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"A Very Able Man."

Of U the tantalizing things by which we- - re
beset

The t"" who makes an. "able" speech, he is
the toughest ret.

The people stand and whisper, Be as quiet
as you can;

Ton mustn't interrupt him. He's a very able

And the boys get tired and wriggle,
And the girls all want to giggle.

And I lose his chain of logic and go drifting
intp doubt. ,

And my head In rhythm sodding
With his cadences goes plodding.

While I wonder what the. mischief he la hol-

lering about.

Jx really must be a most depressing mental
strain

JTor a man to have an "able" reputation to
sustain;

Gtad know he dare not dolly with an aneo--

dote or two
JTo teep us all from wishing he would hurry

and get through.
And just when I am dozing,
And in comfort am proposing

tTo yield my own opinions to this wondrous
able chap.

His monotone he changes
And through wild cresoendos ranges

tn & series of explosions. Just to jar my lit-
tle nap.

Washington Star.

VOLUBLE EARNS A RAISE

Collects a. Long-Orerd- ue Account
toy Strategy, Much, to the Sur--

prieo All Bands,

It was my maiden trip on the road, and
I was so lull of Instructions and good
advice that I actually tipped the scales
at 10 pounds moro than I ever did before
or have since. Presumably 1 had just ac-

cepted a position with Shout loud & Co.;
In reality I had begged for it. The firm
manufactured a device for preventing
trousers from bagging at the knees, and
you fellows may not believe it, but those
things sold like Insurance in a town that's
just had a big fire. My customers used
to tell me that they couldn't get them
last enough to supply the demand. In
order to appease the popular clamor for
them they would send their draymen,
down the road to meet the Incoming
tains. Even boys in knickerbockers
would buy them just to be in style, and
several women bought them
to wear wth bloomers.

Well, I started to tell about the collec-
tion of a bill. There was a man in
Rochester by the name of Ikensteln who
owed ns 4400, and he was so slow that he
couldn't keep up with his shadow. Ho
had plenty of stuff and wouldn't stand a
suit, but he'd hold off as long as he could
In order to have the use of the money.
And he nsed it almighty hard, too. Tha
firm knew that if they could threaten him
personally with the service of a sum-
mons, he would settle; but he had a
trick of keeping out of sight when a
representative called, and we didn't want
the expense of collection fees when we
knew he was good. The firm said to me:

"'Voluble, if you collect that bill, we
will give you 50 cents a week more than
we agreed to." That settled me, and I
made np my mind that rd get those four
hundred plunks, if I had to go to his
place at night and crack the safe.

Ank for Mr. Ikensteln.
As It was my first trip no one knew

5ne when I went into Ikensteln's place.
I walked up to a clerk and asked to see
2klr. Ikensteln. ,

In reply I was asked: "Vat ees your
Jpeeslness?"

I knew at once that It was an old trick,
feo I said, "I want to see Mr. Ikensteln
personally."

"I'm very sorry, mine friend, but Mr.
Ikensteln is out shust at bresent. Ees
there anything I can do for you"

I finally learned from the clerk that Mr.
Ikensteln was at home, so I decided to
call on him there. After making a trip
to his house his wife informed me that
be was at the office, and I went back de-

termined to see him. or do some one a
mischief. On the way, however, a plan
of strategy suggested itself to me that
lwould render force unnecessary.

As I walked Into his place a second time
the same clerk approached me and I
paid to him, "Now I owe your employer
a considerable kum of money on a per-
sonal matter and I would like to pay It,
a? Jt will be some time before I'm this
way again."

That clerk fairly gasped for breath in
horror at his folly for deceiving mo the
first time, and the close call he'd had for
missing the payment of that money. He
assured me that Mr. Ikensteln had come
In during mj absence and would be glad
to see me. Then he walked back to a
priate office: had a few momentV con.
"versatlon with his employer, and called
me to him.

I walked back to the office and there
was the tiniest little man you ever saw:
he weighed about 75 pounds. He didn't
know me, but he had considerable money
out and didn't know half the people that
owed him. His eyes were dancing and
his mouth was fairly watering in an-
ticipation of drawing the next quarter's
interest on the money that I was going
to pay him. If Pd been a long-lo- st broth-
er, he couldn't have greeted me more
lovingly. "I'm delighted to see you.
mine frlen. Sid clown and make yourself
comfortable. How can I be of service to
your

Tell Hint How.
T11 tell you how you can be of service

to me. Mr. Ikensteln. I represent Shout
Xoud & Co., and you have owed us 5403

for about a year. Now, I'm going out of
here with your check for that amount,
or your tire will be punctured before you
go to bed tonight."

