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She W my glittering gem of goms,

Who yet contemns my fortuns bright;
Whoss cheek but glows with redder scomrn
Bince mune has worz & strickea white.

She is my sun eod moon sad star,
Who yet so far and cold doth keep,
She would not cven o'er my bler
One tender tear of pity weep,

Inte my heart unsonught she camea,
A wanting Bame o haunting care;
Into my beart of hearts, ab, why?
And left & sigh forever thers.
—The Spectatos.

WISE IN HIS GENERATION

Precocions (hicage Kid Improves
the Shining Hour While Visiting
Far-Famed Alexandrin,

A Washington man invited a Chicago
boy to accompany him to the City of
Alexandria, Va. The boy was In the
National capital with his mother, who
was sightseeing. The Washingion man
always suggests & trip to Alexandria
after the visitor has done the capital
The boy's mother could mot go, o the
man took her boy. The boy was I years
old, but he had been kept mo busy on
modern events and the happenings of
today that the man found it difficult to
interest him in the history of Alexandria.

The first thing the boy asked when they
jeft the trolley and started rambling over
the cobble-stonsd streels was, “"Why don't
they oall It Aleck?™

This was a short stop to the Washing-
ton man's enthusiesm, dbut he waa in for
$t. He lgnored the boy's query.

“Bee that house over there™ sald the
man, pointing out & landmark. The boy
Jooked and nodded his head.

**That's where Colonel Ellsworth was
abot and killed™

“What'd hs been doin"T"

“Why, don't you T Then the
man told him the story that was the talk
of the country in the beginning of the
Civil War.

“It's & candy shop now.,” sald the boy,
who had ‘got & giimpee of the window.

“Now we will go up and see the Confed-
erats monument,” sald the man.

“Not untll you take mie over and blow
yoursslf in for some peanut brittie” ssld
the boy, leading the way. The man fol-
lowed, spent a nickel, and suggpestad to
the boy that he ought to save some aof
the brittle to show his playmates and
tell them the history of the house where
it waa bought.

Couldn't See It.

*“I can tell "em without showin® the
eandy,” Be replied. *If they dom't be-
Heve the story, I don't care. ] don't see
what the killin' of one man's got to do
with & mnickel's worth of peanut candy,
anyhow. If 1L was a quarters worth, it
might ba different.”

The Washington man made no reply,
but led the way 10 the handsome bronse
. in the cemter of a street.

“Inar” sadd the man, “is & Confed r-
atle statue to the memory of the brave
Virginians who dled for the Lost Cause,
I reckon you have never seen o Confeder-
ale matue before,™

*“It aln't in 3}t with the Grant monu-
ment In New Yoric." sald the boy. “Did
y0u ever see the Grant monument in New
York™

“Oh, yes. The Grant memorial was
erocted to a great soldier by the people
of the country and New York City. [ am
Flad to know that you have seen It and
remambered It. This statue hers Is to
the memory of some who were opposed to
Grant in the Civil War. Now, you have
ecen memarials by both sections of the

*1 don’t think much of this one,” sald
the boy, biting off more brittle than he
eould chew. “'I've seen wooden Indians
out on Madison street bigger'n that”™

“Now we will walk over to the Brad-
dock house.™

“Buliy!" exclaimed the boy. ““That's
the hotel, ain't 1t? I'm hungry for din-

Is 1t fart™

The Whashington man made no reply,
but led the way to the old historic home.
Btanding before 1t he rold the story.

“What was his that
theare?’ asked the boy.

“General Braddock. a British officer.”

“What was be ddln' down here?™ asked
the boy.

“Why you know he was sent here in
1754 to help the colonlsts get rid of the
French, who, with the Indinns, were caus-
ing trouble out West."

“Not in Hawali™'

“Oh, no. In fvania.*

“Bay, Pennsyivania ain't out West. Now
come off."

“But it was in 1T54"

Hin ldes of “Out Weat.™

"Well, T don't care anything about that.
Bince wa're expanded we call Hawall ‘out
West," and the Phillppines, which belong
o us now, are so far West that the sun
sots way this side of "em, so that we call
‘smn in the East, see? | this
Braddock house was n hotel,

“Now we will go over and see Washing-
ton's lodgeroom.'” sald the Washington
man, mopping his forehead.

