
y&
Man Behind the Button.

We have heard the thrilling story
Of the man behind the pun:

"We'ie applauded him and marveled
At the wonders he has done;

But the fearless hero's glory
1b forgotten put away

And the man behind the button.
Is In evidence today.

Let us c&ndidlr acknowledge
The enormous debt we owe

To that patient, plodding toller,
Tho good roan behind the hoe;

Let us give due praise and credit
To the man behind the plow.

But the man behind the button
Comes to sae the Nation now.

Oh, the hero's heto is reeded
When the clouds of war descend.

And upon the sturdy toller
"Weighty matters still depend.

But how long, O friend and brother.
Could our Institutions stand

If th man behind the button
Were not rampant In the land?

S. E. Kiaer in Chicago Times-Heral-

UNITED STATES INVADED!
1

Ofomenclatnre of JVeir England's
Lakes, Rivers and Towns "Wipes

Out o. Foreign Host.

Before a Turkish town
The Russians came.

And with huge cannon
Did bombard the same.

They got up close
And rained fat bombshells down.

And blew out eery
Vowel In the town.

And then the Turks,
Becoming some hat sad.

Surrendered eery
Consonant they had. ,

IronauIU of Kansas.
They had besn reading the war news

he, the youth from the East; she, the
girl graduate. Her pretty mcuth was
puckered and her face was skewed as
though she had the toothache.

"And do you really think the Chinese
will capture Ta.no Chin, Ter.e Sin, or
whatever Is called?" she
gasped. "Oh, those horrid foreign names!
"Why don't they have their wars In some
civilized country, so we can talk about
them"

"In this country, for instance.?" he
&sked.

"Why, jes, even here. "Wars are bad
enough anywhere, but surely they would
be robbed of part of their horrors If the
words were speakable."
"If you don't mind," the young man

cald. "I'll tell you a little story abcut a
war that the historians missed purpose-
ly, I'm afraid; for, like you, perhaps they
like the simple words.

"Once upon a time a wicked German
Who came from a town with 10 syllables
raised an army to lmade the United
States. He had for his Generals, an Eng-
lishman, a frenchman, a Turk, a Rus-
sian, a Pole, and great soldiers from all
over the world. Including a FIJI Islander
or two. The German was a cunning man,
and he laid his plans well, knowing that
tho Yankees were a smart people. His
army more than outnumbered all the peo-
ple In the United States, and each soldier
was armed with a saber 10 feet long.

Fleet Sets Sail.
The German chartered all the ships In

do world, and stocked them with enough
provisions to last for a century. Then,
with a cruel leer that all great warriors
wear, he gave the order to sail.

"Across the Atlantic the great fleet
came, and yet there was no commotion
In Washington Not a citizen was called
to arms, and the men with army beef to
cell pleaded In vain with the President to
prepare for the Invasion. But the Presi-
dent ontyirillea provoklngly, and said he
guessed It would come out all right.

"One morning tho great war fleet, with
Its millions of men, reached the Maine
shore and there was great shouting and
rejoicing when the Invaders found that
no army was on hand to meet them. They
had expected to fight their way to "Wash-
ington, and now found that It would only
be a triumphal parade. The men were
bundled off tho transports, and b2fore
sight all the army had taken, up the
inarch to the Interior.

"The first nteht the army pitched Its
camp on the banks of Pamcdecook Lake,
and on Micceedlng nights It camped by
Lakes Parmechenc. Schoodlc, Secboo-ls- ,
Squawpan and Fmbngog. At Lake Urn-bag-

many of the men were taken III,
but not one of the 10,000 wise doctors who
accompanied the Invading hosts could tell
what was the matter. 3ut, undaunted,
the army marched on.

"Oh the seventh day the army forded
Cfcpsuptac and Damariscotta Rivers, and
many of the men when they reached the
other side dropped to the ground and died.
Tho army pushed on and forded the Pis-
cataquis and Passadumkeag Rivers, and
more men died The doctors went to the
wicked German and Implored him to call
a halt.. Five per cent of the men were
already dead, and not a shot had been
flred.

Army Is Divided.
"The halt was called, and the army was

divided Into 10 sections of 10.000,003 men
each. Each division was ordered to go
Its way and search for a healthful clime
where the army could assemble and re-
cuperate.

