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It's June.
Mo wang It 3o blithe, he sangr It 8o dlenr—
And only m bit out of tune;
A worm dows hin beck, & hug in his ear—
“Iv 48 June, N I Jure, It s June™

—Cleveland Pluin Dealer
L

SHE WAS REAL HELPFUL

Her Sympathetice Efforts to Lessen
the Labors of the Weary
Census Taker.

The young woman who boarded In the
house was the only member of the famlly |
at home when the census man came He
had called In the mornmg without finding
any and had jeft several large
bianks to be fliled out. The young wotn- |
on waE wrestling with one of the bianks
when the bell rang, and she grocted the
mild-mannered census-taker with effurion.

“Tou've come just In time to save my
tottering renson,” ihe sald cordisily.

“Hey.,” sndd the consus man, who svi-
dently wasn't umsl 10 belng treated with
airy frivolity.

“I've besti trying to M1 this thing our
truthrully, and it's so hard 1o be perupn-
lously truthful. Neow, nbou! my eolor
You see I'm In a transition stage belween
my Winter color and my Summer color, |
My frickles arem’t wvery bad yet; but I
guses brown wnd lemon color would hit
me off all right”

Bhe looked very secfous pnd wadly pus-
slad, and the vensus man, whose sense of

humOr wasn't his strong polnt, hastened
to expialn,

“Oh, you pesdn’t to do that,
call you white,” he said

“No, would you®? That's good of you.*
abe murmured, gratefully: “but there's
somethitg else that bothered me. 1 don't
know the year of my birth.™

The ceneus man looked wesry.

“"Could you give a guess ot your age?™
be asked, apologetically

“Oh, yen, I'm 2 but I can't subtract™

“You don't look It,” snld the man, po-
Wtely,

one,

'd just

A Diffrrence. |

“Well, 1 don't know. 1 may look ae If |
I sould subtract, but I'm sure 1 don’t Jook
as If 1 could divide™

“Hawve you got a profession, maamT™

“They say belog charming is & woman's
profession. You might put that down.™

He shook his head with uncompliment-
ary decision.

“Doti’t you do anything eise™

“Oh, I paint poor pictures between |
times.” she admitted

“Are you alngie, ma'am?™

“Do you wuppose ['d make a profession
of being charming If 1 weren't single?

He admitted the forre of the lagic.

‘“How ubout the lady of the houss,
mias "

“Shes out"”

“Yes, but you cay tell me al! 1 have to
know.”

“She's awfully white, but 1 don't know |
how old ahe I8 |

“Can’'t vou guessT”

“Oh, yes, 1 onn guresa. Thirty-five's a
good, reapectable, uncompromising sort of
an age. Call ber &

“Whete was ahe hormn?™

“1 dom't know. She's lived In Washing-

ton and Demver and Boston and i.‘uium-l
bus, Ohlo, and Jersey City. You can take
your cholee.™

“You don't know in which of them xhe
woe bornT” |
“No. 1 know where she'd rather have
been born than anywhere slse.” I
The oemaus mun cheered Up. “Where? |
“Virginla, She jost pointedly docs adore |
Virginla ** |
“All vight I'Nl put ber down I Vir- |
Einia.” |
*“Thatll be & reul comfort to her,” sald
the bourder,

“What's your servant’s nume?™

“Her Arst numt's Norah.™

“Don’t you know the last®™

“No, and she's gone out. What do you
think her name ought to be after Norah?
Morphy would be all right, wouldn't 1™

"Why, yé&a: I guess I'll put 1t Murphy.
I don't want to come back again, you
[ I atn't making much out of my dis-

trict. The fumilles are so small”

An Apolegy.
He looked distinetly abused: and the
boarder promptly apoiogized

“I'm awfully sorry therz nin™t more of
ne " abe sald humbly

“Oh, It can't be helped” he sighed
“Now, my cousin, he's over in the tene- |
ment Mstrict, W and 8 folks In one house: |
and, If they ain't In. you can put them
ih. Folks will belleve anything about &
trnement-house. 1 told my cousin 1 wasn't
doln’ very well: thut there was only pri-
vate houses and fumnished room places in |
my distriet; and he says, "Why. furnished
rooms I A clnch. You couldn’'t o better
cxcopt in tenements.
Irsh pames,” he saya, ‘and scatter them
sround In those furnished rooma,
ody ean jump .on you.”

