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SUMMER MADNESS.
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Her Wbver.
If I, desr, were a Sewdrop
Ang you & biade of grass =

Through all the Belds 1I'd sesk you,
The buds I'd pams

nd when, at last, I found you
I'd mestle In your breast

That you should be mote tender
And greemer than the rest.

Her Father (Sotto Voewe).

Oh, if you were a dewdrop,

My buck, I wish to ey,
Tou'd make s fesrful blunder

In dropping “round this way!
You doubtiers would maks greener

The things you touched, I wow;
But I'é procerd to spill you

The same a8 1 do pow!

~Chicago Times-Herald.

SET "EM ALL GUESSING

Wise Gothamite Plars It Low Dows
on “the Bumnoch,” With a Manu-
factured “Hiack Eye.”

>

The other afterncon a young man with
vikible means of support In the shape
of =undry and divers diamonds carelessly
strewn about his person walked into
that Stxth-avenue establishment on the
exterior of which this sign is exhibited:

. BLACK EYES PAINTED, H
: BLACK EYES CURED. H
BPORATOHED FACES FPAINTED. :

ws T T T T T T yepe———

precious stones to the artist In charge,
“] want to have one® of 'em painted.*”

“One what?’ asked the artist:

“Lamp,” replied the young man with
the numerous transparent carbons.

“What for™ inquired the artist
lamps are all right”™

“Uh-huh, I know that™ sald the be-
jowelled youth, "But T want you to put
one of them o the bad Make It look
ke it'd been hit by o steamboat. I want
to get the bunch guessing.™

“Oh, that's It, hey ™" said the artist, got-
ting out his brushea. “Going to con ‘em

“Your

“Well, not exactly that” was the re-
ply. “T'H et them makes the books them-
selves, All you've got to do ia to make
one o thess windowsr look like I had had
& mix with & troiley car and been counted
out, or been trying to bronco-bust up
at the Garden. Make It the worst ever.
I'm going to give my Willie Wise friends
the chaw of thelr Hves"

Weorkmaniike Job.

The artist went to work, and In some-
thing leas than eight minutes the young
man with the dsssling crystals had as
bad-looking & ioft orb a8 ever resultad
from a mixed-ale mocial In Hancock
streel. The artist made a thoroughly
workmanlike job of It. The sye was black
and maw-looking both atop sand balow.
When the job was done the young man
looked &t himeelf in the glass with man-
Ifest satisfaction.

. me look Uke I got mine =all
right, don't #t*' he asked with a grin
"Couldn't ha' got & worse one If I'd been
rude to Jim McCoyiries. How many™

The artist named the price of ths job
and the young man pald him and depart-
ed. He walked to & housed refreshment
casls in Tweniy-eighth street. Every man
that he met on the way turned and
grinned at him. A large number of “‘the
bunch’® were sitting and standing sround
the Twenty-elghth-street place. The en-
trance of the young man with the left
eye In mourmning apprared to tickle most
of them foolish, They threw these and
other remarks at him:

“Light up. Wou're lamp's out.™

“How doss the other geezer lookT™"

“Say, get somebody to soak the right
with & golf club, so’s they'll match.”

“Dom’t look like the same fair-baired
boy, does he™

“Why didn't you.throw one of your
rocks at him?™

“¥You will take advantage of John L.
becsuse he's fot and try to tell him how
to Tun a bar, wili you, heyT*

“Well, don't play quarter-imit poker in
& flat, then."

“Why didn’t you blind him with your
hat and land on his wind before he got
that one tn on you?t'

“Oh, yes, you're fit to be seen.”

