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Man Behind the Button, .

e have henrd the thrilling rtory
Of tbw man behind the gun;

We're appinuded him ant marveled
At the wnnders be bas done;

But the feaciess hero's glory
Is forgotten—pit sway—

Ané the rman bebind the bottos
Is In evidenoe today.

Lat uws candidly a~koowiecdge
The shnrmos del we owe

Te that patiest, plodding tofler,
The good man behind the hoe:

Lot us give Qur praise and credit
To the man b the pilow,

But the man behind the htton -
Comes to save the Nallon now,

O, the hero's Bl s nesded
¥hen the cipufls aof war descend,
Awnd upen the sturdy taller
Walplity matte=rn rtill depend,
Bt how long. O frirnd and brother,
Cogld cur institutions stand
IT the man behind the hurron
Wore oot rampant in the Iand?
=8 E Kivr in Chimags Times-Herald

UNITED STATES INVADED,

iNomenclature of New England’s
Lakrs, Rivers and Towns Wipes

Out a Forelgn Host.

—

Before & Turkish tewn
The Husslans came,

And with huge cannon
M4 bomberd the same.

They got up close

And rained fat bombshells down,
Ard blew out evory

Yowel in the tows.
And then the Tyurio,

Fscoming acmewhat sad,

Burrendered every

Copsonnnt they hed.

—lrorentll of Kansan.

hsd bess reading the wwar newe—
hie, youth from the East; she, the
girl gmduate Her pretty mouth was
puckered and bher face was skewed as
though =he had the topthache,

“And 4 you redlly think the Chiness

Thes

ihe

will espture Tane Chin, Te:e S8Sin, or
whatever Tol-e-n3-=)-n s called™ nhe
guspasd. “Oh, thoke horrd forelgn names!
Whs don't they have thelr wars ln =ome
<ivillzed country, 80 we can talk about
them ™

“in this country, for Instasce™ be
axked

*Why, »es, even bhere. Wnrs are bad
enough anywhers, but sursly they would
e
words were speaignble.”

Tt dom't mind,” the
paid, “I'0l tell you a Nitle story about a
war that the historians missed—purpose-
Iy, I'm afrald: for, like you, perhape they
Nke the simple words,

“Omee upon a time a wicked German
whe came from a town with M syllatles
Taleed ermy 10 Invaide the Unlted
Siutex. He had for his Generals, an Eng-
lshman, n Frenchman, a Turk, & Ruos-
wlan, & Pole. and great soldiers from all
over the world. including a Fifl Islander
or two. The Germiun was a cunning man,
and he Inid his pians well, knowing that
the VYankees were & smart people His
army more than cutnumbered all the peo-
¥ie in the United States, and each soldier
wiks armed with n saber 10 fee! long.

Fleet Sets Sail.

"The German chariered all the =hips In
The worlid, and stocked them with enough
provislions to last for a century. Then
with & oruel beer that all great warriors
wear. he gave the order to sall.

“Across the Atiantic the great Seel
came, &nd Yot there was no ocommation
in Washingion. Not a cltizen was called
to arms. pnd the men with army beef to
eell plraded in vain with the Presldent to
prepare for the invasion. Bat the
Jdemt oty snill=d provokingly. snd sald he
come out all right.
ng the great war fleet, with
of men, resched the Maine
there was groat shouting and

¥ou

Atn wmiilio
whore

rejolting when the invaders fousd that
no army was on hund to meet them. They
bad expected to fight their way to Wash-
ington, and? now found that It would only
be a tritmphal parade. The men were
bundied off the transports, snd brfore
sight all the army had taken wup the
march to nierior.

“The i £t the army pitched It=

camy ot the banks o»f Pamedecook Lake.,

anfl on ceeding nighix It camped by
Jakes rmschene, Schoodle, Besboo:ls,
Bauawpa and T'mbagog, At Lake I'm-
bagng many of the mrn were taken il
bt not one of the 10,000 wise doctors who
scosmpanied the invading hosts could tell
what was the matier. Ayt updaunted |

the army marchai on.

