I hurry out amid the throng
To smite some other man

The Golden Rule I oft recall
Maodious and pat
1 wimpiy bang it on the wall
And let It go at that
—fan Franciseo Examviner.

MRS. FELTONBUYS WHEAT

Gets & Tip From Smart Mr. Billing»
and Turns Her Pretty Home.
into a Graln Bim.

“Buy wheat!" exlaimed J. Mortimer
Bliling=. In the enthusiaam of the mo-
ment he so far forgot himself as to smile
his host's table to emphasize his worda
“Huy wheat’” he repated. “It's going
up lke n macehorse. Buy It now at .
We'll have dollar wheat before July 4
Dollar wheat, sir!™ And J. Mortimer
Billings phused for breath and nodded
vigorously at his old friend George Fel-
ton, whose guest he was at dinner.

“f belleve 1It," put In George Felton,
more because he Knew some answer wWaa
expectad than because he cared whather
wheat sold for a dollar or for 5 cents.

“Balieve it—of course you doi” began
J. Mortimer Billings agsin. “Any man
with the sense of & Tabbit belleves l1—
knows 1t There's & fortune to be made
in buying right now. Dollar whest, 1
pay.” Mr. Blllings sald It as though the
future of wheat were sottied then and
there—ns though it wers as good as seli-
ing at « dollar right then. He drew him-
polf up and wagged his hesd at Mr. Fal-
ton, and pretty Mra Felton, with
the superiority born of esenlorily In
years, business, and natural experi-
ence. Mr. Billings was only 3, but
he was five years older than his friend,
Felton. He held a clerical position with
a big Boanl of Trade firm and sometimes
wok a “fiyer” in wheat. He liked 1o talk
—Felton was a good lstener. Many &
friendship has been based upon less Con-
servative, deliberate Felton, who |lkept
books for & big West Bide foundry, rather
looked up to his dashing friend from the
Hoard of Trade, and Mrs. Felton bad
come to share her husband's respect for
J. Mortimer Blllings.

“Is It really ocertain that one could
make money by buying wheat now™
nsked Mrs. Felton, who had all the wis-
dom of 3 years and the full measure of
experience which comes from eight whole
months of married ife,

Dead Sure.

“Just ms certain as anything ecan be
down here below,” replied Mr. Billlings.”
Traders who are buying whest are mak-
ing money faster than they can count It
They're being slmost smothered 4

but took Mre. Felton's address and prom-
ised to hawve the order delivered that af-
ternoon.

At ! o'clock & great graln wagon came.
It groaned under its load. '

“"Where's the barn, mum?" asked the
dariver.

“There's no barn. You're to bring it
right in here,’ said Mra Felton calmily.
Wanted No Impudenoce.

“It’s not “er pound of saussuges I hev,
mum It's & hundred bushels of wheat,"

| susEssted the teamsater.

“1 know that” snswered Mra, Felton,
again calllng up that pevere tone. “Bring
It right in the back door at omee.™

“But—" begnn the man again

*1 don't want any of your Impudence™
exclalmed the young wife. “T've bought
that wheat and paid for It and want you
to bring It right in here.”

When George Felton got him that even-

a flush of excitement on hia wife's
cheekn. The dust brought back tp him
his days om the farm.

“What's up?’ he saked, sniffing the
alr, after kissing his wifs.

Mre. Felton led him to the rear of the
siz-rcom fal Oreat gray, dusty bags

Uned wp along the side of the dining-
room. The flour bin In the pantry was
bursting. There were two great bags un-
deor the sink. Ar many more #vera stowed
away under the kitchen table. A pile
frowped In from the back porch.

“What the deuce is this?™' gasped the
patonished husband, surveying ths scene.

bravely. “Bought tt at 75. It's traveling
toward a dollar llke a racehorse. There's
fortunes In whest Can't lose. There's to
be doliar wheat, [ say!™ and Mrs, Felton
tried to draw herself up as J. Mortimer
Bilitngs had done. Mr. Feiton sat down
on a bag of wheat and wept—Chicago
Tribune.

REMARKABLE VIRGINIA HEN.

Lald Half-Peek of Scrambled Eggs
and Then Dled.