“T'd rather see the room where he ate,”
the boy replied. “What do you want to
8ot where he lodged for?™

“This was where Washington was mads
& Mason.” explained the Washington
man.

Oh, T know! Where he rode the goat.
Gee, that's bully. 1 thought you meant
it was where he stopped nights.”

After this Jandmark had been

of the Franch, and mow you say 'this
Frenchman was down here bein’ enter-
talned.  Aln't you gettin' mixed a Mitle
in your datex?™

The Woshington man bought another
bag of brittls, and explained brisfly how
he was Tight.

“Leat's go somewhere ol *' sxid the boy.
“I nin't jollyin' the Prench much since
they acted kind o funny at the start in
the war we had with Bpaln. Were you
in that fAght™"

The Washington man sald he was

*You know about 11T

Way te Treat Soldiers.

“Didn't the Rough Riders and Teddy
@o ‘em quick? Bay, there was fightin' to
beat the hand My sister's sweotheart
was In that war, and when he come home
you orter to pee the Uime he had. He
ain't dome pothin' stoce but Just eat and
g0 to parties. That's the wiy to treat
soldlern.””

“Republics are never
brave defenders,” sald
man, sentimentally. >

aol

*Oh, I don't know about thst,” replied |
“My gov'por wes in some war | sir? asked the clerk.

the boy.

ungrateful to thelr |
the Washington

this gentieman

ia looking for your department” sald
the floorwalker to a cierk sbout to stap |
into the slevator, -“Take him up and
show him our line of hose™

The double-chinned man stepped Into
the slevator after the cierk and was con.
ducted to the garden hose sectlan.

“"Now, what size are you hunting for,
“We've got half- |

or another, 1 don't Xmow which one it | inch, inch, doch and & half, two-inch—all

was. He'll tell you
two or three times, and got a furlough
besides, and he's been up for office every

And he got lbpljnnl. Do you want it for—"

election since the war, I've heard ma  eh™ Interrupted the clerk. “"Weil, you'll

“I think you're a Httle mixed, as—'' ‘
“You wanmt-to water the [ront lawn, |

say, and there ain’t been enough grateful | neoed about 20 feet, 1 should say, of Inch

votes to land him yet.”

“Shell we go over to the oid church
where the Father of His Country wor-
ehiped ™ asked the Washington man.

“How fur ls 1t™

*Just ahead of us™

The Washington.man led the way to the
venersbie and venerated shrine which has
been visited by thousanda. At the gate
they met a boy, who asked If they wanted
to be shown around. The Washington
man thanked him with echarmcterimic
Washington courtesy and passed on.

“Boys in Alexandria make money.,” ‘he
sald; “acting as. guiden.'

“Do yout think he has any ™™ asked the
boy who was visiting.

‘“T'm almoat sure he has'” was the re-

¥
Bomewhers, later on, just where or how
does not matter, the Washington man
and his young friend became separated.
They met agaln, bowever, and the Wash-
ington man suggested that they return
to the ecapital, which (hey 44 The

Washington man was not so communicat- |

Ive as he had been. When the car reached
the long bridge the boy, who had been
reading and ecating, remarked:

Bit of Comfidence.

“You know that boy gulde we met In
the churchyard.

The Washiington man sald he remem-
bered him.

“Well, If he don't do & good deal of
guldin’ pretty soon he won't have any
Spring cldthes tn wear.™

While the Washington man tried to Jook
out of the window at the yellow water of
the Potomac the boy continued hia re-

marks:

“When you went. to Washington's
Church 1 kind o fell back and got that
gulde, and we went around back of the
church and I showed him a Mttle game he
never heard of. He waa the sasiest mark
1 ever saw." |

A few dayre later the Washington man

| and & quarier—"'

“Just walt = minute—""
Mr. Thirdficor Is Wound Up.
“But 11"}l pay you to get & good long
plece, In case you move, you know, or in

| case you want to carry the hose through |

the basement and water the planta in the |

back yard, Now. there are different—""
“Just glve us & chance lo—"'
“Different grades of hose. It pays now- |

| adays to get the kind that's wrapped with

wire, so mischievous boys who step on |

| the hose when you're using It can't in- |

Jure it. 1t casts a little more, but that—"
“Say, will you just dry up for a—" !
“We gusrantss every foot of hose we

gell here, amd 1t'n not the kind that gets |

porotisa and leaky ‘after you've usad It & |
few times, but it'} lsst you as long—"'

