An Allegorical Tale.
once was an jchihyussurue,
could only sing pert of & choves,
Thich told of o bowve
That could fiy llke & dove
stuck faser than plasters of porua
There once was 1 cob (genus sand),
lady who dressed somothing grand,
Ehe took pardonable pride
In her eight-iegped gille,
sbe mide-mepped In & wyls gquite off-
hand
ichthyreaurus sald: “Why
pass thie young lady byT™

"SHE WON ON EVERY RACE

Bwt Tis One Experienres of Taking
Her to the Track Will Last
Him a Long While.

I your corner an honest man and say:
*Deo you enjoy taking your woman friends
&nd relatives to the reces™ he will ook
about him furtively and then confess thay
be would rather shove! hard coa! into a
red wagon than take & woman to the
raoes.

Yot every day men take women to the
races They are martyrs and they know
it SBtill they endesavor to sssume o
look of sprightly enjoyment. They try
o make themselves bhelleve they are
baving = good time. The unattachea
men look at them with pity and scom.
For some reuson the martyrs of our doy
are scorped rather than admired. We
Gre apt Lo think that martyrdom lmplies
& lack of backbone in the martyr.

The unnttached men go where they
ploase. They go down wmong the book-
makers; they fight thelr way toward the
paddock; they exchange oplnlons with
race-track followers, In large platds and
sluminum-bucked diamonds. The man
who has come with a woman is longing
to do the same, but he goes into the
grandstand to find sents. He fAnds soue
away at the top, where he can only soe
the tips of the hormes' enrs, and where
his eyes bulge In the effort to read the
blackboard. He s hardly seated before
the woman bagi to ask q ons—ihe
samy old race-track questions that women
have been ssking from time !mmemorial

A Vietim.

A strong mnn and an etheral gir! in a
Emy gown that jooked ke a bit of cloud
pulied from the sky sat down In the outer
tler of boxes In the grandstand. The gir)
was fragile and the man was big and

sixth race the man looked es if he haa
up from typhold fever, while
was as fresh as & rope and stil)
asking questione ns relentiessly as & cen-

The troubls begnn when the strong man

¥. When

loked at him

with eyes that wouid have melted bronee

*“0Oh, 1 fesl awfully sorry for the poor

bookmakers, How do they ever support
thelr familles ™

The mén wiped his face and began
nEgain. By the tkne he had ended hin
secand explanation the girl's sympathy
bhnd voered. *1 just belleve I'll bet mr-
salf this eftemoon and get some money
away from those old bockmakers,” she
sald “it lsn't falr for them to nsk
such odds. Don't you think it would bs
fAine for us to bhet on the horse that is go-
ing to win and get a whole lot of mon-
or

The man saild he had always dreamed
of doing this thing

"Well, then, let's bet” the girl an-
wwered. O courme, she had already lost
her programme, so0 the man gave her hin
He looked over her shoulder whils she
tried to declde which horse she would put
her money on. "How does It happen that
po many horses sre cailed Imp?™' she

*1 never went to & race that
didn't have an Imp .
His Martyrdom.

‘The man smiled Into his mustache and
suld that imp was simply the ahbrevia-
tion for Imported. Thervupon the gint
sald “OhT™ and proceedol to pick cut &
Doree that had been “‘scratched.™

It took the man some time to make her
undarstand that her favorite horse would
not run in that race.  Next she selectedd
a big. gray horse. becauss she thought
The owner's colors, gresn and silver, wore
& tharming combination,

“Now, do you reaily wish to put up
money ™' the man asdead.

“Why, of tcourse,” she ssid

The man calied a messenger. The boy

pamo up, with kis fingers full of blils He {

Baid the odlds ware £ to £ on the gray

Then the man turned to the girl and
told her that she would have to put up &
To win B

“Well, am T sure to pet my BT she
maked. “Are you sure that boy's hon-
ostT"

“You won't get the monay without your
borse gets place.” the mMan answered

*“TWhet s placeT™ the girl askaq

*Flace means that your horse must
wome in either first or second.™

“"But what If he doean't™ she asked.

“Then you lose vour money.”™

“*Well, T think that s awfully oncer-
tuin” the giri replied. thoughtfully. *You
Enow T shouldn'r like to lose—it wouldn't
be any fun”

The girl reflectad The messenger
grinned. The man pretended pot to wo-
tice the grin After three minules the
£irl oeased 1o think.

“T've thought of something lots nicer,”
she sadd, “TH just bet here with you.
Now, I'll take my horse and all the ath-
#7 borses but one—you can pick him out--

and I'll bet you 8 box of clgurs aguinst
two paira of gloves that some of mny
borses get place. Does that sult youT”

The messenger's zrin widen=d, but the
man sald: "Why, certainly.”

He selected o horse at random. The race
began. The girl won her glovea Her
field of meven horses got first money,
piace and show.