“But they 44 get jumped on once for
that sort of business, and [ guess T'1 Just
gt what 1 can on the sguare. There's |
80 many maiden ladies and widows run-
ning these boarding and rooming places |
though, and they're 0 touchy about their
ages. |1 wish 1 had a tenemint dlstrict.”™

“I with you hed,” sald the boarder with
deep armpuihy.

“You've lwon real pleasant and helpful.
There ain't many that's as helpful as
you.”

“In such 4 good cause, I couldn®t con- |
eclentiously be snything +ae” sald the

boarder, loftlly, “it's a privilege to as-
gist i Govw in amassing all
this valuable { ation.**

“Yea'm.” sald the consus man, as he |

clomed the door behind him —New York

Sun.

HMER HOFPES WERE BLASTED.

Dire Mischic! Wrought by & Cheap
Alsrm Clock.

“Anpd 1t all came from a Ntthe petiy, |
misere bic, inmignifirant, nickel-plated |
swlarm dock that cost me just 8 ceria st
a hargain aale’” exchuimed the pretty girl

s Mue with fashing eves to her syvmpa-
thetic friend. ™1 haven't the si'ghtest
flem why 1 bouglt K, unicas It was be

| epokon

Mix up German and |

no- |

cause It for goodness
knows [ didnt need it! But buy it | did
and carried It home, where | bragged of
my bargaln aeil the rest of the duy. It
wouldn’t run more than half the time,
and finaliy [ turned B over to my Hitie
siser to play wih.

“You know the time I have had with
that eligible yoang man, and how I have
gquarrdied with every girl friend 1 know
who haa dared 1o look at him? But you
don’t know how many pights 1 have wast-
ol gitting up planning & campalgn that |
would be succesefyl!

“Well, he called the other evening and |
1 served notice on the rest of the fam-
fly that we wanted the drawing-room (o
ourwelves thmt evenlng, for 1 felt =upe
that the mupeemne moment hed serived
1 wasn't dappointed. We were sitting
slde by sve on 8 divan, guite by acol-
dent, looking at some ongravings, when
he began, and 1 tried to look as I 1
waa awfnlly surprised Bus he hadn't
more than three words before
that miserable alnrm ciock went off, rght
under we, where my Nttle sister had 't
it when she was through playing wit
it.

“From the way the young man jumped
you would bave thought that he was a
part of she sinrm and alwaye acted thmt
wiy when the alsem was sprung. He
mede for the door, mumbing something |
that T didn’t catch on account of the
nolse that the plarm made, and he was
outdoors before the din ceased and guve |
me a chance to colleet my wile, Ard 1o
think It was wil caused by a little, miser-
able, petty—" The pretty gl In blue
gave 1t up and burst out crying.—Te-
iroit Froe Presa.

was so cheap,

SORROWS OF THE RICIL

“Paw"” Telleth of the Beautles of |
Crrneglenn Philosophy. |
“Sumtimes™” paw sed, after He had
threw his paper Down last nite and Got
o Haveing sollum thots, “it aliost peens
like if They wamn't enny yoose lor a
Buddy to go on trying to Put munny in
the Bank and Get so you Haft 10 hire
Other peopla to do Wha: you done Your-
acit when you were poor and Happr.™

They are Hardwood HStares In the house
where we Live now, and the Gurl we Got
Last week aint yost 10 Theen, 5o the first
thing after she Bwep and dusted Doy be-
fore TYistady afternoon, she Hunled
around In the attick and Found & nold
rug maw [Mdn't nesd snny more

Mary thot we couldn‘t Afford to have
new Carput for the Siairs and she wan
Agving w0 Help us not to Get Looked
down on Just for Belng poor, becozx tbhe
Has a kind har!. Then she Put the Rug
en the Sinirs, and Went ‘o hant for sime
Tacks. The stepn were So slippery she
thot the ™Mg mits sllds Down If it
wouldn't be Fasened

bout that Time pow got Home and
went up the Hack stairs becoz He had
sum Groasrey's !0 leave In the kitchen,
and when He started 1o come Down
Frunt way he 4idn't notus the Rug
it was o late to Grab ennything But
he had the rug Under comtrole all Rite
When we Found Mm and It down stalrs
in the Hall only they nocked thres spin-
dies Out of the Banuigter and Dammidged
the Wall some.