The young man with the awful-looking
orb didn't make any reply. He only
emiled weakly, ordlered a vichy and milkx.
drank It and walked out,

in the course of the afternoon he met
about 3 members of “the bunch,* singly
or In pairs, at Qfferent pleces on hin
route. They all msked him in comfidence
how he'd got {t. He toid them in confl-
dence, first come firmt served, and these
are some of the various ways he pushed
it at them when they anked him, singly
or In palrs, how it happened:

How It Happened,

“I was plaring baii™

“Pet dog jumped at me while dream-
Ing—the dog, 1 mean™

“A banister got sore on me In the dark
and pasted me.™

“Got It in the siege of Ladysmith "

“Sparrow cop clubbed me with s besr
bottle for plcking pansies In the Park”

“Was singing ‘Because’ when it hap-
pened—don’'t remember the rest™

“Got hit with a bean bag.™

"Told & fan out at the ball game that
the New Yorks were mutts and selling-
platers ™

“Bleering-rod of my automoblile hit me*

“Asked 2 Broadway cop If he was mak-
ing a handbook on the Aqgueduct races.”

“1 was fighting with & man who knew
Row to fight and he gave me & black eye”

The above are only s few that he told
the different members of “the bunch”
who naked him about It singly or in pairs.

They were all badk in the Twenty-
eighth-street place a few hours later,
when ::m young man with the mussed
eye AEuin turmed up. The was still
A ]

* bunch™ was mak & book
on how it happensd. They lllm:vt down
:u!:ﬂ_ The book went something ke

He got punched by & man who Ktuaw
how, 1 to § on

He foll off his bika, §to 1

He was pushed off & car, 7T to 1.

He fell upstairs, 10 to L

He fell out of bed, IS to 1

He wasn't Johnny-on-the-spot with his
room rent, 3 to 1 )

He told the walter girl at the hashesy

| where he eats thnt she had nice eyes

% o L

His fox terrier pup sccidentally butted
into him, @ to L

Fieid, 1 to 6 on. -

Most of them were playing the odds-on
chanco &t 1 to 5. A few plkoers and long-
shot players nibbled at the more liberal
odds, but the plungers considersd that
any price was & good one on the chance
at the top of the list, and they stood to
[oT:mko on it

& young man with the oye sat down,
ordersd another wichy and milk, and
grinnad. He adn’t sy anrthing. The
man who was making the book took all
the bets In sight, being fnally compelled
to rub the 1 to § to 1 to 10 on the “fa-
vorite” -

“All »et™' said the bookmaker, looking
around the room.

Up te Him.

No more bettors came forward and so
the maker of the handbook walked over
to the young man with the sye.

“Now it's up to you, pal” sald he
"Cough up,” and lad It ocut stralght.
How'd you get it

"All right, sald the youth with the eye
yawning and stretching “TI be back
in & minuts.™

He got up and dlsappeared for B sec-
onds In the rear room. When be re-
turned, still yawning and stretching, his
loft eye was ar good ax the right. There
wasn't & mark on It

“The bunch™ gazed at him agape

“it's & split,” sald the bookmaker,
cititching the bills he had taken it “"The
house—or the book, and that's me—draws
down half,” and he odged around toward
the door.

"It's & Job!™ yelled the frienszied bettorn.
“"Wea get 4 draw-down or thers'll be
erime! Don't let him out! Soak him™’

But the maker of the handbook did get
out, with about half & dozen on “‘the
bunch” in pursuilt. They hadn't returned
with him up te the hour this report cloped,

"You're & h—l of a gang of come-ons,
you are,” said the youth with the ermeed
black eye, leaning back in his chair and
leering at the members of “the bunch™
who didn't join in the pursult of the
welphor. “You're smart aln't
you'™

Then he had to punch a hard loser who
Intimuted that he was in with the welicher
on the bandbook.—New York Sun

“FAW™ VISITSE BRYAN.

“Georgie” and “Maw”™ Accompany
Him to Nehrasks.

After the convenshun waas all Over paw
BAYS:

“I can't ever go back home and settle
Down to Bizness agaln without Seeing the
peeriens Lender of the plain Peopie and
Bhalking him by the horny Hand that
sawed the Slats for the Heven bom
Chicken coop.”

S0 we Came around By the way of
New Brassikia, and when we Got there
they Took us Out to the humbull eottidge
where the Idis of the masses was Bitting
on the frunt portch with & Flag rapped
around him Reeding the decklariahun of
Inderpendiance while Jeven artints Were
making plektchers of Him.