The girl was delighted with her system.
Bhe asked the man If he cared to bet the
sams way on the next rece.  Bhe thought
it wns “mo exciting.” He sald he was
parfactly willing.

There were slx races and the girl won
12 palrs of gloves. Bhe sald on the way
home that ahe had had a lovely time, but
she was o sorry the man had lost every
bet. “Isn’t it funny,” she sald, "‘that
I had so much better Juck than you,
even when I let you pick out any horse
you wanted toT™ —Chicags Newn

MAKES WOE FOR HIM.

Indignant Woman Brings Discome
fitnre to Chicrage Editor.
Whangle, which .dsn't his name, Is
night editor of a Chicago moming pa-
per. Like others of bis craft, he is hard-
ened to almost any sort of trouble, but
& complication aroso the other morning
that made the problem of fitting two
columns of type Into one column of space
look easy. The night's work woas over
and Whangic had started across the
street to refresh himeelf by contact with
the artlele on which Milwaukee's fame
Is founded. As he pameed through the
bunsiness office, force of habit demanded
that he siep behind the wicket and look
in the mall box. There was one letter. .
In & feminine hand was written the ad-

dreas: “Mr. Wilam Whangle™

Whangle whistled gently, tore open the
envelops, withd the contents, and
threw the envel in the corner. The
contents proved to be a second envelope
which was nddressed: "“To the Author
of My Parting."

“What In thundar?' ejaculated Whan.
gle, as, with visions of happy homes rent
asunder, he drew forth a Jletter which
called him almost every name in the vo-
cabulnry of indignant womnn It ‘wnos
an unsigned, mmmbling, (nooherent ar-
ralgnment that would sult almost any
arime, and Whangie, try as hard as he
might, couldn’t remomber of being tho
author of anybody's parting. He made n
dive for the finor, thinking that perhaps
the letter wais for some opne else, but,
vain hope. The nddress wns so plain that
it admittad of no doubt.

Whangle had staggered across the

erage that made Mllwaukea known to
fame, he drank long of the seductive
potion that Kentocky prod Vist
of 2 woman rampant, with & jar of vit-
riol In her hands, made Whangle a mis-
ernble man,

In the wesk that followed Whangie
put in much of his time practicing side-
tepping and duckl He eyed all wom-
en with susplcion and lost his appetite.
A day or two age Whangle had occa-
®lof to refer to the flles. Ha was thumb-
ing them rather absent-mindedly, when
hix eyes fell on -a glarlng two-column
beading that explalned it all. *Bhort
Iatory of the Day.,” it read. “My Part-
Bome woman evidently had taken lssne
with the writer of the story In his treat-
ment of the heroine, and desired to ex-
press her mind. Not knowing who the
author was she had addressed her flery
note to the author in care of Whangle —
Chicago Tribune.

SWORE IT ON “HOLY JOE.”

Yankee Tars Free Thelr Licutenant
From a Scrape.

In the early days of the United States
Nnvy the enlisted men frequently grum-
bled at the treatment they recelved from
thelr officers, but, as is Invariably the
case, no one else could abuse their su-
periors . within  hearing without being
called to account, and most severely, too.
One of the Navy legonds Is on Incldent
sald to have occurred In o foreign port.

An English and a Yankee man-of-war
were at anchor In the harbor, and a boat
from the American frigate was tied up at
the landing siage, awalting the raturn
of the Lisutenant it had brought sshore;
at the same moment the chaplain of the
British ship was pacing the ntage, sizZ-
naling for a boat to take him off. The
American officer at last tacked down the
street and tumbled down thes gangway to
the stage, showing the Indlsputable ef-
fects of the hosplitality that had been
extended to him ashore, and opened a
conversation with the “sky plle,” In
the course' of which the Intter ohjected
to the Lieutenant's condition .

“As you are an advocate of water, you
ought to live In it, not on it the Yan-
ksa thickly remarked and dealt the
chaplain a blow that toppied him Into

charges were preferred
againgt the American, and he was court-
martlaled. ‘fhe nine fackies comprising
the crew of the Yankse cutier were wit-
nesses, and swore to thelr testimony with
an air of Ingenious trathfulness that mnade
even the stern members of the court
chuckle inwardly. 5
You, gee, Caplain.” asld the coxswaln,
the first witness called, “the Lieutenant

ber, where wo hauled slongmids, when the
‘Holy Joe' hove In wsight” with a heavy
list ench way and wery much down by
tha-head. Ie let fiy at the Lleutenant,
who dodged, the Chaplaln fell over-
board, having lost his balance. And that's
all thers was to It

The other eight men solemnly corrobo-
rated the Coxswaln's testimony. and the
Yankee officer was ncquitted.—New York
Press.

SIMPFLEST PLOT IN THE WORLD.

; R
Bat - Its llxplln_lt‘lﬂl Bent a Club-
man to the Asylum.