Richard Peckham, now of Frult M,
but who has lived in several parts of our
broad country, and has seen sotne things
out of the ordipary, comes to the fromt
with & story of a hen that lived and dled
in Old Virginny, Her exploit In the hen-
laying line not only shows that the Me-
Nally hen tale i= easily one of the moet
probahle things ever plnced before o skep-
tieal pubfie, but that the marvelous egg-
producing faculty of the Crompton fowl
was, in all Ekelibood, an inherited trait
that the hen could no more help than
n bald-headad man can help the scarcity
of his Jocka.

Mr. Peckham owned this hen, s0 there
cannot be the slightest particle of doubt
that the story ls exactly troe in every

& common Eray hen, that ia her color
was common, but other things about her
remove her from the plane of mediocrity
and place her upon the pedestal of fame
as though ahe had flown there to roost.
Well, this hen disappeared one Bpring
day, and the was plunged into
griaf, because she was & hen of soclal
habits and most
of egEn. But she
and the first Udings of the gray
when & search for a lost half-peck meas-
ure Jocated It in the manger of a vacant
stall, The measure was nearly full of
broken eaggs. with one whole egg floating
about on top of the mixture, of broken
shells and their contants. The egEs were
that they were all laid at about the same
time, but how they came to be In the

ing dust met his nostrils and he noticed '

were plied along the hall. Others wers |

“T've bought wheat,” sald Mra. Felton, |

particular, and he says that she was just |
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| taek by cold-blooded persons, who must
| ba mble to extract the square root of &
statement before admitting It to 'belisf.

Aunt Massie, bowever, justified herself
by saying: ‘“Mos" hens is lalke ma
When I feels lnike I'se done "nuff, I don'
do no mo'."—Providence Jourmal

REILLY EXPLAINS ICE TRUST.

He and Sinkers Therempon Form a
Beer Syadicate. "

“It's getting verser,” msald the Binker
Man ss Barsaparilia Rallly went into the
restaurant.
| "What's getting worser?™' asked Reflly.
| “Der loe guestion,” replled Binkers.
|
|

“Yhen | oy avake in bed dreaming of
vhich Is to be, 1 don’t supposition dot der

grand jury vill do der Mayor someting for
putting le= In Ser city hall WVhat?™

‘ “He @idn’t put no Sos in th' ofty hall™
anewered Rellly. “The lce trust did 1"

T *"Vhat s it for a Ice trust?™

""Weil,” explained Rellly, “the joe trust
is & body av refrigerators who bought up
all the lce farms In lesland and sold off
shares at sivinty-sivin dollnre & cake.

|'I'hey played a big game for high stalkes.”
| “Pinochle™

“No," sadd Reflly, “freese out. Tho lee
| man got the ice and gave th' customers
| th' fromen end av it. Last week whin me
| wife ber fce bill she took a chill and
| cold shoulder. Then ahe took
‘s dlamonds out of th' safe and
]mmmhuummmwtm.mm
the safe, for there's no telling whan burg-
lers might drop in”

“Yesterday night my vife pald B for one
little lca share,” mald the Binker Msan,
moumfully. ‘Mebbe, she says, bofore der

| Bummer comes out ve bad to burn ofl
in der gus Move,”
"“That wud be remarked
Redlly,
"Yes,"Wwontinued Sinkers, “und soap vent
up 2 cent & onke on the grocery, ‘cause he
can't no more afford der big loe bills. Coal

§
|
3

terridble,”

it all 10 tha trust. 1

Was Strictly Up o Date.
This mummy, recently fourd in Thebes, b
mupposed, from the inseription oo the case, W
be the body of & young man of the periol—
The Manhattan. .

morning we went fishing for iceberga oand
caught a berg that had flonted down from
Greenland. When we hauled It aboard our

hot morning when 1

was & sallorman It was so hot that the |
fron plates on the ship’s side melted and
ran red hot Into the gea, Well, that

terrupted Sinkers. “Do der e mans fish
too ™"

“No,” sald Rellly. “They cut it in
small lakes near th' Hodson River whin
snowballs are ripa, I've scen cakes up
there tin thousand feet square.'

“How 3o they get dot size In der (0o oart
wagonT' asked Binkers.

“Why," sald Railly, “they have to bulld
the lea wagon around the caks. Well, these
f¢e trusters save the joo till th' Bummer
and thin sell It off in emall pieces. This
year they'll pet stuck, for the  people
won't buy all av it."