“On the soven day the army forded
Capriptac and catta Rivers, and
many thre mon v v they rracherd the

other sldes drapped 10 the ground and ded,
The army pushed on and forded the Pis-

cntanguis and Passadumkrag Rivers, and |

mare men died. The doctors went 1o the
wicked German and tmplored him to eall
s halt Flze per ornl of the men were
aiready dead. and not & shot had been
fired

Army Is Divided,

“The halt was called, and the srmy was
dividrd Into 1 sections of 1.0 N) men
each. Each division waz ordeted to go
it way and search for a henlthful clime
where the srmy could assemble and re-
cCuperate

“The Firet Mivislon camped by Lake Al-

Ingpuash, the Second by Lake Baskahegan,
he M by Lake Chesuncock, the
Fourth by Lake Mattawamakeag, the
Fifth b Lake Medybemns. the Sixth by
Lake Jo Marr, the Seventh by Lake Mil-
Inokett, the Eichth br Lake Moostncma-
guntic, thr Ninth by Lake Mnolechunke-
munk, and the Tenth by Lake Nickatous.
H oy it wrre bastily thrown up and by
might 1wy were full, dut Ty the next
day another § per ceat of the army bad
aied

“The wicked Grrman tore Ms Bair in
@lenay and ardered 4 of the doctors ex-

ecuted But even killlng the doctors
aidn’t serm to improve the Mealth of the
srmy. =0 he directed his men to break

cionp and take up the march On the in-
wadrrs went, through Androscozgin, Ken-
pebet, Penchsool, Flecatagquis and Sago-
daboc Counties, and onch duy more men

robbed of part of thelr horrore If the

young man |

Presi- |

disd, 1] 20 per cent of the army had per-
1zhed

“Phen the army came to and forded
Kennebasiz, Magalloway and Narragua-
gus Rivers, More men gove despairing
eries and blt the earth that soldiers taste
but once. Half of the army was gone and
the enemy had not been sighted,

“The Chimgquamabamtook River barred
the progress’ of the terror-riricken sur-

vivors, but havidg no alternative they
pilunged baldly In and swam to the other
shore. At the roll eall that night 1,000,000
more men falled to answer,

“By this thme the army had made Itv |
way out of the wilderness and in its haste |
to reach, some ife-giving clime passed
quickly through the towns of Macwahoo,
Mattacceunk, Montsweng, Muncongus,
Oesinee. Pin Hook, Presumpscott, Purgs-
tery Mills, Sheep Nuddle and Witopitlock
without firlng a =zhot. Men were Ay¥ing
at such an alsrming rate that only one-
quarter of the army was left.

Take te Balloons.

“The wicked Goarman ordered out tha
balloons and all the men boarded them.
i High In the alr they went, and when they
| came down they found themselven on the
| bank of Jobbish River, Massachusetts.
| Men eontinued to perish the same as be-
fore, »o as & last resort, the German or-
dersd that skiffs be built and that the
men take to the Inland water,

“Chiu>unagungmayug, Asswompset,
| Asnyconch and other ponds were- trav-
| ereed, and there the frontle =o'dlers vis-
It~i such Isiands as Chappaguidick, Po-
nikese, Nomamesset, Nanotucket and
Turkenuck. A week was= spent on the
| water, and the peventh day saw every
‘ mnn dead except the wicked German who

came from & town of ten aylinbles,
| '“"When the army beef men heard that
| the German had left for home In one nf
his balloons thry asked the President how
it all happened. The President smiled
contentadly and sald:

" “They fell Into cur trap. They're ac-
customed to simple words, you know, and
they choked to death on our names.’

“So, you ses, we're quite as Impregnable
| a» the heathen Chinse, with all his wails
and barbarism."—Chleago Tribune.

"

KNEW A THING OR TWO.

Religlous Editor Glves a Leason to
n Youthfnl Confrere.

The religious editor was invelgied Into
attending his first buseball game in maony
moons one day inst week. His host wans
ths fourth assisiant sporting editor, who.

! in his verdant youthfulness, hod taken
compasgsion on his venernble asaoclate,
whom he thought, by coaxing him away
from the monotonous grind of his chosen
path, to show a bit of life, The religfous
editor wosn't exactly rusty on the Na-
tional game, for he was not alwayvs a
churchman, =0 to speak, but the feurth
assistant had not been long In the busl.

I:.ﬂm nml he simply took It for granted
thut the rellglous editor was as forelgn
to spor: as high balls are to a prohi-
hMtlonist.

| The particular game the religioue edl-

| tor had besn Invited to witness was that
| of Tuesday lost betwren the New Yorks
and Brookiyns, “becauss,” =ald the
fourth asslstant. “those two outflis al-
wAYS put up a warm argument.'
Arrived at the grounds, the fourth as-
sietant condooted s guest with all
honors to the reporters’ box and -placed
him next to the bascball reporter, with

fhtnebnll reporter.
! and the similarity of the name with the

| spomded the fourth assistant, suavely.

the whispered a=ide: “I'm bringing the

"“See that big guy over there? The
ona who looks llke Tim Woodruff om
sitits. That's Duke Farrell, tha Duke of
Mariboro, you know.'