“How 4id you get to Be the Tribbewn
of the people firstT™ paw ast. "D'a 1
just come natcherl to you or 4id you haft
to Lurn how after yeors and yeers of
palshunt studdy ™

“I was Born that way.” he told us

"name their man- Furst.

“God's ways are mistesrious and

Wunder-
fill." Excuse me for a fow mintts’ )

must now Put an my Swetter and Cow-
hide boots so | can Have my fotograff
taksn Down In the wheat Fleld.”

VWhen that was all Over he came back
and sed:

“The Only thing [ can't understand
about-it s Why Tommus Jeflerson got
borm quite =0 soon. The ways of God
are wonderfull and misteerious. If Jeffer-
son would be allve now they couldn't of
stopt him from Being my Running mait
Walt & mintt. 1 see another man with
s fotogra® instrument Coming up the
Lane. 1 must hurry out te the potalo
patch and be the man with the hoe"

After he Got fotograft that way he
dressed Himself like s Btaltsmun and
:ﬂd his Hand on the Constitoashen while

X more Artists got Blszy making
Sketchos of him.

“They only chesrad M minutes when
Muckinley was nominated,” he told paw,
“Put look at me. [ got cheered 1T min-
utes and @3 seckunds when my Grate

name go! menshened That's where It
comes In handy to Let the other side

*“1f it wouldn't of Buv_n for That the

| down sufficiently to speak about ft.

up on a Bottul a purpose for the ocka-
sion. Paw wanted to stay for the grand
siie, Buf maw was ofrade we mite miss

SCARMED TRAVELING MAN.

Fe Shina Down » Rope to Escape an

Imaginary Fire.

*It happened last Winter,” sald the
drummer, “but I have only just calmed
All
my life’ I have had o horror of being

‘See . hers, don't you
know the houss' (s afire?T
*“Taint no fize,’ he answered, clamly.

m teo: one young woman's ex-

in a while for breakfast, but she littie
redlized how wearisomes too much of any
good thing may become, nor how jubliant
the tired housekeeper Is when she discav-
ers some favorite dish to jead when In
doubt. She was goilng out te the sub-
urbs for a few days, and before she left
she had a deliclous silce of fried ham
served for her breakfast

“Because [ know how fond you are of

““HE LAUGHS BEST WHO LAUGHS LAST.”

—The Maahattan,

plain people that Took me for Thelr idle
without the ald or consent of enny Other
nalshen on Erth coulda’t of told when
to sop and the Rippublickuns would of
Had a chance to keep on till They beat
our enthoosey assum 16 to 1. Excuse’
me wunst more. James Creaimun is cail-
ing me to come back of the hen coop
and have my fotograff Taken while he
Holds the siat and I drive the nale. After
that me and the hired gurl will Take a
drink of watter out of the Salm glass to
show 1 ain't proud and am the Trew
frend of the Tolling millyuns—one of the,
Pilaln people. 1 will also carry Swill to!
the pigas as soon as a dellegalshen from
Mohawk, Ia. gets here, becos that's &
grate hog country. I have Bot #ix'
shoata and had & Pean blit speshully for.
this purformence.

Makes a Speech.

“You will miss a grate site if you Don't
stay. They will make mooving plektures
of this Wonderful act to 8ho in Every
stalit of the country I luv so well, with

fonagraffs of toe pigs’ Grunts” Paw
went around 10 Bee him Drive the nale,
but me and maw stared_on the porich

eaught in a hotel fire. Ome of the first
things I did when I took to the road
was to buy & knotted rope, mnd put it in
my grip to guard against any danger of
my belng caught in my room and burned
to death.

“Well, one cold night last Winter found
me at a country hotel in the Interlor of
the state. It was a threesytory, wooden
affair, and"a regular fire trap. My room

wans on the third floor, and I turned in '

that night with the fear of fire upper-
most In my mind. -

“Along about early morning I was
awakensd by heavy tramping through
the hall, and, upon golng to the door 1

saw & party dragging a hose along. That .

mettled It. The expected had happened!

