—8peaking of gqueer thingw
“when Jones used to keep that piace on
"Twelfth streel, whore Dittenhouser has
Rhie undertaker's shop now—

Long Jim—There ain't no undertaker's
whop There now. What are you talking
wboptT

Slick Bam—Jones never kept a place on
Twelfth street. His piace was on Four
Keenth street.
Rod Juck--I
wmbout,

know what I'm talking
When Jones kept that place—

Long Tom—You're both wrong. Jones'
place was on Thirtesnth strest., ] remem-
ber when [t was Ddurned down, 1 was

there with No. 15

Red Juck—You never belonged to En-
gine 18 You were golng 1o school at the
time I'm talking of.

long Tom—1 tell you I was there with
that engine, and the proof of it in—
Big Mike—Let the man tell his story.
Long Tom—Right you are. [ stand cor
Trected.

Red Jack—Wsll, to resume my reminis-
cences, or, in other wolds, my Interesting
Darrative—

Pinching Peter—Oh, take that dictionary
out of vour throat!

Blg Mike—For goolness’' saks, glve him
& chance 1o wpenk!

Who's treating? I'll take whisky.
The Tale Is Heanmed.

Red Jack—You're welcome. Juke to the
Boest in the house. [ was just about to
tell these Indians what happened on the
sght of the big fire, when Jones Kept that
place on Twelflth street, and when—
Pinching Pete—=Oh, Jake! That's too
heavy a hooker. Bt muybe I'm a poor
Judge. I hate to drink whisky., because
when 1 do 1 ean’t go 1o slesp.
Joeular Jake—And I hate to go to slesp,
becauns when 1 do [ can’t deink whisky.
Salwvation Army Lassie—Buy the War
Cry?

Big Mike—Don't look at me; I'm mar.
riad.

Lassle—Take the War Cry home o your
wile, .

Big Mike—T'd be afruld,

Lassie—0Oh, fic! A ginnt and afmid]

HBlg Mike—And lke most married men,
I'm a sinner

Lassie—Repent! Remember that sin can
nover enter the kingdom of heawven.

Big Mike—Oh, yes. It oin The wvery
first on the list of the seven deadly sine
enterad the kingdom of heaven long before

the creation of Adnm. Laucifer -was the
firat sinner
Lassie—ANh, but don't you know what

huppensd to Lucifer?

Hig Mike—(f course I
bounced by my namesake

Dandy Dan—And ever since the Micks
cun down the devil

Lassle—May heaven forgive you all!
(ExiL)

Learned Tamy—Mike, you should not
taik that way to thoss Salwation people
You may think that they are foolish, but
! all svents they appear 1o he sincere,
and they do a grest deal of good 'l the
line of charity

Dandy Dan—8o they &4, 1 knew one
jady who joined the Balvation Army, and
the was about as good a woman =E ever
went to ohurch. Well there was & fel-
Jow who worked In the nelghbarbood
where this lady lived, on Stiten Island
We used %o cail him B¢ ppi. He was
well known in aill the saloans. He was a
wiid fellow, and Mved all alone in s Wttle

do; he was

¢ld shanty on the beach. long before
¢ wore any Raloes-law hoteis there.
this lady fancied that Echuapps

was sad and lonely In Wi lttle hut on
the bheach But s=he was mistaken, for

tha fellow wes as happy as o lark.
The Pluom Paddine.

One Christmas Eve when Schnappe was !

passing Ler place, she calied him In and
mude him & present of A splendld big ;

pulding. Ehe was u kind-hearted Eng
woman, and, naturally enougt  she
thought that mothing could be more ac-

oeptable to Bchunapp's than a plum pud-
ing for Christmas day, Schnapps
ked her cloguently and started off
with the big pudding under his arm Ha
It about from saloon 1o seloon wh-
w got tired carmrying 1. He did not
dare to put it down on a chalr or plare
it on & tzble becnuse B¢ wos afrald that
some of the Wood Hoad boys would stea]
it. 80 he determined 10 hide it

fit. John's Church fa Clifion strest was
buliding at the time. Schnapps went
straight into the church grournds and
groped in the dark along the unfinished
wills untll be found a runiing corner for
the pudding. He mowed it away. “There!™
seid he, “the devil won't find 2t now.™
Then be nturned 1o the nearemt saloon
where he I ained until § o'clock In the
morning. On his way home he alipped
it the church grounds agaln, bdat he

uiint remember where be put his pud-
After o long searck ke gave 2
I3 tis mind to call for It
in the marning nt sunrise.