‘Mebba dey can sell It mit skating rinks ™
eald Binkerm. ““Vhen somebody vould start
a ice farm down In Cuba he vould much
money make. Vhat?™

"No,” ‘sald Rellly, "It wudn't pay. I
heerd av a'man who siarted m anowbali
farm down In Cuba, but he was overcome
by the heat and died befors harvest-time."

“Vhy not ship ice by telegraph from
JoslandT' suggested Sinkers, “'Den
oould eall & big whare for ten cents.”

“Thot ‘ud pever 4o, sald Reilly. "Th'
telegriph wires wud be blocked continu-
ally wid loiclen."”

"How shamefulness * remarked Binkers,
“Den ve must ice buy on trust. Vhat ™

“No,” maid Rellly. “lce trust don't mans
trust fcee A trust is a combination av
men that corner th' market. For instance,
it you and I agree to drink all the whiaky
in Red Jerry's we form & whisky trust.
Are you Hstening ™

“Surs." sald Sinkers. ""Vhy not ve make
& beer trust on Red Jerry?™

“In that case” asnwered Rellly, “we
wudn't need to raiss the price av th'
bear.”

“No,” said Sinkers, “we'll put It oh der
snate.”

And the new syndicats went into Red
Jerry's and absorbed a large block of
letuwt that wasn't watered. — New York

n.

SINMPLY INCORRIGIRLE.

Hubby Misapprehended the Cause
of Her Tears,

“And so you really belleve your shop-
ping expeditions—I mean particularly
your ones to the special sales—are In
strict line with sconomy?T' he asked, as
he sottled back In the chair and watched
her,

"Of course,” she answered, smoothing
out the foids in her dress; "of courns,
they are. Didn't I buy a d-cent tooth-
brush yesterday for 35 centsT"’

“"You saved exactly 11 cents,” he sald,
after a pause. "But pow let us look at
this matter in all its lights. As I sald,
you saved 11 cents. But we will com-

mence at the beginning. You push your
way into the crowded store; you see the

special sale counter and fight your way to |

It, make your purchase and are happy;
your hair s muased, your skirt is torm In
two or three places, and entirely disar-
ranged when you finally get your changs
and board the car.

“When you get home you are cross to
the baby and the servant, and you go to
bed with a bad taste in your mouth. In
the momning you are tived, aching and
norea Then you vent your spita on me,
and all' for 11 ‘centa’

“But 11 cents saved I I1 cents sarned.™
she exclalmed, triumphantly.

“True.” he sald. “but what do you nesd
with another toothbrush? 1 belteve I
have noticed several around the house.™

She looked bewildered for a moment

“1 thought perhaps you would need It
she explained.

He langhed.

“Perhaps [ will—some day. But just
at the present time I am also well sup-

'lh!p wo noticed some carving on the d“h plied.”

of it In letters as big as a house,

and—- becoming cruel
“Please, Rellly, you get me Jdimzy,” In- | her lips were quivering. He knew It and

His words were and

appronched her. Then she cried. Her
head was on his shoulder.

“Don’t mind me, dear,” he ssid. “T'm
a brute. Shop whenever you please. Huy
all the toothbrushes you wish—"

“It fam't that,"” she sobbed: "but, ob,
Jack, I just remember that I left my
pocketbook at the store.”

He smiied again.—indianapoils Bun,

HAD BEEN THERE HIMSELF.

Ex-Hotel Keeper Pusnles One of the
Niagara Falls Gentry.

“l was up at Miagara Falls the other
day,” sald & Washington man. "The
Spring rush had just begun. While I was
in the office & guest entsred to register.
The landlord sised the new arrival up as
4 kicker whilea he was writing his name
in the register, and bdefores anything could
be said about rooms, rates or convenien-
ces, he obeerved:

* “Perhaps you have made a mistake In
the hotel. Thin Is the Great View House.
The Small View House !s two blocks
down the street.’

**Thia is the pilace I want,” repllied
the gucat.
* 'But ' our rooms are small, and the

beds nothing to brag of.'

** “That will be all right I've been sleep-
ing in & hall bedroom or on a shelf for
4 year past.'

* “There is no rearing to be heard here.’

“ 1 am glad of I’

“*And the meals are very plain’

“*‘That sults me. I've got dyspepsia,
and the plalner the meals are the bet-
ter."