“That's whare the Trubble happensa™
paw says “when yott Get soast you haft
to Take modarsun inpted of Exerslze becoz
you Hire people to Do the work our Faw-
thetrs and muthers yoost (o Do bealdes
spltttin a Load of Ralle or mebby weaning
a Caff btefore Breckfust. Look at Kan-
e

the

i

“Whaet's the matter with Kansas ™ maw

pot Him.
The Trouble With Kanasas,

“The Saim thing That's the matter with
Other peaple whish Haft to hire hands™
paw sayr. “They peod Twenty thousen
Men in Konsas to Help cut the grain, and
can't Got them. See what Jo's of Trub-
bla the peeple Dut thare mite of Saved
if they wouldn't of Had such cropa™

“Land mkes” maw told Him, “you
et blame the peeple of Kansas becos
thelr crops are so big they oan't take care

of Thom Provadence makes the crops
Grow.”
"Yeu," paw ansersd, “but they mite of

payel in Penell Vaney or Connetteycutt
and Farmed on stone plies insted of moov.
fng Out Thare, where they now they
woazid
ting hall enuff peepls to Walt and be
Hired to Help, Andru Carmizgy new his
Blztwes whem He sed 1t Wae 5 md thing
o Be ritch. He's Got tired of Beln rsitch
too, Boefore he Became famus and went
Lacturing on How he rote the man With
the hoe and What It ment He was poor
and Happy. He could set Down at nite
and Est a good meal and Weap for the
Poor and Have plesunt dreams nfter-
wards. But mow ook at Him,

“Here's his Latest pome, that he Dasiht
off ¢ Other moming before the Banks
opened, becox he Hazseni been Riteh Long
enufl to Get over the old habbut of Get-
ting up Erly yit. He says the ritch can‘t
mloep at nite aod that They've got Worlde
fatigg. 1 never Had the world fatige yet,
But nobuddy Ever can tell How soon it
| mite Come on when 1t Oets Bo He Dua-
sent Go t0 Bed before § In the morning
and There are a Bchool house or a rale-
rode Track handy. In souther verse He
says ritch peeple haft to Drink the Come-
mon brow and have world-Greaf and Ame

| weighited by the world-Dispare.

Champagne Had Hon Ownt.
“1 #pose He must of Been A Bosheyn-
tun with peeple that Lived whare they
are Loca! opshun and the shampein Run

they Hsd nothing Left in the Jous but
& Few cases of Beer. That shows how
md it ¥ to Get a taste for Things and
thens not be able 1o drink or Eat them
With munny In Your pockut. If he wonl®
of Stayed poor that Coulin't Ever of Hap-
penad No wonder they are m menny
more Poor peeple than Ritch. Look at
the Sad faces of the Rich and Lissen ‘o
the Way they s when thay Oo past in
thare Carridges.

“Every time I hear of a Ritch man
that's Btarted arcund the world on his
Yot with & Party of Frends and a doctor
he Hires by the year | can't Help Re.
memborun How sad he must be sl the
Time setitn out Thare on the Deck Think-
en be aln't poor and mebby mite Haft 1o

Iom the Day before the next Dellvery »o
|

| stand n line Hefore the Purly geies some |
| day while a Camoul i trylng to crawl

thru the 1 of & neadie without Having s
humps trimmed. Lot avery ritch man who

Haft 10 Run the Risk of not Get- |

and smokes while sumbuddy Else cuts the

grans be A Horrabul example.”—Osorgle,

in Chicage Times-Herald.

GAVE HER A NEADACHE,

Murh Dlplomtle;arh Wasted on &

Heartless Man,
Bhe had him out for & car ride to the

bridge and back on Bundhy afternoon iast, |

it bad all been go'ng on for & Jong time,
Ho had beeh sitting on her front steps for

two Bummers, and still “nothing doing.*

She bad a certaln do-or-die look In hes
eye.

“Ien't 1t beautiful to watch the lHmpid
#tream.” sa d sbe, gazing dreamily at the
somewhnt muddy and turgescent FPolo-

coryly.
dolng,”
right-hand
broken h's
the car.
hat taows
te, when
number of neat-looking oot~
line, she
1 won-
could mes
the woods,
anyhow.”

