
An Allegorical Tale.
There oace was an ichthyosaurus.
Who could onlr lag Prt of a. chorus.

Which told of a love
That could fly like a dove

And stuck taster than plasters of porua.

There once was a crab (genus cand),
A lady who dreBsed something- grand.

She took pardonable pride
In her eight-legge- d glide,

"Which she In a style quite off-
hand.

Jfow this ichthyosaurus said: "Why
Should I pass this young lady byT"

Bo he flirted his tail
At this brittle female.

"Who, In return, winked her queer popped-o-

eye.

But rhen he started to sing
Of the pure, sticky love he would brier.

She said, as she winked:
"Tour style is extinct."

In those cold, hardshell tones that can sting.
&&&. If ever you should wonder Just why
Tliere eJn't no more ichthyosauri,"

The lines up above
Will tell of the love
extracted this Adaxnlc potpourri.

.5Mr this short allegorical tale,
Which U built on the gin rlcky scale.

Will also tell why
Summer loves always die.

SXQcal etyles of lore always faiL
Philadelphia Inquirer.

SHE WON ON EVERY RACE

'Siztt Hie One Experience of Taking
Her to the Track; "Will Loat

Him & Long While.

If your corner an honest men and say:
"Do you enjoy taking your woman friends
and relatives to the races?" he will look
about Mm furtively and then confess that
he would rather shovel hard coal into a
red wagon than take a woman to the
races.

Tet every day men take women to the
races. They are martyrs and they know
It. Still they endeavor to assume a
look of sprightly enjoyment. They try
to make themselves believe they are
having a good time. The unattachea
men look at them with pity and scorn.
.For some reason the martyrs of our day
are scorned rather than admired. We
are apt to think that martyrdom Implies
a lack of backbone in the martyr.

The unattached men go where they
please. They go down among the book-
makers; they fight their way toward the
paddock; they exchange opinions with
race-trac- k followers, in large plaids and
aluminum-backe- d diamonds. The man
who has come with a woman is longing
to do the same, but he goes into the
grandstand to find seats. He finds some
away at the top, where he can only see
the tips of the horses' ears, and where
his eyes bulge in the effort to read the
blackboard. He is hardly seated before
the woman begins to ask questions the
same old race-trac- k questions that women
have been asking from time immemorial

A Victim.
A strong man and an .etheral girl In a

Bray gown that looked like a bit of cloud
pulled from the sky sat down in the outer
tier of boxes in the grandstand. The girl
was fragile and the man was big and
broad of shoulders, yet at the end of the
olxth race the man looked as if he had
Just got up from typhoid fever, while
the girl was as fresh as a rose and still
asking questions as relentlessly as a census-

-taker.

The trouble began when the strong man
tried to explain the way bets are laid. He
explained laboriously and carefully. When

'he had finished the girl loked at him
with eyes that would have melted bronze
lOh. I feel awfully sorry for the poor

bookmakers. How do they ever support
their families?"

, wiped, his face and began
again. By the time he had ended his
second explanation the girl's sympathy
had veered. T just believe Til. bet my-
self this afternoon and get some money
away from those old bookmakers." she
Bald. "It isn't fair for them to ask
Buch odds. Don't you think it would ba
flne for us to bet on the horse that is go-
ing to win and get a whole lot of mon-
ey T'

The man said he had always dreamed
of doing this thing.

Well, then, let's bet," the girl an-
swered. Of course, she had already lost
her programme, so the man gave her his.
He looked over her shoulder while she
tried to decide which horse she would put
her money on. "How does It happen that
so many horses are; called Inip?" sho
asked. "I never went to a race that
didn't have an Imp In It."

His Martyrdom.
The Tnan smiled into his mustache and

taid that imp was simply the abbrevia-
tion for imported. Thereupon the girl
said "Oh!" and proceeded to pick out a
horse that had been "scratched."

It took the man some time to make her
understand that her favorite horse would
not run in that race, Next she selected
& big, gray horse, because she thought
the owner's colors, green and sliver, were
a charming combination.

"Now, do you really wish to put up
Snoney?" the man asked.

"Why, of 'course she said.
The man called a messenger. The boy

$amo up, with his fingers full of bills. He
Bald the odds were 5 to S on the gray.

Then the man turned to the girl and
told her that she would have to put up $3

to win SS.

"Well, am I sure to get my ?S?" she
nsked. "Are you sure that boy's hon-
est T

Tou won't get the money without your
horse gets place," the man answered.

