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Retaliation.t
Whenever some one docs me wroug.

As Quickly as I con
I hurry out amid the throne

To smite some other man.

The Golden Rule I oft recall
Meodlous and pat,

I simply hang It on the wall
And let It co at that. 1

San Francisco Examiner.

MRS. FELTON BUYS WHEAT

Gets a. Tip From Smart air. Billing
and Tarns Her Pretty Home.

Into a Grain Bin.

"Buy wheat!" exlalmed J. Mortimer
Billings. In the enthusiasm of the mo-

ment he so far forgot himself as to smite
his host's table to emphasize his words.
"Buy wheat!" he repated. "It's going
up like a racehorse. Buy it now at 75.

We'll have dollar wheat before July 4.

Dollar wheat, sir!" And J. Mortimer
Billings paused for breath and nodded
vigorously at his old friend George Fel-

ton, whose guest he was at dinner.
"I lelleve it," put In George Felton,

iriore because he knew some answer was
expected than because he cared whether
wheat sold for a dollar or for 50 cents.

"Believe it of course you do;" began
J. Mortimer Billings again. "Any man
with the sense of a rabbit believes it-k-nows

it. There's a fortune to be made
in buying right now. Dollar wheat, I
say." Mr. Billings said it as though the
future of wheat were settled then and
there as though it were as good as sell-

ing at a dollar right then. He drew him-
self up and wagged his head at Mr. Fel-
ton, and pretty Mrs. Felton, with
tho superiority born of seniority in
years, business, and natural experi-
ence, Mr. Billings was only 30. but
he was five years older than his friend,
Felton. He held a clerical position with
a big Board of Trade firm and sometimes
took a "flyer" in wheat. He liked to talk

Felton was a good listener. Many a
friendship has been based upon less. Con-

servative, deliberate Felton, who kept
books for a big West Side foundry, rather
looked up to his dashing friend from the
Board of Trade, and Mrs. Felton had
come to share her husband's respect for
J. Mortimer Billings.

Ik it really certain that one could
make money by buying wheat now?"
asked Mrs. Felton, who had all the wis-

dom of 20 years and the full measure of
experience which comes from eight whole
months of married life.

Dead Sore.
"Just as certain as anything can be

down here below," replied Mr. Billings."
Traders who are buying wheat are mak-
ing money faster than they can count It.
They're being almost smothered under
grenbacks. Take even my case. I bought
1000 bushels at & sold out at 74 three
days later. You can Imagine my profit."

"What Old you do with so much?" in-
quired Mrs. Felton, meaning the wheat.

"Put It In my flat," answered Mr. Bil-
lings, meaning the profit. "Everything
goes Into my flat. We had two rooms
nearly bare. Filled them up pretty well
on that deal."

"I shouil think so." assented the young
wife.

"But never .go to a bucket shop for
wheat," advised the man from the Board
of Trade.

"Of course not," said Mrs. Felton
promptly.

Then Mr. Felton tried to talk about the
outlook of the Bessemer pig market and
although he failed, the conversation
didn't get back to wheat.

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

"Mr. Billings Is a good business man,
isn't he?"

"Yes, bright" answered her husband.
"Do you think wheat's going up?"
"Billings says so. He ought to know,"

and Mr. Felton yawned audibly and made
for the bedroom.

"Why don't you buy wheat?"
"U umph!" said Mr. Felton, Tm In

the Iron, not the wheat business.
The wife said no more, but the next

morning "Buy wheat!" and "Dollar
Wheat!" rang in her ears. There seemed
to be some magic in the words. The
spoons, as. she tumbled them Into the
sideboard drawer, seemed to say, "Buy
wheat!" and the dishes, as they clattered
In the pan. said. "Dollar wheat."

"Why shouldn't we buy wheat and
make some money," thought Mrs. Fel-
ton. "Mr. Billings says there Is a fortune
In it. But George Is a little slow, dear
fellow. He can't help being so, I sup-
pose. But If he'd jonly do like Mr. Bil-
lings, then we could fit up our flat as
Mr. Billings did. But why can't I buy
wheat? Yes, why not?"

Mrs. Felton Thinks.
Mrs. Felton stopped and thought. She

had $75 and more which she had put by
out of her liberal allowance.

"Wheat's now 75 cents, Mr. Billings
said," she figured. "Now $75 would buy
103 bushels. It would rather crowd the
fiat, but if Mr. Billings put 1000 bushels
in his fiat we ought to be able to stow
away 100 bushels here, even if we haven't
two bare rooms."