" "You don't ohject to hand organa by
day and squalling babies by night™

“"Not the slightest. [I'va roamed all
over Europe, and you can't bave any-
thing bers !0 compare.’

“The landlord saw that he had erred
in sizsing the man up, but he hated to ad-
mit It, and therefors continued.

“ "My rates are B a day.’

* “That's cheap enough ror a hotel here.”
repllied the man,

“"Do you look for rainbows over the
falla™

" 'Not a bit of it. If they come along
'l take my share, but any old bow will
do for me.’

“ *Are you afrald of the typhold fever?T

“ "No, =ir,”

* "There is only one cataract here.'

**1 dom’'t want any more. Give me the
poorest, smallert room in the house, and
if you want to put a2 man in with me all
right, and I'll use anything for a wash
basin and furnish my own soap and towel
Your rates are 51 a day. Here is 5190 to
start on.'

“ "Lord, Lord, but what kind of a man
are youT gasped the landlord as his head
began to swim.

““1? Oh, 1 used to run a hotel here
myself, and I know how to sympathize!
smiled the guest “Just let things go along
the same as If I wasn't there, If it's
handy, give me clean sheets once In two
weeks, but don't go to putting yourseif
out or worrying over me. Here's I3 days
in advance, and in eass you run short
any time, Just let me know, and I'll Jend
you 3600 to gt slong with!"'—Washington
Post.

DIDNT LIKE THE SEND-OFF.

Orator's Latin Tee Much for the
Candidate for OfMice.

He got his friend the lawyer to present
his pame for delegate to one of the big
conventions.

“Gilve me o good send-off.” mald he *to

his friend. “You know what to say, of
course, and put It on strong. [ can stand

grenbocks. Take oven my case. I bought
1000 bushels at f8—sold out mt W three
dayn later. You can lmagine my profic™

“What 114 you 4o with so much™ in.
quired Mra. Felton meaning the wheat.

“Put it In my flat™ answered Mr. Bil
Ings, meaning the profit. “Evervthing
goes into my flat.t We had two rooms
nearty bare. Filled them up pretty well
on that deal™

“1 shouil think »0. " sssented the young
wife.

“But never go to a burker shop for
wheat,” adviesd the man from the Board
of Trade,

“Of eourse not,"
promptly.

Then Mr. Felton tried to talk about the
outiopk of thoe Bessemer pig market and
githough he falled, the conversation
diin’t get back to wheat.

When the guest had departed Mry. Fel-
ton asked:

“Mr. Pilling= is a good business man,
isn't he™

“Tos, bright” anewered her husband.

“Do you think wheat's going up?™

“Hillings says =0. He ought to know,”
and Mr. Felion yawned audibly and made
for the bedroom.

“Svhy don't you buy wheat?™

"T—umph!” sald Mr. Felton, *T'm In
the iron, not the wheat business,

The wife sald ne more, but the next
morning “Buy wheat! and “Doliar
Wheat!” mang in her ears. There seemed
o be mome magic in the words. The
spoons, as_ she tumbled them Into the
sideboard drawer, scemed to say, “Buy
wheat!" and the dishes, as they clattered
in the pan. sald, “Dollar wheat.”

"Why shouldn't we buy wheat &nd
make some money.” thought Mrs, Fel.
ton. “Mr. Billings says there 15 & fortune
in It. But George i= a little slow. dear
feliow. He can't help being so, 1 sup-
pose. But Iif he'd only 4o lke Mr. Bil-
Hngs, then we could fit up our flat ms
Mr. Blllings did. But why can't I buy
wheat? Yes, why not™

Mrs. Feliton Thinks,

Mre, Felton stopped and thought. Bhe
bad 575 and more which she had put by
out of her liberal allowance.

“Wheat's now T cents, Mr. Billings
said.” she figured. “Now #75 would buy
100 bushels. It would rather crowd the
fiat, but If Mr. Billings put 1000 bushels
in his flat we ought to be able to stow
sway M8 bushels here, even If we haven't
two bare rooms.”

Mrs. Felton thoughtfully put on her hat
and sallled forth. On Wabaxh avenue she
remembered, she had seen s big sign:
“Flour snd feed.™

“They'll have wheat there, of courss.”
she sald to herself. ““The idea of going
to a bucket-shop for wheat. How foolish
some people are! Might as well go to a
drug store for horseshoe nafls.™

The young wife stepped jauntiar Into the
big feed store.