“Look a-here, are you golng to—"

“It's & good thing not Lo leave It out |
in the yard after you're through using |
it, though, for hose aught to be kept
dry when It's not In use, and colled up |
0 an to give it a chance to—"

“Bw jing! are you wound op for—**

“You'll want one of those sprinkling at-
tachments, too, #o that you can rest the
hose in any 'part of the lawn and let It
do lts work actomatically, and-—"'

“Hey, hey, you™ pmald the double-
chinned man In & tone that could be
heard all over the floor, reaching out and
ciutehing the clerk by the lapel of his
cont. “Pull up for & minute. Stop work.
Ing automaticafly yourself, Quit that
phonograph conversation and gimme ‘a
show for my white alley. Just lsten to
me, will you? How the dickens did you
get the ldea that I was salling around
with biood In'my eye Jooking for a garden
hose? Have I got any grass in my hair?
Have | got that suburban loak? De I
make you think of the ‘Man With the
Hoe? v

“1 didn't come here for g lot of rubber |
tube wherewith to make & front ynrdi

| to tell the
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“PAW” EXPOUNDS THINGS.

;Enl-':'u to “NMaw"” Heaw the Candi-

_dates Are Netifiod,
“Well!" paw sed when we were Sitting
on the portch and Little gibert was out

| In the yard squirting the Hese, “I seo

they netafled Muckinley® -

“Have theyT' maw toid him) “you bet-
ter- see about putiing In or
turning off the Water byfors‘Bumbuddy
gels sprinkled on™ r

“That's the grate trufbf ‘with wim-
men,’ paw ansard. “They never had a
chance . 1o Be boys, 80 phéy want thelr
poor Little sons to Alwdys act lke (f
They were agoing to Gro ¥p and be pur-
flet ladies some day. What abe we pay-
ing watter Taxes fer enny 'way? It seemas
like If I never get sat,dtwg, to Tewk
about seerius matters thxt .you Don't
think of sumthing you wpnt me to Jump
up and do, Did you hear,me Telilng you

| they notafied Muckinleyl™

R A
! t tt unnatea,
paw sed. Nen J

“I thot he new About that
maw told him. g

‘l gess he did have his suspishens ™
paw anserd. f

“Then what did they haft'to notaty
bim for?™ maw ast. )
. “Becoz-that's the only way the publick
bas to Find out if He's #illing to Run,”
paw sed. “How could Ennybuddy tell
whether he Would take it or Not If the
Cummitty wouldn't go to Ses him and ast
about it? y

How It's Managed.

“So they get o Bpeshel traln and some
Bands and start, and The man That hast
Presadunt about it has a
Speach three collumns long In his Pockut,

all the time.™

! and the Presadunt gats a big Tent bilt

out in the yard and extry groceries and
Lemmupade in the House , becoz the hired
gurl dropt the Dish cloth at Breckfust,
and that's a shure Sine they are Golng
to be visaters ;

“Pritty soon the purradé comes up the |

street With the Dand playin’ & hot Time,
and the unt goes out on the Frunt
portch and shakes Hands and the Sena-
ter from Masset Choosets makes his
speach. It was Bent down two weeks
Befores to let them seedf They was Enny.
thing In It that ottent to Be there, and
the Beckretairy red it, so the Presadunt
don't haft to Lissen. " That's Where he

hak the Advantidge over other peeple. |

Place he picked out for Them and Did
what he told them to by Telefone have

& committy he could make a Bpeach to?
They mite Go shed getting his plektcher
put on Buttons and Bpending munny %o |
get up marching Clubs and pickalcks and |
the First thing they new Some morning:
when it Was too late sumbuddy would
ast him sbout It and He would say: ]

*No, I can’t-run. They put the Heven
barn raiteho seven Lines further Down
than  the place where I.marked for it
With the blue pensul.  That's faitle.
How couid I stand on That kind of a
pilatform without letting peeple Think [
mightn't rather be Rite than presadunt? |
It would brake my Hart to Get eleckted
on acrount of having Free silver neerly |
Down to the Bottum where It wouldn't
get red About.’ If it swould be Four lines |
higher up’ mebby I mite—"" |

Then the pupp came galluping thru the 1
Yard and Little albert tride to Turn the |
Hose on him, but got Most of it cn Paw |
whare he had hin vest open.