Well, e Ald come for It at suorise and

hunted Elgh and low for that pudding
but he coudn’t find . Tha: night be
tricd apnin with the same smd presuit,

w4 during OVs long years ufprward every
night when Shnapps was on & tool he
vever falled 10 &1 in At & John's Church
o look for 1S Peviding. Umne night—*
Pinching Pele—"he angelm ale 1t
Lenrned Lafmy—¥o, but they threw It
out. and the devil logy saway with it
DNandy Dan—Never wing sbout the dovil.
ou pever maw him.
Learned Larry—1 Adr¢ hey! I've been
puliing himm by the AR & pmy Yike
Dandy Dun—Well,

-

oN® night i the

Jorulsr Jake—Good avening, gentlemen! |

Fall, adbout weven years after Schrapps
had put his pudding In that church, there
was an awful storm. It Mew down hall
the trees on the Wood Road. The thunder
roared, the wind yelled and the lightuing
hlazed. SBchrupps came oot of one of the
Ein mille. paying no more attention to the
storm than a duck would pay to a die-
tionary. He was homewan! bound, on a
dead beat to windward. Fie needed the
whole read to himssll. When he came In
front of Bt. John's Church, then finished
completely, ha thought it might be a wise
thing 10 make one last attempt 10 Teean-
ture that Jost pudding. The Nghining,
&very moment. gave him a chanoe (o see.
Between the flashes his oyes might as
well be shut as open.

The Pudding Found.

Suddenly—usually lightning comes that
way—a bolt came down beside him and,
instead of knocking him fiat on the
ground, it fired him ¥ feet [nto the air
and pleated m_on all fours by the zide
of the sione that he Immediately recog-
|tﬂu=~d as the one alongside of which he
| had cunningly placed his precious pudding.
That stone was In & comer, and in that
cOrmer—

Pinching Pete—Oh, get bricks.

Joculnr Jake—That's & puddin'-headed
story.

Dig Mike—And there v po ralaln In It

Dandy Dan—WIill you let me finish?

Pinching Pets—We can see your finish

Red Jock—You fsflows zive me & pain
in the head, 1 was go'ng o teli you about
the night of the big fire, when Jones kept
that place on Twelfth strest. At that
time—vo

Big Mike—How long was that before the
night of the hig wind?

Jocular Jake~You gay you have a paln
|In the head? I can give you a Boss cure.
| Jumt you take a common cabbage leaf and
put it In your hat, and in 15 minutes—

Red Jack—That might cure your head,

Learned Larry—Sure! Similla stmilfbus
curantur!

Jocular Jake—Don't chuck any of your
Bhakespears at me!

Learned Larry—Tha* ain't no Bhakes.
peare; that's Parkhurst.

Jocsinr Jake—TWhat, the Jdoctor?

Loarned Larry—Ays, the doctor,

Jorular Jake—I take it ali hack.

Red Jack—Well, to begin my etory
agaln. WWhen Jones kept the place on
Twelfth stree:, betweepn—
| Incorrigible Con—Between High Hridge
|and FHolyoke, whers Barmer McAloone
|'k-.~m the cockpit?

Red Jeck—1'm pot talklng abou: Barpey
| MeAloone. T woa just saying when Jones
kept that piace on Tweifth streot—
| Lan#iord—Come. gentlemen, It is time to
close up now, Take a drink with me. I'll
he pleased 10 ace you tomorrow evening,.—
New York Bun.

“PFAW" GOES PICKNICKING,

“Geargle” Tells of the Things That
Came to Pass.