Grabbing: my rope I tied one .end of It

to the bedstead and threw. the other end
out of the window. Then I threw my

grip out and followed [t mysell. I was |

only half Areesed, and the only warm

part about me on that celebrated allde

were my hands, which ware badly burned
by the rode.
and thanked my lucky stars for my es-
ecape. When I got the snow out of my
evea 1 noticedi-with a good deal of sur-
prise that thete seemed to ba no ex-

I landed I & snow drift |

ham.,” explained the old friend, with
whom she boards. The young woman
wias pleased by the thoughtful lttle at-
tention and ate with a thankful spirit.
it was near luncheon time when the
young woman arrived at her suburban
destination. Aa she went to the table
the faint aroma of fried ham somewhere
in the culinary regions greeted her.

“It Is such & comfort to know what
you like” wmald her hostess. T knew

1 couldn't fall to please you If T had fried

ham for luncheon.” The young womaa
smiled still pleased with the thought
fulness and with fried ham.

That night Ahe had promised to dine
with the voung married friend who liv.s
in the same suburb, and who Is tackling
household problems and the suburbs and
the domentic service problem all at one
and the same time

“Yes, I'm without & mald agaln, and
Tm giad to see you,” the young house-
keeper enthused. At dinner she served
frisd ham.

“1t is hard to know what to have to eat
theas days. and ! remember your old
fondneas,”” she sald In expianation.

Bo It went on until to the young

long procession of meals, three a day,
with fried ham as thelr chief constitu-
ents. The crushing blow came with her
first meal back in her boarding place.

"We haven't had fried ham all the Ume
you've been gone We thought we'd
walt until your return, because we knew
how fond you were of It.” sald her kind
old friend.—New York Evening Sun.

BIDDING FOR HIS WIFE.

Incldent of a Western Houschold
Auetion,

“Funniest experience I ever had In the
auction business happened a good many
years ago.” sald the old auctionser with
& reminiscent chuckle, 1 was hired by

an 9l4 farmer, who was going West, ta |

auction off his housebold goods and
farming utensils. [ took pains to ex-
plain to the old man that a second bid
on any article would bind the sale, and if
ha saw anything golng too cheap he had
better protect himself by bidding it in

“The attendance was jarge and the sale
wWaSs A success. I clsaned up everything
in sight and then asked If he had any-
thing elsa that he wanted put up.

“ *"Guess thet {8 all uniess you put up
the old woman,’ he anawered with &
grin.

" *The gentleman desires me to end the
sale by putting up his wife,’ sald L. "How
much am I offered?

“ “Ten cents,’ sald o wag.

“Fifteen!" shouted another.

* "Btop! Blop!" yelled the old man, near-
I¥ beside himwself with the way that his
innocent joke had been taken.

“'f am offered 15—do I hear the D7
1 continued, having hard work to Keep
my face straight.

“ "Twenty,”" sald some one

“ “Twenty-five,!" yelled the old man as
he wildly danced about.

A joker ralsed the old man, who was
fant taking leave of what Httle sense he
ever had, and then by rapld stages the
bids ran up untlli 1% had been offered
This was the old man's bld, and thers
was no telling where it would have end-
ed had not the old man at this point
seized an ax and threatened to break in
the head of the next man who dared ta
bid on his wife.

“The old man shook me by the hand
after the sale was over, and thanked me
for telling him to bid In anything he
thought was going too cheap. He sald If
it hadn't been for that advice he would
bhave lost his wife,” —Detroit Free Presa

AN IMPOSSIRLE CHASM.

Lawyer Had the Money and Appli-
ecant the Feelings.

“Could 1 have a few minutes’ private
econversation with you™ he asked as ne
stood at the open door of a lawyer's of-
fiee In the lLoan & Trust buillding the
other aftermoon.

“Can't you speak right out from where
you are?' asksi tae lawyer In reply,
after locking the man over.

*T'd rather make a private matter of
“.h

“What ls the nature of your bustness ™"

“Confidential—atricily private and con-
fidentinl, sir"

“Well, 1 hava no time to grant you a

woman's rgl_nd_ _t!u- tiluro lee_ﬂeﬁ one _p_r_'lvlte interview, _I_tr you have anything |
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Seng of the Double Tarret.
Braced and buttressed and superposed
And cased in & cark of steel—
The scas may roar and the waves may pound
And the hulk that bears me reel,
But 1 am strong with the stremgth of fron.