The clerk was still in the office and I
think those men would have considered

'It a good transaction if they could have,
bold out for 5 cents apiece. At first Iken-
steln looked like a man who has just de-

tected a disagreeable odor and finally like
a man with frozen feet. He sank feebly
In his chair, as though he were ruln-d- .

i "Mine kind frlenV said he, "shust sdop
to tlnk of it. I hope to die right avay,
if I've got that much In the pank. 1 m
peing bressed on all sides, and this vill
shuroly drive me to the vail. If I'm
bressed for it now I can'd bay dree and
a half cends on a dollar"

"Oh, chop it. Ikensteln, chop it! Wej

know you've got the money and.we'ro
going to have it now. Sit rjght down like
a little man and right that check and save
the expense of having a summons served
on you."

"With many groans and contortions of
agony. Ikensteln took out his checkbook.
His Angers wouldn't have trembled more
if he had been signing his death war-
rant, but I walked out with the four
hundred. I left him looking like a man
that had sunk a million.

After Td walked up the street a ways.
I looked back and saw that clerk come
out of the door like a bolt, out of a
catapult and following him came a chair
with equal velocity.

"Well, boys, I'm going up to lay my
body away for the night. Will you take
something before you go up? Brooklyn
Eagle. .

"PAW" BUYS A FAIRY BOOK.'

Reads It to the Family "Mbw" and
"Albert" AIc Questions.

Paw brot Home a fairy Book a few nltes
ago Becoz they was a Gurl with big, sad
eyes came In the Office andtold.Him.she
was making a nonust living By selling
books to peeple with Uteralry tastes.

"How mutch did You pay for It?" maw
ast.

"Only a doller," paw told her.
"You could get it at the Department

store for thurty-thre- e sen'ts," maw sed,
"and I don't no what you Want with a
fairy Book, ennyway."

"It'll come in handy sum time, when we
Haven't ennything Else to read to the
Children," paw anserd.

"Yes," maw says, "and If sum creatcher
that was all painted ,and Fixed up and
pretended To be yung and lnnosunt would
want to Sell you a Glass eye that wasn't
the Color of ennybuddy's In the hole fam-bl- y

you would Get perswaided that we ot
to Have it AroundHhe house In Case'of
a nlmmurgency."

"Maw, you rong me," paw told her.
"You haven't enny charutty In your hart.
We need this Book. They are nothing
like fairy stories td teach, Chlldern how
rong It is not to be'Good. They are al-
ways a helthy morrul to fairy stories.
That's why I thot' we better Have it
around. Don't. worry about the cost. A
good Thing Is never Dear at enny price.
That's my motto."

A while after that Paw .was reading in
the Fairy book to me .And little albert
about a gurl that didn't Have good close
to walr nor cake with Frosten on to eat
and one day They was a fairy Took her
to a bewtlfie pallus..

GItcs Her the Keys.
They was one room in the pallus that

tho Little gurl never got a Chanct to look
in, and when the Fairy went away from
Home she gave the Little gurl the keys
and told her she could go Enny whalr
only In that Room.

So as soon as the Fairy turned the .next
Corner the gurl Took a peek In the Soom
where she had no BIzness and One of her
fingers got all Covered with gold. When
the Fairy came back she new what Hap-
pened by the gold Finger, but the gurl
sed she Didn't look In. Then she got sent
out In the Woods, where, she Had to live
all Alone for lyln', till ono day the King
came past and he loved her and she loved
him and they Got married.

After while they had a Baby, and the
fairy ast the queen If she was reddy to
Own up about Looking in the Room, but
the OUpn Wouldn't nn tha "EVilrv tnlr
the Baby. J

That happened Till three Babies got '

Mlnlsterliier Anjrels.
Bay, kids, I bin to 'earen.
I bet yer dat's de place;

Beooz I seed de angels, ,
Yah, slr-re- e, face t face.

"But dey alnt got no tedders,
Ner crowns, ner harps, ner wlngsi

'Co; dey's got keps and apruns.
An' lots o uddjr f lngs.

"Yez kno' Jest how I cunt here;
'Twas cor I 'It de car

Wilst loafln" In de o

Ter bet I seed a star. .

"An dat was all I cu'd see.
Until I struck dls shop, .

An den I seed a angel
A angel 'twarn't no cop.

"Tez bet I lt dat troll'y.
She kls't me on de mout

An' sed. 'Pore little fello.'
I wunn'r wot about? ,.

"Dere ain't no ting wot 'urts me,
Ceptln I lies In bed

Don't move no arms n'r nutt'n.
An al' my eyes Is red.