"The First division camped by Lake
the Second by Lake Baskahegan,

the Third by Lake Chesuncock. the
Fourth by Lake Mattawamakeag, the
Fifth by Lake Medybemns. the Sixth by
Lake Jo Mary, the Seventh by Lake tt,

the Eighth by Lake Moostocma-gantl- c,

the Ninth by Lake Molechunke-raun- k.

and the Tenth by Lake Nlckatous.
Hesftitals were hastily thrown up and by
night thej were full, but by the next
day another S per cent of the army had
died.

"The wicked German tore his hair In
dismay aad ordered 10 of the doctors ex-
ecuted. But even killing the doctors
didn't seem to Improve the health of the
array, so he directed his men to breakcamp and take up the march. On the In-

vaders wont, through Ardroscorgio, Ken-
nebec, Penrbreet, Fl'cataquls and Sago-dth-

Counties, and each day more men

died, till 20 per cent of the army had

"tfhen the army came to and forded j

Jtennebaals, Magalloway and Narragua-gu-s
Rivers. More men gave despairing

cries and bit the earth that soldiers taste
but once. Half of the army was gone and
the enemy had not been sighted.

"The Chlmquassabamtook River barred
the progress' of the terror-Etrick- sur-
vivors, but haviSg no alternative they
plunged boldly In and swam to the other
shore. At the roll call that night 1.000,000
more men failed to answer. j

"By this time the army had made its
way out of the wilderness and In Its haste
to reach, some life-givi- clime passed
quickly through the towns of Macwahoc,
Mattacceunk, Montsweag, Muncongus,
Osslnee. Pin Hook, Presumpscott, Purga-
tory Mills, Sheep Nuddle and Wytopltlock
without firing a shot. Men were dying
at such an alarming rate that only er

of the army was left.
Tnke to Balloons.

"The wicked Garman ordered out tha
balloons and all the men boarded them.
High In the air they went, and when they
came down they found themselves on the
bank of Jobblsh River, Massachusetts.
Men continued to perish the same as be-
fore, so as a last resort, the German or-

dered that skiffs be built and that tho
men take to the Inland water.

Asswompset,
Asnyconch and other ponds were- - trav
ersed, and there the frantic so'dlers vis-
ited such Islands as Chappaquldick,

Nomamesset, Nantucket and
Tuckenuck. A week was spent on the
water, and the seenth day saw cery
man dead except the wicked German who
came from a town of ten syllables.

"When the army beef men heard that
the German had left for home in one of
his balloons they asked the President how
it all happened. The President smiled
contentedly and paid:

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

"So, you see, we're quite as Impregnable
as the heathen Chinee, .with all his wails
and barbarism." Chicago Tribune.

KSEW A THING OR TWO.
Religious Editor Gives a Lesson to

a Yonthfnl Confrere.
The religious editor was Inveigled Into

attending his first baseball game in many
moons one day last week. His host was
tha fourth assistant sporting editor, who,
in his verdant youthfulness, had taken
compassion on his venerable associate,
whom he thought, by coaxing him away
from the monotonous grind of his chosen
path, to show a bit of life. The rellglcJus
editor wasn't exactly rusty on the Na-

tional game, for he was not always a
churchman, so to speak, but the fourth
assistant had not been long In the busi-
ness and he simply took It for granted
that the religious editor wag as foreign
to sport as high balls are to a prohi-
bitionist, f

The particular game the. religious edi-
tor had been invited "to witness was that
of Tuesday last between the New Yorks
and Brooklyns, "because," said the
fourth assistant, "those two outfits al-
ways put up a warm argument."

Arriied at the grounds, the fourth as-
sistant conducted his guest with all
honors to the reporters' box and placed
him next to the baseball reporter, with
the whispered aside: Tm bringing the

Crnel Lnsst Alas, Fernando!
Softly as a silken blanket.
Trimmed with n, the sun rays

iFell upon the San Juan Valley.
Touching up the rapid rler
With the dreamy glints lt"gllntcd
Till it smiles as smiles the baby.
When the cunning little angels
Whisper to It In Its slumbers. .