Mrs. Felton thoughtfully put on her hat
and sallied forth. On Wabash avenue she
remembered, she had seen a big sign:
"Flour and feed."

"They'll have wheat there, of course,"
she said to herself. "The idea of going
to a bucket-sho-p for wheat. How foolish
some people are! Might as well go to a
drug store for horseshoe nails."

The young wife stepped Jauntliy Into the
big feed store.

"I want to buy some wheat," she said.
"Yes," said the feed man. "What

grader
Here was an unexpected question, and

Mrs. Felton hesitated.
"Why, the best," she .Anally ventured.
"No. 2 red?"
"The best"
"Very well,' said the salesman. "How

much-d- o you want?"
"Seventy-fiv-e dollars' worth."
"Seventy-fiv-e dollars' worth," repeated

the feed man In astonishment, looking at
the stylishly-dresse- d young woman.

"Yes, $75 worth,' answered Mrs. Felton
in her most severe tone, thinking: "He
knows I've got a good 'tip and don't
want to sell."

The grain man asked no more questions,

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

At 3 o'clock a great grain wagon came.
It groaned tinder Its load.

"Where's the barn, mum?" asked the
driver.

"There's no barn. You're to bring It
right In here,' said Mrs. Felton calmly.

Wanted JVo Impudence.
"It's not er pound of sausauges I her,

mum It's a hundred bushels of wheat,"
suggested the teamster.

"I know that," answered Mrs. Felton,
again calling up that severe tone. "Bring I

it right in the back door at once.'
"But " began the man again.
"I don't want any of your impudence !

exclaimed the young wife. "I've bought
that wheat and paid for it and want you
to bring it right in here."

When George Felton got him that even- - I

lng dust met nis nostrils ana ne noucea
a flush of excitement on his wife's
cheeks. The dust brought back tp him
his days on the farm.

"What's up?' he asked, sniffing the j
air. after kissing his wife.

Mrs. Felton led him to the rear of the
six-roo- m flat Great gray, dusty bags j

were piled along the hall. Others were ,

lined up along the side of the dining- -
room. The flour bin in the pantry "vras
bursting. There were two great bags un-

der the sink. As many more ?ere stowed
away under the kitchen table. A pile
frowned in from the back porch.

"What the deuce is this?" gasped the
astonished husband, surveying the scene.

"I've bought wheat," said Mrs. Felton,
bravely. "Bought it at 75. It's traveling
toward a dollar like a racehorse. There's
fortunes In wheat. Can't lose. There's to
be dollar wheat, I say!" and Mrs. Felton
tried to draw herself up as J. Mortimer
Billings had done. Mr. Felton sat down
on a bag of wheat and wept Chicago
Tribune.

REMARKABLE VIRGINIA HEW.

Laid Half-Pec- k of Scrambled Egflrs
and Then Died.

Richard Peckham, now of Fruit Mill,
but who has lived In several parts of our
broad country, and has seen some things
out of the ordinary, comes to the front
with a story of a hen that lived and died
in Old Vlrginny. Her exploit in the hen-layi-

line not only shows that the Mc-Nal- ly

hen tale Is easily one of the most
probable things ever placed before a skep-
tical public, but that the marvelous

faculty of the Crompton fowl
was. In all likelihood, an inherited trait
that the hen could no more help than
a bald-head- man can help the scarcity
of his locks.

Mr. Peckham owned this hen, so there
cannot be the slightest particle of doubt
that the story Is exactly true in every
particular, and he says that she was Just
a common gray hen. that Is, 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 she had flown there to roost.

Well, this hen disappeared one Spring
day, and the family was plunged into
grief, because she was a hen of social
habits and most reliable as a producer
of eggs. But she was sure enough gone,
and the first tidings of the gray hen came
when a search for a lost half-pec-k meas-
ure located It In the manger of a vacant
stall. The measure was nearly full of
broken eggs, with one whole egg floating
about on top of the mixture, of broken
shells and their contents. The eggs were
that they were all .laid at about the same
time, but how they came to be in the

y5
Onr Gospel Pilot.