"An den de doctor seed me,
An tuk me rite up sta'rs;

An nex' a nice ol feller ',i
Stud by me sayin' pra'rs. ""'

"I heer"d '1m say. 'Our Fanler'
Like mudder us't, yer kno',

Tore her pitched In de river
One day, long time ago.

"Say. Jlmsez. wlsh't yer fellers
Cud see de grub, an" such.

An' stuf wat ladles glies me, - '
O, soy. It beats de Dutch!

"Der doctor med me sleepy,
I mos' forgot ter tell.

An' now he says dere's nutt'n ,

'Cept fer me ter get well. f
"I wunn'r wat's dls feelln'

I sees some angels more
An 'pears so. dat dey's different

Prom 'dose wat cum befoi'.
An' 'ere's one .runnln" quicker,

Er arms out like a wing
'Tls mudderl O, my mudder!"

And St. Luke's angels sing.
F. "W". S. In the Brooklyn Eagle.

"Be Gospel Ship In SalllnV
De gospel ship Is sallln

She's got a heavy load!
Don't let yo faith be failln'

Believers, Jump on bo'd!
But. please. Laird, see de owner
Don't take us folks for Jonah, ,

Kaxe overbo'd
Will go de load--So,

come, believers, come on bo'd! j--

De gospel ship is sallln
She got de big

Believers, what is allln'T
Believers, Jump on bo'd!

But, please, Lawd, see de owner,
Don't take us- folks for Jonah, .

Kaze overbo'd
Will go de load--So.

come. bel!e'ers, jump on bo'd!
F. L. S. In the Atlanta Constitution.
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tooken away By the Fairy and the peeple
were Going' to Burn the queen at? the
Steak, becoz they thot she killed the
children. Then she got scared when' the
fire commenct to make holes In Her silk
stockens and give her "the Prickeiye Heat,
and when the fairy Came along the'.Queen
hollered out:

"Save me. fairy, save me. You gessed
rite the first Time. I done it. I'm gilty."

Then the fairy put out the .Fire and
gave the Queen her chlldern back, and
she and the King Got happier than enny-bud-

else on Erth.
"So," paw says, "you see that's what

hapens to peeple when They don't Tell
the truth. If the little gurl wouldn't of
Looked in the roormlt would of been best,
but that would of Been too mutch to ex-

pect .from ennybuddy That was agoing
to gro Upito be a woman, some day."

"Yes," little Albert says "but s'posen
she wouldn't ot Lied about It?"

"Then she could of Lived with the fairy
all the Time,"" paw says.'and wouldn't of
never had to be sent out In the woods
alone or neerly Got burnt at the steak."

"But how could she of got to
If she wouldn't of lied?" Little-alber- t ast.
.Paw looked kind 'of scared at Maw, and

she says:
"Yes, and If She would of Told the truth

In the First place how could .she ever of
Got to Be the mother of the Babies and

lived so Happy with them and The k,Ing?
Where-does- . the morrul. come In," paw?" i

"What's the yoose trying to Bring enny .

Romants, Into this fambly?" paw sed. j

"Sutch things can't be understood by pee-- ,

pie That haven't enny poetry In their
sole." , f ' ,

iThen he Threw the Book on the table
and it broke the t Frame ofu,the new
Glasses he got, last week. AftermawGot
bo she could Speak again she ast: .
'"Where, does the morrul come In, paw?

You haven't, told us yet?" j

Then paw stood up and looked solium
at maw awhile "and Pressed, his lips

Like if he was trying to Keep
sumthlng backhand prltty soon he says:

"Where's my-cle- Underdose? I want
to take a., Bath!" Georgie, In Chicago
Times-Heral- d.

"GESILTDHEIT."
Blxby'a III Lnclc In Explaining Hovr j

to Prononnce ICinn Clinn.
"That fallow Blxby 1svth derndct chap

I ever see fer gettln hold o' new fancied
notions. He came over t'other mornln'
with his newspaper in his hand, an' sozee.

Andre's Ride to Pont-dn-la- c.

Wtien Andre rode to
With all his raiders at his back,
Mon DIeu! the tumult in the town!
Scarce clanged tho great portcullis down
Ere' In the i sunshine gleamed his spears
And up marched all hlB musketeers.
And far and fast In haste's array,.
Sped men to fight and pi tests .to pray;
In every street a barricade
Of aughUthat lay. to hard was mado;

' From ever' house, a man was told
Nor Quittance given to young or old;
Should, youth be spared or age bo slack .