"What 16 placer the girl asked.
"Place means that your horse must

Come in either first or second."
"But what If he doesn't?" she asked.
Then you lose your money."

"Well, I think that is awfully uncer-
tain." the girl replied, thoughtfully. "You
know I shouldn't like to lose It wouldn't
be any fun."

The girl reflected. The messenger
grinned. The man pretended not to "n-
otice the grin. After three minutes the
girl ceased to think.

"Tve thought of something lots nicer."
she said. "I'll Just bet here with you.
Xow, Til take my horse and all the oth-
er horses but one you can pick him out

and Til bet you a box of cigars against
two pairs of gloves that some of my
horses get place. Does that suit you?"

The messenger's grin widened, but the
man said: "Why, certainly.'

He selected a horse at random. The race
began. The girl won her gloves. Her
field of seven horses got flrBt money,
place ami show.

The girl was delighted with her system.
She asked the man if he cared to bet the
same way on the next race. She thought
it was "so exciting." He said he was
perfectly willing.

There were six races and the girl won
12 pairs of gloves. Sho said on the way
homo that she had had a lovely time, but
she was so sorry the man had lost every
bet. "Isn't It funny," she said, "that
I had so much better luck than you,
even when I let you pick out any horse
you wanted to?" Chicago News.
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MAKES WOE FOR IIIM.
Indlfrnnnt "Woman Brines Discom-

fiture to Chicago Editor.
Whangle, which .Isn't his name. Is

night editor of a Chicago morning pa-
per. Like others of his craft, he is hard-
ened to almost any sort of trouble, but
a complication arose the other morning
that made the problem of fitting two
columns of type into one column of space
look easy. The night's ,work was over
and Whangle had started across the
street to refresh himself by contact with
the article on which Milwaukee's fame
is founded. As he passed through the
business office, force of habit demanded
that he step behind the wicket and look
in the mall box. There was one letter.,
In a feminine hand was written the ad-
dress: "Mr. William Whangle."

Whangle whistled gently, tore open the
envelope, withdrSv tho contents, and
threw the envelope In the corner. The
contents proved to be a second envelope
which was addressed: "To the Author
of My Parting."

"What In thunder?" ejaculated Whan,
gle, as, with visions of happy homes rent
asunder, he drew forth a letter which
called him almost every name in the vo-
cabulary of indignant woman. It was
an unsigned, rambling. Incoherent ar-
raignment that would suit almost any
crime, and Whangle, try as hard as he
might, couldn't remember of being tho
author of anybody's parting. He made a
dive for the floor, thinking that perhaps
the letter was for some one else, but,
vain hope. The address was so plain that
It admitted of no doubt

Whangle had staggered across the
street, and, instead of imbibing the bev

'"'" sawtttiMtu
OriusmuK .Nute, the Godly Man.

There once was a Quaker. Orasmus Nute,
With a physog as stiff as a cowhide boot.
Arid he skippered a ship from Georgetown,

Maine.
In the 'way-bac- k days of the pirates' reign.
And the story I tell has to do
With Orasmus Nute and a black flag crow;
The tale of the upright course he went
In tho face of a certain predicament.
For OrasmuB Nute was a godly man
And he faithfully followed the Quaker plan
Of love for all and a peaceful life
And a horror of warfaro and bloody strife.
"While above the honors of seas and fleets
He prized his place on "the facing seats."

Ah, Orasmus Nute,
Orasmus Nute,

He never disgraced his plain drab suit
Now often he sailed for spice and teas
'Way off some place through tho Barbary seas;
And once for a, venture his good ship boro
Some unhung gr!ndstone3, a score or more.
Now, never in all of his trips till then
Had he spoke those godless pirate men.
But it chanced one day near a foreign shore
The sail of o. strange craft toward him bora;
And as soon as the rig nas clearly seen
The mate allowed 'twas a black lateen.
Now a black lateen, as all men knew,
"Was the badge of a bold, bad pirate crew.
So the mate he crammed to its rusty neck
A rrim "Long Tom" on the quarter deck.
Then leaned on its muzzle a bit to pray
And waited to hear what the skipper would

say.
For Orasmus Nute,

Orasmus Nute,
Had stepped below for to change his suit.
He asked as he came on deck again,
"Does thee really think tho3e are pirate men?"
"Tea, verily," answered the Quaker mate,
"And they come at a most unseemly gait."
Orasmus Nute looked over the rail
At the bulging sweep of the huge black sail;
Bald he, "We are keeping our own straight

path.
And I'm sorry to harm those men of wrath;
Tet, brother, perchance we are Justified
In lettlns Thomas rebuke their pride.
We'll simply give 'em a dash of fright.
So be sure, my friend, thee have aimed. Just

right."
He squinted his eyes along tho rust
"Now shoot" said he. "if thee thinks thee

must."
the old Long Thomas roared.