They were sitting In the club and dls-
cussing plays and plota and actors and
actresses, and hoc genus omne. Sald he,
I rather llke these, iIngenious, Intricate
plots. Now, for instance, 1 have a great
idea for a plot. Two men are in love
with two girls, Charlle is in love with
Edith, and Jack is enamoured cf Neille,
but Nellie loves Charlle and Edith loves

Jack. This is simple Isn't 17

The friend sald it was,

*"Well, they all go fo a maaked ball
Charlie to wear the diagulss of o harle-
quin, Jack that of n Boer; Edith will ap-
pear nx Spring, and Nellle as Mary, Queen
of Scots. Hefore the ball they all get to
know somehow what the disgulses of the
others will be. Then at the last moment
they reverse the charmoters, ench couple
exchanging thelr dresses. Do you fol-
low?™"

The friend gasped a reply.

"This menns to say that Charlle. wha
was golng as a harlequin, really goes as
a Boer, and s0 on. Well, Charlle, as &8
Boer, makes love to Nellle, who was golng
as Mary, Queen of Scots, but who Is
masquerading as 8pring: while Jack, who
wins going ns a Boer, but who now thakes
the part of a harlequin, devotes himself
to Edith, who should have gons as Spring.
but, who has taken Nellle's part of Mary,
Queen of Scots. Now, to malte this plain,
you will ase that [ have drawn all the
characters on paper, and, If you will fol-
low these linez which I have made you
will see also that, supposing they change
dresses bafore the time of unmasking,
everything will appear to be right when
they come face to face. Ian't that so?"

No answer cams.

“So that Charlle, who was In the dis-

| gulse of & Boer, now appears as a harla-

quin, and makes love to Edith, who was
Mary, Queen of Scots, but In now Spring,
while Jack, who was a harlequin, is now
4 Boer, and speons with Nellls, who was
Spring, but has now taken her right cos-
tume of Mary, Queen of Bcots, Well,
when they unmask, Charlle, who was a
Boor, nnd who in now a harlequin, ean't
make out why or how Edith, who was to

Queen of Scots—why, whers on sarth has
he _gone to?"

The friend had fled from the simpiest
plot in the world, but he may be seen In |
.4 certaln ward, muttering to himsell: |

“Now, Charile went as a Boer, and |
Jack ought to have gone as n harlequin,
and Edith went as Spring, and—oh, my |
poor head.""—New York Sun. |

GOT IT ALL RIGHT,

sireet, and, instead of Imbibing the bev-

——————— ———————————————
- ————

Orasmus Nute, the Godly Man.
There onoe was a Quaker, Omamus Niute,
With a physog as stif as a cowhide boot,
And he akippered o ship from Georgetown,

Maine,
In the ‘way-back days of the pirntesr reign.
And the story 1 tell has to do
With Orasmus Nute and & black flag crow;
The tale of the upright course he went
In the faoes of & certaln predicament.
For Orasmus Nute was o godly man
And he falthfully followed the Quaker pan
Of love for all and a penceful lfe
And s horror of warfure and bloody strife,
While ebove the honors of seas and flecis
He prised his placse on “the facing seata.’
Ah, Crestmos Nuta,
Oraxmus Nute,
Hea never disgraced his plain drab soit,
Now often: he sailed for spice and teas
"Wy off soma place through the Barbary seas;
And onoes for & venture his good ship boro
Bome unhung grindsiones, a score or more.
Now, mever in all of his trips Uil then
Had be spoke those godlees plrate mon.
But It chanced one day near a foreign shore

| The sall of a stranze craft toward him bore;

And an spon as the rig was cleariy seen
The mate allowed "twas n hinck lateen,
Now a black lateet, as all men knew,
Was the badge of a bold, bad pimate crew.
Fo the mate he coammed to fts rusty peck
A grim “Long Tam' on the quarter deck.
Then lsansd on its muzrzie a biL to pmay
And walted to hear what the skipper would
=Ry,
For Orasmus Nute,
Orasmus Nute,
Hail sepped below for to change hin muit.
Ho saked &8 he came on deck again,
“Tisen thes really think thooe are plente men™
“Yea, verlly,” snsawersd the Quaker mate,
“And ther comw At A ncat unseemiy gait'
Orummus Nute looked over the rall
Al the bulging sweep of the huge black mall;
EBald he, “Wa are keepltg our own stralght
path,
And T'm sorry to harm thoss men of wrath:
Yet., brother, perchance wa amn fustifed
In letting Thomas rebuke thelr pride.
We'll simply give ‘sm a dash of fright,
o be sure, my friend, thee have almed jost
right.*
He sguinted his eyes along the rust
"Xow shoot.,” said he, *If thes thinks thee
mu.”’
Ker-botmo! the old Long Thomas roared,
And the big lateen flonoed overbomrd.
Ardl Orasmus Nute,
COrupmus Nute,
Seemad puzzied to find that he could shoot.
"Now what are those sinful men aboutT™
He naked s he heard 2 hourss, long showt.
And the Quaker tmate he answersd, “Lo!
They've out with thelr oars and here they
row "
»Xow, what In the pame of Willlam Pean,™
Cried Orasenus Nute, “‘can all thoss men?
Perchance they are after our load of modes
Wil thes roll them up hera, Brother Jones?
Wa'll save them all the work we can—
As & Quaker abould for bis fellow man™
S0 ns soon as the Rerce, hiack plrale drew
Up "longwide that Quaker crow
Hollnd thome grindstones down pell-mell

| An® every stone smashed through the shwell

Of the pdrate sobeo, and down It went,

And all the rascals to doom . were sent,

While Ommamus Nute leansd over the side.