Poor little Albhert! Sumtimes I haft to
wander If it Does any good when we Bay
our prayers to Ast God to blass paw and
make him a Better man.—Georgle, In
Chicago Times-Herald.

MAY'S PLACE DEFINED.

Naught but & Wart on the Nose of
Natare.

At. the fathers’ congreas, held In this
city shortiy after the adjournment of the
mothers’ congress, Fred Presbery deilv-
ered an address on: “Man: How, When
and Why Is HeT™ He said In part:

“Man that Is born of woman is of few
days and full of microbes. He hoppeth
out of bed In the morning and his feet
are plerced with the tack of disappoint-
ment, He walketh through the strests
of the city In the pride and glory of his
manhood and slippeth on the banana peel
of misfortune and unjointeth his neck.
He smoketh the cigar of contentment and
behold! it explodeth with a loud nolse, for
it was londed! He slideth down the ban-
ister of life and encounters many slivera
of torture. He lNeth down to sleep at |
night and Is stung b the mosquitoes of |

1
|

annoyance and his (rame s gnawed by
the bedbug of adversity.

“$What s+ man but the blind worm of |
fate? Behold, he is impailéa upon the nook |
of despalr and furnishes balt for the le-
viathan, &eath In the fathomleas ocean |
of time. Borrow and travall follow him
all the dayn of his Hfe. In his infancy he
s afMicted with the worms and colle, |
and In his old age he I= afMlicted with!

1 verse"—8alt Lake Herald.

rheumatism and Ingrowing toe-nalle. He
marryeth a cross-eyed woman because her
father In rich, and findeth that she hath
not sense enough to fry the festive chuck
stenk. His father-in-law then monkeyeth
with options and goeth under.

“SWhat is man but the tumor on the
neck of existence? He playsth the races
and betteth his all on the brown mare be-
cause he hath received a tip. The norrel
geiding winneth by a neck. Behold, he
runneth for office, and the dJdead-beat
pulleth his lag ever and anon, and then
voteth for fhe other man. He exalteth
himself among his peopls and swelleth
with pride, but when the votes are count-
ed he findeth that his name is mud. Hes
boasted of his strength in l[stael, but ls
beaten by' & red-headed man from the
Bloody Third. He goeth forth to breathes
the fresh alr and meditate upon the van-
ity of all sarthly things, and is accosted
by a bank cashier with a sight draft
for $500. A political enemy leth In walt
for him in the market place and walketh
around him crowing Hke a cock.

“Verlly, man |s nothing but a wart on
the nose of nature; a bunion on the toe of
time; a freckls on the facs of the uni-

SCIENCE WINS OUT.

Dut It  Upsets Preconcelved Raral
Idens of Fishing.

The boy sat on the dock hopelesaly In-
ert. A fishpole lay uselessly by hia sidas
and he looked out over tha water with
eyes that seemed only to see the hollow.
ness of the world. He wos barefooted,
with one pants leg dragging around a
foot and the other relled half-way to his
knee. His one suspender half held up o
palr of trousers that already neesded a
new seal, and his cotton shirt admitted
the sunshine through a dozen holes lo
redden his arms and back. His hat let a
bunch of halr come out at the ecrown fto
get the alr, and If there were any clean
places on his face they were occupled by
freckies. His fishing tackle matched him
perfectly. The pole was a willow switch,
with a black thread line knitted to a
pin hook and he had one pocket filled
with fishing worms. A nall served as a
sinker and he scormed a bob, All In all
he was a genulne lype of the boy whe
finhes,

But there wnas something at fault, and
the dockhand, who had a boy of his own,
noticed It and went over to see what It
wns

“Hello, bub,” he sald In a kindily tone
“what's the matter?™"

The boy lifted hin face to the man's
and waa ailent.

“You look =ick, sonny.”
Intruder.

“1 am,” sald the boy now. “I'm sicker's
A cat”

“What's wrong.”

“Look at that dude over there."”