1 want to buy some wheat ™ she sald.

“Yes," sald the feed man ““What
gErade?™

Here was an unexpected question, and
Mrs. Felton hesitated.

“Why. the best.” she finally ventured.

*No. 2 red?™

“The best.”

“Very well,” " nald the salesman. “"How
much do you want ™"

“Seventy-five dollurs’ worth™

“Seventy-five dollars’ worth,” repeated
the feed man In astonishment, looking at
the styllshly-Areased young woman,

“Yen, §75 worth,’ answered Mras. Felton
: “Ha

sald Mre. Felton
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Our Geoapel Pllet.

We've pot & grepel pliot now that soars "way
out of sight,

A larin’ down the liviz' word an’ clinchin®
of it tieht; '

A man that aime right at yer heart & shootis’
truth, an’ who

Don't hesilate to At you with a mighty pinch-

in" shoe.

dossn'l sugar-coat his words to maks

‘em good to taste,

Nor mever ‘nunciztes & phrase that seeos to
e e waste,

But eevry truth (hat gquits his lips percecds
to make & nest

An' takes up I mbode to may right in &
feller's Lreast,

He

In preachin’ to us yistafay be made the p'int
that we

Mowt love our
orcurTed 10 me

The person wasn'l cognimant of all we'd have
to face

By itvip® up to hin advice with fortytede am'

an® It

grace.

One sinful neighber thaet I've got jest keepa
me In & fret

A playin’ Methodistic tunes upor o of' cornet,

An', sayie' mothin' of th’ nalse, it keepe my
plous hesd

Flum full o durmned onchristian thoughts, me
being Baptist bred.

Ancther peighbor an’ his wife az’ growed wp
guls has got

A organ, an’ their musicales et keeps ma
billn' hot,

Fuor every night when honest folks had ort
to be in bed

Thoey keep that of' harmomic wreck & e
to rise the Sead!

They wing the sinful songs of earth, thes
Jerky spasma that

They claim o mag-time geme o song; 1 sw'as,
they'd sings & cat!

An’ when ! masSe a ™hriatian kick my speech
he rodely cheeked

mug&mhﬂmmwmmm

There's others ‘round on every sids with habits
that ammoy
My oalm an' guiet Christian ways an® wreck

my pesceful joy.

An' often when | koeel In prayer some strangs
coearthiy sound

“1d coms to pull my theughts from God an'
emash ‘e o the

I'd like to heed the parson’s words an’ love
such brutes as them,

Fur | don't wam to miss & p'iot to win the
dindem,

But i i's requisite to give mioh neighbors
Christian love

rnmmwmmhmm
or move!

Quoth he: “'Oh yes, wome mre oontent
With things of litle worth.

But that won't do -for me. 1 want
The best there I8 on earth™

MS WORTH READ

Johnnie's Piaint.
Tweny,
Waeny
LT fellers
Hzs no fon at all.
Jus' when “ey Is playin' hardes'
Hears somebody oall :

sy P

Tou-s-u-t. Johnnle-e-s—e-e!
Come-right-home 'ls micuts™
Awful aggravatin®’, ain't 7
Has w0 wtop our piay
An' go home, so's ma oan tell ea,
“Don't go far swayl"

Teary,

Weeny

LT rellers

Bometimes ocan't kesp well,

Bpeahly Celr Mgpen' brother,
He starts in to peil:

DMd yo'-use-my shavin'-beush

To-blask-your -shoss-fus’ - wralt

Tel-1-catch-you-Johanle-e-s-a-o!™*

fAt's the way wif bigges’ brothers)
‘at’s Mmda

American.

Ha know ds -
En tell ‘um ter ds s
He run ‘lovig whar de gyarden grow

er met
~Woman's Home Companion.