“No thanks, thes 'rt welcome, my friends,” be
cried

I! chanered obe wretch from the sunken craft

Made & clotch st & Tope that wan tralling aft,

And up he was swarming with frantle hope,

When Orasenus eried, “Doea thea want that
repe Tt

o he cut 1t away with one swift hack

Wit a smile for the pirsts ms he dropped
back

And the Quaker skipper murveysd the sea—

“God loveth the greoerous man”™ guoth be.

Went dcwn and resumed his Quaker sull
—Molman F. Dey tn Aloslef's Magasine

—_——

“Hit Des So HotI™
De fiel" des pa'ch up brown en drp—
De tree toad, hs complainin'y
Div sun, he sweas o in de sky
Dwmt some follks say it rainin’l

D lizard th'o de fence rail peep—
He lef" bhe blanket kiver;
De ‘gator on de log asleep—
Has moll off In de river!
Hit des 30 hot In sver' spot
You see de beat a-twinklin',
Mus Mgy, whar dat watrin' pet?
Yo' rooes mesdin’ sprinkiln’.
—Atlanta Constitution.

wis on the stage, all peaceable and so-

e ————

Sennible Maud,

Maud Muller once on o Summer day
Went out on the pralrie to rake soma hay.

Her father was shy of a hired man, o
Mim Maud, though she kicked, was ohlesged
to go.

She rakod for a whils, then began to think,
And her thoughts were so hard you could hear
them chink!

For man-ual labor gave her a pain,
And she lonzed to skip® from that Eanvas
piain!

She oft had read in the Busy Hee
Of Colorado, where women are free.

She'd mad how her sex was allowed to vota,
And in lodges to ride the mystic goat.

Could run for office whens'er they chome,
Wenr semi-trousers and crushed pink hoss!

And the way that the grinders cut the gum
Would startle an angel from Kingdom Comel

Bhe almowt determined to give the shuke
To the manch girl's burden, the old hay mke,

And flee to the suffmegn paradise
Where the matter of sex never cuts no lco.

A wild bes hungrily took a sip
From the honoy bunched on her red, ripe lip,

And 101d her ahe’d better stay right thers
And boom as & Kannas sunfiower fair,

A meadow lark dodged her swinging rake
And told her that suffrage was all & fake!

A butterfly 1t on her sunburned ear
And whisperad, “Your headwheels are ocut of
gvar!

A grasshopper preped from the emerald sod
And twiltered, "“We nover can spars You,
Mauod!™

A blacksnake sald with & warning hiss,
““Ra the Garden of Eden, Sisa!™

A chipmunk chirped from s pear-by stump,
*“Tut-tut! old girile! Dom’t be & chump!"™

A bulltead bellowed from nelghboring alough,
“Don’t do it. girl. or you'll rue! you'll ruel™

And Maud sald to the paasing Lreess,
I can never go back on such friends =s
these!"

And she swung the take with o pew-born will,
Her soul all torilled with a rustic thrilll

And there she stays, and contented alngs
With the butterfiies, birds and anakes and
things.
—Deaver Evening Post.

Through Emeraild Specs,

Oh, the Haytben Chines, In & minuts,
Wiil be passin® acros th® divide,
An' 1U's lckty-cut he will shin it
T save his Mongolian hide.
Bad cess t* his queus an’ his liver,
We will give him an {ligant dancal
Ay, smirk! ay, mutter an’ shiver—
Tuck yer shirt inzide ov yer pantsl

Ye never was good es a natlon,

With yer slantin’ an' ignomnt eyes—
Make way fer th' lords ov creatlon,

Th rich an’' th' han'some an’ wisel
Yer intellick’s built Hke s parrot’s,

Yo eat with yer fingers an' sticks,
Yer soul is te dead ez & carrot's,
6o over yo gy ‘cross th° Styx!

Ye ruln our sh mn" our collars,
Yo iroa our eu int’ saws;
Tar a thing that gits rich an' then hollers
It wo ax ye t' follow our lawe.