We had a picknick on deckemmshunt day.
The Hussstts and Uncle wesley and Aunt
grace and me and paw and maw and Lit-
tle nlbert und the Pupp and the taby and
several more Peaple went, We rode on &
Train and got off at & HBewtifle lttle
Lalke thirtesn mlies away whare they
Had a Morry goe Round snd Botes and
things. Maw sed ghe Didn't care 10 go at
First., but paw Got her In the noshun all

te.
ﬂ"Hore 1 get & Day off™ paw Told her,
“and you Want to fust se! around ke old

peaple. That's no way to selebrate the
Day,*
“Has 1t got =0 you Can't enjoy Your-

#el! at Home with your fambly enny
more ™ Maw apt him. “Must you alwaye
go away sumwhare With other peeple 10
have & pood Time™

“0Oh, no, it ain't that™ paw snserd. *1
don’t care ennything about the Picknick
and 1'd rather stay rite here with you
and the boys, but T told Mrs DBassett

and you'll have a nice guiel Time here
and Get rested.”

Bo maw began to get reddy to Go o
the picknick.

Getting Down to Businesa.

After we got there we Found a pleamnt
piace with a roof over and a8 Long table
inside. and Paw sed that's where we
would Eat, so they put The things on the
Table, and we all got Bet Down to Bis-
noss, but about That time & Man with a
badge On came In and sed It would cost
thres Dollars. Paw ast hlm Why, and the
man sed becoz he Ownaed the place and
Didn't bild it just to get Exeroine.

After that we Went cut under some trees
and Were agolng to Eat, but Bafors it got
to be Paw's turn to Have a peace of Cold
chicken It Commenet to Raln and every

Thing wot ked,
“let’s all Be filo-

“Well,™ paw saya,

sofickle and not Care. Msbby they mite
of Been sumthing In the Cake or ple that
would of made us all Bick enny way.
You never Can tall about Such things If
they dom't Happen. Just makoe tha Best
of {t. That's my mottoe when you go to
pickalcks.”

Mrs. Hassett sed she Was gind paw
Looked at it that way and didn't biame
Her for getting him to come, but the Rest
looked kind a sorrafle and Hungry.

We huddled around under trees and In
Eheds & cupple of ours and Got all Wet,
but it Cleared up at Last and was Bew-
tifle. Then Maw “wanted paw o Hold the
babty so ahe could give Little albert a ride
on the murry Go round, and paw suye:

“Thnt's one of your fallings, maw. I
Told you {t would be Better If you Stald
at Home with the Child. If I woulds't
want to Do ennything at & Plckniek but
Hold the Baby [ could stay rite at Home
and 4o It Just as Well but You haft to
always want me 0 Jo around sumwhalrs
mitken miself yoosfle when it's my Only
chanct to have A pood time. | come put
here to rest and Be qulet far away from
the Ware and talr of the grate altite, and
Now you go and Try to upset the IHole
plan. Why don't you Have pome thots
about other péople’s snjoyment™’

¥Maw Held the Baby.

Bo paw Gave us ten BSents and T bheld
Hitle Albert in the muryy Go round, and
maw held the Baby. Pritty soon paw
and Mrs Bassett and her Ant from Since
a natto Went down to the Lake to have
a Dote ride. Yihen maw seen them she
sed:

“Paw, T thot you Came oot here (o not
Get enny ware and tair?™

“This a sumthing I nesd” paw Tl
her. ““Thay are nothing like rowing for
the Helth, Tf | could roe more it would
ba BEetter for me than medasun'

After Mre=. Bassett and her ant got In
paw Give the Bote a shuv, and was agolng
to Step on the middle Seal when It came
ta Where he stood, but some Way it
D¥dn't seem %o be whare he thot it was
when he stepped Down, =0 he struck the
End of it and They were a splaszh and a
Lot of screams and the Bote upside down.

After it got s0o we Could see what was
Goln: on In the watter paw Was standin in
It & Little bit gbuv his knees, Holding
Mira. Bamseit's Hand and Telling her he
was agoing to Bafe her at the Risk of his
own life. Mr= Pasestr is young and bew-
tifle, and Her amt waded Out alone.

When maw put ms and Little aibert to
Bed that nite she neit Down with us to
say our prayers and told Us to ast God
to bless Evervbuddy but Mrs. Bassett, so
we done i, but Nothing ain't happened
to her yit.—"Georgie” In Chicago Times-
Herald.

IN THE SPRINGTIME.