And the big lateen flopped overboard.
And Orasmus Nute.

Orasmus Nute,
Seemed puzzled to find that he could shoot
"Now what are those sinful men about?"
He asked as he heard a hoarse, long shout
And the Quaker mate he answered, "Lo!
They're out with their oars and here they

row!"
"Now, what in tho name of William Penn."
Cried Orasmus Nute, "can all those men?
Perchance they are after our load of stones.
Will thee roll them up here. Brother Jones?
We'll save them all the work we can
As a Quaker should for his fellow man."
So as sooa as the fierce, black pirate drew
Up 'longslde that Quaker crew
Rolled those grindstones down pell-me- ll

And every stone smashed through the shell
Of the pirate rebec and down it went.
And all the rascals to doom were sent
While Orasmus Nute leaned over the side.
"No thanks, thee rt welcome, my friends," he

cried.
It chanced one wretch from the sunken craft
Made a clutch at a rope that was trailing aft
And Hj he was swarming with frantic hope.
When Orasmus cried, "Does thee want that

rope?"'
So he cut It away with one swift back
With a smile for the pirate as he dropped

back.
And the Quaker skipper surveyed the see.
"God loveth the generous man." quoth he.

Then Orasmus Nute,
Orasmus Nute,

Went down and resumed his Quaker suit
Holman P. Day in Alnsley"s Magazine.

"Hit Des So Hot!
De flel' des pa'ch up brown en drjr

De tree toad, he complainln';
De sun, he sweat so in de sky

Dat some folks say hit ralnln'I
De lizard th'o de fence rail peep-- He

lef he blanket kiver;
De 'gator on de log asleep-- He

roll off In de river!
Hit des so hot in ever spot

Ton se de heat
Miss Mary, whar dat waf tin' pot?

Yo roses needln' sprinklln.
Atlanta Constitution.
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erage that made Milwaukee known to
fame, he drank long of the seductive
potion that Kentucky produces. Visions
of a woman rampant, with a Jar of vit-
riol In her hands, made Whangle a mis-
erable man.

In the week that followed Whangle
put In much of his time practicing side-
stepping and ducking. He eyed all wom-
en with suspicion and lost his "appetite.

A "day or two ago Whangle had occa-
sion to refer to the flies. He was thumb-
ing them rather absent-mindedl- y, when
his eyes fell on -- a glaring two-colu-

heading that explained It all. "Short
Story of the Day," it read. "My Part-
ing."

Some woman evidently had taken Issue
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 fiery
note to the author In care of Whangle.
Chicago Tribune.

SWORE IT ON "HOLY JOE."

Ynnlcee Tars Free Their Lieutenant
From a Scrape.

In the early days of the United States
Navy the enlisted men frequently grum-
bled at the treatment they received from
their 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 legends Is an Incident
said to have occurred in a foreign port.

An English and a Yankee man-of-w- ar

were at anchor In the harbor, and a boat
from the American frigate was tied up at
the "landing stage, awaiting the return
of the Lieutenant it had brought ashore;
at the same moment the chaplain of the
British ship was pacing the stage, sig-
naling for a boat to take him off. The
American officer at last tacked down the
street and tumbled down the gangway to
the stage, showing the Indisputable ef-

fects of the hospitality that had been
extended to him ashore, and opened a
conversation with the "sky pilot," In
the course of which the latter objected
to the Lieutenant's condition, ,

"As you are an advocate of water, you
ought to live In It, not on It," the Yan-
kee thickly remarked, aqd dealt the
chaplain a blow that toppled him Into
the bay.

Of course, charges were preferred
against the American, and ho was d.

The nine jackies comprising
the crew of the Yankee cutter were wit-
nesses, and swore to their testimony with
an air of Ingenious truthfulness that made
even the stern members of the court
chuckle Inwardly.