Ye never was grod ms a roler,
What good in th' jand are ye, sorel
Yer a villaln, & chate, an’ & floster;

His popguns will teach yeo A magic—
Yo baythen, climb down t' yer kneel

appear as Spring, apreared as Mary,

A Summer Uold.
Oh, yen,
I've got u cold.
A Summer eold,
The meanest of ita race,
The black aheen
Of tha flock of leszer [lla,
How did I get 17
Flemne nsk me something hard.
1 got It
Bitting tndernesth o fan.
Not fan of nalm,
Or feathered Nnety,
Or handiwoerk of Jap;
Ewayed Iazily
By some falr lady's hand
Hut fan of bross
Sent whirlingly tlhrough spacs
At lighining spesd
Ry lghtning spark:
The popular elecivic fan,
The tompter
€ an overhented man,
The terror
0Orf the Summertims,
Unte its cool carsssns
1 unthinking gave myeelf,
And sinking at ite base into an easy chalr,
I st the muric
Of lts scothing whiry
Lull me to sleep.
Methought I flontad on the wings
Of angels freah from Shndyland
That fanned me as they flow
And turned’ th: perapiratiom
On' my bumning brow
To pearis of pleasantnoess,
1 dreamed of babbling brocks
That told of Bpring;
Of purling rills
That sang of shnde;
Of Eweet, sequestered woodn,
Unseorched by sung
Of fair, green flelds,
Dew-kissed from morn to night;
0f rowe-bloom
And of rhajsodles—
And then the vision changed
And L beheld
A hldecus hormor,
Brazen winged,
Thut flew forevern
Whirling round
And round and round,
Unceasingly around,
And beat upon Its cage oV wire;
The meanwhile
Whirring wickediy
And blowing out jta ley breath
Upon my nDeci e
And down my bac
into the very marrow of my soul,
' Chillsd through
And ptiffened to
My clothes, eold pnd clammy
As the hand of death,
Btuck to my shivering =kin,
1. with a sneesa
And wheese and snort,
Awoke,
Oh, Fe&,
T've god & cods,
A dab bad code,
Ad 1 know how I god 14
—W. J. L. In New York Bum,
—_———

The Rough Rider.

Whare the long homs feed on the run-cured
grass, in the blaze of & cloudlesn aky;
Where the cactits orawls and the ragehrush

spre=ds oo & plain of wikall;
Where tB§ gray wolf growis and makes his
feant on the Tungn calf gone astray:
Where the coward coyote yelps by night but
slink= from the faco of ds¥;

Where the mountains frame the pictured plain
with & bonder line of anow;

Whers tha chill of death from the blizzard's
breath falls with & stiag &nd blow,

Thers rides a man of the wild, wide Weat,
blest of the sun and air,

A simple man, with & fece of tan, and a heart
to do and dare

From “‘rope’” and “‘quirt” and ripping “'saff™
and the strangling " hackamore,'”

Ths untamed broncho lesroed his
measisr burden bore

Over the sloughs and the gophersd ground, and
in time of his greatest need

When be rides in the peril of hoof and horn at
the hrad of the night stampede.

He ta slow of speech, but gquick of hand, and
kesn and true of eye; .

He t» wine in the learning of Siature’s schost—

the bune,

wiil and &

breath;

He takes no fear of a living thing and makes
a jest of death. ‘
—Richard Linthicum fn Little Chronicle.

Harry Recetved n Very Much Need-
ed Object Lesson.

Among the paspengers on & railway
train recently wes a woman much over-
ar d, accompanied by o bright-looking |
nurse girl and a self-willed, tyrannical
boy of about § years,

The boy aroused the tndignation of
the possengers by hls continued shricks
andl kicks and screams, and hia wvicious-
ness townrd the patient nurse. He tore
ber bonnet and scratoched her hands with-
out a word of remonstrance from the
mother,

Whenever tha nurse manifested any
firmness the mother would chide her |
sharply.

Finally the mother composed herseif for
a nap, and about the time the boy had
slapped the nurse for the [ith time a
wasp came sallng In and few on the
window. The boy at once tried to cateh
1t

The niurse caught his hand and sald,
copxingly: .

“Harry mustn't tonch; big fiy will Dite |
Harry."

Harry screamed savagely, and began to
kick and pound the nurse.

The mother, without opening her eyes
or lifting her head, cried out, sharply: |

“Why will you tease that child wo,
Mary? Let him have what he wants at
onge."™

“But, ma'am, it's a—"

“Lat him have it, T say."”

Thus encournged, Harry clutched at the
wasp and caught It. The well that fol-
lowed brought tears of joy to the passen-
EUTH.

The mother nwoke again,

*Mary!" she cried, "let himi have 1t~

Mury turned In her seat and said, cun-
fusediy:

"He's got i, ma'am."—Unidentified Fx-
change.

JACKSON AND THE TAILOR.

How “Mnajor” Breeches Enraned His
Military Title.