To Johan Chinaman.
Your manners !mpreas s o8 queer, Jobm;
Your language is rough on the ear, John,
And your halr s done up in & gueus.
Your trousers are pot the right shape, John;
The conviction we cannat sscape, John,
That wour socizl atizsinments are few,

You play at this game calisd *“Fan-Tan, '
John;

mﬁ'{mﬂu"mw“lmnun. John?
“Twill leave yYou worss off when gyou're

through:
And your bad men take oplum smoke, John
In whisky you wos't learn to soak, Joha,

Gifts of the Year.
The years pass on, and mores and more
A miracle it seems @ me, '
To see the Bpring come ‘slowly up
From Southern gulf and sea:
To ses the emerald crazs arise
From fielda whers snow lay resterday,
And see the bare brown boughs put om
Their wealth of leaf and spray:
To wea the alry stalks of wheat
Bend low and lower with the graln
Which feeds & multitode at home
And millloss o'er the main;
To sex the swaying boughs drgop low
With ruby frult, the whole year's flower,
And BSeld and garden everywhers
Yieid up their precicus dower;
To ses the Bummer leave our homes
For shores where Moxic waters play,
Arnd stealthy Autumn set his feet
Where she trod yesterday. \
And though our eyes mMAY DEver oo
Amsin this grand procesaion comse,
We know the years will bring it still—
The Fpring and harvest-home—
And other eyes will see It all,
And other bearts with Joy shall best
To ses the sweet Juse roses blowm,
And watch the ripening wheat
—~Ninette M. Lowater, In the Now York Sun.

The Rensom Why.
He stood one bright May evening
A lovely cresmture and falr,
And his sager syes graw misty
Ax he paped at her standing thera

Her cheeks, so falr in the twilight,
Sectmed to speak unutterabls love,
Her form, like that of Venos
As fit for the realms sbove.

Put pever & word 4ld he ankwer,
Bt turned om hin lone way homae.

O why this dsparture so pitiless
From ons so falr and desr,

B0 seemingly cruel and beartiess
To his eweetheart standing near.

‘The gquery ls sasily answered,
For in that twilight 4dim
He saw the old man's bull-dog
Lying In walt for him.
~Royal W. Weller, In the Philadelphia In-
quiree,

The Serenade.

Bhe leaned from her window as be came by,
He paseed, with a bow and a hopeful sigh;
Then softly he played
To the listening majd
A lyrical dream from the '“Serenade ™

He drifted from that to a Tost! song,

Aud missed of the land ha bad jeft so long—
Of Iwalla falr,
With it & alr,

And the fair Senorfta he'd loved ower there.

The languishing cadence In melody Aows

As sweetly e plays of “The Beaotiful Rose ™
The beauty enbanced
When spwapd he gianced

To where (he fair dameel sat, balf-entranced.

Bot see! From her window she Jesms, and she
ks
#git aff av th' shirate, or OI'Il git yer tin

Or Of'll break In yes face, an® pi-anny " boot!™
—Baltimors American.

Beomed the Plague Too Well
Wow one fine day was found & rat,
As doad as nall in door,
But. what the plague bs died of—
That perplexed ths pecple sere.

Ba lest infection sbould be semt
Prom this dead rat to kill ‘us,
Te work two lmrmed sxperts wani
In search of plagus bacillus.

80 that's the way they ruised the scare
Of the bubonic plugue. *

The facts they founded cn wers rars
And Inferences vague.

But mtill we've got ourselves & nams

For plagus and stench and diry
Which 1o ourselves may bring soms bilama,
And to our clty burt

For trade shall shun our sesthing shore,
And tourists distance keep,

And all our business men may soore
All daye a Sunday siesp.

The Yy that's ing fast
Bhall hear the peopla tell
How, In the last year of the last,
They boomed the plague tos wedl,
—Ban Francisco Call.

The Man Whe Hellered.
1 ain’t the man who led the way,
A-riiin’ proud an’ stataly:
1 walked fur miles in the dlsplay,
The sams fatigued me grewtly.
1 wasn"t of the chosen few,
Bllk-hatted an’ high collared,
I 454 jes' what they told me to g
1 am the man wio holleved

Thay told ms I was needed there,
Bech doin's always has ‘em—
The folks who forward the affair
With thelr enthusiasm.

I never tried to make & mpeech,
Not bein’ amy schollard,

1 mevely fined the genernl screech,
1 am the man who bollered.

I've had to meet with some
That Mn't be negt
My achin® head, it feels immense,
I'm wesry an' dejected.
Not one of “em could tell my name;
Those lasders whom 1 follersd,
A patrist all unknewn to faoie,
I am the man who hal

—wW

STpenna,

on Biar.

Just at Dawn.
Gixteen tomecats mized In & fray
Out on (e fence at the break of day;
Just ms the lamps and stars went out
And enly the form of a cop was about—
Jast at dawn!