And O for the volce of e ’
Yhen they swing ua out to the battle MHne

O Dreath is the sang | sing,

When the sights are set and the grooves
are wot,

And my gleaming batteries swing!

To crush, to shake, to mattle and rend,

Az’ Ge o' clock keega a-atrikin®
Whils de daytime rums away.
Bix o'closk an’ seven o'clock;

“Millloms In IO
Algernon Pltsciarence Gotmillions,
Marrind Evangelins Gotroz,
‘Twas a function so grand
From all over the land
The friends of the palr came in focks
There were mililons untold
Flepressnted in gold
And additional miilions tn stocks

Evangelina waa stunning and brilliant
Brilllant and wealthy and falr,

And sbs walksd up the alsle

With an angelic smile,

And a millon in gold for ber share
Peart encirried bher neck,

With a certified check

Por & million ptuck Into her halr,

Hee @rems was a drvam I8 fne laces,
PMounces and ruffies and frills,

With a mian of a queen

Anfl & corsage of gEreen,

“Twas o network of ten dollar hills,
And her grand promennde,

Ah, bow graceful “twas made

By ber countless reboarsals and driilat

Algerron was graceful and gracious,
Breathing, | ween rmther bard

Though his pathway made smooth

By ancestom, forsaoth,

¥Whe had dealt with some foresight I lard,
And up frem the Joor

A cool million he bore

As & testimony of regard.

Then Algrrnon’s paps mads entrance,
With a bagful of gold made in "fle ™
And smpiied 1t out

Mid an ecstatie shout

From the crowd on the aliar, in myle
And Evangeline's dad

Dumped the miltlen he had

On the Jingling and giitiering pile,

There were dighs, tears, rhouts and erclama-
tione,

The great organ pesled furth te rodl,

In glided confusion

And goiden profusion

Thia joining of soul unte soul;

And Algernon pesied
Porth ble roll and revealed

: “I've Gotmillioma™
: "I've OGotrex!™

JNmmy was kind snd loving,

Mary waa young and gay.

Ther sat up atl night

Wuk the moon for a lght, -
TH! the chickens were crowing for dxy.
Her wes old and feable—

Her was up to snufl—

“Jast come right to bed,

Dear Mary,” she sald,

Unshaken Falth

They're tearing down the castles we've rrected
in the atr—

They clalm that Brother Damen never flour-
fahed anywhere

They tell us that the story of his friendship
was's myth;

But 1 Belleve In Damon, and I've fatth In
Brother Pyth.

They cite us facte and Agures, clatming It's &
falry tale,

Of the residence of Jonah In the: inrlde of the
whale;

And they say that Billy Tell did not take
smapshots at his eon—

But 1 belleve the stories—I belleve ‘em every
one.

They state that our lmmortal sseorge not only
lled, But be

Was not the lad who hatcheted hls papa's
cherry iree;

But 1 belleve that Washington was a moet
honest youth—

If that tree was an orchard, I'd declare It
was the truth &

They try 1o shatter my belief in Bard'ra
Frietchle's fiag,

Dut stlll my falih ln steadfast, and It is not
prone 1o sag.

T'd swenr the tale was truthiyl ¥ 1t sid she
waved = gun—

For 1 believe the stories—1 belleve "sm every
ane.

They try to prove that Sheridan could pot
have “msved the day,"
They

my Mo dWin't ride Jike
But 1 put my trust In H—DI'm content 1o go

mad from
“twenty miles away,”

it blind—

I've just as firm belief In
oty it aa If I rode

1 pin my faith to every ond of all the good
aold tales;

I're confidence In all the men, the horses and
the whales

They oannot break my lcls—they cannot
spoil my fun,

For 1 belleve the mtories—1 bellove “em every
cne.

—Joalh Wink, in Baltimore American.