"You, see,, Captain." said the coxswain,
the first witness called, "the Lieutenant
was on the stage, all peaceable and so

Sensible Maud.
Maud Muller once on a Summer day
Went out on the prairie to rake some hay.

Her father was shy of a hired man, so
Miss Maud, though she kicked, was obleegcd

to go.

She raked for a while, then began to think.
And her thoughts were so hard you could hear

them chink!

For man-u- labor gave her a pain.
And she longed to skip" frqm that Kansas

plaint

She oft had read in the Busy Bee
Of Colorado, whore women are free.

She'd read how her sex was allowed to vote,
And in lodges to ride tho mystic goat.

Could run for office whene'er they chose,
"Wear and crushed pink- - hose!

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

She almost determined to give the shake
To theranch girl's burden, the old hay rake,

And flee to the suffrage paradise
Whero tho matter of sex ne er cuts no ice.

A wild bee hungrily took a sip
From the honey bunched on her red, ripe lip.

And told her she'd better stay right there
And bloom as a Kansas sunflower fair.

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

A butterfly lit on her sunburned ear
And whispered, "Your headw heels are out of

gear!"

A grasshopper peeped from the emerald sod
And twittered, "We never can spare you,

Maud!"

A blacksnake said with a warning hiss,
"Remember the Garden of Eden, Sisa!"

A chipmunk chirped from a near-b- y stump,
"Tut-tu- t! old girlie! Don't be a chump!"

A bulltoad bellowed from neighboring slough,
"Don't do it, girl, or you'll rue! jou'U rue!"

And Maudsaid to the passing breeze,
"I can never go back on such friends aa

these!"

And sho swung the rake with a new-bor- n will.
Her soul all tnrllled with a rustic thrill I

And there she stays, and contented sings
With ,the butterflies, birds and snakes and

things.
Denver Evening Post

Through Emerald Specs.
Oh, tho Haythep Chinee, in a minute.

Will be paseln across th dhlde.
An it's llckty-cu- t he will shin it

T save his Mongolian hide.
Bad cess t his queue an' his liver.

We will give him an Iligant dancel
Ay, smirk! ay, stutter an' shiver-Tu- ck

jer shirt inside ov yer pants!

Ye never was good es a nation.
With yer slantln' an' ignorant eyes

Make way fer th' lords ov creation,
Th' rich an' th' han'some an' wise! 1

Yer intellick's built like a parrot's.
Ye eat with yer fingers an' sticks,

Yer soul is es dead es a carrot's",
So over ye go 'cross th" Styx! . ,

Ye ruin our shirts an' our collars.
Ye iron our cuffs int" saws;

Yer a thing that gits rich an' then hollers
If we ax ye t' follow our laws.

Ye never was good as a voter,
"What good in th' land are ye. sure?

Yer a villain, a chate, an' a floater;
Mongoly, we shows ye th' dure!

Theys Rooshla an England agin ye,
Yer th bane ov th gallant Japan;

Uncle Sam's at yer pigtail, ye sin ye
Ay. out with yer leperous clan!

Th'fclmpror of Germany's tragic.
He will write up an opry ov ye;

His popguns will teach ye a magic
"Ye haythen. climb down f yer kneaf

Fer th' powers are lookin" fer slices.
They will cut ye up quietly an' fine;

They will divvy yer teas an yer rices
An' push ye all int' th "brine!

Tex lt'c one an all ov them sayln
In accents both rapid an" low:

" "Tis time, fellow powers, fer th slayin"
Th' Haythen Chinee, he must go!"

Harold MacGrath In Syracuse Herald.

ber, where we hauled alongside, when the
'Holy Joe hove In sight' with a heavy
list each way, and very much, down by
the -- head. He let fly at jthe Lieutenant,
who dodged, and the Chaplain fell over-
board, having lost his balance. And that's
all there was to It."

The other eight men solemnly corrobo-
rated the Coxswain's testimony, and the
Yankee officer was acquitted. New York
Press.

SIMPLEST PliOT IN THE WORLD.

Bat'Itn Explanation Sent a Club-
man to the Asylum.

They were sitting In the club and dis-
cussing plays and plots and actors and
actresses, and hoc genus omne. Said he,
"I rather like thesej Ingenious, Intricate
plots. Now, for Instance, I have a great
Idea for a plot. Two men are in love
with two girls. Charlie is In love with
Edith, and Jack is enamoured of Nellie,
but Nellie loves Charlie and Edith loves
Jack. This Is simple1, isn't It?"