The dockhand looked over the way and
obmerved & man in the latest cut of fisher
man's garb with a basket and a can and
a fishing rod and lines that wers stmply
elabarate.

“What's he got to do with
quired the dockhand.

“Aw,"” growled the boy, "“look at me
and look at him. I ain’t had a bite ali
mornin’ and he's got & string of fish ns
iong as your leg. Look at him."” urged
the boy. "he's just like the kind that the
funny papers says never caiches a dang
nibble, whiie & boy lookin® just like me,

ventured the
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The Delegate From Sassafras.
UNCTE DAYVID EPEAKS.

I have just came up from Sgosshrille, whare
the Prohibition csose

Is a-fourishin’ like sixty—stroager than
ever wasal -

U'm s-tendin’ the ecesvention s our county™s
drniegnta,

And, | swan! some of thess places whers the
sluners Hauidate

Alr the Surndest, blamedest Anest Jookin'
halls 1 ever see—

Hut jist why they esll “em baffetz Is & thing
that bothers me.

Brought my wife along up with me, so's
It “er pes the town—

Jist the trip that she's been needin' fer ahe's
terrinly run down,

EMS

The Good Old Days.

I'have paused to hear the music of the big
perfacting prese

As It hammers and it clamora to reduke my
Wieness;

I have sesn the pages leaping from the mighty
whirilng seroll.

And the roar snd bang and mttle has made
music 1o my soul

And yeot (perhape I'm growing what they call a
bit pasee)

I dom't feel quite comtemied with the methods
of today.

As 1 wateh the step of progress | can scarce
restrain & scowl,

¢ longing for a foot press and & printing

“:ﬂuw-ﬂ.

Anfl the doctor ded that a ch 'd T d just ke & mirscle, an iridescent
be the thing. drenm, v §

Ho sbo wet ‘er mind on comin'—bow the liguos When first we got & little preas that ran with
fiown! 1 Jing! real steam.

Seemm as though the besr and whisky that And sew, while steam s meeful In s Bopest
they sall here in & day way, no doabt,

Might fioat alx or seven mteambonts If ‘twas 'We bhave electric motors, medern bullt, te help
uesd the proper way! 1t out.

But a-body does git Yhusty trampin’ wp and
trampin’ down,

And the water's wmimply awful people git In
this hers town! . v

How they do stick on the prices whem you
eall for lsmonade—

It's the liguor peapin’s schemin' makes It that
way, I'm atmid!

Of, it's awful and It's sloful thet thess gilded
dene should run—

But the day s swiftly comin' when we'll
close ‘em, every one!

Cousin Den'l's folke insisted, when we come,
wn'd gt to may

Right with them, and so we haven'il any tav-

Dan'l tells me that he's makin' six e seven
theueand clear,
And he says they've got soms tunnels bere

My! How they do rip things andways In this
town—and how s grew

Since the last thme 1 was horée—is "S1 eor "3

Coustn Dun'l says he's fizxed it so's that we'll

place that's “out o wight'—

Tunnd why It should be that way, but [
¥'pose be knows what's Dest—

All T're got to do. he says, s go sloag—be'll
do the rest

Tea, this water's stmaply swful that we hawve

and explained. the boy caused the Wash-
ingion man to have & chill by saying:

“If Washington was the great man they
say he was, I don't suppose the goat ever
lUved that ecould do him, do you™

M1 want to show you the house In which
La Fayette was entortained ™ sald the
man, Ignoring the boy's opinion adbout
“'A;lllﬂlbn and goata

“He was & Frenchman, wasn't hsT
asked the boy.

“What was he doln’ aown here?™

*Why. he was a guest of our country,
and Alexandria was doing the honors”

“Why, you jJust sald that that Brittsher,

We smald inventlve genius, though It grew each
year more ripe,

Would never be on hand with a machine for
setting type.

'l admit ths now way's betisr—though I'm
half inecitned to growl

While I'm Mmging for & foot press and a print-
ing office tow'l

Oh, where's the jovial momad who wouid work
about & week

And then lay down his stick and wander off,
new fleids to seek?

Whetre s the printer's devil? In hin place we
find & crowd

Of brigdt-faced, chubby cherubs, fit to perch
upon & cloud,

And from the ferms | mise the news that once

no hig.