He Wos “On"
“Quite n titled personnge,” remarked
the religious editor, with a wink to the
“0Oh, yea. He lives at Mariboro, Mass,,

English dukedom won him the title,” rTe-

*“Say.” whispered the religlous editor to
the baseball reporter, “what do you think
the Broolks' Are they a
2 to 1 proposition, or will I keep off,”

“Get your bet down quick, old man;
It's a cineh,® replied the baseball re-

porter.

»“What was that you sald? Two to 1
that New York wins?" asked the religious
edltor, turnbmg to the fourth assistant

“Yan™

“T'll take 1"

*YTou!" almost shouted the horrifled as-
aistant.

“Yes,'I'm out for excitement today, and
I can stand a dollar, particularly as it's
a clnch."

The latter part was spoken too low
for the assistant to hear,

- =

rmm--mmamm

Money Up.
By this time the Brookiyns had added |

don't you think?’

And the fourth assistant replied: “As-
suredly. Captaln’ Davis ought to know
better than to try a young twirler on
2 team lke Brookiyn.” .

**Then he ought to lose™ :

“Bure.” {

“And you giws It up™
- ~Bure.""

“All right Say (to the baseball re-

porter), gim'me that threa I'll go home."
Apd he went.—! Eagle.

«“PAW" DONS A SHIRTWAIST.
Then He Blames “Maw” for Letting
Him Wear It Ountdoors.
When paw came Home a few days Ago

ell het up he sed:
“At last tho men are Getting soma com-

IN CHAMPION RACING FORM.

RESULTS OF A SEASON'S TURF CAMPAIGN,

*Who, s the gentleman with the auburn |
halr over thers?”

“That’s Hughey Jennings, the greantest
first baseman of them all, Tnfortunate-
Ir. he hae a split thumb and cannot
play.”

“And that' young lad with the wee
smile?*

“That's Willy Keeler, the chnmpion
knocker af the leagus.™

“Champlon knocker ™'

*“Yes. That's German for batter.,” aald
the fourth as=sistant, and the religious
editor winked again.

At length the game began and the New

Yorks qulekly secured a Fead of 5 to L.

“Pshaw!" sald the fourth asxistant, *'I
gurss we'ra due for a licking tedny. It's
a2 to 1 shot.”

“Whnt do you mean?' Inquired the re- |

ligious editor, blandly.
“T'll bet 2 to 1 that New York wine''

L
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| Cruel Lass!

Alns,
Boftly na a sllken bianket,
Trimmed with reid-rdown, the sun roys
®'ell wpon the San Juan Valley
Touching up the mapid river

With the dreamy glints 1t glintcd

| Till & emilea as =miles tho baby

When the cunning little angeis
Whisper to it in 1ts slumbmr

Birds were singing i the tree tops,
Butterfiles were matching coloms

Of the wings they were so proud of,
TWith the pretty Sommer flowers,

Breesrs whispersd alry greetinga,

To the murmor of the watrrs.

Anéd from down the peaceful valley,
Clemr a3 notes of brass-tongued bugle,
Came the tones of old man Walker,
Calling up hin pige to luncheon.

Fernando!

Down 8 Oower-bords=red pathway,
Like a sorite of alry beauty,
Bathing In the slivery sunahine,
iMuch preferring It to water),
Wandered Gladys-of-the-Btar-Eyen:
| Wandrred slowly, softly singing,
“Take Tour Clothes and Geo!" Then quickly
Closed she up ber music throttie,
As the song bird when “tia startisd,
Chops o strain off in the middle;
Paused and gared adown the valley
At & figure strolilng up It
“Ah, “tis he! ‘O be!™ she murmured,
“Yes, It !s |ndeed his he-ness
Coming for the promised answer
Which he thisks will send him scaring
Up toward the gitea of glory!
Little recks he that ‘twill plungs him
in the straming reulagatawny,”
Den Pernmando Screaming-Eagle
Lit & smils and cume (o meet Fer.
Relzed ber hand, but ehe regained It
Teied to kisa her, but she gucksd him.
Sprend his brawny arm to hug her,
Hut she used tha Corbett alde-step,
And guite skilifully escapsd bkim:
Thea she epmice:

!