“It was Just after the closs of tha
Florlda war, and General Jackson was In
Washington on officlal business of some
kind., It =as a benutiful morning In early
May, and 1 was stand'ng with the Gen- |

ernl and an officer who had act~l as

Bhis chief of stnff hefors Tennlson's Tav-
ern. a famous ald Washizngton hostelry.
*We were deeply angnged In the disous-
ston of a bill then before Congress which
was directly concerned with the growih
and formation of the nited Btatea Army.
when there came trotting

once recognized as the leading taflor of
the capital. When opposite to Jackson the
little man stopped and held out his hand,
which was at once grasped In the Gen-
eral's strong, funbsowned fingers, though
his eves wandersd over the portly person
of the Washington Paole with a puzalsd
expression.

“*The Httle txilor (whose role In 1fe It
wios to be on terms of seeming !ntimacy
with all the political., military and naval

colobritios of the day) saw that bhe was |

not recognized by the great man, and
standing on tiptoe to reach the tall sol-
dier’s anr, he whispered:

“* made your breeches.’

“Imperfectly catehing the sound of the
words, and supposing the fat Witle man

tn be soma cutlandish officer of milltin |

who had, perhaps, served under him
against the Beminoles, General Jackson
turned to his friends and sald:
* ‘Gentlemen, permit me o
my friend. Major Breechea'
“It is searcely necessary to add that to
the end of s days the Poole of Wash-
ington was known to. all army men as

introduce

| *Major Breeches' "—Lippincott's Maga-

zine,
CURED OF HER CURIOSTTY.

Bride Who Will Not “Play Deaf and
Pomb” Apain.

My wife has had her curioaity ap-

peased In a way that will satisfy her

| tor soms time,” sald the newly marTied

man as he smiled. “It was my ldea to
make our wedding trip as quiet na posal.
ble, and do away as much a3 we could
with the annoyance that usuaily attends
wedding couples. But the lady sald she
wos proud of belng a bride, and that
she wanted to hear the commetts that
the people would make. With this end
{n view she kit upon the crazy notlon of
plaging deaf and dumb and going through
a ot of monkey shines with our HAngers
to carry out the scheme, Bhe reasoned
that this would cause people to talk In
our presence, and thus we would be able
to hear what they mahl

*1 opposed the ldiotic jdea from the
start, but what I sald cut no fgure,
and T had to consent to the plan. Our
first chance to try the scheme oeocurred
in o rallway station, where we were wall-
ing for a train. My wife commencod

E)

—_—
————

“hsever Had Mo unclt

014 Bl Bprong he used to say
He “never hnd' no lock!™

Always whined the same old way—
Ha never had an fuen:

Tavecd u girl, but dldn't go

Like o man and tell ‘er sno—

Then he whined and eafd: *“You know
1 never had no luck!"

Bhe got marirsd, Jiltin° Bill—
He never had no luck—

There was other rirls, but stifl
He never had ne luek!

Folks woke up to bear, ons day,

That she's zone and run away,

Ti we heand soor old Bl say
He never had no luck

Bl'a crope-never grew at
He never had no luek;
Barns all empty In the Fall—
He never had no Juck;
Weedr, somehow, would always grow
Higher than the corm—yod Enow
That, somehow, don’t help things—ah
He never kad no luek!

Bl got married, as men will—
He never had no luck;

Bhe was far too good fer Bill—
He never had no Iuck!

Her old uncle owned a mine—

Died, at last, and left "er nine

Thousand dolinrs—fixed ‘em finel—
He mever hnd no luck!

Bill he signed & note ons day—
Ha never had no luck!
*Conrse It went the sams old way—
Hs never had ao luck?
Then she got o grisvin® far
What they took from bhim and her
Tl we'd ane more widow-er—
He never bad no luckl

County kept him thirty years—
Feo pever bad po tuck!
Couldn't make énda meet, It "peagp—
He never bad no luck:
Juat pot “round, and smoked amd et,
Whers the sunaline couldn’t get,
Lettin® peopln hear "Im fret—
Ha never had no luck!

Poor old Bl died “tother day—
He never had o luck!?
Bort uf just dried up, they say—
He never had no lucik!—
‘When the angel from the sky
Come I'll bet Bill cocked hin sya,
Bayin'y ‘“MusfI fiy s Bligh?—
I never had no luek!"
-8 E. Kiser In Chlcago Times-Herald.
—

Brothers Now.

No thunder of the guns—

No clamor of the Captains whers we stand
Under sersner suns,

Hand clasping hand,

Lave-cirelnd by a reunitsd land;

Here, whers the turf gleamed red

With bicod of herocs shed

And all the woss of war wers trumpeted!?

FPeace on high hills and plnins—

Peace o the Tivers that res crimson then;

FPrace where the =vlcome raing

Freahen the fleld pnd glen:

Where flowed the life tide. Sows the love of
men!

‘The Jart war word In eaid—

The fires of hate are dend.