About the new church organ and the Widow
Bpicer's pig.

It rests my demtied bealn to let my memory
take’ 8 prowl

To when we had a foot press and a printing
office tow"l. —Washington Star.

Only a Dream.
The editor sat ot his broad-top desk,
With manuscript up to his eyes,
Conaclentiously trring (as ali editers would)
To awnrd the deperving & prize;

" Tale of a Whale.
Bing bi. sing ho, for the winds they blow!—
And where Ia the eraft Bonoeet®
Has she shipped snew with & spocky crew
And salled with the Phantorn Fleet?

“Nay mare, nay more.' sxy her pllots four,
“As we pighted the Farallopes

8he, rtruck the whale with the tron-clad tail
And Be sent her to Davy Jones

“Oh, right and tight was the craft Honeet
As wa neared the Island shore

And who wouold quall at ro ¥ or gale
Whetr & boat haa pliota four?

“"But never & Jeck of our merty pack and
nevnr 4 ekippes bold

Can count on & whale with an iron-clad tall

Though for yrars and years on the sea be sall

And his head be sage and old."

O, tell’ me, tell me, maliormén,
Ok, teil me pllots four,

How came your boat In Devy's chest
And youlpelves on the balmy shore?

“We're blunt rough.” say the pllots bluft,
"And we tell no fancy yamn.

Sa-here’as our tale In Ita outline frall
Though it smelleth of fiah, by. darn:

‘“We struck no rock and we siruck no shoal
As we hansed, the

But we struck & whale who fipped his 1ait
And senl us to Davy Jones. ,

“And this we'll add,™ aald the pilote ead,
“We've ralled pear Arctic mnows

Asd we've felt the bBreess of tha tropic seas
Where the dreadful typhoos blows,

“"“But pever yol-has pliot et
A eritter in all the 3onse

Like the masey whale with the Irem-ciad tail
Who lives near the Familooes'
~W. A Irwin In San Frantiscg Examiner,

Dear Miniuter

The foliowing giowing Haes,
saggeetisn that the Chinese be held
as & hostage, are by the . Jamrach
Holobour. Ther are bassed om-ths Mongollan
belisf that a Chinsman &ying without & pig-
tall canmot enter heaven, but s sent back
to enrth &8 a domestic animal:

by my

READING

Duilcinen.
Poet, although you' ve been extremesly kind,
The time has come when [ must speak my
mind.

I thisk 1t 5 abeurd for you to writs,
My “lips are Hie twin cherries’ —what a sight

T'd be if such & silly thing were truel
Do cherries really look like lips to you?

Then, "‘shell-like ears!' To the marines, pray
tell, .
My var in like a hard end slimy shell!

“With eyes iike stars!™
night,
My ores are not twyolmmofll'bt,

Indeed, str. aven at

And 1 confess It gives me quite & twinge
Just to imagine “lids with jeity fringe."

“Halr like & maven's wing™ Panér a mald
With short, stiff quills that wouldn't eoll or
braid!

Ard I would be the most distressed of girls
Were my . toeth small and aspberical *1lke
praris.”*

As to my neck. you really should be told
Tis not “liks alabaster.” hard and cold.

Then, "arms Nice vory!™ Candid, T must swn!
own!
Why don’t you aay they're nothing but & bone?

Oh. prithes, Poet. If you think me [air,
With better things than thess my charms
sompars’ Carslyn Wells in Life

Just A-Waltin',

Waltin'—fust a-waitin'—for Jack has gone
BWAY;

Gone away to the Philippines—an’ he's twenty-
two today.

Gone sway like his father 4ld when the wars
broks out before;

Gone awny—sn' my beart today is achin® te
the core s

Walting'—just a-waitin'—an’ I don't know why
it =

But [ wish some other mother's son wors that
sniform o his

I wish msome other boy than mine was
_a-marchin’ far away.

Waltin® here with a® hauntin® fear—an' he's
twenmty-two today,

Waitin'—just a-waltin’'—with & plotare an® &

An® & wish a-throbbin® with my heart that he
war borm & girl

1 wish the country ‘d never called—I know it
lan’t right—

But I'4 be giad to ses my Iad in his Nttle bed
tonight.