When Andro rode to

nhen Andre rede to Pont-du-l-

With all his ravening velvet-pac-

The mid fake was a frozen road
"Unbending to the cannon's load, t

No warmth the sun had as It shone.
The kino were stalled, the birds were gone;
Like wild things seemed the shapes of fur
"With which was every rtrejt astir.
And over all the huddling crowd .. ,
The thick breath hung a solid cloud
Boof, road and river; all were white.
Men moved benumbed by day by night ,

The boldes. durst-n- ot bivouac . ,"

When Andro rode to - j

When- - Andre" rode "to Pont-du-l-

Te scarce copld stem his swift attack,
A halt, a cheer, a bugle call
Like wild cats they were up the wall.
But still as each man won the town
We tossed him from the ramparts down;

And when atlast the stormers quailed
And back the assassins shrank assailed.
Like wounded wasps that still could sting,
Or tigers that had missed their spring.
They would not fly, but turned at bay
And fought It out all tho .dylnsf day;
Sweet saints! It was a crimson track
That Andre left by Pont-du-la-

When Andre rode to Pont-du-la-

Said he: "A troop of girls could sack
This huckster town that hugs its hoard
But wlsts not how to wield a sw,ord."
It makes my blood warm now to know
How soon Sir Cockerel ceased tocrow.
And how 'twas my sure dagger point'
In Andre's harness found a joint;

For I. who now am old, was young.
And strong the thews were, now unstrung.
And deadly though our danger then,
I would that day were back again; , -

Ay, would to God that day were, back
When Andre rode to Pont-du-la-c,

A H. Beesly In Longman's Magazine.

HI Type-writer- .

1 Have a new
Andd it is my de;lght

to patter on it gailY -

And write, and write, and wrltef
It aldss mB in my laborrsO

When Im in WorklNG .vejn
It makeS A GREat ImprovEmentH .

i write So veRT pLatn.

It operates soswIFtlTS
that when yOu find you're sTUck;;)

and CannotT flNd the lettier
Justfljab and trusT to Iuck6$)T -- ..

It's Easy VEry eaSy
To opeRAte lt'then r.:?O&0

Now where on earthls that, colon?

XX XXX X xxxGiro me my ink and pen!
Baltimore American.

IMooks. like them Germans was goln' to
keep, a tight hold on Kee'ahoo-Chaho-

" 'Gesundhelt,' sez my daughter Llza-bet- h.

She's been takln' a term In German
atvth high school, an they always sez
'gesuihdheit' when a feller sneezes, jest
fer politeness.

" T said th' Germans wuz goln to hold
on to Keeahoo-Chahoo,- ", lez Blxby again.

" These dern Summer colds ain't no
Joke.' sez I. An' then his face sot red,

1 an' he stiffened up.
" 'Keeaho-Chaho- o. he sez once more.
" 'it seems a leetle early fer hay fever,'

sea L " "

I " 'I'll bet you call it 'Cow-Cow- ,' he
sez with a sneerin' sniff.
-- " 'No, I don't,' sez I. 'Thet may be
th iatin fer It,' sez I, 'but I stick to
"hay fever' every tlmo."

" I ain't sneezln',' said Blxby, lookln'
blackern thunder.

" 'Wot wuz you doln'? sez L
- " 'I was givin' you th' correct .pern'm-clatlo- n

of 'Keeachoo-Chahoo- ." he snorts.
" There you go again, I sez.
"My, but he was mad clean through!
" 'I'.m givin' you th .strickly correck

pernunclatlon of of the Chinese word
right there,' he sez, an shoved his paper

j Up against my nose. ,
"I looked at th' name he wuz plntln

out, an' It wuz Ivlau-Chau- .'

" 'Well.' I sez, kind o' sarcastic like,

A MATTER OF FORM

"Why doss Miss Passee object to bathing?"
i "Oh! it's merely a matter of form."

'th' nex' time you 'come over here talkln'
Chinese you better hang out a flag with
a dragon or suthln' on It'. Th' fact is,'
sez I, 'th' way you put it we ain't none
of us bright enuff over here to tell Chi-
nese fiom catarrh!' "Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

MR. 'McMURTY GETS WARM.

Resents Well - Meant Interference
With His Affair.

Over on the West Side a certain large
apartment-hous- e faces a corner where a
tumble-dow- n frame house squats In tie
middle of the lot, and rooft. in Jimmy
McMurty and his family. We may call
the apartment-hous- e jthe Ruskin. Those
who lived in It last Summer wondered
why McMurty's corner was not sold to,
the ragman, for it was clothed In rags
from head to heel.

There was no fence, but plenty of tall
weeds and scrubby bushes, and thee
caught every rag and paper and string
that came around the block, and never
hauled down a flag once it was up. On
that lot there were samp e o wrapping

Alonf? the Road to Pelcln.
All along .the road to Pekln there's a chorus

j In the air.
From., the .throats of many nations, march-

ing.' amicably thero.
Oh, the patriotic odor of old schweltzer-cas- e

- and. cheese
Where thet"Wacht nm Rheln" Is yielding to

a wild Teutonic wheeze
"Dere'H pe eln hot time In der oldt town to-- i

night alnd't It?"