Eixtren sushes om each Adweiling side

Fly on thelr pullers awsy up and wide,

Fiy with the din of o mountalin read train,

With clatter of woodwork and rattle of pane—
Just at dawn!

Sixteen heads of disheveiled halr,

Flung to the breets of the new crisp air:

Three of the sixtsen caught by the neck,

Hurl out wonis like skippers on deck—
Just at dawn!

Umbreilas, mats snd bras curtain hooks:

Bixtean lives extinguished with pala,

Dut one bupdred and thirty-five still remain -
Just after dawn!

=Chicage Duily Nown,

-

Shine, Bright San, on Dixle.
O, Dixie lan’ la de lan’ er ralaan’
But what de good er de folks complainin’?
Shine out—
Fhine out,
Ehine out, bright sun, on Dixia!

De storm beat down de-Toof on panel,
But de melon heart ez red ez fannel;
Ebhine oct—
Ehine out,”
Bhine cut, bright sun, on Dixlef

Hit's dew de time fer ter fesl yo' best in:—
Everyt'ing ‘cept de mortgage's restin’
Ehine cut—
Ehine ocut,
Bhine out. bright san, on Dixis!

Wa huddls close,—by de rain surrounded;
But our heads In out, en wa aln't half-
drowmded !
Ehine out—
Bhine omt,
Ehine out, bright sun, on Dixfe!
—Atlanta Constitution.

Talk Hopefully.
Taik happiness. The worid is sad, enough
Without your woes. No path is wholly rough.
lLook for the places that are smooth and ciear,
And speak of those 1o Iest FOUT WeArY Sar
Of earth, »o hurt by one contiheous strain
Of mortal discontent and grief and paln.

Thik falth. The world |s betler off

Without your ignorance and wicked doubt.
If you have faith in God or man or seilf,

Bay »o; if not, push back upon the shelf

Of stience all your thoughts il falth ahall

come;
No ome will grieve because your lips are
dumb.

Tailk health. The dreary, never-changing taie
Of mortz]l maladies is worn and stale.
You canmot charm, ot [mterest, or pleass
By harping on that minor chord, diseass,
Bay you are well, or all s weil with you,
And God shall hear your words and make
them true.
—Ella Wheelsr Wiloox.

The Mendow Lark.
An airy fuiter of slender, brown wings,
And hark 1s it joy or sarrow thal sings
1z the ome sweiling notla
That trembles and thrilla through the long-
lifted throat?

A rush o'er the prairies, & sorrowful cry,

And the guivering grasses bow down with &
wigh.

Btirred deep by emotion

That in the wind sings
wide gramsy octan.

and cries o'er tha

A theill of the heart, s trembie of grasses,
And wind-sound and bird-song a melcdy passes;
We puzale long, bdut we may not know

if wind or lark first sang this somg,

With I's burden of srquisite wos

~—Annia Besce Pugh, In Chiongo Times-Herald

We'll Do the. Selling.

Thers's fighting In Asla

Apd Africn, too;
Pot all is serene

‘Neath the Bed White and Blus
1f others must fight,

To our grief and surprise,
We won't join the fraoma,

Weo'll sell the supplies

—Waatington Gtar.

It. Tve found out that unless things
put on strong in these days the
dom’t hook on !n good shape.”

So the lawyer arose at the proper
and he “put it on strong.™ And his
rmatlon went something ile this:

"Gentlemen, the man whom I present
your attention todiy has been bred
reared In the sacred associaflons of that
old town; he has imbibed the traditions of
the honor and Integrity and good citizen-
ship that have com= down there from fa=
ther to son, and those lessons of youthi
and manhood have followed him into alk
hin walks of itfs. And today, gentlamen,
he stands before you as one of the
striking t¥pes of the genus homo that you
can fMnd In all Malne."

Well. the man was nominated, but—
Juset am =oon as the convention ade
journed the candldate cnme hurrying over
to where his friend the lawyer was strug-
gling Into his coat.

“What sort of a throwdown are you try=
Ing to gitve me anyway? he cried.
“That's a nice way to use a friend. Jok-
Ing Is all right among friends over a quargt
of Mount Vernon or something of the'
kind, but it don’t go on the floor of & con-
vention, not for a minute'

“What are you trring to get through
you?" asked the Inwyver.

“I'm ecalling you down.
am doing."”