Birds were singing in the tree tops.
Butterflies were matching colors
Of the wings they were so proud of.
With the pretty Summer flowers.
Breezes whispered airy greetings,

"To the murmur of the waters.
And from down the peaceful valley.
Clear as notes of brass-tongu- bugle,
Camo the tones of old man Walker,
Calling up his pigs to luncheon.

Down a flower-border- pathway.
Like a sprite of airy beauty.
Bathing in the sthery sunshine,
(Much preferring it to water).
Wandered
Wandered slowly, softly singing.
"Take Clothes and Go!" Then quickly
Closed she up her music throttle.
As the song bird when 'tis startled.
Chops a strain off in the middle;
Paused and gazed adown the lal'ey
At a figure strolling up It.
"Ah. 'tis he! 'tis, ho!" she murmured.
Te. It is indeed his

Coming for the promised answer
Which he thinks will send him scaring
Up toward the gates of glory!
Little recks he that 'twill plunge, him
la the steaming mulagatawny,"
Don Fernando Screaming-Eagl- e

Lit a smile and came to meet her.
Seized her hand, but she regained It
Tried to kiss her. but sho ducked him.
Spread his brawny arm to hug her.
But she used the Corbett side-ste-

And quite skillfully escaped him;
Then sho spake: 4

"Xo demonstration,
Eyether muscular or In tho ,.

Line of hot-li- p osculation
Goes with me today. Fernando;
Metaphorically epeaklng
I must coldly snow you under-B- ust

the swet hallucination
That with subtle mystic power
Metamorphosed us two we-u-

For the nonce from early beings
Into cherublmlc dreamers
Loafing 'round the gates of heaven!
Now that rhapsodalsic vision
Of ethereal abstraction
So abstrusely diametric
In Its sanguinary ethics
Has. I fear, absquatulated;
Has its throne vacated, leaving
My cardiac apparatus
In Its primal old condition I
And this squawlet has determined -

That she'll never wed an Injun
Who has far more love for poker
Than he has for erudition;
Who prefers the tripe of bullock
To the hot baked bean of culture.
Fare you well! So long. Fernando! '
VanlshI Ta-t- Skip the gutter!
Status quo, nil desperandum!

Spencer!"
And he fled in wild confusion
Thinking her non compos mentis. '
Till he learned that through the Summer
She had cooked and done the "washing
For a lungless gent from Boston.

-- Denver Post.

THE STOSDA.Y OBEG02JIAN, PORTLAND, AUGUST 12,. 1900.

"
"i-- V &

old guy out for an airing today; Just
Jolly him along, will you?"

The religious editor knew the game, but
he didn't know the players, and the
fourth assistant was only too glad to
vaunt his superiority in this respect,
and introduced them in turn at a dis-
tance, of course.

"See that big guy, over there? The
one who looks like Tim Woodruff on
stilts. That's Duke Farrell, the Duke" of
Marlboro, you know."

He "Wns "On."
"Quite a titled personage," remarked

the religious editor, with a wink to the
baseball reporter.

"Oh, yes. He lives at Marlboro, Mass.,
and the similarity .of, the name with the
English dukedom won him the title," re-

sponded the fourth assistant, suavely.

. IN

"Who.is the gentleman with the auburn I

hair over there?"
"That's Hughey Jennings, the greatest

first baseman of ,, them all. Unfortunate-
ly, he has a split thumb and cannot
play."

"And that' young lad with the wee
smile? '

That's Willy Keeler, the champion
knocker of the league."

"Champion knocker?"
"Yes. That's German for batter," said

the fourth assistant, and the religious
editor winked again. - .

At length the game began and the New
Yorks quickly secured a lead of 5 to 1.

"Pshaw!" said the fourth assistant, "I
guess we're due for a licking today. It's
a 2 to 1 shot."

"What do you mean?" inquired the re
ligious editor, blandly.

"I'll bet 2 to 1 that New York wins."

The Shirt "Waist Man.
Behold me.
Coatless and cool: '

I am the shirt waist man
And if I don't
Take the rag off the bush.
If take the coat
Off my back.
And fling it , .