Sweet, the Springtime breeze Is blowing from
. " the silent paddv-fleld- .

Where thev overloaded land a j early crop of
i heathen jlelds. '

There's, the breath of sweet Italia In the
1 jsong' the zephyrs sing;

Apd thet soft Campania cadences mo3t lan-- t
.gonrpusly ring

"Da-l- l ''he--a hotta Jtlme-- a in da old town-- a

tonlght-a!- "

And where the road Is rocky and the moujlk
"faints 'with toll-W- here

the5Jsrdenfeldt and Maxim mingle In
in wjld turmoil

Where the reek of sweating horses rises In a
lrilsty wreath, ,

You will , hear the burly Cossack hiss the
'chorus through his teeth

"There'll besky a hotowltch tlmesky in the
4 tonlghtowitz-kowski!- "

And, cheek and Jowl wltn Yankee lads, with
measured step and true.

Beneath the Union Jack and Yankee Old Red,
White and Blue,

Brave Tommy Atklns echoes Brother Jonath-

an-and bawls
A chorus wild and cheery aB a storm of bugle

calls
'There'll be a 'ot time hln the hold town

tonight!"-

Oh, the marchlnz of the nations! Let the
i Future show Increase

In the amity fraternal that shall bring a
"' lasting peace!

Let the marching of the nations 'neath a
common flag unfurled.

From .a noble federation that shall pacify the
world!

L. O. Reese In Los Angeles Times.

Practice vs. Prencftins.
It Is easy to sit In the sunsnlne

And"talk to the man in the shade."
It1 is easy to float In a boat.

And point ou.t the places to wade. '
But once we pass Into the shadows

We murmur and fret and frown,
And our length from the bank, we shout for a

plank.
Or throw up our hands and go- - down. .

It is easy to sit In your carriage
And counsel the man on foot:

But and walk, and you'll change your
talk.

As you feel the peg In your boot.

It Is easy to tell the toller
How best he can carry his pack:

But no one can rate a burden's weight
Until it has been on his back.

The mouth ot pleasure .

Can rreac'h of sorrow's worth:
But give It a sip, and a wryer lip

Was never made on earthl
"Ella Wheeler Wilcox in New York Journal.

paper from every department house In
the',clty, cast-o- ff corsets, old aprons, dish-

cloths, newspapers, blood-staine- d papers
that had wrapped fresh meat, and bush-
els "ot strings and tags and bobtails.

One day last June some women who
lived in the Ruskln had a meeting and
talked up a plan for getting the McMurty
corner cleaned. Enough money was sub-

scribed to hire it done, but who would
bell the cat? Who would go over and
ask permission of McMurty to Invade the
sanctity of his private premises? For
Jimmy was known to have a temper, and
two sides to his Irish .tongue.

Mrs. Brown and Mrs. Johns drew the
black beans, and at once went and laid
the case before the head of the McMurty
family. At first Jimmy yielded to the
smooth persuasiveness of the women "1

( am always that soft with the wlmmln, I
I am"), but pretty soon the gist of the
j tiling got into his stomach, and he grew

a little red In the face and stood np a
little higher over his collar.

"Ladles," he said, clearing his threat,
haughtily, "ladles, I have lived in this
warrud twlnty-wa- n years, and niver
wance have I tuk help from man, woman
or goat. I conthract me own debts, and

j nay for me own bills. NIver, wance have
j I asked for drink, or clothes, or bed

quilts. I am a self-trad- e man, and me
children are self-ma- children, and the

equals of enny kids that attlnd to the
MacMaster's School. We tidies up our bit
yarrud whin the day comes, and exc'.pt

no intherferln from people that live up an
elevator, where the only yarrud there Is,
is the dirt they carry up on their feet.

"Go home and swape under the beds,"
.said he, "and I'll arrange my own prcm- -
jsf 2. , Will ye look at the dfrty rag on
'that bush?" ThaVs the besi-curtai- from
one o' the parlor winuovfe of the Rus- -
klhg, got loose and blowed over here
this jnornln'. "Mrs. --McMurty would scorn
it for a dish clout. We Intend to hire It
picked off, for wc wouldn't touch It with
a poker, for fear o hlackln' It up. Go
home and swape under"

But the women had gone, and the Mc-
Murty lather' lit his pipe and at down
on the doorstep. Chicago Times-Heral- d.

' WAIT TILL HE MEETS HIM!