*xNo demonstration,
Eyether muscular or In tho
Line of hot-iip oeculation
Goes with me today, Pemando:
Metaphorically spesking
I must coldly spow you under—
Pust the rweet hallocination
That with subtie mystic power
Metamorphosed we two wWe-uns
Far the nonos from early belnge
Inte cherublmic dreamers
lLoafing “round the gates of hesven!
| Now that rhapsodalsic viston
OFf ptherem] abstraction
S0 almtroselr diametric
In its sangminary ethics
Has, I fear, abegustulated;
Fies s throme vacated leaving
My cardiac apparatus
in fts primal oid eondition
Anfl this squawiet has
That she'll never wed an Injun
Who bas far moes jove for poker
Than he has for erwdition:
Who prefers the trips of buflock
To the hot bakind bean of culture,
Fare you welll So jong, Feroandol
Tanish' Ta-ta! Skip the gutier!
Fratus quo, nil desperanduam!
Honey-swat-gqul-Molite Epeapcer!™
And B O6d In wild confusion
Thinking ber non compos mentis,

Till be loarned that through the Sommrer
Ebe had cealed amd dome the wasrhing
For a longiess grat from Bosonm.

l ~=—Deaver Fost.

|

The Shirt Waist Man.

Behold me,
Contless and cool;
I am the shirt walst man
And It T don't
Take the rag o the bush,
I; take the comt
Off my baek
And fing it
In the face of conventlooality.
What do 1 care
It PFashioz
Plisa the porspiration
Up knes dien
Cm thrs backa
Of coated men?
It doesn’t monkey with me,
For I yank off my ccat
And Fashion
Chases Itself out of my
Kelghborhood,
And lraves me
Cool !
As a cucumber.
0Of  course
My shirt walst
Isn't cut according
To the pattern
Of the lady shirt walst
And it Imeks
Flufl and puff
And fucbelow
And has a
Buperfiuity of narrative
Prrhaps,
But it gets thera
Just the same,
And I am comfortable
While Jhose
Coated with conventionallty
Bweatl and swear
And kiek holes
in the Wenther Bureau
And lose thelr tempems
In &n overfiow of temperntuge
The shirt waist man
Isn't & recognised institution
Just yet,
But he's the coming man
And the Rot wealther
Brings him out
Az It does the tassels
On a fleld of comn
Apnd soon the strests
WHI blossom with him,
Not altngether
A thing of beauty,
But verily & jor.
During the heated term.
That's me,
The shirt walst man,
And aalons
As 1 keep cool
Conventionality
May o to thunder.
=W. J. L. in the New York Sum
e e ———

Time of Trinl

I try to bear pp an® be cheerful;
1 pever could feel much esteem

Fur the man who is gloomy an' tearfel
Desplsin’ each rlram.

But sunshine, though good in small doson,
Kin fret ue an" make us afraid,

An' I tire of the boes an’ the roses
When it's ninety degrees in the shade.

You're wastin' your Breath, youw're singin’.
"Bout begutiful Summer to me,

An' the dalsies so lavishiy springin®,
An' the warbissome bing In the tree.

An & rade, 1 kin hear any tople
Discussed without bein” dlemayed—

But I git out-an -out misanthrople
When It's ninety degrees in the shade

anather run to their Bxlly, but the fourth [
assistant would not show the white
feather and the money. wan turned over
to the baseball editer by the religious |
editor with the remark: |

“Sure, it's n good thing™ i

“Win In a2 walk," was the renly, |

Boon the acores wan tisd and Dchem"
wns reploced by Matthewson, the score
at the end of the fifth sianding 7 to & In
favor of Brooklyn,

“The Brooklrns piny wellV remarked
the religious ediior.
*“Ye-o8, they're the champlons, yon

know,” ncknowledged the fourth assist- |
ant.

The =ixzth neétted five mors for Brook-
Isn and the religious eoditor whispered
to the baseball reporter:

“Holy smyglte, It's a walk-over. I ought
to have =nited hlm for n flve spot.”