The friend said It was.
"Well, they all go fo a masked ball.

Charlie to wear the disguise of a harle-
quin, Jack that of a Boer; Edith will ap-

pear as Spring, and Ne'lle as Mary. Queen
of Scots. Before the ball they all get to
know somehow what the disguises of the
others will be. Then at the last moment
they reverse the characters, each couple
exchanging their dresses. Do you fol-
low?" -

The friend gasped a reply.
"This means to say that Charlie, who

was going as a harlequin, really goes as
a Boer, and so on. Well, Charlie, as a
Boer, .makes love to Nellie, who was going
as Mary, Queen of Scots, but who is
masquerading as Spring; while Jack, who
was going as a Boer, but who now takes
the part of a harlequin, devotes himself
to Edith, who should have gone as Spring,
bnt, who has taken Nellie's part of Mary,
Queen of Scots. Now, to make this plain,
you will see that I have drawn all the
characters on paper, and, If you will fol-
low thes,e lines which I have made you
will see also that, supposing they change
dresses before the time of unmasking,
everything will appear to be right when
they come face to face. Isn't that so?"

No ansXver came.
"So that Charlie, who was In the dis-

guise of a Boer, now appears as a harle-
quin, and makes love to Edith, who was
Mary. Queen of Scots, but 13 now Spring,
while Jack, who was a harlequin, Is now
a Boer, and spoons with Nellie, who waa
Spring, but has now taken her right cos-
tume of Mary, Queen of Scots. Well,
when they unmask, Charlie, who was a
Boer, and who is now a harlequin, cin't
make out why or how Edith, who was to
appear as Spring, appeared as Mary,

A Summer Cold.
Oh, yes,
I'e got a cold.
A Summer cold,
Tho meanest of Its race.
The black sheep
Of tho flock of lesser ills.
How did I set It? ' ,
Please ask mo something hard.
I got It
Sitting underneath a fan. v

Not fan of palm,
Or feathered finery,
Or handiwork of Jap,
Swayed lazily
By eome fair lady's hand.
But fan of brass
Sent whlrllngly through space
At lightning speed
By lightning spark;
The popular electric fan.
The tempter
Of an overheated man.
The terror '
Of the Summertime.
Unto Its cool caresses
I unthlnKing gavo myself,
And sinking at its base into an easy chair,
I let the music
Of Its oothlnr whirr
Lull me to sleep.
Mcthought I floated on the wings
Of angels fresh from Shadjland
That fanned m,o as they flew
And turned th-- - perspiration
On my burning brow
To pearls of pleasantness. ,

I dreamed of babbling brooks t
That told of Spring;
Of purling rills
That sang of shade;
Of 3weet, sequestered woods,
Unscorchcd by sun;
Of fair, green fields,

from morn to night;
Of
And of rhapsodies "
And then the islon changed
And I beheld .t
A hideous horror,
Brazen winged.
That flew foreer. t
"Whirling round
And round and round.
Unceasingly around,
And beat upon Its cage 01? wire;
The meanwhile
Whirring wickedly '
And blowing outJts icy breath

(

Upon my neck 7

And down my back
Into the very marrow of my soul.
Chilled through
And stiffened to tho bone.
My clothes, as, cold and clammy
As the hand of death,
Stuck to my shivering skin,
I, with a sneeze
And wheeze and snort
Awoke,
Oh. yes,
I've god a code,
A dab bad code.
Ad I know how I god id.

W. J. L. In New York Sun.

The Iloneh Rider.
Where the long horns feed on the d

grass. In the blazo or & cloudless sky;
Where the cactus crawls and the sagebrush

spreads on a plain of, alkali;
"Where tlie" gray wolf growls and makes his

feast-o- the range calf gone astray:
Where the coward coyote yelps by night but

slinks from the face of day;
Where the mountains frame the pictured plain

with a border line of snow;
Where the chill of death from the blizzard's

breath falls with a. suns ana mow.

There tides a man of the wild, wide West
blest of the sun and air,

A simple man. with a face of tan, and a heart
to do and dare.

From "rope" and "quirt" and ripping "gaff"
and the strangling "hackamore,"

The untamed broncho learned his will and s.
master burden bore

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

When he rides in the peril .of hoof and horn at
the head of the night stampede.