“'Way Down in Arkansaw.”

ham_sn:mmm;mm,m
and spled

An old gray-halred man who set ‘mid rulns
on ev'ry nlde;

It jooked ms if a cycione had passed o'er this
jamely tradl,

And so 1 ssked the man, and thus be told
to ms his tale:

“Na, stranger, “twant & cyvions that wiped
out this littls town;

One day a chap named “Burly’ Mesde hlowed
In an" settied down

!hn'lnl.lllﬂmu'ltmﬂupl'hlm
Joibt, an' that

Was “ginst the dootrines of the town, an’ m
we told him fiat

“We alse told him easy If he didn’t go, soms

night

His place would journey skyward by the
routs o' dymamits;

But, stranger, how he fooled us, an’ he tormed
us mighty pale,

When pext day be hung =& slgn eut: ‘Kitro-
gircerin fer sale!’

“Well, ws knew in flst & minute that to blow
bim up "wd be .
To aiso blow ourselves Inte the realms of

mratery;
An' Be'd been Tunnin' yet, would this here
‘Burly’ Meads, ’

If thers hadn’t bean s feller in the town
—inflanspolls Sun.

EMS WORTH READING

Willje's Barefoot Now.
There's mud upon the carpet snd there's mud
upon the atAlrs,
And there's mud ionide the porch and kitch-
on, too;
There are streaks of mwidy footprints ever-
where that Willle govre,
For he tracks mud in the house the whole
day through,
He keeps his mother busy cleaning mud from
PVETY TOoOm,
And the hired girl kicks up an awful row.
Warm weather's here and boyhood days are
brimming o'er with fun,
For iittle  Wiilie's golng barefool mow.

It dos= ma good to seaid him,
Though fAfty times you've told. him
To stop and clean his feet, but yet, somehow
He files in through the door,
Leaving Tootprints on the floor,
Foar Ittle Willie's going barefoot now.

There are slivers every evening that bis mother
Bas to fnd.
And stone-bruises that she has to doctor, too]
Thers are toes that have collided with a rock,
which she must bind,
And with arnlea and Uniment make pew,
There are scratches by the dosen whers the
thorne and briars took hold,
When he scooted through the pasturs for
the cow;
And there's music in the gloaming, when his
mother pulls them out,
For Iittle Willle's geolng barefoot now.

His mother sayn she'll whip him;
The hired gir] won't akip him;
There's bound to be zn sverissting row.
The dryil Ia to pay;
There’'ll be trouble, so thay sy,
‘Cause lttle Willl=s's golng barefoot now,

Ha musses up the ciean white shests upen his
Iitthe bed,
With his dusty, grimy, mud-becovered feel;
And everywhern he chases, from the cellar
to the rmof,
His Iittle muddy footiprints you will meet
Hoe never stops o wipe his feet—the saucy
lttle mine'—
He says his daddy never learned him how.
And there's fawing In tha kitchen when the
mop s beought In play,
Far liitle Wilile's going barefoot now.

His tather says ha'll hiess him:
The hired girl will “dress him.™

His mother says she never will allow
Buch footprints on the floor—
Oh, there trouble, sure. in atore

For Willls, since he's golng barsfoot now!
—E. A. Briniasteol in Foch Herald

To the Boxer.

‘Tis strange the AMfference there should de
(I often have cbesrved before)

*“Twizt Tweedledum and Twesdledes—
And mow 1 sea one Instance more,

“Tis you and I—1 do not mock, sir—

© mest maligned, though worthy, Boxer.

White missionary folk yom hate

Wish foreign devila at
I, too, am all for "Church and State™

And growl at foreign competition.
We're both of patriotic stock, sir;
We've much In common, gentle Bogep,
You hold wosh vislonary Tiews

As “China for the old Chiness'

All "Little Chimamen’ you abuse—

I too, have temdencies lfke these.
Of all invaders’ spota you'd knock, sipy
And so would I, my worthy Boxer.
I trust that 1 have made |t clear

That 'm & patriot to the core.
Who'd make his country’'s foes

The Humming Bird.