Amd to the fourth assistant hs said:

| cumber just offn the ice?
! and lota of Things happening every little

mun =ents. They are going to Wair shurt |
walsts, That's what they ot of Done long
ago. What's the use of Having.on & vest
and roat that cost twenty doilers When
you mite be getting sonfe Enjoymunt out |
of Life, walring a ninety cent shurt walst |
that Let's you keep as Cool as a Kew-

They ar= lois |

While to maxe a buddy think wimmen
would bhe Butter offt If They new  maore,
bt they have gents-ensff to Walr shurt l
walsts enny Why, I'm golng to Gat the
habbut."

“Goodnuss graclons, paw!” maw sed
"“You suralv aln't In Ernust, are youT"

“{H cor#e -1 nm,"” paw-told her. "“Why
shouldn't I be?”

“f don't belleve Enny man that lHas
enny =elf-Respect wonld dp such a
Thing."” |

“That shews: where yon baven't enny

The Dreamecr.
Ah! et me leave the dust and plore
Of urban satreets for hidden il
ot me catch Sommer's robe, and share,
The lonely comfort af the hills.

Or In some dlm and distant vale,
Where late Bpring fowers linger yel,

And somn tmpasslonsd nightingaln
Hings above banks of vidvle),

At the vapt hour whan evening Inves
To ki=s the forehead of the workd,
When hushed are all the drawsy doves,

And every roving wing I» furied.

Grant me to Il and muse away
The metnnry of our modern Alfe;
14t me forret the age of clay
In all ks weariness and strife.

Or on the bonk where sighing resds
Are rung to slumber by the stream

Lenve me, remote from jostling creeds,
Conficting cultures, In & dream

Of bright Aresdin yet unbanned,
And the dead epoch of old Greres

When migchty heroes Argo manned,
All amarous of the Golden Fleeve.

Bo shall I ellmb the stair of Jove
And: drink of the Oympinn wine,

Or hear :Demeter plgh fo jove

. Df hor enravizshed FProsperpine.

Within the wunburnt wails of Troy

The malds are falr, the men are strong:
I sre the glittering troops deploy—

The bands of mighty warriors throng

Toward the city gate; T ses
The lovely, langiuid Bpartan Queen,
And, mear her, pale Andromache,
One white hand 1ifted un to screen

Her anxious eyes from nvontide glare,
Baarching for Hector's haughty crest.

ABd Cresatd, with her rippilng bair,
Of all frall things the lovellest.

The Gates of Hell uncloss to me,
And Cerberus hangs his triple head,
Before me pass in panoply
The splendld leglona of the dead.

I am the Lord of all the nast,
The trmant of the Iand or dreams;
Yen—In thin world the jeast and lnst—
1 am the God of thal which seems.

8o lat me flee this noley age;
Hiot out my name from memory’'s scroll
Leave ma& my dreamer's heritage,
The - secret kingdom oOf the soul
—85. John Lucas in the Spectator.
e S R

Night Hymns.

Here in tha midnizht. whore the dark malin-

land snd island
Shadows mingle In shadow deeper, picfounder,
Sing we the hymns .of the churches while e

dead water

Whispers before us,

Thunder is traveling slow on the path of the

Hghtoing:
One after one

stars and the beaming
planets
Look serens In the lake from the edge of the

etorm-clond,
Then have they vanlshed,

Gathers her voleo in the wilet and thrills and

whispers,
Presses her prow lu the piar-gieam, and afl

ber ripple
iapses In blackness.
—Atlantlc Monihly,

The Untold Story.
Into the Great White Gate of the North
The stately ahips go sailing,
Where the waving fiage of the cold stream
forth
Anidt the bitter wiods ars wallloe.
The sentinel lzeberg nods and dips,
The sun somes up from his long eclipes,
And -the shining stars armm paling:
The fee King shouts, ** You have marked the
enrth

With strength that s past dénying,
But here alons from orimeval birth

Have [ watohed the swift years flying,
Beeure in the fastness of the cold,
The centuries watched as [ bullt my hold,
“With thelr eyes furncd North In dying.

“and will you pass through the Great Wiite
Gate

That guardes the pralm of my dwelling?
SHell T before you a wessal walt

And beod to your proud compeiling?
Away! So long at the wind shall blew,
The wonderful secret 1 only Know

Shall never be yours ‘for telling.'

But human courage and human will
Shrink not from the undertaking,

And hane's high Nood when the pulses thefll
ENba not, thongh the rirength be hresaking.
The ships still siraln toward the distant North,
And life and valoe and love g5 Jorth

.To slesp that knows no waking,

Tea, born with' purpess that knows no fear
And daring that asks no glory,
Men lenve bebind what is known ard dear
And seck for the Icp King hoarr,
Wreckn sirew the way of ths Great White
Gnte!
Unheard the tales of the prim North wait!
Oh. who.shall bring; us the story!
—Curtis May In the Tomh's Comranion
e

On Road to Pekin Town.