Brldcprroom LooUi:tjr for Reveitce on
'lllf "Bent Mnn."

"I'm looking for that best man of
mine," said the newly married man sav-
agely. "When we 'meet there Is going

I to be bloodshed! What Is the matter?

Flnii.
Writ on a ruined palace In Kashmir:
"The end Is nothing, and the end Is

Where re the voices kings wre glad, to. hear?
Where 'now the 'feast, the song, the" bayadere?
The end Is nothing, and the end is near

And jonder lovely rose; alas, my dear!
See the November, jrarden, rank and drear;
The end' Is nothing, and the end Is near.

See! how the raindrop mingles with the mere.
Mark! how the age devours each passing year;
The end is nothing, and the end Is near.

forms rise and grow and wane and disappear,
The life allotted thee Is now and here;
Tho end Is nothing, and .the end Is near.

The death shroud waits thee, and the dark-pall-

bier,
Alas, sweet ejes and bosom tender, dear;
The tolling bell, the dropping earth I hear;
The end is nothing, and the end Is near.

Then vex thyself no more with thought austere;
Take what thou canst while thqu abidest here.
Seek finer pleasures each returning year;
The end Is nothing, and the end Is near.

Bind not thyself 'too much to earthly gear.
But eat the bread of life and take good cheer.
And drink the wine of life and have no fear;
The end is vision, and the end Is near.

Joy Is the Lord, and Lojejhls charioteer:
Be tranquil and rclolclnaHtd&.mv dear!
Shun the wild seas, falSMpn the breakers

The end Is vision, and the"end Is near.

Ah! banish hope and doubt, regret and fear.
Check the say laugh, but dry the Idle tear.
Search! Is the light within thee burning clear?
The end Is fslon, and the end Is near.

List to the wisdom learned of saint and seer!
The, living Lord Is Joy, and peace his sphere;
Rebel no more! throw down thy shield and

spear.
Surrender all thyself; true life is here;
The end is vision, and the end is near.

Forget not this, forget not that, my d,earl
'Tls all and nothing, and the end Is near.

Pall Mall Budget.

"Sen' Down Mo' Snow!"
Hit des so hot on ever han

You dunno what-- ter go;
En now hit's hard ter onderstan'
How ever. In dls Georgy Ian

We folks could growl at snowl

But dat de way wid people! 'j.

Can't please 'em, nigh or low
De Summer sun
He make 'em run,

En holler loud ,fer snow!

De dusty Illy hangs his head
De sun shine on him so;

- De Vi'Iet he Is des half-dea-

Bo Rose so hot his face that red!
Good Lawd, sen' down mo snow!

But dls ongrateful people
Can't please 'em, high or low;

De Summer sun
He make 'em run
En holler loud fer, snow!

F. L. S. in the Atlanta Constitution.

Matter enough! Didn't my wife and I
plan for two months to have our wedding
trip to ourselves and not be bothered by
a lot of grinning strangers who think it
funny to nudge one another whenever a
newly married couple appear on the
scene. And didn't that fool of a best
man. just to be smart, go and upset all
our cherished plans, and have us followed
around like a couple of prise monkeys
in a dime museum?

"We managed to smuggle our trunks to
the depot without having them tied alt
ftvur with rlhhnn nnrt other fool

' things, and that was victory number one.
Then, after we were married and every
one was waiting on the front porch with
rice and old shoes to throw at us, and
make us feel miserable, we managed to
slip through the back door and get away
without their knowing it. That was vic-
tory number two, and we thought that
that ended It, as we had carefully
planned to act like old married folks on
our wedding trip, and there was not the
slightest doubt about our being success-
ful If we had been left alone.

"But what did that fool of a best man
' go and do but wire the hotels where we

Intended staying that we had just been
married and to give us the best the
house afforded. Oh, yes, we had a perfect-
ly lovely time! But when I meet that
best man I expect to have a better time!"

Detroit Free Press.

BROWS AND HIS NEW BIKE.
He Thinks of Getting Oat n. Book of

Bicycle Information.
Look out for the man with the new

bicycle. He may staft in to tell you all
about it. The man with the new baby,
tho man with the smart boy, and the
man who has Just invented a new kind of
machine to prevent whlskaderos from
blowing out the gas, all get out of the
way, when the man with the brand new
bike rolls In on his wlndjammed rubber
pipes.

Perclval Brown has one of them, with
'steen pjitent attachments on It. There
Is a wonderful lamp to begin with that
would set Aladdin on the keen jump, if
It ever caught his eye. This lamp throws
the moon and stars all in the shade and
makes the rlsinfe sun look like a total
eclipse. Then It has a steel spring,

buck-'em-o- ff brake on the
hind wheel and a on the
front wheel that puts a Westlnghouse air
brake back on the Ice wagon.