Thers was an elderly couple up In the
front of the oar, gnd the old folks Inaghed
and chatted and scemed to be a whole Jot
dovoled {0 each other.

“Isn't it delightful™ sald the young
woman, "0 sea people of that age so
perfectly wrapped up in sach other, after
0 ALy, many s of mmarried MfeT"

Sizaweck and L are en-
. -

“Yep, #0 my sister was telling me™
sald the young b Slzaweek

et out of making his
JIhnmy's sister told sis about It In cop-
fidersce, Bla told me In confidence,” ana
the young man grinned demoniacally.
“I have such ‘a headache” maid the

ing into her éyes.
next slop and take the ¢ar back.”—Wach-
ington Post.

KEMESIS O'ERTOOK HIM.

¥at Man Addieted te the Bib Hablt
Cnuses Fearful Havoe.

BUNCO GAME IN THE BRUSH.

“T mmw poetlc justice overtake a fat man
the other night,” mid a broker In Cotton
Exchange eliey. "He was one of thoso
! red-jowied, pop-eyrd (At men who always
spread thelr napkins over thelr paunches
{ike bibs and tuck one corner under thelr
collar buttons before they begin to devour
their meaks, and the way the sin of this
particular specimen found him out was

very amusing.
“] was esitting over a late supper In a

Mr. Monk—Hrre comes & Rube!

Now, just watch me do the old Haysecd

“Why, how do you do™

$

Mr. Leo—Why. I'm so glad to see you.

é

&

| cun-8

“That mook was & pretty pood sort of A fellow.™

mac, “and reflect that & is ever flowing | cafe on the ofher side of Cansl street
down, down 1o join its great mate, the '

pea T

Fhe put the aceent oo the “mate” and
shot & swift look st his countenance from
benenth the sheltering rim of her English

walking hat.

“Uh-buh.” sald he, digeing up aAnother
palr of mickels for “Deyond-the-districl-

Ene™ fare.

| the river.

| "Ome ceuldn't blame the NHttle birds for
Sets with his {rat up on the Fortch rallen | golng e-sweelbearting on such A Jday =a

She was= sient for a while, and then ehe
pointed to & bunch of birds fying over

when the fat gentleman In question came
! todiling n with a Jady on his arm and
took posscedion of an adjacent mble. A
walter bustied up to take his order, and
incldentally laid a napkin soross his khee,
b owing to his pirth, he couldn't see It
distinetly, and in fumbiing around w.th
bis hand he got hoid of tbe corner of tha
miRecioth. 1 war watching Bim out of
the tall of my eye and saw him ralee the
cloth to his throat and wedge it secursty
under the dand of his coliar,

| have the luck to find some old hag achin'
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crust of
assortment
‘s lap.

“I longed
and sundry occasions, but never with
such a poignant yearning as [ longed for
one right then, [ wanted 0 Securs a
snap shol of & lurge porily gentleman,
standing erect. dumfounded, horrror-

i

:
E‘a

make. It would bave taken first money
Al any amateur contest on earth.”—New
Orleans Times-Democrat

HOW HE WORKED IT.

One Census Taker Who Got All the
Information He Wanted.
Census enumerstor—Why, It was Hke
this: He took me for a bunco mem, an'
wouldn't tell me nothin'. 85 I remem-
bered what you sald about leadin’ ‘em on
with tact an’ finesse, an' all of that non-

serme, ap’ 1 saye (60 him, cumn'n’ jike:

“Pooh, ‘taln't at all Hkely that no
woman In her right senses would ever
marry such a Bomely, cross+yed, Knock-
kneed, epindle-shanked, topgle-jointed,
red-nosed freak as you—so ')l put you
dowm as unmarried: an' If you ever dld

bad emough for & man to marry you,
I don't belleve such & drisd-up, withered
old faggot a8 you'd have any children In
A thoumnd years—eo I'll put you down ae
not havin® any; an' you look to me just
I'ke the addle-pate), muddie-headed, 1d.
lotle, green-good=mark kimd of a donkey
who never owned nothiy’, an' never wii,
an'd jose it If you did—eo I'll jumt put you
down as rentin' this ple-pen where sou
petm to wallow When you're (o home; an’
you remind me—"