"We've got a gospel pilot now that soars 'way
out of sight

A layln down the Uvin word an cllnchln
of It tight;

A man that alms right at yer heart a shootla
truth, an' who

Don't hesltato to fit you with a mighty pinch-I- n

shoe.
He doesn't sugar-co- at his words to make

'em good to taste,
Nor never 'nunclates a phrase that seems to

go to waste.
But eevry truth that quits bis lips perceeds

to make & nest
An' takes up Its abode to stay right in a

feller's breast

In preachln' to us ylstaday be made the p'lnt
that we

Must lore our neighbors as ourselves, an It
occurred to roe

The parson wasn't cognisant of all wo'd have
to face

By Uvin' up to his advice with tortytude an'
grace.

One sinful neighbor that I've got jest keeps
me in a fret

A playln' Methodlstlc tunes upon a ol' cornet
An', savin' nuthln of th noise, It keeps my

pious head ,

Plum full o durned onchrlstlan thoughts, mo
being Baptist bred.

Another neighbor an' his wife an' growed up
gals has got

A organ, an' their muslcales jest keeps me
bllln' hot

Fur every night when honest folks bad ort
to be in bed

They keep that ol harmonic wreck a tryn
to rise the deadi

They sing the sinful songs of earth, thes
Jerky spasms that

They claim Is rag-tim- e gems o' song; X swar,
they'd singe a cat!

An' when I made a 'Christian kick my speech
he rudely checked

By tellln me to go to grass, or words to that
effect

There's others 'round on every side with habits
that annoy

My calm an quiet Christian ways an wreck
my peaceful Joy.

An often when I kneel in prayer some strange
onearthly sound

'LI come to pull my thoughts from God an
smash 'em to the ground.,

I'd like to heed the parson's words an' lovo
such brutes as them.

Fur I don't want to'mlss a p'lnt to win tho
diadem.

But If It's requisite to glvo nlch neighbors
Christian love

I've either got to perish with the onredeemed,
or move!

Denver Post

She Was Hls'n.
They talked about the margin wide

Between the wants of men.
How some had simple tastes, and some

Fastidious were again.

Quoth he: "Oh yes, some are "content
With things of little worth.

But that won't do for me; I want
The best there Is on earth."

With Joy of uncaged, bird that once
Again to freedom soars

She fell Into his arms and screamed
"Thanks, darling, I am yours.'

Courlsr.
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measure and all broken but one. none
come tea unui tne ooay 01 ine oia gray
hen was found In the loft Just over the
stall where the measure of eggs was
found, and then the mystery was cleared
up at once.

The proud old hen, with the blood of
some of the haughtiest fowl of Virginia
in her veins, had evidently sought the
lott as a desirable place to lay herself" a
nettful of aggs and chanced to lay the
first one directly over a hole In the floor-
ing of the loft, through which it dropped
Into the measure below. Turning around
to bee If the egg was up to her standard
of excellence, the gray hen was doubtless
astonished to find no tgg, and Immediate-
ly laid another, which followed the .first
in Its downfall to the waiting half-pec-k

measure.
Having determined to lay an egg or die.

the high spirit of the gray hen would not
give up, and ehe had laid until nothing
was left of her but mere bones and featA-er- s,

and then she bad died a martyr to the
motto, "If at first you don t succeed, try,
try again."

The body or tnis devoted hen was
stuffed with bran by some of the family
-who owned her, and was long held up as
a warning to those who maintained that
strict adherence to a principle of conduct
cannot be carried too far, and the gray
nen ajgo famous for many a mile
ar0und for having produced several quarts
of BcrarQbled eggs at one sitting, although
Aunt Massle, the family "cook, was heard
ta remark: "It beats all how that chick-
en could lay nigh onto three quarts o
algs, when she didn't hoi' but three pints
o bran."

Which goes to show that the same dis-
position to Invade the realms of specu-
lative science with mathematical propo-
sitions existed In Virginia as it does to-

day In Rhode Island, and the fair fame
of any hen, gray or white. Is open to at-

tack by cold-blood- persons, who must
be able to extract the square root of s.
statement before admitting it to belief.

Aunt Massle, however. Justified herself
by saying: "Mos hens Is lalke me.
When I feelB lalke Ise done 'nuff, I don
do no mo" Providence Journal.

REDELY EXPLAINS ICE TRUST.

He and Sinkers Thereupon Form s.

Beer Syndicate.
"It's getting verser," said the Sinker

Man as SarsaparUla Rellly went into the
restaurant

"What's getting worserr asked Rellly.
"Der Ice question," replied 81nkers.