In the face of conventlorallty.
What do I care t
If Fashion . ,

Piles the perspiration
Up knes dteri
On the backs r
Of coated men? J
It doesn't monkey with me, , '
For I yank off my ccat
And Fashion t
Chases itself out or my
Neighborhood,
And leaves mo '
Cool y
As a cucumber. '
Of course v K '

M shirt waist 'H"
Isn't cut according .
To the pattern Jr
Of the lady shirt waist
And It locks , J
Fluff and puff , . ;r
And furbejow
And has a 'Superfluity of narrative -
Perhaps.
But It sets there IJust the .same, , , ,
And I am comfortable
While .those
Coated with conventionality o
8weat and swear '

And kick holes
In the Weather Bureau
And lose thefr tempers "''.,
In an .overflow of. temperature

'

The shirt waist man
Isn't a recognized Institution 4

Just yet, ,
But he's the coming man '
And the Rot weather
Brings him out t ..
As It does the tassels
Or a field of corn. I
And soon the streets
Will blossom with him. SNot altorether
A thlnr of beauty, . .,
But verily a Joy.
During the heated term. ,.
That's me. "The shirt waist man, " "
And aslonr
As I keep, cool
Conventionality
May go to thunder.

W. J. L. In the -- New York Sun.

Time of Trial.
try to bear jip an' be cheerful;
I never could feel much esteem

Fur the man who Is gloomy an tearful
Desplsln' each sunshiny gleam.

But sunshine, though good in small doses.
Kin fret us an make us afraid.

An I tire of tho bees an" the roses -

When it's ninety degrees In the shade.
Tou're wastin' your breath, youtre slngia'- -

'Bout beautiful Summer to me.
An' the daisies so laUshly springln'.

"
An the warblesomo blra In the trse.

As a rule. I kin hear any topic
.Discussed without beln dismayed

But I git misanthropic tWhen it's ninety degrees in the shade.
- - - -- Washington Star.

"Say," whispered" the religious editor to
the baseball reporter, "what do you think
about the Brooks' chances. Are they a
2 to 1 proposition, or wiir I keep off."

"Get your bet down quick, old man;
It's a cinch," replied the baseball re-
porter.
."What was that you said? Two to 1

that' Jfew" York wins?" asked tfce religious
editor, turnlrfg to the fourth assistant.

"Yes'.." !

"I'll take it."
"You!" almost shouted the horrified as-

sistant.
"Yes, 'I'm out for'excitement today, and

I can stand a dollar, particularly as It's
a cinch."

The latter part was spoken too low
for-th- e assistant to hear.

Money TJp.

By this time the Brooklyns had added I

CHAMPION RACING FORM,,

-
RESULTS OF A SEASON'S TURF CAMPAIGN.

another run to their tally, but the fourth
assistant would not show the, white
feather and the money, was turned over
to tho baseball editor by the religious
editor with the remark:

"Sure, It's a gooi thing?"
"Win in a walk," was the reply..
Soon the score was tied and Doheny

was replaced by Matthewson, the corc
at the end of the fifth standing 7 to 5 in
ta or of Brooklyn.

"The Brooklyns piny well,"' remarked
the religious editor.

"Yc-e- s. they're the champions, you
know'," acknowledged the fourth assist-
ant.

The sixth netted five more for Brook-
lyn and the religious editor whispered
to the baseball reporter:

"Holy'smlrc, It's a walk-ove- r. I ought
to have salted him for a five spot."

And to the fourth assistant he said:

The Dreamer.
Ah' let re leaie the dut and rlare

Of urban streets for hIt!Xcn rill;
Ict me catch Summer's robe, and share,

The lonely comfort, of the hllli

Or In some dim and dlrtant vale.
Where late Spring flowers linger jet.

And some Impassioned nlghtingalo '
Sings abo banks of l3'.e .

At tho rapt hour when ncnlng
To kls the forehead of the v orld.

When hushed are all the drowsy do.es.
And eiery roving wing Is furled.

Grant me. to lie and mue away
The memoo of our modern life;

Let me fonret the age of claj
In all Us weariness and strife. ,

Or on the bank where sighing reed3
Are sung to slumber bj the stream

Lea-- mq, remote from jostling creeds.
Conflicting cultures, in a dream

Of bright Arcadia yet unbanned.
And th'e dead epoch of old Greece

When mighty heroes Argo manned,
All amorous of the Golden Fleece.

So shall I climb the stair of Jove
And' drink of the Oljmplan wine,

Or hear Demeter sigh foi c

. Of her enrai Ished Prosperplne.