Well, I hadn't mo chance to explnin
what he resninded me of, for, as 1 was
calcuiatin', by that time be was bollln”
mad. Only, instend of goln' abhead ke
A gentleman as I sxpected, an’ provin' 1
was wrong by teldn’ me I was a llar, an'
provia® that by tellin® all he knew, he
began swearin® romethin® shockin', an'
made 4 blame wicked jump for me, wavin®
his fists, Right there [ saw it was time
to try some other Rind of finessin® on him,
o [ handed him one on the jaw, an’ haa
tact enough 10 get my knee n the plt of
hi* plomach an’ my grip on his windpipe,
an’ then It was cary, by Judiclous shute
tin® his wind on an® off. to induce him to
tell me all the blank ealled for.

Now, 1 &dn't pound no answers out of
bim, ‘cause | hit himm only that once,
ro help me, an’ I'm te!lln” youw, you an’
McKinley bar got to stand by me, Bee?—
Alex Rickeltn in Philadeiphin Tnguirer.

White, of Course.
One of the young men who are calling
upom the publle for statistles for the
United States census met with an amus-
Ing Incldent Tuerday. His district 1s In
the suburhs of this elty, and ealilng at
one house he rang the bell sovernl timea
without obtaining any resporise. As he
was going out of the yard, however, he
noticed that the windows were open, but
sereened, and as he passed by one of these
a feminine volog called:
wo's Iher=? What's wanted T
“I'm taking the United Btates census,”
repiird the enumerator.
“I'm taking a bath,"” came the quick re-
sponae of the unsren volce
Bomewhat disonerted by thin reply,
the rnumerator announced that he would
call again,
“Butl #an't I answer your quéstions from
here?" continued the bather,
Finding that there were only two in the
family. the enumerator thought that she
ecould. Bo, sitting down on the graes bhe-
neath the window, with Is book spread
out upon his knees for a table, he asked
the required gquestlons through the win-
dowe, and as the answers casne from be.
kind the curtain, they were sntered upon
his schedule. Hils questions “Are you
white or biack?" "“"Male or female?” were
answered with a tone that Indleated that
the enumerator ought to know without
asking. But them what could the poor
fellow 4n? He couldn't ses the fair re-
spondent.—Providense Journsl

Ladders and Ladders.

The new motorman was strong and will.
ing, but he hadn't been In a ecity very
much. He hod done farm work up In
Naorthern Aroostook.
The other motorman was instroctng
him.
“If a fire alnrm ringe in." saM the old
hand, “retnember that the dJdepartment,
the fire engine and the rest have the right
of way. Hold right up and let ‘em pasa
If you don't they'll run you down ™
The second day an alarm of fire was
Ting in The car was near & cross streel,
where the department must pass.
“Hold up,”” sald the instructor.
Over the eélectirie track tore the hose
tonma, then the fire engine spouting flame
and smoke. The pew hand cast a look up
the strest and then spun his controfler
lever. hTe car started,
“You infernal fool, what are you do-
ingT' howled the old hand. He jumped
and the pew man jumped, and the hook
and ladder muck tore the front platform
off the car and disappenred In a cloud of
duet and with ita men yelling like fends,
Why &dn't you wait?' howled the
iDetructor,
“Ba gar,” repllel his pupll, white and
gasping, “T no t'nk we have to bodder
for dat sacre gang o' drunk house paint-
ors."—Lewinion Journal.

Reggice Was Right.

The fresh voung man who comes to ses
$-year-old Reggle's pretty young aunt do
often thought he would have some fun
with Reggie the other day,

“Hello, little girl.”" cried the fresh young
man, lifting the child’'s curis, “‘Seems o
me every time 1 come round here I ses
this lttle girl™

*I aren’t a Iittle girl” retorted Reggio
vigorously but politely.

The frésh young man K right on.
*Oh, yes, you are a littie girl, And what
pretty curls and nice dressea you've got,
Inctle girl. GOt any dollles to show me,
fittle girl?”

Reggie stood It as long as he could,
then, with a sudden mnemonie inspiration,
*You're a 4—d fool!™ he cried. “And the
worst of It waa" sald Reggie's father,
*that 1 bad to lick him for telling the
truth.”"—New York Evening Sun.