"Vhen I lay avake In bed dreaming of
vhlch Is to be. I don't supposition dot der
grand Jury vlll do der Mayor sometlng for
putting ice In der city halL Vbat?"

"He didn't put no Ice in th city hall,"
answered Rellly. "The Ice trust did It"

"Vhat is It for a Ice trust?"
"Well," explained Rellly, "the Ice trust

Is a body av refrigerators who bought up
all the Ice farms In Iceland and sold off
shares at slvlnty-slvl-n dollars a cake.
They played a big game for high stakes."

"Pinochle?"
"No," said Rellly, "freeze out. Tho ice

men got the Ice and gave th customers
th' frozen end av it Last week whin me
wife got her Ice bill she took a chill and
gave me the cold shoulder. Then she took
Mary Ellen's diamonds out of th' safe and
put them in tho Ice box and put the ice in
tho safe, for there's no telling when burg-
lars might drop In."

"Yesterday night my vife paid $2 for one
little Ice share,' said the Sinker Man,
mournfully. "Mebbe, she; says, before der
Summer comes out ve vlll had to burn oil
in der gas stove."

'"That wud be terrible," remarked
Rellly.

"Yesi"teontlnuedj Sinkers, "und soap vent
up 2 cent a cake on the grocery, 'cause he
can't no more afford der big ice bills. Coal

Johnnie's Plaint.
Teeny,
Weeny
LIT fellers

Has no fun at all.
Jus' when 'ey Is playin hardes

Hears somebody call :

You-u-u-- u. Johnnle-e-e-e--el

'Is minute!
Awful aggravatln. ain't It?

Has to stop our play
An go homo, so's ma can tell us,

"Don't go far ewayl"

Teeny,
Weeny
La fellers

Sometimes can't keep well,
Bpeshly lfelr blgges brother.

He starts In to yell:

Did shavin -- brush

'Afs the way wlf blgges brothers;
Everyfing 'at'a did

Files right off an goes to work an
Blames it on the kid.

Baltimore American.

The River.
De River talk on evr" ban

He gossip fur en free;
He know de secrets er do land.

En tell 'um ter de sea.

He run 'lorig whar de gyarden grow
Wen Springtime melt do snows;

He tell de Sea Win,' "Et you blow
Dat way you'll fin a rose."

De Lily In do gayrden spot
Say. "Hock xne, pleasn. ter res't"

He takes de fines ev de lot
En wear 'um on he breas.

He knows, des whar do Sunshine keep
En kiss de rose ter red;

He sees do Moonlight go ter sleep
'Pon top de vl'let bed.

He tells de news er ever place.
En wen to Sweetheart pass

He gives her back her purty face;
Des lak a lookln' --glass!

He pass de big house en de hut
En spread .de gossip free ,

O Mister River, tell me whut
My Sweetheart think er me!

Woman's Homo Companion.

To John Chinaman.
Your manners Impress us as queer, John;
Tour language Is rough on the ear, John.

And your hair Is done up In a queue.
Tour trousers are not the right shape, John;
The conviction we cannot escape, John,

That wour social attainments are few.

You play at this game called "Fan-Tan- ."

John;
Why don't yon play "draw" like a man, John?

'Twill leave- - you worse off when you'ro
through;

And. your bad men take opium smoke, John;
In whUky you won't learn to soak, John.

As civilized persons oft do.

Tou work all the day and the night John;
Do you really think It Is right John,

For labor to show such a greed?
Tou're a quiet chap, John,
But you'll have to get off the map, John,

And give us the room that we need.
Washington Star.

20 cents vent up mid der bushel und vine-
gar more besides."

"Sure they don't kape coal on Ice," said
Rellly. "Don't lay It all to the trust. I
remember one very hot morning when 1
was a sallorman it was .so hot that the
Iron plates on the ship's side melted and
ran red hot into the sea. Well, that
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Wat Strictly Up to Date.
This mummy, recently found In Thebes, ta

supposed, from the Inscription on the case, to
be the body of a young man of the period.
The Manhatta- n-

morning we went fishing for icebergs and
caught a berg that had floated down from
Greenland. When we hauled it aboard our
ship we noticed some carving on the side
of It in letters as big as a house, and "