Waltin'—just a-waitin’—an’ [ bopa the warrin®

men

Wikl never more In all the world have any
ware again.

1 khope that mothers never move must walt—
Sust walt, this way—

Wall apart, with & yoarnin® heart — an' he's
twenty-two today. ’

—Balttmors American.

What's the Use?

The man of an [nventive mind
ek,

The Mountalin-Climbing Girl.

We read about the ssashors girl dowa where
the breakers play

Who listens to proposals six or seven times a

day,

The Summer girl who fits about the “Boarders
Taken™ forma,

The cyele®girl in sawed-off skirte exhibiting
hor charms.

The picnic gir! iz bold and sweet, the mother
girl fa wise,

The golf girl wina admirers with her strokes—

and with her ayes,

But in the maks of girly girls thers Is no
fairer peari

In all the whols caboodls than the mountaln-
climbing girl.

Her foon In delicately brown from kimses of ths

sun,

Her eyes are sver twinkling with the merry
light of fun,

Her laugh Iy as tha babbling brooks tn which
she Jowss to wade,

Her aboes and stockings on the bank in neat
confusion ladd.

Har song n swest 23 notes of bivds that wateh
her from tha trees,

It rings sa liquid owusfe om the ever-bracing

broeze;

Bhe's brave as any llom and as nimbie as &
aquir'l—

That Westdrn bunch of energy, the mountain-
climbing girl.

At break of day she’'l] hit the trafl with alpen-
wiock in hand,

Her face s charming picture by the early
breeges fanned,

And up the rugpsd steeps she'll climbh with
never-tiring powers,

Oft lying with an open book upon = bed of
flowers.

Through wiliest gorge, In canyon dark and up
the rocky steep,

Along the creek whoss waters bright
bonlders dash and leap,

And whare the Srooks from hidden aprings
down through the plnons par)

fhe goss upon her dally jaonts, the meuntain.
climbing girl.

o'er

Apon she'll pauss to pluck a burr that's cling-

G out 80 Tast (hAL. they Bere te mras
B otk SO
O Mebber ‘sald the bo slinging h
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SURPRISED KNIGHT OF RAZOR.

Vigorously Iastrusted as to Dutles
of His Profeasion,

A baid-headed man, with four davs
growth of beard on his chin, went Into
a barber’s shop and sat down In one of
the operating chairs. To him presen
went the knight of the razor, wheo :::
marked. intsrrogatively: "Shave, Sir?

“No,” growled the man in the chair
“T want to be measured for a suit of
clothes, '

This statement seemed to surpriss the
barber, but he managed to say, "This
isn’t a tallor's shop, sir."

“Ism't 1T

“No, sir.™

""What Is ¢

“It's o barber shop.™

“What sort of work do you 4o In this
shop "

‘“Shave men and cut their halr, sir*

Do you think a man with no hair on
his head would coms in here to have his
balr cut?

“No. sir.”

“Do I look ks & lunatic?™

This was replied to by a sflent shake
of the head, but the barber doubtless
thought he was acting like one.

“Then, presuming me to be a sane man,
but bald-headed, what would you nat-
urally suppose [ ecame here for?T"

*For a shave.”

“Then, my dear sir. why 414 you ask
me If | wanted a shave, when I took =a
soat In your chair? Why didn't you go
to work at once? If some of you bar-
bers would cuitivate a habit of inferring,
from easlly ascertalned data, Instead of
developing such wonderful conversational
and catechetical powers, it would be of
material ald In advancing you in your
chosen voeation, and of expanding your
prafits. Do you comprehend ™

“Yeas, sir,” replied the man, as he be-
gsun to lather the customer's face In a
dazed mort of way, and he never asied
him If he wanted ofl on his halr when
the operation was performed.—Tit-Bits.

HEARTFELT PRAYER.

Scared Georgia Cltizen Becomes Un-
commonly Devout.

An old mnn In Georgia named Jack
Baldwin, having lost his hat In an old
dry well one day, liftched a rTope to a
stump and let himself down. A wicked
wag named Neal came along just then,
and, quietly detaching a bell from Bald-
win's old blind horse, approached thas
wall, bell In hand, and began to ting-o-
Hng.

Jack thought the old horss was coming,
and sald: “Hang the old bilnd horss:
he's coming this way, sure, and he ain't
#$7t no more sense than to fall in on me
—whoa, Ball™

The sound came closer.