Within the sunburnt walls of Troy
The maids are fair, the men are strong;
see the glittering troopa deploj
Tho bands of mighty warriors throng

Toward the city gate; I see
The loely, languid Spartan Queen,

And, near her, pale Andromache,
One white hand lifted up to screen

Her anxious ejes from noontide glare,
Searching for Hector's haughty crest.

And Cressld, with her rippling hair,
Of all frail things the loveliest.

The Gates of Hell unclose to me,
And Cerberus hangs his triple head.

Before 'me pass In panoply
The splendid legions ot the dead.

am the Lord ot all the past.
The tjrant of the land or dreams;

Yea In this world the least and last
I am the God of that which seems.

i
So let me flee this noisy iage;

Blot out my name from memory's scroll;;
Leave me my dreamer's heritage,

Tfie secret kingdom of the soul.
St- - John Lucas in the Spectator.

Night Hymns.
'Here In the midnight, where the dark main-

land and Island
Shadows mingle In shadow deeper, ptcfounder,
Sing" we the hymns ,of the churches while rna

dead, water
Whispers before us.

Thunder is traveling slow on tho path of ths
lightning;

Ono after one the stars and the beaming
. planets

Look serene In the lake( from the edge of the
storm-clou- ,

,4Then have they vanished.
While, our 'canoe, that floats dumb In tho
i bursting thunder

Gathere her voice la Uje uulet and thrills and
whispers,

Presses her prow In the star-glea- and all
t her ripple ' ,

Lapses In blackness.
'Atlantic Monthly.

"It was a -- mistake to change pitchers,
don't you think?"

And the fourth assistant replied: "As-
suredly. Captain' Davis ought to know
better than to try a young twirler on
a team like Brooklyn." ,

"Then he ought to lose"
"Sure."
"And you gvee It up."

- "Sure."
"All right Say' (to the baseball re-

porter), .gim'me that three. I'll so home."
And "he went. Brooklyn Eagle.

"PAW" DOSS A" SHIRTWAIST.

Then He Blames "Maw" tor Letting
Him Wear It Outdoors.

When paw came Home a few days Ago

all het up he 'sed:

rf 4&HtpF- -.:,-- ;

' "At last tho men are Getting: some com- -

mun sents. They are going to Wair shurt
waists. That's what they ot of Done long
ago. What's the ube of Having- - on a A'est

and coat that cost twenty dollers When
you mite be getting soirfe EnJomunt out
of Life, iwalrln,? a ninety cent shurt waist
that Let's jou keep as Cool as a Kew-cumb- er

just offn the Ice? They are lots
and lots of Thingfc happening every little
Whilo to maKe a buddy think wlmmen
would be 'Butter oft if They new more,
but they have sejits ennft to Wair shurt
waists enny Way. I'm going to Get the
habbut."

"Goodnuss gracious, paw!" maw sed.
"You sure'y ain't in Ernust, are you?"

"Of corse I "am," paw-tol- d her. "Why
shouldn't I be?"

"1 don't believe Enny man that Has
enny would do such a
Thing."

"That shows where you haven't enny

The Untold Story.
Into the Great White Gate of the North

The stately ships go sailing.
Where the wilns flags of the cold stream

forth
And the bitter wlnd3 are wailing.

Tho sentinel Iceberg nods and dips.
The sun comes, up from his long eclipse.

And the shtnlnr stars are paling.
The lec- King shouts, " You hae marked the

earth
With strength that is past denying.

But here alone from primeval birth
Hae I watched the swift years flying.

Secure In the fastness of the cold.
The centuries watched as I built my hold,

With their eye- - turned North In dying.

"And will you pass through tho Great Wl lte
Gate

That guards the realm of my dwelling?
Shall I before you a vassal wIt.

And bend to your proud compelling?
Away! So long as the wind shall blow.
The wonderful secret I only know

Shall nc er be yours 'for telling."

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

And hope's high flood when the pulses thrill
EHbs not. though the strength be breaking.

The ships still strain toward the distant North,
And life and alor and love go forth
.To slep that 3cnows no waking.

Yea. born with purpose that knows no fear
And daring that asks no glory.

Men leave behind what Is known ard dear
And seek for tho Ice King- hoary.