““Ya' s2e her slendeh wings uulm

En den she's fiyin' scon.
On all d¢ sweeiness ob de worl'-

De bosom of Mlss June;
Do fenne!l hill, -
Dea medded still,

Bhe bhums her happy tune. 3

“Fab abe il on & Bummeh win',
En yo' ses heb 11'] head bob,

Out tn de llme of seablots thin
Neah by de wateh stob;

Ballln® wid ecanms,

On de soufren hreese,
Lakin' foh one me' bud to rob.

*Ah sen hor wheh dé sedpes grow,
Deh in de misty gloom,

Aummin' sof’ an dippin’ low f
To steal a poppy Dbloom:

En den she sall

Pas' grasses frail,
En break po' spidah’s loows,

“Oh, trumpet floweh, hide yo' head,
Dosan let yo' petals paht

I« zhe shud spry yo' pretty red
En spread her wings on dmut;

Fum wil' cats spahs

Bho'd skim de aih
En res’ yo' tihed beak.

“All fro de sultry summeh day,
Untll de sun = weak,

Yo' ride de brecss on sall mway
Apuddeh bud to sedi 2

Off to de wes'

Yo' seek 70' pea’
En res” you tihed beak.

“Oh, hammin' bird. ARk watch yo'
Out In da blossom treea;

Yo' nebbeh hab to mise & bhos
Or harrow feld's lalke dewe;

Yo' sip. yo' dn,

Fum dew to dow

En lib at princess emse ™
—Chirage Newn

Passing It Along.

The elephant started In and nmds a tremen-
doun fuss,

Alleging he was crowded by the hippopotamus;

He entertained misgivings that the earth wan
growing small,

And arrived st the conclosion
wasa't room for all

thet thers

Then the hippo sot to thinking, and He was |

frightened, too,

And o he passed the word along, and snssed |

the kangaroo.

The kangaroo s promptiy tooR alarm
talksd of doom,

And ordered all the monksys off the sarth to
give him mmom

And the monkeys jawed the squirrels, and the
squirrels jawed the bees,

VWhile the bess save Hall Columbia
midges and the fecs—

In the microscople kingdom of the*microbes, |
will bet,

That word of petty jJealousy !s om Its travei

and

to the

et
All just hecause the elephant got scared and
made & foss,

Alleging he was crowded by the hippopotamus,

—Lewiston Journal

At the Beach
Many and long are the lstters writtes from

the seashore st this delightful sesson. The
following, however, to & plodding, stsy-ac.
home hasband, is b fully brief :

to say you can Ist"a=
what fs SeT: go right here. Now,

“I—I wanter the loan of & quarter, atr,™

| stammered the man.

“Oh, you did' And you wan
vate Inferview (0 ask me thnl‘?"‘? -

“Yoa, sir. I knew that it would
both our feelings if I were refussd in ;ﬂ:
He—yours because you couldn’t afford to
lnm-lldme the :mmcr and mine because [
couldn't get it. Can u grant
quest, sir?" e e

*Neo, air”™

“And does it hurt your feslf T

“Not a bit. You are mlltn.kmm on that

point.™
my feolings are the only ones

“And
hurt?

.TJ e nlome*®

“Just s0,” sadd the man
and backed out. ‘I beg ;:nrh.umh“:
I was mistaken. You have the money and
no feelings, and T have the feelings and
no meney. Impossible chasm: no use In

"3‘-"‘5 fo bridge. Good day.”—Washing-

ton

THOSE TEXIAS HATS. L

Explaining to an Inguiring Chap
Why They Are Worn.

In the Texas contingent are half a dos-
en stalwart fellows who would rather
Joks than sat. Ome of them is James B,
Welln, of Dallas. Mr. Wells is not a
delegate, but he cuts no small figure In
Texas politics, and came along for the
fun he might get_out of the trip. As
becomes a thorough Texan, he affects tha
enormously wide brim felt hat that has
come Lo ba associated with represents-
tives of the Lone Star Btate,

“I bex pardon.” timidly wventured a
young man who sidled up to him in the
Walton, “but do you mind telllng me
why Texans all wear such blg, wide
hatsT*

“Mind telling you? replied Mr. Wells,
in & volce which could be heard all over
the corrider. *“Why certainly not. We
wear 'em to save our lvesa You see,
the most of us are ranchmen, and we
bave to ride bucking horses frequently.
Know what a bucking horss is, my son?’