“For heaven's sake, what for?

“For standing up there, cuss yeo, and
eplling me a genulne hobo, Don't you
sver work any more gags of that kind og
me."—Lewlaton Joumrmnal

b

that's what 1

HOW HE CURED HER.

She'll Let Him 9moke All He Wants
to Now,.

“My smoking has always been o sore
point with my wife, who never lets &
chanee slip to try and talk me out of the
habit," sald Brown “Now, 1 enjoy a
good clgar, and see no use In giving up
sorpething that affords me pleasure. The
other dny, while | was mummaging around
in a cupboRrd, T ran across a box of al-
ieged tobicco cure. It conid be put, sa
it snld on the lid, In the coffee of the one
that it was Intended for, and hs would
be cured of the habit without knowing
how it was done,

"“] saw at once what Mra. Brown was
up to, and 1 resolved to get even with
her. The contents looked as much likke
sugar as anything, so I threw it out and
refillad the box from the sugar bowl.

“That evening from the unusual sweets
neas of my coffee 1 realizs] that she had:
begun to dope me. Finishing my dinnes
I pushad back my chalr and said:

It s strange, my dear, but I haven't
the stightest desire to smoke n cigar.” I
saw her beam at this, and then I com=
tinued: ‘But instead I have a desive to
smoke a clgaretie

“ ‘You have whit?™ she shrisked, fo@
ghe considers It sure death to smoks the
little rolis =

“*A desire to smoke a cigaretts,’ sald
I, calmly, ‘I shall have to go over to
the camer store and get o package.’

“Leaving her gasping for breath, I went
aver and bought a package, and' smoked
the miserible lftle things for the rest
of the evening, while she wildly ed
me 1o emoke & cigar or anything else but
cigarettes.

For three dave my wife kept putting
her supposed dope In my coffee, and I kept
smoking, continually remarking that 1t
was strunge that [ no longer cared for a
cigar, but couki not smoke enough cigar-
aties,

“Finally she broke down and confessed
what she had becn doinm. After fright-
ening her by pretending that she had
fixed the cigurette hebit on me for lite,
we compromised by my agreeing to give
them up and she to refrain from saying
anything more about my smoking cigars

“Tha apent that sold her the dope 18
golng to call soom to get n recommendas
tion from my wife. He'll get It. He'll
get samethting else, too.”=Indlanapolle
Sentinel,

HONSE WAS ALL RIGHT.

Trouble Was Altogether With the
Wiae Crowd.

It was a one-horse wagon, Joaded witX
boxes and barrels, and the driver sud-
denly turned Into the curb and got down
and stood off a few fect and looked ear-
ne<tly at the horse, Four or five pe-
destrians came to a halt, and one of
them promptly called out:

"“That horss has got a chill,
ought to unhiteh him.'"

“It's a case of the bots™
ond

“He's got the blind staggpers, or I dom't
knoy anything about horses,” put In &
thi

The four or five pedestrinns grew t®
five or 10 and 10 to X or M

“He's balky, eh?" queried a fat man
as he forced his way inte the erowd

“Haller In his ear!!” shouted a boy who
was up on balky horses.

“All you feliers git hold and push
wagin'!" commanded a citizen who
peared to be a born jeader of men.

The crowd grew to . 80, 100 and
strent was blocked. Men examined the
wheeis on the wagon, the fest of the
horse and the harness. The driver mtood
there with Hnes and whip In band, but
sald nothing., and made no move untll &
polieeman forced his way Into the crowd
and excltedly asked:

“Now, then, what's this about? What's
the matter here?"

“Nuthin'.” was the calm reply.

“Horpa sick?

“Naw."

“Is he balky T

“Naw."

“Then why don't you go on?™

“"m goin'.™

And he put his foot on the hud of &
front wheel and sprang to his seat and
drove off at a sharp trot, and all the
wondering crowd sald as It looked after
him was:

*1 thought so all the time."—Washing-
ton Post .

0ld Man Thought Differently.

The son wrote home from college as fol-
lows:

“Dear Dad: 1 expect to graduate this
month, and will need $100 !mmediately,
Bend check at-once."

The old man replled:

“Dear John: Times 1s too tight. I
send you a postofMice order for $i0. Jest
gmaduate $10 worth an’ coms home an’
g0 to plowin'"—Atlanta Constitution.
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