“Great Jerusalem! The old blind fool
will be right on top of me in a minit-
whoa, Ball—-whoa, Ball"

Neal kicked a little dirt on Jack's head
and Jack began to pray:

“Oh, Lord, have mercy on—whoa Ball—
a poor sinner; I'm gons now—whoa, Ball
—Our Father, who art in—whoa, Ball—
hallowed be thy—ges, Ball! gee! what'll
I do?™name. Now I lsy me down to
sl—gee, Ball! (Just then In fell some
more dirt.) Oh, Iord, If you ever in-
tend to go anything for me—back, Ball!
whoa!—thy kingdom come—gee, Ball! Oh,
Lord, you know I was baptized [n Smith's
milldam—whon, Bail! ho! up! murder!
whon!"

Neal eonld hold In no longer, and shonut-
ed a laugh which might have been heard
two miles, which was about as far as
Jack chased him when ha got out—At-
lanta Journal

LOSE THEIR INTEREST.

Halo of Romance Dissipated by =
NDinclosare of ITdentity.

At a large wedding reception recently
the attention of a couple of giris was at-
tracted to a rather fAne-looking man,
whose prematprely gray hair and clear-
cot features combined in giving him =
distinguished appearance. “T see him at
nearly avery large wedding T go to," said
one *I wonder who he ecan be. [I've
asked Jots of people, and nobody seems
to know.” “Yes, he seems to be invited
everywhere.' “"Yes:I've noticed him, too.”™
snid the other girl *““While he apparent-
Ir goes to all the blg weddings, he doesn’t
seemm to know  anybody: or, at
least, I've never seen him talking to
anyhody. He's such an Interesting-look-
ing man, too. I'd love to meet him. He
lonks like a man who had lived and—and
suffered.”

A young man standing near, who could
not help overhearing the conversation,
laughed. “Perhaps, [ can throw some
light upon the ldentity of your mysterious
hern,” he sald. Do you know him7T" ex-
clatmed both giris In the same breath.
"“Waell, T can't say that I exactly know

ing to her hoaw,

Or pluck from off ita parent siem a fragrant |
mountain rose. |

And when that lary feellng comes le Sown for
cat-pap sleep, |

NWor fear In that wild. lovely spot that eyes |
Arc near to peep

Bhe'll roam till gathering shadows herald the
ayproach of mighe,

Then basten home to supper with s hired
man’s Appetite—

The smoking pork and beans she'll hit a gas-
tromomic whirl—

Oh! she's & hefty feeder, Is tha mountain-
climbing girl'

T™he haughty beile of fashion In her tallor-
Ntoed gown

May ridicule this jewel with the hands and
fare so brows,

May laugh In queenly manner at ber rough,
loone-fAitting clothes,

And poeer to ses the redness of Der lttie sun-
peeled pose:

But et them lsugh as freely as tdelr corsets
will aljow,

They cannot snatcfi & jaorel of wild beauty
from har brow;

The ones who think Rer horrid arem't feally it
o curl

The breeze-entangied frizzes of the mountain-

him.” replled the young man, “but I know
who he [s. He's a private detective., Per-
haps you have noticed that he never
strays far awny from the tables on which
the gifta ore displaved, That's what he's
there for—to watch them. You know
there are soclal highwaymen in—""

“Lot's go downstalrs and got some claret
punch," Interrupted one of the girils—
Buffplo Enquirer.

She Saw.

*“Idd you ask papaT’ she questioned,
eagerly. i

“Yes, and It's all off,” he responded, as
one In A dream.

"Why, did he refuse?™"

“MNo, but he sald when I asked to take
youd away from him | was asking to take
away the light of his life; that the homa
without you would be a prisom eell™

“Well, all papas may that, you big, ten-
der-hearted fellow.”

“1 know.” he responded, huskily,
It lan’'t that™

"What is it, then?’

“*Can't you ses? He expects me to take

o away from home, and wouldn't

“bat

ve the nerve after he talked llke tha
to stay-—and
“1 see,”

—er—well, don't you see™
she aoswered Gol‘ly.—hdhn-

climbing =sirl. —Dativer Post,

apolls Sun.