Whoe Wonld Have Thought It?
An oM Virginla gentleman aross in &
car {be other day and with a great flourieh
of his slodch hat, offer=i his geat o &
beautiful and handsomely dn d
“Take my seat madam.” he politely re-
quested. The lady demurred. “Taks my
seat, 1 beg of you, madam' he inslated.
“1 soui not allow a lady to stand, use
less,” he ndded under his breath, “she wis
one of those women's righis people.”
The inay bristled vesibly.
said in & freesing totie, "] am & womsan's

L» POLT

“Rightmans Girl"”
We bave wurtled oid Barbara Frietchis's

h-—ummMuhm

How she mood at her window in Frederick-
mmn'W'm.mme
How she miged "0 Olory” tn loyal way

And toid fts foes It wus there to stay!

But now the skl Barbara fiag we'll furl
And tell the stocy of "'Righsmaa’s girl™

The great sun blased in the Afric’ sikiss
Like & Sery ball of unusuni sizss,

And sprinkied heat o'er the shimmering veldi
That would blister an clephant's four-ply pelt

The Briush fe on thelr q march
Te b of f applied the toreh.
Bumed out the negs where the Boermen brave
Came to change their linen and get o shave

And the Rightman mnch wers the troopers bid
T™® bumn, but the buraing they &idn't &id!
For thers In the door of the o farm place
Stood & plump Dutch girl with & pretty face!

Her oyos wore Bot with Ssfiant firw,

And ber bosom heaverd with sxpansive ire!
To the frebug ““Tommies™ she feariess sald:
“Yust pull your froight und gone off ahead!
“Dese haus was jeft mit my shargs. you bef,
Und you don'd vould burm it already yet!

""Tist pass & motlon and gvick adjourn,
Pecntise ve don'd got soma Botses to bura!™

Tp rode Lord Kitchoper, grand and grest,
With Ms frown and his dignity both on
straight.

Rods up in his majesty, but the girl
Just gave her Up an additiomal curl

And Be gased in her prowd sod deflant fuce,
And noted her simpla, uncultured grace.

And his llon heart melted quickly down
To Jelly, and gone was his wariike frown

And be sald to his troopers: ""Who dares (o

scratch
Cn the bulge of his khakl trousers u match

Wl eateh & boot In the place which be
Has used for the scratching purposs, sea?

And then to the malden: “‘My gentie fawn,
I weakea!" And then (o him trooge:
“March ou!"

And thers sho stood as the troops marched by,
And oft at herwelf winksd the other eyo!

Biood there In deflance until the Inst
M the bloomin’ British had by ber passed.

And sald an they faded from out bes sight:
“Dets peen oo Aot times mit A old ranch to-
nilght!

“Dome standoff vork mighty siick, [ disks,
Und das vom Ist los mit mas, by yinks!™
—De=gver Evening Post.

Open Cor “End-Seat Man.”
Trod upon,
Btared at;
Angrily
Glarsd at;
Hoasted and
Sputtersd, at;
Bumped againwet,
Muttered mt;

Stumbied on,
Growled at:
Sirly kieked,
Voted mean;
“Biggest plg
Ever sen
Reslly should
Hang the cuss™
Verdiét n-
Nanimour.
Hope he goes
Where It'n hot,
Gets & place
On & spot
Where the heat
Birnply sizgies—
Kerp him there
Till be frizzies,
That's the best
Sart of plan
For the mean
“Enl-Seal Man!™
—Rultimore American.

"Long the Coast.

T'd Bate to be an inlander

An’ live "way from the comst,
Think t"would be that mighty slow

Twould kil a feller—most.
Think of livin® in & town

A thousan’ miles from share!
Coulda’t see no batti=ships

Er hear them canaons roar.

Couldn’t s== no =mallin" ships,
No forts er lumber mfta,
Couldn't ses no farry-baats,
Er tugs an’ ‘scursion erufis;
Couldn’t gn with mom an’ pop—
Spend mummier by th' shove,
An' wit ‘long th' beach an' ik
*Bout 1y Bpanish War.

Me want t* be an inlander?
An" pever sesin’ spori?
I want warer—frenh er palt—
‘Longside some blg resart.
Kin ses th' vessels comin® in
From some loog forrin’ erulse
I want things movin’ leiy-like
An' get th' latest newn!
—Fhilndelphia Inquirer.