What the Gladsome Season Hringeth
Iin Its Traln.
in the Spricg the whiskered farmer
drinks hard cider from & can. throw-
Ing wuds of burning longuage at tha
Indolent hired man. In the Bpring the
grand oid granger plants his suecotash
and corn, and the cainchbugs come and

when she apoke of Getting it Up I'd go

JUNE FASHIONS 1IN SOUTH ‘APIIC.L

eat i, whies ha sleopoth in the

--From [a Rire

I spose she would of et 1t drop if It
wouldn't of Been for that, so 1 cam't
Brake my Waord., If you Don't feel Like
it the mebby you better net go, and |
Don’t beleave It Would Do 1be bahy enmy
sood, eomiy Way., 1 can Teke the Bowya

{ morn. 1n the Spring the oid sow wanders
to some quiet fen or brake and returmp
with seven piglets toddiing cutely in her
wauke In the Bpring the good dag Rover
lides beiind the bushes damp walling

nall & In the the bul sa | “No," the threw out bia chest,
eatie. ‘Which Tms Desn's pet for years, | tugged at the ead of hie mostache ead ¢x-
Wmmﬂﬁ! . sis om g
bim and sata his cars. the | * "
nlnlanl-na- te in the “BMW“"T‘IM&
wooda, &hwm . say when Mr. Bunwo ne
pther good; and they fall  buy-a de Bridge dack be kill-a Mr. Punco
into the river, and the sat them | tomorrow, Good-by.”—New Tork Sun
'llllao-um the planic
' -
e g Bk o RS TOO MUCH RESPONSIBILITY
liver is out of whack, are ¥ Leaves Miz Happy Home Rather
!:U“Ml.-“t:”m r e
e * sald the pe-
only y a “While 1T wae out West,
:n:: M?&mm%m‘tmmﬂ.ﬂMw“ﬂﬂ
fecla like & Mmono. A:‘il-ﬂthm man sitting by the aide of the road. He
papérs where they tell of Bpooper’s Pllls, | jooked so sad that I stopped and asked
::,:“ m'.bm‘-lﬂwe‘&m.’h m.u r:: him what the matieor was 1
M&m}:wluan-m‘m .;'“W. I'm In & Beap of trouble,
Ars -T s 4 2
mﬂh " and Bis syclagt Ssmes | . '"’“m:' ;m‘ el 'tlhu‘o. all ye
b'ﬂ-ulrh'?mmm Humph!" he oL
tes, and they say 1 will mke 11, I'll metﬁt?Jduh;d'l
fool happy as 4 fisa. Put thelr dismal | "7
decoctions only meke shrisk I mads no answer, and efter drawing a
E e T oD Gnt ok D s fow pus (rom aa oKl coracoh pipe. he
oould be carted off to jall. In the Spring '__;
wily sirapger paten might as weil tell ya. I live up yan-
mmnmw-:;ﬁog‘ymm: der In thet house on the hill, an’ 1 alwars
to & thousand-doilsr note. In the Spring caloalated to Nive uw' die thar, but hil
you make a garden, full of thinga you liks looks ez though hit wusc't ter be. The
%o sat ,and the chickens come and scrateh | Other day my wifs got bold "of & paper
it all to thundsr and repeat. In tfe Spring mummmb{t::ﬂ.;t
your lawn la and point to it en's ciubm wus !l the go, an
ﬂlhmﬁmnmm.u wikd to hev one hereslf, Wul, she talked
spell it in the silent eventide. totllol.‘hﬂoldwmlwﬂdmwl
In the Spring the groaning husband eats she had ‘em jes’ oz crmzy as her, gn' the
his victuals in the barn, for his wife mll-qm.uouﬁmmm
mﬁﬂmmmudﬁq:—n‘t boldin® & meetin' op at my houss ler or-
care & darn; and the yard is fui car- lnnltt-_.
m.ua the trees are full of sheets, | 'Wul.!!-llrnthlnc"!ﬂckul.m:
and be has jo live on sauerkraut, cistern  president Thoy teok a ballot, an
water and slioed beets. a woman'e | resuit wosz thet esch one of 'em had a
In her glory when she tears things all ?L“l:i‘;-::mnm:mmmlhn-‘::
nd piliows y frost beginain’
?:‘:"m“““&“"n--‘“:w?"" - v form o the windows. Wul, hit looked
night the groaning husband has to sleep Hke & dendloek tlH one fule woman sug-
upon the porch and he feels a0 plum gested thet [ be allowed ter cast tho de-
dingusted that he csan't enjoy his torch. c!d’:‘_m._“_'!l_.__l had jems presence of

ONLY WANTED THE EXCUSE.