"Please, Rellly, you get me dizzy," In--

Gifts of the Year.
The years pass on. and more and more

A miracle It seems to me,
To see the Spring come slowly up

From Southern gulf and sea;
To' sea the emerald crass arise

From fields where snow lay yesterday..
And see the bare brown boughs put oa

Their wealth of leaf and spray;
To see the airy stalks of wheat

Bend low and lower with tho grain
Which feeds a multitude at home

And millions o'er the main;
To see the swaying boughs droop low

With ruby fruit tho whole year's flower.
And field and garden everywhere

yield up their precious dower;
To see the Summer leave our homes

For shores where Mexlo waters play.
And stealthy Autumn set his feet

Where sho trod yesterday.
And though our eyes may never see

Again this grand procession come.
We know the years will bring It still

Tho Spring and harvest-hom- e

And other eyes will see It all.
And other hearts with Joy shall beat

To see the sweet Juno roses bloom,
And watch the ripening wheat.

Ninette M. Lowater. In the New York Sun.

The Reason Why.
Ho stood one bright May evening

A lovely creature and fair.
And his eager eyes grew misty

As he gared at her standing there.
" Her cheeks, so fair In tho twilight

Seemed to speak unutterable love.
Her form, like that of Venus

As fit for the realms above.

Ehe stretched her hands out toward him.
Softly she whispered "come,"

But never a word did he answer.
But turned on his lone way borne.

O why this departure so pitiless
From one so fair and dear.

So seemingly cruel and heartless
To his sweetheart standing near.

The query Is easily answered.
For In that twilight dim

He saw the old man's bull-do- g

Lying In wait for him.
Royal W. Weller. In the Philadelphia In-

quirer.

The Serenade.
She leaned from her window as he came by.
He passed, with a bow and.a hopeful sigh;

Then softly he played
To the listening maid

A lyrical dream from the "Serenade."

He drifted from that to a Tostl song,
Aud mused of the land be bad left so long

Of Italia fair.
With Its amorous air.

And 'the fair Senorita he'd 1ovedover there.

The languishing cadence in .melody flows
As sweetly be plays of "The Beautiful Rose."

The beauty enhanced
When upward he glanced

To where the fair damsel sat
But see! From her window she leans, and sho

speaks:
"Git aff av th shtrate, or Ol'll git yer tin

weeks I

Ter lazy galoot!
f

Now rustle an' ahcoot
Or Ol'll break In yes face, an' f bootl"

Baltimore American.

terrupted Sinkers. "Do der ic mans fish
icebergs Jtoo?"

sald-Rell- ly. "They cut.lt In th
small lakes nearth' Hudson River whin
snowballs are ripe. I've seen cakes up
there tin thousand feet square."

"How do they get dot size In der Ice cart
wagon?" asked Sinkers.

"Why," said Rallly, "they have to build
the Ice wagon around the cake. Well, these
Ice trusters save the ice till th' Summer
and thin sell It off In small pieces. This
year they'll get stuck, for the people
won't buy all av' It"

'Mebbe deycan sell It mlt skating rinks,"
said Sinkers'. "Vhen epmebody vould start
a Ice farm down In Cuba he vould much
money make. Vhat?"

"No," said Rellly, "It wudn't pay. I
heard av a man who started a snowball
farm down In Cuba, but he was overcome
by the. heat and died before harvest-time.- "

"Vhy not shlpx ice by telegraph from
Iceland7" suggested Sinkers. "Den dey
could sen a big' share for ten cents."

"Thot ud never do," said Rellly. 'Th'
telegraph wires wud be blocked continu-
ally wldr Icicles."

"How shamefulness," remarked Sinkers.
"Den ve must ice buy on trust Vhat?"

"No," said Rellly. "Ice trust don't mane
trust ice. A trust is a combination av
men that corner th market For Instance,
if you and I agree to drink all the whisky
In Red Jerry's we form a whisky trust
Are you listening?"

"Sure," said Sinkers. "Vhy not ve make
a beer trust on Red Jerry?"

"In that case' asnwered Rellly, "we
wudn't need to raise tho price av th
beer."

"No," said Sinkers, "ve'll put it oh der
elate."

And the new syndicate went Into Red
Jerry's and absorbed a large block of
stock that wasn't watered. New York
Sun.

simply rrcconniGiBLE.
Hubby Mlsapprehended the Canse

of Her Tears.
"And so you really , believe your shop-

ping expeditions I mean, particularly
your ones to the special sales are In
strict line with economy?" he asked, as
he settled back In the chair and watched
her.

"Of course," she answered, smoothing
out the folds In her dress; "of course.
they are. Didn't I buy a tooth-
brush yesterday for 39 cents?"