And to the hills of bhope the world is Jedl

Here shines a glorious day!
Asain ahove the green the white tenis gleam,
And fnr, and far away,
War seems a ghostly dream!
The -undarkened rivers, singiog, seaward
Eiream;
The birds in Dlossoms sing
And o'er the calm fields wing
“Their ways in peace panmt all imagining!
’
Here meot the men whose biades
Clashed In the fexrful and the fateful strife;
Mern of the brave brigndes,
Who, where the storm was rifs,
Btaked In its deadiy fury Ufs on lfe!
After the battie blast
They stand for what is —_
Earth's herves then, and herces to the last!

But l=t & swelllng =ong

To the unshadowed blus of heaven risel

Grim foea so Jonx

They meet hepsath love's eiles,

And love rules mil, and hate in sunlight dles!

Boldiers and brathren they;

The mists are rolled away,

In the broad splendor of the perfect day!
—Atlanta Constitution.

Aneowing Men of Sowersvilie.

The country's goln” to the doge—we've got It
figer=] out—

Bhe's hommin' on the down prade now—{hern
"t any dou

The Phillypines an
i de

An’, ge=! = sutiook’s Oerce enough (o falrly
take your breath

We cun’t we how they're guln’
nasty sptll—

Tn fe tthe groa'ry stom
Bowerwvilie.

Cuby, «o0, s droggin® her

to avld =&

s In down here In

They're workin' wrong in Washin'ton, we s
It plain as day.

They haven't dore s single thing, por passed &
blll our way,

J¢ they'd listend to our words—we wonlin't
brag—bat, well,

The country wonldn't had to stand this tmr-
rible dry speil

An’ long ago wo seiticd oo a good Snancial
wil—

Ta atatesmen in tha groo'ry stues down hers
In Bowerwvilie.

The Chiness questioo—hopesily, t's jest &
mortal ain.

Two weehs ago wie'd planns! a way to dash

Into Pekin,

canture evwry Chinyman,

lttle gume,

An' grabh that fown of Shang—Hha—well, 1
an't pronounce |b:t na e

But, anywiy, wo'd give "em all & mightly bis-
ter piil—

TUs soldlers at the groc'ry otore down hers In
Boweravil

An® an' buwt helr

Then these election questions—we havs argled
pro and comn,
THI not a candsdate has got a leg to stand
B
We've figgered out the troublces that cach one
has got to mest,
avery singls candidate is certalin to be
beat.
There fan’t any Argyment 1Nat we can't give o
chill—
fellers In the groc'ry
Bowersville,
—Josh Wink in Haltimors Amerioan.
—_—

An’

Us store down bhere In

Conventlonalitics,

Some people wooff at lars all
And hold them in contempl,
And dally bless thelr stars th
Are from much vice sxempt;
Yel nol a seruple ever seems
Thelr pride of trutk o tweak
At litle fabrfeaticons they
Conventionally spealk. -
Good Mrs. Clack, wm-desp tn worl,
Seen through her witidow pans
Her nelghbor, Mra B
Apjroaching through
“Good lands!”” sha cries
now
When they're best off at homs ™
Then, as she opens wile ths dooy,
“How glad [ am you've come.”™

moms

folka don't

Mrs. Clatk in turn

P

And when good
Calls on good Mo

Just xs that lady puzshsd in
O'er what to get for tea,

Bhe doesn't hoar, ““The way rome
Do pester Is a cin ™

But fust, “"Well, what a pleasurs! I
Was wishigr you'd drop In**

fulks

Of courve, thesa damés are but & type
O thousands who denplee
The habit peaple cuitlvats
Of fabricating lies;
Yot who shall sy but liare all
Fall prey to thelr dismsn
Through such unwike indulpmes in
Conventionalities?
—HRickmon! Dispatch.
—————

Unansawered Letters.

They haunt ma In my waking hourm,
They follpw me through all my dreams,
VWhen the last my of daylight dies,
When the firnt moming sunlight henma,
I cannot drive them from my mind,
I think of them by day, by njeht
They maks my iffe a wrwich Krind,
Those letters that I cuzht o writse,

*"Why den't you write them then™" you aalk
To teil the truth, [ do nat know

It would be bBettsr far, of courss,
No longer to De bhaonted o

But sotnebhow I oegiect them pefil,
Negiect them dally, though ther blight

My weury life, and always wili—
Those jetters that I ousht fo write

townrd us & |
stout, moon-faced little man, whom I at|

her pantomime, and I had to enrey It
out, fesllng ks o fool while I was do-
Ing 1t. Bhe wobbled her Angers and I
wobbled mine, and we soon had everrbody
staring at us. Thers wers tWo WOmen
seated dehind us, and the comments she
dasired 1o much to hear soon came.

“'Its & newly married couple’ sl
one.  “The poor things arm deatf and dumis
Isn't it awiulT

" "What do you suppose he saw tn her™
asked the other. ‘Bhe ls positively homes

“*And T belleve her hair i» bleached.
sald the first woman.

“‘And her hat s out of date” waa
the next startler.

* Looka like an ol one made over''
wus (ha reply.