“Whoop!

The dentist .wasn't in!™

When the biamed old cleaning’s owver,
then the wife ls takea 1ll, and it keeps
her husband busted buying dope and drug
and plll; and the mansion ls no cleaner
than it was when she bagan,
siny him If he said he s & pru-
dent man —Nebraska State Journal

SOLD HIM BROOKLYN BRIDGE.

£ Mr. Bunco No Buy-a Back Signor
Caorelll Killem Him.

The polics are jooking for aa Itallan
bunco man who has been swindiing his
feliow-countrymen In & novel manoer.
He was first heard of when Bignor Luig!
Coreld, sn [tallan merchant who recently

of Lawyer Rober{ Racey, In the Ahrens
building, and told a remarkabe story of
how he had been fleeced by the mwind.er.
He told his story through an Interpreter,
explaining that he had been buncoed qut
of §e.

“How did the bunco man get itT" asked
Lawyer Racey.

“He mell-a do Rrookiyn bridge to my
friend,” explained the Interpreter.

“Bold the BHrooklyn bridge to your
friepd T

“Sure,” answered the Interpreter. "Only
not all de bridge. Omly New York-a side.
He tell-a my-a friend Mayor Van Wyck
own's dea rest. He tel-a my-a friend de
Brooklyn bridge do much-a business. He
met-a my-a friend just so moon de ship
come in. He find out his name. Sure.
Pooty soon he s3id, "Hello, Bignor Coreilt,
and he shake-a de hand. My friend think
he know-a him In old country. but forget-a
de rame. All vight. He have a drink,
my friend bhav a drick an' he taks-a my
friend all round for two day, show him da
eit’. He know lots pollcemen an’ shake-a
de hand. He tpil-a de policeman my friend
be pew Italian Conmul just come over. Po-
Hoemman stmkes hands with my friend.
He tella my friend |n ‘talian all pollesman
work for Km. Becond day he took-a my

$
2

Signor Corelil listemed attentively while

| always, waltlng ever, for a chance to

but she'd |

landed in New York, wend to the office |

the lnwyer was talking and the Interpreter |
repented tha mory, epding by telling the |

aid | without it1—Judge

mind enough to polnt out that hit would
take a littie time ler solve rich s dell-
cats question: so I kum cut yere to pon-
der, followed by the smiles of 15 old wim-
'min. If 1 vote for my wife the other
4 will be after my scalp, an' If 1 don't
vole fer her hit means a lingerin' death.’

" “Then It ls & question of the lady or
| the tiger?” mald 1, smiling.
| * Stranger, 1 didnw't know thet you
| knew my wife But you're right, she's a
tiger, sure enough. Stranger, I'm off fer
the mountains! I'm lsavin' 43 acres, &
| mewi and thres hogs, but what Is persomal
| wealth ter personal safety? Farewell,
stranger, hit takes o man ter rise and
| meet & quention llite this I'm off."—De-
troit Fres Press

. Simply an Ass,
] “Just imagine! If you were a flea you
| could jump 200 miles at a single jump.”

“But 1 am not a flea.”

“1 d'dn't say you were
were.""

“But you implied that T might be.™

“MNot at all.  In estimating the relafive
strength of & flea ae compared with a
man, I sald that one of your size could
Jump 39 miies."

“Nothing of the sort, sir.
Iy spoke of me as a flen."”

“How abaurd! 1 merely inferved that
suppose you wers a floa.”

"o 1 look Hke a figa?™

“Why, no, sir, cartalnly not.”

“Have 1 the arms, legs, probusc’s, anat-
omy of a flea.”™

"Who sald you 4MT*

“You 84, asir™ 1

*T didm't.”

“You 414."

"Well, gir, I am sorry. I apologize.”

“You edmit, then, that you did refer to
me &8 a fealT"

"Why, no, I dom't™

“Bul you have just apologized ™

"Well, well, let it go. 1 said you were a
floa. l__ apologize. I am soery. 1 was

“Good! You were wise. I am no fiea,
wir.”
| "Of courme not. TUtlteriy removed from a

flea. TYou couldn't be one it you tried.