"You saved exactly 11 cents," he said,
after a pause. "But now let us look at
this matter In all Its lights. As I said,
you saved 11 cents. But we will com-
mence at the beginning. You push your
way Into the crowded store; you see the
special salo counter and fight your way to
it make your purchase and are happy;
your hair Is mussed, your skirt Is torn In
two or three places, and entirely disar-
ranged when you Anally get your change
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 morning you are tired, aching and
sore. Then you vent your spite on mo,
and all" for U "cents."
."But 11 cents saved Is U cents earned,"

she exclaimed, triumphantly.
"True," he said, "but what do you need

with another toothbrush? I believe I
have noticed several around the house."

She looked bewildered for a moment
"I thought perhaps you would need It"

she explained.
He laughed.
"Perhaps I will some day. But Just

at the present time I am also well sup-
plied."

His words were becoming cruel and
her lips were quivering. He knew It and

Boomed the P1asne Too Well.
Now one fine day was found a rat

As dead as nail In door.
But what the plague he died of

That perplexed tho people eors.

So lest Infection should bo sent
From this dead rat to kill "us,- -

To .work two learned experts want
In search of plague bacillus. .

So that's the way they raised the scare
Of the bubonic plague.

Tho facts they founded oa were ran
And Inferences vague.

But still we've got ourselves a nam
For plague and stench and dirt

Which to ourselves may bring some blame.
And to our city hurt.

For trade shall shun our seething shoro.
And tourists distance keep.

And all our business men may snors
All days a Sunday slepv

Tho century that's coming fast
Shall hear the people tell

How, In tho last year of the last
They boomed the plague too well.

Bon Francisco Call.

The Man Who Hollered.
I ain't the man who led the way,

proud an stately:
I walked fur miles In the display.

The same fatigued mo greatly.
I wasnt of the chosen few,

d an high collared,
I did Jos' what they told me to, .--

I am tho man who hollered.

They told mo I was needed there,
Sech doln's always has 'em

The folks who forward the affair
With their enthusiasm.

I never tried to make a speech.
Not bln any scbollard,

I merely fined the general screech,
I am tho man who hollered.

I've had to meet with some expense.
That couldn't be neglected,

My achln' bead. It feels Immense,
rra weary an dejected.

Not one of 'em could tell my name;
Those leaders whom I follered.

A patriot all unknown to fr-i-

I am the man who hollered.
Washington Star.

Jnst at Dawn.
Sixteen tomcats mixed In a fray
Out on the fence at the break of day;
Just as the lamps and stars went out --

And only the form of a cop was about-J- ust

at dawn!

Sixteen sashes on each dwelling side
Fly on their pulleys away up and wide.
Fly with the din of a mountain road train.
With clatter of woodwork and rattle of pane

Just at dawn!

Sixteen beads of dishevelled hair.
Flung to the breeze of the new crisp air;
Three of the sixteen caught by the neck.
Hurl out words like skippers on deck-J- ust

at dawn!

Sixteen missiles vases and books,
ttmbrellas, mats and brass curtain hooks;
Sixteen lives extinguished with pain.
But one hundred and thirty-fiv- e still remain-J- ust

after dawn!
Chicago Dally News.

approached . her. Then she cried.
head was on his shoulder.

"Don't mind me. dear," he said. "I'm
a brute. Shop whenever you please. Buy
all the toothbrushes you wish"

"It Isn't that" she sobbed: "but oh.
Jack. I Just remember that I left my
pocketbook at the store."

He .smiled again. Indianapolis Sun.

HAD BEE?. THERE HIMSELF.
Ex-Ho- tel Keeper Pntxzles One of the

Niagara Falls Gentry.
"I was up at Niagara Falls the other

day," said a Washington man. "Tho
Spring rush had Just begun. While I was
in the office a guest entered to register.
The landlord sized the new arrival up as
a kicker while he was writing his name
In the register, and before anything could
be said about rooms, rates or convenien-
ces, he observed:

" "Perhaps you have made a mistake In
the hotel. This Is the Great View House.
The Small View House is two blocks
down the street'

" "This Is the place I want, replied
the guest,

" 'But ' our rooms are small, and the
beds nothing to brag of.'

" That wjll be all right I've been sleep
lng in a hall bedroom or on a shelf for
a year past

" There is no roaring to be heard here.'
" I am glad of It'" 'And the meals are very plain.
" "That suits me. Tve got dyspepsia,

and the plainer the meals are the bet
ter.'