" 'Her dress wrinkles in the back,” mid
the frst,

“ ‘Bhe’s IS if she'n & duy, and she looks
an If she had & frightful temper.” put in
one of them,

"Hight there my wife found her tongne,
and her remarks to those two women
leflt no doubt about her having thatr im=
portant article that women sre suppossd
to exercise 80 freely. " —Dotrolt Free Press

LOVEY-DOVEYED WRONEG GIML,

Newly-Wedded Huaband Cuared of the
Spraking-Tabe Hable,

There Is & young man in the War De-
partment who has been married such &
very short time that be still talks baby
talk to his wife, although nobody waull
over muspect such a4 thing from his
somewhat stif¥ and stern exterior. The
young couple live In a little fOat owver In
CGoorgetown. When the young man gefe
bome at about 4:3 on week day after-
noons, he touches the button connectsd
with his flat in the westibule, snd when
his wife comen to the speaking tube and
suys, “WellT™ he procesds (o (ootssy-
wootney aml Htle-baby-dirl-does-oo-ur-oo-
hubbic-her through the tube for a couple
of minutes belfore he wallia wpstalrs.

He touched the button the other after-
noon, the customary “Well?' came down
through the tube, and he went ahead amd
wuttted through the speaking-tube those
wolnd sounds that persons of both msexes
emit for some tme before and for a
very lmited time after they stand up

| before thw parson. He wus particulariy

‘ovey-doveyish on thin ovcasion, and he
spent i good three minutes in telllng her
in baby patols magtime how much bhet.
ter she wos from every point of view
than all the rest of female crewtion, witd-
ing up by saylng that he wie “‘a-tummin’
right tp now to dot a e ™

Then he walked up the stalrs, opensd
the door and found one of his wifie's
women friends on the verge of hywterien
from lnughter and rolllng arcund, @eady
to burst, In a hizg essy chalr. The young
huaband asked her with selemn dlgnity
what ailed her, but it was several mine
utes befors he found out It seems that
his wife wos dressing when the beil
sounded, and her woman friend had
answersd at the tobe with the usunl
Well T

“I'l just pass that tube gamo up wfter
thin,™ said the young husband to his wifs
after the womuan friend had gone. “2
don't mind making a2 donksy of miyssif
for our own private delectation and hap=
pioesn, but is for betng made to fesl Nite
§ conts’ worth of lnrd In & paper sack
for the enteTininment of othar folks—wall,
1 pass on thmt™—Washington Peoel

KO JOKE IN THAT.
Though He Really Tried Aard to Yoo
Where It Came In.

“YTou Americeuns™ sald the Loodon
young min, as hs stopped sucking his
cane, “‘are always insinuating that we
Engliahmen don’'t know what a real joks
tn. Now just hold your aides while I go
over this one which [ read in a Dome pe-
per o week agol

* *The counteas—M'lord, you wers at thes
grand dinner jast night. wers you not?
Just a while ago I heapd one of those
vulgnr Americans make the remark that
this morning you had a big head

“ "The duke—But, m-lady, there's noth-
g o 1L

The American looked as sober as &
Criminal Court Judga,

“Well™ he asked,

“Don’'t you see?™ explatnad the dlagusts
od Hrittsher, poking the other in tha ribe
with his cane, “the countass says some
ona accused her companion (ha!) of have
ing & big head (ha! ha!y, and he decinres
{(p-db! hia') thers's nothing in 0"

“You, but—"

“Hiarstad locy, but what?™

“Her companion wos a Juke™

Y e

“And not any different from the rest of

the Joke, the Jokef It is so
adroitly put. In apparent (nadvertence
(desperately) the duke sdmits there W
nothing 1a hia head! Now, do you see™

*Well, 1t'n a little strange that the duks
could make sarh a frank and candid ad.
mianlon, but—whera does the Joke come
in? —Brookiyn Life.

Not a Seidilts Powder.

Lard Beauchuimp has aroussd wresth
and ridicula among the people of New
South Whales, where he s Governor, by a
mobblsh little attempt of his to play at
rayaity. He ban divided the viaiting st
into two cinsses. Invitations to vicores
gzl functiona are issved to the ons class
on blus curds, while for the other the
ordinary white cardboard continue to bDe
usedk. The “Dlues’” taks the Mgher rank,
and on arrival at Government House ars
at once ushered Into the viceregal pres-
ence, whils the holders of whitse curde
have to content themesives with a hume-
bier place In the genecal crowd,

By some mistake a well-known publie
man recently received & card of loedly
bive, while to hiv wife was sent only
the modest white one. On arrival at
Government Houss, and after pressnrs-
tlon of thelr curds, and slde-de-comp
tried to detach the gentieman and lead
him to the Governor,

Both he and his wife demurrad The
wid pleadsd his instructions, and the
confusion that would resalt If "Blues”
and “whites" got mixed 2
gtu:c‘g?’ saldl the lady. “My bus-

™ are not @ seldls powder!”—
New York Presa