The Summer Car.
Along with the blossoms and briarm,
Along with the red berriea sweol;
Almg with the frogs in the mires
That croak for the thunder and heat;
Along with the country-plke riding
And thoughts of the srashore far,
Comes out of the hamahed gliding
The fresh-palnted Summer car.

Likn a coach bedecked for the races,
Wnh polish and brightness agleam;
And now rows of lithograph facea,
With ever the rame smiles beam.
The zirl with expression confiding,
The man with a new brand cligar;
And they never meem weary of riding
Abosrd tha big Summer car.

And then, of course, there are ethers,
The people who grumbie and snap,
The end-seat hoz and the mothers
That thrust (heir kids in your lap
The man who complaine of the weather,
Andl cromhes your comm at each jaf,
You wiil find them huddled together
Inside of the big Hummer car.
—{hicago News.

Nightfmill.
Dews fall at evening. when the night s fall
away.

oalling,

from chiding.

full of eniling.
that kise
beguiling.

der where she !
—Poet Wheseler in New York Pres,

Fashloas in Fletion.
The kallyard stery and the tale
In brogsue have bhad thelr day,
The darky dlalect has omsed
To bold sabounded sway.

The Houvsler and the Tankse and
The miner and the scout

Have reigned by turns in Storyland
But all are passing oot

The yarn that's told In di=aject
Hina censed 1o be (he mag=,
And pow the peopile call for siang
TUpon the printsd gage.

“For some unkdows Tenson med who

Ing.
When the feet are weary that walked so far
n the darkling windows yellow sparks are

Waterfow]l and skyfowl are walling for the

Just my little lagh is gona from cheering and
Bligped sway to other lands and into other
rest.

Blipped awny o other lands, while ensth I
All around are touching hands and loving lips
Bvery window means a homs, rest aod heirt's

And [ must weep my littls lamb and wone

To mingle with wreaths from pipes
And the clouds he ralses who pulls and biows
rer his resurrected sulpea

By the door Is the man with the sichly cob;
Ah, henr It gurgle and sigh and sob.

And alas, how it frets and chokes! .
It wheswes and sputters and gasps for bresth;
Deep down in it throat is the rattle of desth,
But iittls e cares who smokes,

There's the "Hmry Clay” and the "Chester
A

Ard the “Bebtiy B** and the “Littls Maek.”
There's the “Admiral D' and the “Quesn of

May,

And ““The Boldter Boy Who Never Cams
Haok''—

Tha yood clgar and the rank cigar

Under cormumon condifions meet

And from std to end of the reeling car

Foul fumes of the clgarette.

With contentment plctured on every face
They treathe foul fumes in the flthy plaoe,
Duslly pufing away
Arnd If they were foresd to congregate there
A8 pige In & pen, to breathe sach alr,
The devil would be to pay!

—. E. Kiser in Ohicago Times-Herald

When the ¥Mall Goes Through.
Nuthin' In & country town

‘Tept “bout five o'clock to go
To the deepo—mall, douth bound,

Due st that time. There's you know,
Crowd o lanky country feilers

Loafin' as they allus Jo;
Hounda an’ dogs—half-breods an’ yellws

When the

Matl—goas—throught

Never stops at Sasseervills;
Cixmes with lightnin' ia her eya!
Loedy! Whirsin® down the HTL
Jist a-screschin’ an the fAiy!
Enginesr’s head out a-bruvin®
Smoke an' cinders fiyin" blue!
An' we-gns with hats s-wovin®
When the
Mall—goes—throughl

You enn feel the whirlpool come,

When she cintters past ynu—lasl
Foel “er rock the deepo some,

Am® the pistform! Mercy Me
Getherin® at ev'sy minute,

With a long an' sereechin’ wopl
An’ us wishin® we was In (L,

When the

Mafl—goes—throagh!

Then as scon’s abe's gone, you git
Tired of old Sasserville;
Thein's the timen It Is that It
Kover scurm to fill the BN
Fur you think o bigger places,
Where the traln's a-goin” 0,
An' tromp home with looely faces
When the
Mail’s—gone—through.
=Edward Singer In Indiagapolls Sun.