" You don't object to hand organs by
day and squalling babies by night?

" 'Not the slightest I've roamed all
over Europe, and you can't have any-
thing here to compare.'

"The landlord saw that he had erred
In sizing the roan up, but he hated to ad
mlt it and therefore continued.

" "My rates are $3 a day.
" That's cheap enough ror a hotel here.'

replied the man.
" Do you look for rainbows over the

falls r
" "Not a bit of It If they come along.

Til take my share, but any old bow will
do for me.'

" 'Are you afraid of the typhoid fever?"
No, sir.'

" There Is only one cataract here.'
" 1 don't want any more. Give me the

poorest smallest room In the house, and
if you want to put a 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 $3 a day. Here Is $100 to
start on.'

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

" 1? Oh, I 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 yourself
out or worrying over me. Here's 33 days
in advance, and In case you run short
any time. Just let me know, and I'll lend
you $500 to get along with!" Washington
Post

DIDN'T LIKE THE SEND-OF- F.

Orator's Latin Too Much for the
Candidate for Office.

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

"Give me a good send-off- ." said he to
his friend. "You know what to say, of

i course, and put it on strong. I can stand

Shine, Brlsht Sun, on Dixie.
Oh, Dixie laa' la do Ian' er ralmn
But what de good er da folks complalnln?

Shine out-
shine out

Bhlne out bright sun. on Dixie!

De storm beat down doroof en panel.
But de melon heart es red ez flannel;

Shine out
Shine out

Shine out, bright sun, on Dixie!

Hit's des de time fcr ter 'feel yo best In:
Everything cept de mortgage's restln

Shine out-
shine out

Shine out bright sun, on Dixie!

Wo huddle close, by do rain surrounded;
But our heads is out, ea we ain't half

drownded!
Shine out
Shine out

Ehlne out bright sun. on Dixie!
Atlanta Constitution.

Talk Hopefully.
Talk happiness. The world Is edd. enough
Without your woes. No path Is wholly rough.
Look for tho places that are smooth and clear,
And speak of those to rest your weary ear
Of earth, so hurt by one contlous strain
Of mortal discontent and grief and pain.

Talk faith. The world is better off
Without your Ignorance and wicked doubt
If you have faith in God or man or self.
Say so; If not, push back upon the shelf
Of silence all your thoughts till faith shall

come;
No one will grieve because your lips ar

dumb.

Talk health. Tho dreary, never-changi- tale
Ot mortal maladies is worn and stale.
You cannot charm, or Interest, or pleaso
By harping on that minor chord, disease.
Say you are well, or all is well with you.
And God shall hear your words and maks

them true.
Ella Wheeler WHcox.

The Meadow Lark.
An airy flutter of slender, brown wings.
And hark Is it Joy or sorrow that sings
In the one swelllnc note
That trembles and thrills through tho long-lifte- d

throatT

A rush o'er tho prairies, a sorrowful cry.
And the quivering grasses bow down with a

sigh.
Stirred deep by emotion
That In the wind sings and cries o'er tho

wide grassy ocean.

A thrill of the heart a tremble of grasses.
And wind-soun- d and bird-son- g a melody passes;
We puzzle long, but wo may not know
If wind or lark first sanj this song.
With its burden of exquisite woe.

Annie Reec Push, In Chicago Times-Heral-

"We'll Do the.Selllnar.
There's fighting in Asia

' And Africa, too;
But all Is serene

Neath the Red. White and Blue.
If others must light

To our grief and surprise.
We won't Join the fracas,

We'll sell the supplies.
Washington Star.
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it I've found out that unless things arput on strong In these days the crowd
don't hook on In good shape."

So the lawyer arose at the proper time
and he "put It on strong." And his pero--
ration wont something lllfe this:

"Gentlemen, the man whom I present toyour attention today has been bred and1
reared In the sacred associations of that
old town: he has imbibed the traditions of
the honor .and Integrity and good citizen-
ship that have come down there from fa-
ther to son, and those lessons of youth'
and manhood have followed him into all
his walks of life. And today, gentlemen,
he stands before you as one of the most1
striking types of the genus homo that you
can find In all Maine."

Well, the man was nominated, but-J-ust

as soon as the convention ad-
journed the candidate came hurrying over
to where his friend the lawyer was strug-
gling Into his coat.