Wrecks strew tho way of the Great White
Gate!

Unheard tho tales ot the grim. North wait!
Oh. who shall bring-- us tho story!

Curtis May in the Youth's Corr.ranion

On Head to Pelcln Town.
On the road to Pekln town

What terrors bar tho way? t
Scorching sun that beateth,down

With death in every ray.
Lurking foe that creepcth near

To torture and to Blay;,
On" the read to Pekln town

What terrors bar "tho wayl

On tho road to Pekln, town
What terrors bar the way?

'Yellow nights that settle down
Filled with phantoms gray;

Grisly shapes that beck andbend,
Fiends that lure to'clay;

On the Toad to Pekln town.
What terrors bar the way!

Cleveland . Plain Dealer.

What One Hears.
If I believed one-ha- lf

I'd be happy as a bird!
rThe candidates are on-- the scene.
All smiling, happy. and serene;
They're going to do such noble things
Wo-l- l all be angels and take wings
Id laugh and warble undeterred
If I believed one-ha- lf I heard.

But, undismayed, I may not laugh;
Tou see, there is the other half
Those' threatsof war 'that fill the atr;
Those words of tumult and despair;
This talk'ot matters grown too grave
For any candidate to save
To' what lafmentlnr "I'd '

-- If I believed one-ha- lf I heard.
. Washington Star.

Loglck," paw anserd. "If It's right for
Wlmmen to wair them I don't see why
the Men ot to be Afrade. Look at the
Old Roamuns. They ust to Go around
with a table Cloth slung over one Should-
er and keep cumfertablc I bleeve that's
what mado Them so grate, toq. How
can Ennybuddy have nobull thots when
They are neerly roasten becoz they Are
such fools as to Go around with Four
or five layers of hewy cloth on that they
don't need Only for looks?

"There's the Secret 6f the downfall ot
the Hewmun race. Close are to Blame
becoz we haven't enny more Grate men.
If we would get up In the morning and
rap a sheet around us Insted of having
to Dress haft an Our or so we would
have that mutch more Time to Studdy
and think and get to be fllosofers and
poets and things. I'm going to get a
Shurt waist 'tomorrow."

After maw thot about it a while sho
told paw they wasn't enny use spending
tho munny Beforo he new whether he
Would Like the shurt waist or not. Our
hired Gurl Is a Large gurl with brod
sholders and no Corsuts worth notusing,
so maw borrowed One-o- f her shurt waists
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 He looked at Him-
self in the Glass and sed:

"Of corse, if I was "getting a new One.
it would Fit a little better in Borne spots,
but this looks pritty Well."

Uncle Wesley 'and Aunt Grace came
over while paw was keeping Cool, and
Uncle Wesley sed he Bet paw dassent
wair It In The street.

"Just to sho you." paw told him, "I'll
go Down to the drug store and Get some
sigars If you'll furnish the quarter. I
s'pose they will be Fools around to skoff,
but What does a filosofer need to care
for such peeple when he knows postur-rit- y

is agoing to give him Justice? Look
at the nobull men that ot their names
handed down the furthest. They all had
to Get, skoffed at,by peeple that nobuddy
herd of Afterwards. But what did they
care? They let them skoff. That's my
motto."

He was down neerly to The church at
the corner when an Ice wagon Came
along with three Men In It. And they
began to skoff and Thro chunks of Ice at
paw. Then some Boys came from a Lot
of different ways, skoffen as hard as
They could, and the wlmmea got out
on the fri.nt portches. In a few mlnlts
paw camo home All out of Breth with
three Dawgs and a Lot of peeple after
him.

Tho shurt was mostly Slipped up under
His arms becoz TJncle Wesley sed It had
the Rising Inflecktlon.

When the mob went away paw came
Out of the closet where He hid while
The skoffen was Going on. and maw
sed:

"Why didn't You Let them skoff? What
does a filosofer need to Care when he
knows Posterrity is going to Give him
Justice?"

Paw got to Looking kind of Far away
and sed:

"If you wouldn't always be so blamed
Afraid I mite pay a few sents for Sum-thi-

for myself come time. I! wouldn't
of put that thing on and mebby I mite
of Got over the noshun before tomorrow! '

''Georgle," in Chicago Times-Heral- d.