Brown's wheel has everything but intel-

lect. An educated p!g isn't In It with that
bike, when It comes to a question of

If Brown forgets to jiggle his
feet, do you suppose that wheel stops?
Not much. It .goes right ahead sawing
wood until It comes to an upgrade, then If
Percy doesnvfv:5y.ake up, the wheel, In-

stead of runplng,back downhill again,
just puts on Its awn brake, deposits him
on the ground "and then lies down. Smart
wheel. Isn't It?

Kcepi III in Bony.
Perclval has something like 363 friends,

and in telling them about the wheel and
i answering the numerous questions, it

keeps his mouth so dry that he has to
buy drink tickets by the package.

The other day he struck a hard gratt.
He had just come In from a redhot scorch
to the cliff and back, without a stop ex-

cept for refreshments, and was going In
to flah' one of his tickets on a man with
a poker face and a white apron, when
a cornhUsker from the Interior stopped
him, saying: "Yer chain's off, Mister!"

This was what P. B., Esq., liked. Itgave
him a splendid chance to explain that
the chain was not off, but that the man
was, and then to follow that up with a
special verbal edition of "The Chalnleas
Bike and How to Work It."

After P. B. had nearly completed telling

Little p.

Thouqh she was only a shepherdess,
Tending the meekest of sheep,

Never was African leopardess
Crosser than Little

Even apathetic. Impassible
People described as "That

Wayward, contentious, irascible.
Testy, cantankerous brat!"

Yet. as she dozed In a grotto-llk- e

Sort of a kind of a nook.
She was so charmingly Watteau-Iik-

What with her sheep and. her crook,
"This Is a dryad or nymph,",' any

Person would probably think.
Poets pronounced her a symphony

AH In the palest of pink.

Thus It was not enigmatical ,
That tho young shepherd who first

Found her asleep In ecstatlcal
Sighs of felicity burst.

Such was his sudden beatitude
That, as he peeped at her so,

Daphnls gave vent to this platltudal
"My! Ain't she elegant, though!"

Roused from some dream of Arcadia,
Little p. with a start.

Answered him: "I ain't afraid o' yer!
P'r'aps you imagine you're smart!"

Then he received such a. blow as ha
Never entirely forgot.

Weep for a page of sweet poesy
Stained with this horrible blot!

All of it's true, every word of It.
I was not present to peep.

But If jou ask how I heard .of it,
Please to remember the sheep.

There Is no need of excuse. You will
See how such scandals occur.

If you recall Mother Goose, you will
Know what they were.

Moral: That Daphnls was blamable
Probably you will deny,

Calling Irreclaimable,
Crjlng reproachfully, "Fie!"

But make a careful Inspection If
Thus to conclusions you'd leap;

He must have made some reflection If
She saw a little beau peep!

Saturday Evening Post.

Manfnl Doctrine.
To get the good of living

You can't go mincing round
First at this and then at that.

In nothing earnest found;
Lov well, hate well, when you've fixed your

mind;
Work well, play woll. Just as you're in-

clined;
But do a thing as If it were the only thing

on earth.
For a life that's worth the living should be

lived for all it's worth!

To get the good of living
You've got to live outright;

Half way this and half way that
Makes your life a blight;

Stand well, fight well, for the creed you hold;
Win well, lose well, as your fate Is told:
For this Is manful doctrine, sound from cre-

ation's birth.
That a life that's worth the living should be

lived for all it's worth!
--St- Louis Republic
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the very unusual merits of his particular
brand of bike, the man from the moun-
tains got confidential and explained that
he had never ridden anything more com-
plicated than a donkey; that this machine
was the first one of the durned things
that he ever saw and had a chanst to
look at, and he wanted to know what that
hose pipe was on he wheels for.

That was getting back to, Jlrst princi-
ples, but Perclval wns patient, and ex-
plained the origin of the pneumatic tire
but when he came to telling about pump-
ing air Into It to Inflate the tire, It was
too much for the donkey man, who ex-
claimed:

"Gee. Mister, you don't mean to tell me
that you blow wind In there hard enou-j-
to make that hose pipe like that? I've
seen wind blow pretty hard, but I never
saw It blow quite as hard as a rock be-
fore. You can't fool me, stranger, if I
am from the hills."

Reqnlred Demonstration.
There was no other way to convince

him than to deflate the tire and then
pump It up again.