Impossibler:

"Impossibla, sir! For me, sir? How Im-
| posaible™

“Veu, slr, exacily, atr. How can an ass
be 2 flea, sir?"—Lifs.

I paid i you

You distinct-

-
The lden!

Mrz., Hohmboddle—John, dJdear, whils
you're dewntown [ wish you'd call In and
pay the milliner—§17 the bill s, but if you
give hor §10-—
| Mr. Hohmboddie—TI'd rather seitie It in
| full
| Mra. Hohmboddle—Weil, but I want you
| to bring me six yands of that lovely atoff
. from Matchem's—I'll gt you the pattern—
and that will take the other §. Then
I'Tl just make a memorandum of the trim-

' mings—that will be about 8 more—and 1If
you love me you know the kind of gloves
I want—you've dought them often enough.
Now, dear hay, you won't forget?
| Mr. Hohmboddie—No, T['Il remember;
! and, by the way, I'll take my tonle bottle
along and get |t renewed. Tve feit quite
rus down of late
Mre. Hohmboddis—Your tonle? Why

| that cost 130, It peeens just llke throw-
| Ing money in the strpet 10 pay for medl-
cine. Don't you think you could get along

N' bimeby when she wept t° git

Th junch fer us ' mmt,

Th" ants hed crawled thro® all th' things
N’ ot up mos’' th' meat

N "en & bee stung Hessls Grees

N my! but she did yell

"N pa he jor' sxt down ‘n’ sald,

Hae thought 'at this wus bell

" Cen whem we wus eatin’ what
Th' ants had overlookad,
A grea’ big thynder cixp It kum,
N omy! U woods wus ehoolosd!
N ma she picked up everythia',
‘N’ wa 2l had t° run—
1 guess th' planic snded then,
But gosh! “twas lota o fun!
—Detrott Free Proas.

PTryiag to Make “a HiL"

The boy who is dancing & Jig.
And the girl In the chorus who sings,
And the wan who exhibits a pig
e was tasught to do wonderful things
May dle dsappointed, but stlll, ! thelr hearts,
thay ae boplng Rwsr
To maks the great thing which they call
“A Rt —
Bome day.

The poet who scribbies and sighs

And squanders his paper and Ink,
Who cudgels his braln and who triss

To think and cause others to think,
May dis disappointed, but still, in his beart, be

is Foplag sway
To sing out & song that will make
“A hit''—
Bome day,

The man who is ducbing his paint
On the canvas no other shall buy—
The moan who with hunger is faint,
Dut s never too hungry to try—
May die disappointed, bur s#ll, in his beart,

he I Away
To iay on the limes that will make
A B —
Some day.

The mas who is waving his arme
Like a windmill churning ths alr,
Has frw of the orator's charms
And thunders at sesis that are bape!
may Jdn dissppaintsd, but still, in
heart. he W hoping awny
To deliver the wonds that will make
“A hit'"—
Home duy,

O lot es~h go on with his part!
"Tin better a thousand should fali
Than that ons should be taken (fom art
Through s critic's discournxing waill
They may die disappointzd, but where is the
judge who has power fo sy
Whick ame of those irying shall ne'er
Make s hit"—
Bome dayw
5. B. Kiser in Chicage Times-Herald

He his

It Bents the Band.

Oh, ye who are fond of probiems,
And in riddlos toke delight.
And in solving hard conundrums
Wil remaln up late at night,
If you wish to study something
That certalniy beats the band,
Just hide yoursel! for a year sod

Try to memorise shorthand

1 know that mathematics ax
All the pkill of any man,
Apd that thers're other scliences
Which we seldom o to acnn;
But if “steen mopths of agooy
You think you can eans’ly stand,
Take my advize and tanke a course
In the science of sborthond

Oh, tha pusziing little circles
Apd the angles In the schome!
Oh, the thousand lttis word-algns
That are naver whet they seem!
You may find it a divarsion,

And you may pronaunce it grand,
Bot nest to the Tnquisitian

I will surely class shorthand,

1L envol.

Thea go to work and buy a book,

And study it night and day,
And practice av'ry moment

And pever be rmught at play;
And when the struggle ia oves,

And you seek a job, po meek,
You'll get a place in some old shop

At thres and a half per week!
—Fmeak Bauder in Philadeiphis Inquirer,

Loafiln’.
One time 1 fixed my work all up. Thers wa'n't
ne chores to do
Brys I 'l jes' enjoy a day of loafin’ through

an' theough.