SCARED DUTCH3IAN.

Startling Resnlt of Ills Fran's Use
of His Lather Brush.

Out In one of Cleveland's eastern sub-

urbs lives an ancient dame of Pennsyl-
vania Dutch persuasion. In. addition to

At the "Sign of the Smile." '
We're weary the Highway of Life;
We're fretted and flustered with worry and

strife. ,

Let us drop by the wayside the heavy old load.
And rest' at the inn at the turn of the road

Let us tarry a while
At the "Sign of the Smile."

Uo, the "Sign of the Smile" is a Jolly inn.
With gargoyles about It that do naught but

grin.
There's always a laugh, and a shoulder to

whack.
And an echo that ever will answer us back-- Let

us tarry a while
At tho "Sim of iho Smile."

At the "Sign of the Smile" wo will linger long
there"

For tho strictest of rules Is the ban upon care.
And the guests must forget there are such

things as years.
And- - neier shed any but laughter-broug-

tears
Let us tarry a while
At the "Sim of the Smile."

i

There'll be flagons of Jollity for us to sip.
And many and many a rollicking quip.
Though, the Jokes may be old like tho Juice of

tho vine.
They mellow with age to the richest of wine-- Let

us tarry a while
'At the "Sign of the Smile."

Let us tarrry a whilo at the "S'gn of the
- Smile"

Forget all our griefs in tho Joys that beguile.
Uet us 'rleosure the noon till It changes to

night.
Then up with our loads, ard we'll find they

are light
If we tarry a while
At the "Sign of the Smll "

Baltimore American.

Jnst Lylnp Around. In China.
Pee Chee and Hung Li and Wun Fang and

Chin Lo
Are Ijing around In China;

They He on the bonks of jtho winding Pel-H- o

And In 'other dark spots In China;
Gum Shoo and Dun Kee and Wun Lung and

Yip Yo
And Hung Lo and Hip La and Sam Yu and

Ong We
Are all kept as busy as they' can be

Just lying around In China.

When tut- - guns cease to roar and the smoke
drifts away

'. Thy will still He around In China;
Hung HI and Li Lo and Wun Chin and Iln

Say
Will be lying around in China!

They have caused us to hope and then Wt us
to, grieve.

And the Ilea that they tell and the fibs that
tnev; weave

Are things that 'the world must decline 'to be--
Hove;

Nbw let them He dowi In China!
Chicago Times-Heral-

r. . "What's the Use?
Men are apt to fret and worry.

Butwhat's the ue?
When too late they always hurry,

But what's the use?
Just' to kefpbualness boomln' i
Men do Jots of thing-- . inhuman-Ev- en,

argue with a woman,
But'what's the use?

- . San Francisco Examiner.
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Wl

this she Is an acknowledged master
the art of housekeeeplng, and the ev4
ldences of her neatness are worth going
miles on a suburban ear to inai-Mx- .

Some time ago she determined to paintj
me wooaworK m her kitchen. She dldn t
want a man messing- - around, and m sh-
determined to wield the brush herself!

fane went so far as to purchase a quart
can of ready mixed naint of a llcht hi i.tint. This she. took home and laid aside
to await a favorable ODDortunltv. "Whn
the opportunity finally came, one coolj
June aiternoon. she had no brush. Battime was precious; the nearest brush stcre
was a long distance away, and neces-
sity is the mother of expedients.

She went upstairs and came ba;k 9uer jiusDantrs latner brush.
Lays on the Paint.

Then the can was cut open, and she
spread on the blue mixture in a great
hurry. The brush from the shaylng mug
didn't hold much at a time, but with fre
quent dippings it worked fairly well. Eat
when It came to portions of the Job where
she had to reach high, she presently found
that almost as much paint ran down hcrj
hand and wrist and arm as went on the
wall. But Anally the Job wns completed

In a hurried way she washed out the!
brush and replaced It, and then set about!
preparing the evening meal. Her Hesel
lord returned from his dally toll presently,!
but it was too dark to call his attention!
to the Improvement. Besides, she meant!
to go over it again and touch up the thini
places. 1

After supper the husbana went upstairs!
to shave, and the old lady sat down ln
her favorite rocker In the living roomi
to look over the evening paper.