"What sort ot a throwdown are you try-
ing to glvo me anyway?" he cried.
"That's a nice way to use a friend. Jok-
ing Is all right among friends over a quart I

of Mount Vernon or something of the'
kind, but It don't go on the floor ot a con-
vention, not for a minute."

"What are you trying to get through,
you?" asked the lawyer.

"I'm calling you down, that's what I
am doing."

"For heaven's sake, what for?"
"For standing up there, cuss ye, and

calling me a genuine hobo. Don't you
ever work any more gags of that kind on
me." Lewiston Journal.

EOW HE CURED HER.
She'll Let Him Smoke All He Wants

to Now.
"My smoking has always been a sora

point with my wife, who never lets a
chance slip to try and talk me out of the
Ijablt" said Brown. "Now, I enjoy a
good cigar, and see no use in giving up
something that affords me pleasure. The
other day. while I was rummaging around
In a cupboard, I ran across a box of al-
leged tobacco cure. It could be put, so
It said on the lid, in the coffee of the one
that It was Intended for, and he would
be cured of the habit without knowing
how it was done.

"I saw at once what Mrs. Brown was
up to, and I resoled to get even with
her. The contents looked as much Ilka
sugar as anything, so r threw it out and
refilled the box from the sugar bowl.

"That evening from the unusual sweet
ness of my coffee I realized that she had,
begun to dope me. Finishing my dinner
I pushed back my chair and said:

" 'It Is strange, my dear, but I haven't
the slightest desire to smoke a cigar.' I
saw her beam at this, and then I con-
tinued: 'But instead I huve a desire to
smoke a cigarette.'

" 'You have whitr she shrieked, for
she considers It sure death to smoke the
little rolls.

" 'A desire to smoke a cigarette.' said
I, calmly. 'I shall have to go over to
the corner store and get a package.'

"Leaving her gasping for breath, I went
over and bought a package, and smoked
the miserable little things for the rest
of the evening, while she RlMly begged
me to smoke a cigar or anything else but
cigarettes.

"For three days my wife kept putting
her supposed dope In my coffee, and I kept
smoking, continually remarking that It
was strange that I no longer cared for a
cigar, but could not smoke enough cigar-
ettes.

"Finally she broke down and confessed
what she had been doing. After fright-
ening her by pretending that she had
fixed tho cigarette habit on me for life,
we compromised by my agreeing to glvo
them up and she to refrain from saying
anything more about my smoking cigars.

"The agent that sold her the dope is
gotng to call soon to get a recommenda-
tion from my wife. He'll get It He'll
get somethting else, too." Indlanapollff
Sentinel.

HORSE WAS ALL RIGHT.

Trouble Wn Altogether With the
Wise Crowd.

It was a one-hor- se wagon, loaded with"

boxes and barrels, and the driver sud-
denly turned Into the curb and got down
and stood off a few feet and looked ear-
nestly at the horse. Four or five pe-

destrians came to a halt, and one off
them promptly called out: .

"That horse has got a chill, and you
ought to unhitch him."

"It's a case of the bots." added a sec-

ond.
"He's got the blind staggers, or I don't

know anything about horses," put In a
third!

The four or five pedestrians grew t
Ave or 10 and 10 to 30 or 20.

"He's balky, eh?" queried a fat maa
as he forced his way Into the crowd.

"Holler In his ear!!" shouted a boy who
was up on balky horses.

"All you fellers git hold and push tho
wagin'!" commanded a citizen who ap-

peared to be a born leader of men.
The crowd grew to 50. SO, 100 and the

street was blocked. Men examined tha
wheels on the wagon, the feet of tha
horse and the harness. The driver stood
there with lines and whip In hand, but
said nothing, and made no move until s
policeman forced his way into the crowd
and excitedly asked:

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

"Nuthln'." was the calm reply.
"Horse sick?"
"Naw."
"Is he balky?"
"Naw."
"Then why don't you go onf
"I"m goln'."
And he put his foot on the. hub of a

front wheel and sprang to his seat and
drove off at a sharp trot, and all the
wondering crowd said as it looked after
him was:

"I thought so all the time." Washing-
ton Post.

Old Man Thought Differently.
The son wrote home from college as fol-

lows:
"Dear .Dad: I expect to graduate this

month, and will need $100 Immediately.
Send check at'once."

The old man replied:
"Dear John: Times Is too tight I

send you a postofllce order for $10. Jest
graduate $10 worth an come home an
go to plowln'!" Atlanta Constitution.