1 won't git up no pienles nor do any sech fool
thing,

A-botherin’ with the wictuals an’ s-pushia’ of
the rwing

1 won't do any readin’, ‘cause a bock your
mind will test

A%, when youi're thinkin® thoughts, of course,
youi can't be qpite &t rest,

1l havs the time m¥ dreamin’ has so Jong an'

fondly prized,
An' revel in the sweeiness of ambition real-
izad!

So, with both hamds in my pocketa, I walked
eut an’ virwal the sky:
thes mat down a-wuitin’ whils the lazy
hours went by.
An’ then [ thought I'd lose all sarthiy cares
in slumber deep
that's the first time in my lfe T ever
couldn’t sleop.
1 grabbed an ax an' jumpsd right In fur fsir,
a-choppin’ wood,
‘To ease my Derved, an’ nothin’ ever done me
o much good.
An' Tve jev aboyt concluded, as I thing 1t
o'er anew,
That thers Ain't muxch fan in lomfn'—'ceptin’
when there's work to de.
—Washington Star.

An'

An'

Trek Away Onee More.
Put up your gua aad sheathe the sword,
And lesve unbarred the door,
Sl with the old falth In the Lord
Our fathors had befors
Prive In the entile from the velly,
Apd after we have sung and knoeolt
Lat's trek AwWAy oboe Imore.

Adlou to vaal snd krmal and kop!
We've heard the bullet's sang;
Wa see upon the mountsin’'s top

The banners of the strong—
The joyfal hopes we had are fled,
The leader that wa loved o dend—
I¥s time o trek along

The rofling hills will still be green,
The heights will stfll be gray,

And pears will setile Ser tha scens
Whers war closds hang foday—
Bat bring the cattle from the veide,
And. =fter we have sung and lneit,
Lat's rise apd trek away!

“How many cats have Jou. and how masy
dage

How masy cows, alsn, and how many hogs?
How long in the Tukon do you mesn 1o stay?
And when you lssve here will yoo g0 far awar?
What ag= s your husband, ond what age sre
you?

The fine i5 & big ome if you do not tail true;
In mine specciatins have you ever

All matters concerning you must be dtvulgnd,

“Your eyes, they are biue, but what enlor are

bia? .

Should your hair be guits straight, or s nal-

ural that fris?

And where, may | ask, came that color =

nice;

Prom the hand of Dame Nature, or over the
ica?

These g dunr it P answel
with Basts

An there's mnih to be done, and we've no time
to waste;

And 10 asik il this knowledge with us s judle
clous,

Bo we trust you will not think us over offl-
eclous "

And so goen this flend with his assessrment roil,
And: l's ussless to think of evading the Loll;

Do mot argue the pointa and exhaust thus your
breath,

For there's nothing s> surs aa taxation =od
death.

Be polite with the geotieman, answer him
straight,

Ard do not oblige him for hours to wall,

For he's & good gralter, and when we reflect,
Wa think hMm eatitied to our highest respect.
—Yukon Bun.

Yawp of Ye Street FPeddlier.

When the travellng market comen slowly along,

“Fie Ap Paws,” howis the man with the
horse,

Inctdentaily, ~"Whoop Dideroop Didercop’—

One would label him crazy, of course,

But he 'l for surely & man has a 7ight

To corwerse in & lsnguage be knows;

If be wants 0 call pinsapples “Pia Aps™ ba
TMAY.

S0 he Joes It wherever he goes.

Thers are others in plenty, the strawberry man

Will undoubtadiy belliow, “Straw Bear,™

While another linguistlc performer asserts,

“Riper Nanners,'* or “"Ripe Bopan Alr.™

Can you wouder that people lose faith in thelr
cars?

That they try to be knowing and fall?

De you marval no woman cati tell what she's
bought,

T she sece It In box or i pefl?

“Twould be well If soms go-ahend person would
priat

A armplets alphatsetical ot

Of the varied expressions which peddiers use,

With their meaning set down to & dob

Then the wifs !n her home when & yell in the
Elgret

Makes the blood iIn her velns trickle cold,

Could refer to her st and at once mscertaim

An idea of the frult boing sold.