Mr. Wells' questioner nodded his head
afirmatively.

“Well, sometimes, I might say about
half the time, we find gurselves on cussed
eritters that we ‘can't stick to. Then
up we go through the alr at the rats
of & mile a minute, and often to a height
of # or 0 feet. Just there our wide hats
comes in. We simply grad the outer adge
of the rim, hold ‘em as far above our
heads as we can and float gently down
to sarth again. The hats act as a sort
of parachuts, you know, and If we didn't
have 'em on we'd fall and break our in-
fernal necks as sure as—"

By this time Mr. Wells was talking to
a big sudlence, but the timid young man
was not in it. He had fled by the way
of the nearest door.—FPhiladelphia In-
quirer.

POOR, AFFLICTED FELLOW!L

Tribulstions of & Consumptive Lad
at “Skale.”

This is a genuine letter from a lnd at
school to his mother. After complaining
generally of the school, the young gens
tleman sdys:

*“[ hope Matilda's cold Is better. I am
giad she is not at skule. I think | have
got consurnption., the boys at this place
are not gentlemanly, but of courss you
did not no this when you sent me here,
{ will try neot to get bad hablts, The
pants have worn out at the knees |
think the tallor must have cheatad you,
the buttons have come off, and they are
loose behind. 1 dom't think the food (s
good, but | shd not mind if 1| was only
stronge=r.

“The plece of meat | send you is off the
beaf we hd on Sunday, but on other days
it ls more stingy. There are biack bee-
tles In the kitchen, and sometimes they
eook them In the dinner, which cant be
holesome when you are not strong. 1§
have a tame beetls as a pet.

“Do not mind my being so ubcomfort-
able, as 1 do not think | shall iast long.
Pleaas send me some more money, as 1 o
5 cents. if you cant spare it |1 think 1
ean borrow It of & boy who i3 going to
lenve at the half quarter, but perhaps
you would not like to be under an obll-
gatlon to his parents=—Yr loving but
retched pon.'—Colller's Weekly.

Exzperiment of Payebe—A Fable.

An Intellectual Young Woman, Payche
MeClusky by name, had Never Known
what It was to be Admired for any Phys-
feal Charm, for while she was Higher
BEducated to an almost Painful Degree,
she lacked Beauty of Featurs, Form and
Complexion, and was even Without Fas-
cination of Manner. Bhe possessed, How-
ever, Remarkably Good Ankles, but she
Nevéer Gave them n Thought until, One
Duy, standing During a Shower at the
Entrance to a Large Dry Goods Bhop, ahe
Becames Aware that a Large Number of
Men had Taken Bhelter there and wers

| Apparently as Pleased and Interested In

the Raln as though It Were o Baseball
Match., Puyche soon saw that the Rea-

| mon for This was the Arrival of Hansoms

at the door from which Ladies Emerged,
Holding their Skirts High from the Pave-
ment. They all Wore Trim, High-Heeled
Ties, Smart Sk Btockings, and a
Haughty, Far-Away Expression. Thelr
Minds were Evidently on some Abstruse
Subject which made them Unconaclous of
the Interim Between their Skirts and the
Pavement. Psyche, always Anxtous to
Experiment, Purchased s Palr off just
Buch Boots and the next Rainy Day she
Drove up In a Cab to that Very Shop
Gathering her Skirts In One Hand, she
Stepped Out, her Face Drawn Into o Be-
verely Inteliigent Frown. She had Taken
Just Two Stepa when her Ankle Turned
and she Fell Over. Seven Men Rushed
to Her Assistance, Helped her back Into
her Cab, and Asked her Where they
should Instruct the Driver to go. It was
eight Weeks hefore she could Go Out, but
she Looks Happler.

Moral—Nothing is Impossible if you are
& Girl.—"Matines Girl" in the Dramatie
Mirror.

Leocking for Hoxeras
Goodthing—Hello, old man! What are
you dolng In the Chinese quarters?
Burething (manager Slugum Athletia
({_lub}—l?okin‘ fer Boxers. See!—Chicage
NEWR