On''the road to Pekin town
What terrors bar the war?_
Beorching sun that bheareth down
With denth In ‘e¥ery ray.
Lurking foe that creepeih near
To torturs. and (o slay;
On’ the road to Pekin town
What terrors bar ‘tha wayl

On the road to Pekin town
What terrors bar the way?
Yellow nights that settls dows
Fhled with phantoms gray;
Grixiy shapes that beck and bend,
Plemds that lure to sluy;
On the read te Pekin town,
What terrors bar tha way!
—Cleveinnd FPlain Dealer,
—— e e

What One Hears.

If T belleved onebalf I-heard

I'd be harpy as & bird!

Tha candiiates are on the scene,
All amitling. happy and merene:
They're going to do such noble things
Wea'll all be angels and take wings—
I'd Isugh and warbls undsterred

It I believed onz-half I heard,

Hut, undismayed, T may not laugh:
You ses, there is the other half—
Thoee' thrests of war that Ml the air;
Thote words of tumult and desnalr;
Thin talk of metters KroWn too &Tave
For any & to-save—
To wkat ldmentine 1T'd be-stirmed
If I betloved onc-half 1 heand.

d —Whatinzton Biar,

Logick,” paw anserd. “If it's right for
Wimmen to wialr them I don't ses why
the Men ot to be Afrnde Look at the
Old Roamuns. Ther ust to Go around
with a table Cloth slung over one Shouid-
er and kKeep cumfertable. I bleeve thut's
what made Them so grate, tog How
can Ennybuddy have mebull thota when
They are neerly roasten becox they Are
such fools as to Go amaund with Four
or five layera of hevvy cloth on that they
don't need Cmiy for looks?

“There's the Secret of the downfall of
the Hewmun mace. Close are to Hlame
becoz we haven't enny more Grate men.
If wo would get up in the morning and
ap & sheet around us insted of baving
to Dress haff an Our or so we would
have that mutoh more Time to Stoddy
and think and get to be fllosofers and
poets and things., I'm golng to get &
Bhurt walst tomorrow.™

After maw thot about it & while ahe
told paw they wasn't enny use spending
the munny Before he new whether he
Would Like the shurt walst or not. Our
hired Gurl s a Large gur! with brod
sholders and no Corsuta worth notusing,
a5 maw borrowed One of her shurt wilsts
that was just washed and Got paw to Try
it on. It was a pritty good Fit. only it
Wouldn't tuck Into the Top of paw's
trousers very Far, but e logked nt Him-
gelf In the Glass and sed:

"“Of corne, if 1 wos getting a new Ona,
it would Fit a little better in Bome spols,
but this looks pritty Well™

TUnele Wealay nand Aunt Grace cama
over while paw was keeping Cool, and
Uncle Wesley sed he Bet paw dassent
walr It in The street.

“Just to sho you.,” paw told him *T'It
o Down to the dmg stors and Get some
pignra If you'll furnish the quarter. 1
s'pose thay will be Fools arcund to akolf,
but What does a filonofer need to care
for such peeple when he knows postur-
rity is agoing to give hftm Justice? Look
st the nobull men that ..ot thelr names
handed down the furthest. They all had
to Get skoffed at by peeple that nobuddy
berd of Afterwands, But what did they
care? They let them skoff. That's my
motto.*

He was down neerly to The church at
the cormer when an: Jee wagon Come
along with three Men In It. And they
began to skoff and Thro chunks of fee at
paw, Then some Boys came from a Lat
of diffeyent ways, skoffen as hard as
They could, and the wimmen got out
on the frunt portches. In a few minits
paw came home All out of Breth with
three Dawgs ond & Lot of peeple aftor
him.

The shurt wes mostly Silpped up tmder
Hiz arms becozx Unole Wesloy sedd It Bad
the Rising Inflecktion.

When the mob went awny pPAwW Ciume
Out of the closet where He hid while
The skoffen was Golng on, and maw
sed:

“Why didn’t You Let them skoffT What
does a flosofer need 1o Care when he
knows Posterrity s golng to Give him

Justice?