Presently there was an agonizing cry!
from the upper regions: t

"Amelia! Amelia! Come quick. I h fj
de blue sickness!" 1

The startled old lady hastily climbed 1

the stairs, and there stood the, old gon-- 1

tleman before the looking- - glass on thef
bureau, his eyes popping from his head In!
terror as he stared at his own counte-
nance.

"Vat it ees, Heinrech?" she tremblingly!
cried. I

"Look, Look, Amela!" he almost!
shrieked. "Ton t you see dot mortiflra- -
tlons was setting In? My plood vas alll
conchestlng in my walnsl Look at mjl
face vonce!" i

And he turned his agonized countenance!
toward her. It was completely covered,!
ears and all, with a light blue tint.

Tho old lady stared at It, and she stared
at the shaving brush, and then she
dropped Into a chair and threw her apror
over her head and shrieked with merriH
merit.

"Vat ees It, Amela?" cried her aston
ished partner.

"It ee de paint brush I mean the!
latter brush.' me cried. "I painted de
kitchen mlt it!" And she went on with
her hilarity.

The husband was a good-natur- man,
and. besides, he felt greatly relieved.

"Veil," he said, with an effort to be
sarcastic, "I s'pose ven you uset my lat
ter brush to paint kitchens mlt It, youl
will uset my razor to open lobster cans
mlt It."

Then he stared again at his ghastly!
reflection.

"Veil," he slowly added, "ven I usetg
plue paint for latterlng my face, I shouldl
uset a putty knife to shave me mlt'" I
And he laughed as he said It. Cleveland!

Plain Dealer.

SCOTCH VOWEL SOU7TO9.

Canny "Mon" From Land of Thistle!
Fortifies a Claim.

A few days ago I wa3 dining in onei
of the restaurants of the city. At a table!
next to me sat a party consisting of af
Frenchman, a German, an Italian, a!
couple of Mexicans and a Scotchman. The!
conversation turned upon the compara
tive beauty of language. Each one of
tho party contended that his own lan
guage was the superior of the others.. The
German, based his contention upon tho
wonderful strength and of

Jthe German language and the virile char
acter of Its thoughts and Ita literature.
The Frenchman claimed that the French
language not only had no superior, butj
no equal, in Its ability to express all!
thoughts accurately and with true beauty
and depth of feeling.

The Italian and one of the Mexicans!
each claimed one beauty to which no
other language could lay claim, .the
beauty of sonorous sound. The battle
waxed hot between thee two, the Mex- -j

lean maintaining that Spanish had more
true full vowel sounds than any other
living language.

Finally both appealed the matter to the
Scotchman, who had. contrary to thej
characteristics of his race, not taken any
part in the discussion, good, bad or ln- -j

different.
Saundy scratched his head for a mo

ment, aa though reflecting deeply; then
he said: "Ah, weel, A dlnna ken but
wha' yee'H be balth rlcht, for ye ocht to
ken yer alne Iangwidge weel. But when
It comes to talkln o' vowel soonds A
dlnna ken ony Iangwidge that ken coom
oop to thae Scotch. AMI jlst give ye a
wee story that lllusthrates wha' A wad
tell ye.

"A mon ance went Into a store in
Dunkirk, an' catched a piece o' cloth
atween his fingers an his thumb an
he said to the storekeeper:

" 'Oo?
"And the storekeeper said: Ay, oo.
" "Aw oo?' said the mon.
" Ay aw oo, answered the storekeeper.
" 'Aw a oo? asked the mon.
" Ay, aw a oo?" said the storekeeper.
"There's a complete business transac.

tlon carried on wl'out the use o a single
consonant soond. A dlnna ken if either
Italian or Spanish or any other lans-- j

wldge can equal thot.
The above story, as told by the Scotch--

man. Is here given with tho representa
tion of the sounds of the words, in pref
erence to the Scotch spelling, which m'ght
not b& familiar to some of the readers.
The translation of the conversation which
took place between the merchant and his
customer is as follows:

"Wool too)T'
"Yes, wool (ay,, oo)."
"AH wool (aw oo)?"
"Yes, all wool (ay, aw oo).
"All one wool (aw a oo)?'
"Yes, all one wool (ay, ew 06).

Mexican Herald.