In the study of languages, modern and cid,

Of primitive phrases and verbs,

It s strangs no ona ever bethought him to
search

For the root of the tongue that disturbe.

Now the tongus that disturbe ls no mythical
speech,

It Is spoken right here In New York;

You hawve heard i, pot once, but & thomsand
of times,

In the marvelous peddler tall

Was there over 3 language 0 hard to acquirs,

Or s tongue more snkind to & hrain?

Take o sample consignment of ev'ryday words

And thelr messing sttempt to explain,

—Brookiya Eagie

Paid te F1ll Space.

A woman thers was and she wrote for the
pross,

(A» you or T might dn)

&be told how to cut and 0t & dress,

Acd how 1o sftew many s savery mees,

But she never had dome it herself, | guess,

(Which noos of her readers knew.)

Oh, the hour we spent and the four we spent,
And ths sugar we wastsd jike sand,

At the hest of & woman who never had cooked,

{And now we know that she never couid cools)
And did not understasnd

A waman there waa and she wyote right falr,
(AN you or I mmight do,)

How out of 8 barrel to make n chair,

To be covered with chintz and stuffed with Bair,

“Twuyld adorn any parfor ard give it an alrl
tAnd we thooght the tale waa true.)

O the days we warked and rhs ways we worksd
To hammer and saw and hack, )

In making & chair tn which no one wounld sit,

A chalr in which no ons could possibir =it,
Without a erick in his back.

A wimar thers was and she had her fun,

{Bretter than you and I;)
She wrote out recsipts, and she nover tried
ana,
Sha wrote about children—of course she bad
none—

Sbe told us to do what she mever had done,
(And never intanded to try.)

And It isn't to todl and It lsn’t to spoll
That brims the cup of disgrace—
it'a tn fellow a woman who didn't know beans,
(A woman who never had ownked asy bezna)
But wrote and was pald 1o fll space
—Boetan Congregaticnalist.

Ile Laozles’ ¥Man,
I never won no picture cahd
D week [ went to school:
T never learnt to study babd;
I wern agin my rule,
I alwnys triid to take my case,
A moe T nebber ran;
So pass me up dat medal
Fah bein’ de lasgies’ man
Oh. I's lazy in de mawnin' an' I's lagy all day
Inng:
1 couldn’t sca’cely horry ‘nuff to sing dat rag-
time song:
T couidn’t win no calke-walk;
restin’ plan;
Tou can't decline,
Dat medal's mine
Fuh bein’ de laszies’ man,

pledse,

I's built on &

I pever worked foh wages yit;
I pisepm twelve hours or mo';
I mever showveled coal a bit,
"Twould break my record, sho'
Ar' so I's puttin’ in my claim
As enrnsat as [ can;
I wants to be hel’ up to fame
Fok bein” de lazles’ man
Oy, I's lasy Inn de mawnin' as' I's lazy all day
long;
T sea‘cely moves ©m de street eah track whena
de gripman rings daz gong.
I can't keep cool in Summer, I's too tired to
swing a fan:
5o ail bow down
While [ wears de crown
Foh bein” de lgzios” man.
~Washington Star.,

Hot Encough for Yom?
One does not mind the Heat so very much—
The torrid wir, tha etifing Warmth, “‘and
such' —
Unti] at the Thermcmetor ho Incks
And sees tbe height the Meroury doth toush

One can forget tha dzzling. baking Strees,
That mukes him, lke & bitmd Horse, 13 his
Feet,
Until some Bunch of Windom prateth thus:
= iy the Humidity, and pot the Heat.™

1t wonld not make one wish to mikdly swear,
Nay. verily, he wrlld nol greatly care,
But {or the Thought that by some cne's Ads
vies
He xiiil had on his Winter Underwear,

It ta not Heat that fiils one so with Guila,
And causeth him o talk in Bwsarful Style,

The madd ning Impulse rometh when he seas
The joyial Glea that's in b Iceman's Smile

Thermom#ter and Flannels make one stow;
Humbdity and Tceman’s Emile dn, too;

Dut, ah, we grow the Hottast at the man
Who aaks us, “Is It Hot Enough for You?™

Tlmes-Herald

—Daitimure Americhil.