Paw got to Looking kind of Far awny
and sed: I
*If you wouldn't alwayas be so blamed
Afrald I mite pay a few senta for Bum- [
thing for myse!f come time. F wouldn't
of put that thing on and mebby I mite |
af Got over the noshun befors tomprrow ™"

—“Georgle,” In Chicago Times-Herald

SCARED DUTCHMAN.

Startling Heanlt of His Fran's Une
of His Lather Hrush.

Out in onr of Cleveland's sastern sub-

urbs lives an anvltent dame of Peonsyl-

vonis Dutoch persuasion. In addition to

OEMS WORTH READING

At the “Sign of the Smile.™
We're weary n-walking the Highway of Life:
Wo're frotted and fustersd with worry and

strife.

Let us drop by the wayside the heavy old load,
And rest'nt the inn at the turn of the road—
Lat us tarry a while
At the "Sign of the Bmils."

Ho, the “'Tign of the Smils* is a folly Inn,

With gurgorles about It that do naught but
wrin.
There's always a laugh, and a sheolder o

whack,

And an echo that ever will
I=t us tarry & whils
At the "Blga of tha Smile"™

answer pr back—

At the “'Bign of the Smile™' we will ling=r long
thers—
For the sirictest of rules In tha ban upon care

And the grests must forget thers ars such
things as years,
And- never shed any but' lnughter-hrought

tears—
Let un tarry o whils
At the “Sizn of the Emile.*

Thare']] b fiagons of jallity for us to sip,
And many and many &« rolliching guip
Though the jokes may be olé—liks the julce of
the vine,
They mellow with age to the richest of wins—
Lot om tarry a while
At the “Bign of the Smile "
Tat us tarrry & while at the "Sign of the
Bmile"—
Forget all our grisfa in e joys thar hegufle

Lat us - pleasure the poom I It changes to
night.

Ther up with our loads, and we'll fad they
are Nght— -

If we tarry & while
At the “Sign of the Smile"
—Haltimors American
—

Just Lying Around in China.

Feo CThoe nnd Hung Li end Won Fang and
Chin Lo
Are lying arcund i China;
They e on the hanks of tha winding Pei-Ho
And in other dark syots in China
Gum Shoo and Dun Kee and Wun Luang and
Yip Yo
And Bung Lo and Hip la and Sam Tu and
e
Aro all kept as buay as they can be
Jusat iying around im Chins

When . tire guns. cessa to voar and the smals
drifta away
\ They will still s around in China;
Hung H1 and L1 Lo and Wun Chin and Kin
Bry

Wili be lying around in Chipa!
They have caussd us to hope and then lofl us
o grieve,
And the lie:d that ther teil and the fibs that
ey, weave
Aro things that the world must doclizs to be-
Hewn
Now let them lls dowh in Chinal
—Chicagn Tlmes-Horald

What's the Usel

Mes are apt to fret and worry,

Hut what's the pseT
When too late ey always hurry,

Bt what's the Use?
Just to keen business boomin' é
Mes 3o Iots of thing- mhuman—
Even argue with a woman,

But what's the uae?

« ~fian Fraocisco Ezamines,

. shrieked

this she i» an scknowledged master

the art of housekoeoping, snd the &
ldonces of her neatness ure worth £oin
miles on u suburban ear to napeet

Some time ago ahs determined to paln
the woodwork In her kitchen, She dhdw
Want & man messing around, and o add
determined to wisid the brush herself

She went 50 far as to purchase a gun
can of ready mized paint of s lght biy
tint. This she took home and id st
to awalt & favorable opportunity. When
the ppportunity finally came, one ooo
June afterncon, she had no brush B
time was precioun: the nearest brush st
wias a long distance away, and pees
sty Is the mother of expedients,

Shoe went upatalrs and came back @ %
ber huaband's lather brush.,

Lays an the Point.

Then the can was cut open and ahs
spread on the blue mixture In & great
hurry. The brush from the ahaving muml
$dn’t hold much at & time, but with
quent dippings it worked falrly well. By
when It came to portlons of the job when
ahe had to reach high, ahe pressntly foun
that almost a= much palnt ran dowsn he
hand and wrist and arm as went on the
wall. But finally the job wns complsted.

In & hurried way she washed out
brusl and replaced it, and then set abos
preparing the evening meal Her e
lord returnsd from his dally toll presenmtly,
but It was too dork to call his attention
to the improvement. Healdes, ahe meant
to go over it again and touch up the thin
places.

After supper the husbana went upstairs
to shave and the old lady sat down In
her favorite rocker In the lving room
1o look over the svening paper.