Thero was a good-size- d crowd around
by this time, and Brown was busy an-
swering questions about what made tho
wheels go round when tho cranks dldn t,
and what made the coaster brake work,
and how lie managed to get a whole eaa
factory into the size of a tomato can,
and why It burnt better the more water
you put on it, and why a (nra
with seven-Inc- h cranks and an S2 gear
made a better combination than a
frame, six-In- cranka and some other
kind of a gear.

The wtee guy with a blcvcle face gt
him Into dispute as to why a chain
wasn't better than a gear because you
could fix It yourself and though Percl al
admjtted that If a man really liked ty
spend 'his time fixing chains, hequgr--t

to have one. the wise guy was not con-
vinced and started an opposition lecture
on his own account. About that tIm- - a
policeman came up and ordered the while
crowd to move on.

On attempting to start, Brown found
that he had forgotten his bell, and that,
according to section 17, article 3 of f iol
rules and regulations for sasslng citizens,
he would have to walk until he got out
of sight of that prize-packa-

of humanity.
Now Brown Is working nights getting

up a hand book of explanations about bi-
cycles, commencing with, "Why don't
you fall off?" and running clear through
all of the mysteries of the wheel, ex"npt
the great and unsolvable one of how the
hothouse he Is going to pay the nine-
teenth weekly Installment of purchase
price. San Francisco Call.

MR. JTEDDLAR CAUSES TROCBLK.

Joins In n. Telephone Conversation,
With Dire Results.

When Mr. Meddlar tried to use his tele-pho-

a few days ago the "hello girl, '
probably dreaming of her social triumphs.
Instead of giving him the number he
called for, connected him with a line over
which a conversation already raged. Mr.
Meddlar had listened for only a moment
before he discovered that the line had a
very irascible female at one end of It
and a not overbright grocer's clerk at
the other, and that the lady's order was
being given somewhat tempestuously. He
therefore decided to facilitate the pro-
ceedings, and the wires began to heat up
in about this fashion:

Woman's voice And I want a. dozen
eggs; a dozen eggsunderstand?

Mr. Meddlar Yes, mum. Do you want
them fresh, mum?
.Woman's voice Of course, stupid!. Do

you take us for cheap folks?
Clerk's voice Yes, mum; a dozen eggs.
Mr. Meddlar Did you say a dozen or a

bushel, mum?
Woman's voice A dozen a dozen a

dozen. Idiot! And I want a bottle of
pickles. Got that?

Mr. Meddlar Yes, mum; a barrel of ol-

ives.
Clerk's voice Yes, mum; all right,

mum.
Woman's voice No, no. no. Oh. sugar!

A bottle of pickles. I said.
Mr. Meddlar Oh. yes. mum. Bxcune

me, mum, I was out with the boys last
night an am kinder twisted today. But
you know how It Is. mum. A barrel of
sugar, you said? All right, mum.

Woman's voice Can't you
hear, vou drunken booby? I say a. bottle
of pickles.

Mr. Meddlar You said sugar, mum.
Woman's voice I didn't. And If--
Clerk's voice What did you say that

last was, mum?
Woman's voice A bottle bottle bottle

of pickles pickles pickles.
Mr. Meddlar AH right, mum; three bot-

tles of pickles.
Woman's voice Oh. you fool! Well. let

It go at that. And I want two quarts of
vinegar.

Mr. Meddlar You don't need It, mum.
Woman's voice What'B that?
Mr. Meddlar Sugar's what you ned,

mum. and lots of It.
Woman's voice Oh, If I only had you

here, you you you
Mr. Meddlar That's right, mum. U V

Use lots of It.
Woman's voice Gurgle! Gasp! ChoUe'

Choke! Gasp! Gurgle!
Clerk's voice Beg pardon, mum, but I

didn't catch that last. Please repeat 1.
mum.

Woman's voice You Impudent imp! Yon
tadpole! You shrimp!

Mr. Meddlar Fresh or canned, mum
Woman's voice Oh, wait till I get my

hands on you! I'm coming round there
this Instant. You Just wait!

Mr. Meddlar All right, mum. How are
all the folks?

Then the 'phone was furiously rung off
It sounded to Mr. Meddlar as If It had

been wrung off the wall entirely and.
with a beatific smile gamboling over his
countenance, he resumed his seat at his
desk and began drafting his report as
president of the local Christian Endeav-orer- s.

Alex Ricketts In the Smart Set.

Wny He Looks at It.
"I's done took a heap o' trouble ter een'

dat gal ter school," said Miss Miami
Brown's father.

"Is she gettln' educated?"
"I should say so. You Jes orter hear

Iwr recite TJnduh de Spreadm' Chestnut
Tree, an" Tell Me Not in Mo'nful Num-
bers.' an some er de res o dat wite-di- a.

lept ptftry-- " Washington Star.