June.
The tide of day's deep, glowing stream
1s setting towanrd the alternoon;
Through miated light the watern gleam;
The wide serenity of June
Eats all the country world adream.

About the homestond's Sooryard space
Are lemon balmn and mignopstie;

And southernwood, with plumy lace;
Amd, in & narrow border set,

The China pink's old-fashioned grace.

Among the fragrant flower flocks
Maraud tha lusty bumbleless;
A row of siender holyhonks

I» tipped and tilted by the breess,
Tl every c¢rimson brealer rocks.

Along & worn, meglected lot,
Tho quitch grass trails Its odd devices
From forest and from gurdsn plot
The alr Is tinctured with the spice
Of mallow and wild bergamot.

Toa pluma have caught a flery stain
That hums beneath the satin akin,

L weething in each golden veln
The mollow honey juice within

Eplite ail their scariet coats In twalm,

Bo, on the stream of Bummer flows,
And Juna a happy hearted mald
Whose chesk with healthy oolor glows,
Weaves in and out her tnwny brajd
The gluey of the dumask rose,
—Hattle Whitney n Truth

Smilin‘es’ Gal in the Hills,

COwver yan acrost the mounting,

Kinder musssd up In a holler,

Stan's the cabin whar my heart is

An' my feet they eetch to folles,

fur I know the gul an' I know she stanfs

waitin’,

An' the pinee =0l around thar with glory she
e

The rahres’, the fahres’, the sweebss®,

An' the smilin’=s" gal ion the hills,

All the gals air sort o' purty,
Fur thar's diffrunt kMn's o swestness;
st this gnl she's got all kin's,
she's got “em to Completenesnt
follers all luve her. fur how can fhey
hi'p it
Wheni the beart thnt com-s nigh her, hit shod-
ders an’ thrille?
The swertss’, the neatss’, the brightes’,
An' fha smilin‘es” gil in the bills

An
The

fhe's a chi-leo of her feilers,

An' [ reciton thet 1 know ‘img
Ary wthorn of he tries hit

"ot ome settin’ up'll show him:

Fur I know she's fuvin' an® true as she's
puTty.
Az’ 2o good thet the thoughts of her banjuhes

ilis;
The brightes’, the lightes', the rmartes,
An' the smilin‘es’ gnl in the hille
- —C. T. Paxon fa Berea Quarteriy.

Tale of Woe.
I am afl alone in my chamber now, the mid-
mighe hour i pear,
Or, rather T would be all alone were it not that
the baby i herm

any. And T pace the floce Il my fort are sorm,
Waterfowl and skyfowl in the grasses hiding, | White fhrough the door comes a dalnty smore
Every wee, woodsy (hing is warm within Hs Promy my dariing wife, who, through ail the
nest! wtrife,
v Bweetly sleepm and dreams while the baby

SCTeAmA

1 used to think bhefore T wed, and bdefore the
bahy wns barn,

badles wers Jdear nice sweet
things, and =0 they ere—in a horn
There are other deiights than getting up nighis,
And pasing the room while screams like a loon
incessantly float from the baby you tofe,
And throcgh all the fuss you silently cusa,

That nttla

The ouly thing that could add to my woes, asd
slse: 0 my sins,

Would he for the next that comes our way o
come In the shape of twinme

This éne == s mmple I8 cortainly ample,

And & domble dose would triple my Woes,

Bo 1 fervently pray that no more ocome my,

R,
For 1 honestly think 1t wonld drive me to drj
JOH

P. 8.—This 1= no joke
—Phlladelphia Ing

0 Lady Prue!
Todny Pruc's fad is candlesticks—
Temorrow [t may breastipins be:
Next weok, old Immps with
Or fagoens, stelns, as fates decn
In half & month old benlm, T fa
May win ber heart the while
© dnmmol, na love's day émws
Take =0 s» fad—thy valeotin

rights person. =
“Taks my ssat, jost the same, madam, Ah, will there ever come & day
said the gallan old gentieman, smitingly; Ers you aod [ sre dead
“you are (oo pood-looking to be suspecies When bhe that writes In Snglish may
of it, if you Mmdn't confessed.”—Lesile's Have hopes of being read?
Weekly, ~Chicago Times-llerald

—1ndians