Presuntly there was an agonising ery
from the upper regions:

"Amelin! Ameln! Come quick
de bhive slckoesa!™

The startied old lady hastily climbed
the stairs, and thers stood the ol gone-
tleman before the looklng glass on the
bureau, him ryes popping from hia hend in
terror as he stared at Dis own countes
nines,

“Vat It een, HelnrecB T she tremblinialy]
orisd.

“Laook,

I h=g

Took, Ameia™ he almost
“Ton t you ses dot mortifen-
tions waa setting InT My plood vas all
conchesting In my walna! Look at m
face vonea'*

And he turned his agonized countenan
toward her. It waa compietely coversd
eara and all, with a light bine tint

The old lady stared at &, and ahe =t
at the ving bruah,. amd then

ah

| dropped into a chulr and threw hes aprosn

over her head and abrieked with merr
meTil.

“Val een 1, Ameln™ erfed ber aston-
ished partner.

“It ee« de paint btrush—I mean ths
Istt=r brush,” she cried ™1 painted da
kitehen mit It And ahe went on wilh
her hilarity

The husband wns a good-natured man
and, hegides, he folt greally relleved

“Vell™ sald, with an offort to b
anrcastic, "1 s"pose ven you uset my lat
ter brush fo palnt kitchens mit i1, you
will uset my rasor to open Jobster can
mit "™

Then he stired again at
reflection

“VelL™ ke slowly added, “ven 7 uset]
plus paint for lattering my face, T shoul
uset 1 putty knife to shave me mic!"
And he laughed as he said IL—Cleveland
Phain Dealer,

he

hin ghast

SCOTCH VOWEL S0UNDS.

Canny “Men™ From Land of Thistle
Fortifles a Claim.

A few days ago [ was dining tm one
of the restaorants of the city. At o table
next to me sat 4 party conslsting of a
Prenchman, & German, sn [Itallan, a
eouple of Mexicann and a Scotchman, Ths

conversation turned spon the comprs-
tiva beauty of |anguage. Euch one of
the party econtended that his own lon-

gunge was the superior of the othera. The
German based his econtention upon the
wonderful strength and sslf-suMeiency of
the German nnguage and the virile chas-
acter of its thoughts and (s [Iterature
The Frenchman clalmed that the Fremch
language not only had no superfor, but

no equal, n Its ability to express all
thoughts acct and with true beauly
amd depth of fesling.

The Italtan and one of the Mexicoans
ench claimed one beanty to wideh no
othrer innguage could ¥ clatm, Ihe
beanty of sonorous  sotnd. The battle
wixe] hot between these two, the Mes-
jean malatalning that Spanish had mors
true Ml vowel sounds than any other
iving language

Finally botl
BEcatchman,
chiracteriet!
the dlscussion, gond,

sppealed the matter to tha
» had contrary to (he
et of hin rnce, not aken any
ad or in-

srrateched his head for a mo-
though rocflactfing deeply. then
“Alh, weel, A dinnz ken but
* yen'll be balth richt, for ye ocht to

= vor alne Inngwidgs weel. BHut when
It. comes to falkin' o vowel moomiis A
dintnin kess ony longwidge that ken coom
oop to thar Sroteh. Al ji=t give y= &
wre story that Ulusthrates wha' A wed
tel]l y=

“A mon ance went Into a stors In
Dunkirk, an’ catched a plecw o cloth
atween his fingers an’ hia thumb an
he id to the storeloeper:

e -

o]
“And the storskseper mald: Ay, o"
**Aw 00 sald the mon.

HOAY mw 0o, answered the storeltseper.

"'Aw a ooT asked the mon.

“rhky. aw & oo pald the morskeeper

**There's a complete business rnnsKos
tion carried on witout the use o a singls
eonsonant soond. A dinna ken If sithes

Italian or Spanish or any other lnng-

wiidge can esqual thot™
The above story, as told by the Beoteh-

man, & here given with the repressnta-

| tiom of the sounds of the words, in pref-

erence to the fcutch spelling., which might
not be famillar to some of the readers
The tranrintion of the conversation whish
took place betwewn the merchast sad his
customer i as follows:

“*Wool (oo™

*Yen, wounl (ay, ool

“All wool (aw o)™

“Yes, all wool (ay, aw oo).™

“All one wool {aw a oo)T*

“Yeu, all one wool (ay, aw & )=
Mezican Hemnld