He is slow of speech, but quick of hand, and
keen and true of eye;

He is wise In the learning cf"nature's school
the open earth and sky;

Hls strength is the strength of an honest
hart he is free its the mountain's
breath;

He takes no fear of a living thing and makes
a Jest of death.
Richard Llnthlcum In Little Chronicle.

Queen of Scots why, where on earth has
he. gone to?"

, The friend had fled from the simplest
plot in the world, but he may be seen in
a certain ward, muttering to himself:

"Now, Charlie went as a Boer, and
Jack ought to have gon.e as a harlequin,
and Edith went as Spring, and oh, my
poor head." New York Sun.

GOT XT AM. RIGHT.

Hnrrr Received a. Very Much Need,
ed Object Lesson.

Among the passengers on a railway
train recently was a woman much over-

dressed, accompanied by a bright-lookin- g

nurse girl and a d, tyrannical
boy of about 5 years.

The boy aroused the indignation of
the passengers by his continued shrieks
and kicks aid screams, and his vlcious-nes- s

toward the patient nurse. He tore
her bonnet and scratched her hands with-
out "a word of remonstrance from the
mother.

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

Finally the mother composed herself for
a nap, and about the time the boy had
slapped the nurse for the 50th time a
wasp came sallng In and flew on the
window. The boy at once tried to catch
It

The nurse caught hl3 hand and said,
coaxlngly: .

"Harry mustn't touch; big fly will bito
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 so,
Mary? Let him have what he wants at
once."

"But, ma'am. It's a "
"Let him have It, I say."
Thus encouraged, Harry clutched at the

wasp and caught It The yell that fol-

lowed brought tears of Joy to the passen-
gers.

The mother awoke again.
. "Mary!" she cried, "let hlirn have It"

Mary turned In her seat and said, con-
fusedly:

"He's got It, ma'am." Unidentified

JACKSON AND THE TAILOR.

How "Major" Breeches Earned His
Military Title.

"It was just after the close of the
Florida war, and General Jackson was In
Washington on official business of some
kind. It rds a beautiful morning in early
May, and I was stand'ng with the Gen-

eral and an officer who had actsd a?

"Aeier rttul Ao unek."'
Old Bill Sprong he used to say

He "never had no luck!"
Alwaj'3 whined the same old way--He

never had no lucit;
Loved a girl, but didn't go
Like a man and tell er so
Then ho whined and said: "You know

I never had no luck!"

She got marlrsd. Jlltln Bill-- He
never had no luck

There was other rlrls, but still
He never had no luck!

Folks woke up to hear, one day.
That she's rone and run away,
Ylt we heard poor old Bill ray

He never had no luck.

Bill's crops never grew at all
He never had no luck;

Barn3 all empty In the Fall-- He

never had no luck;
Weeds, somehow, would always grow
Higher than the com you know
That, somehow, don't help things h

He never tad no luck!

'Bill got married, as men will--He

never had no luck;
She was far too good fer Bill

Ho never had no luck!
Her old uncle owned a mine
Died, at last and left 'er nine
Thousand dollars fixed 'em fine!

He never had no luck!

BUI he signed a note una day
He never had no luck!

'Course it went the same old way
' He neer had no luck!
Then she got to grlevln' fer
"What they took from him and her
Till we'd one more wldow-e- r '

He never had no luck!

County kept him thirty years
He never had 110 luck!

Couldn't make ends meet. It 'pears-- He

never had no luck;
Just sot 'round, and smoked and et
"Whero the sunshine couldn't get,
Lettln' people hear Mm fret
.He ncner had no luck!

Poor old Bill died 'tother day--He

ne'ver had no luck!
Sort of Just dried up, they say-- He

never had no luck!
When the angel from the sky
Come I'll bet BUI cocked his eye,
Sayln': "MustI fly so high 1

I never had no luck!"
S. E. Klser in Chicago Times-Heral-

Brothers Sow,
No thunder of the guns
Noclamor of the Captains where we stand
Under serener suns.
Hand clasping hand.
Loe-clrcle- d by a reunited land;
Here, where the turf gleamed red
With blood of heroes shed
And all the woes of war were trumpeted!

Peace on high hills and plains-Pe- ace

on the rivers that rn crimson then;
Peace where the welcome rains
Freshen the field and glen;
Whero flowed the life tide, flows the love of

"men!
The last war word Is said
The fires of hate are dead.
And to the hills of hope the world Is ledl

Here shines a glorious day!
Again above the green the white tents gleam.
And far, and far away.
War seems a ghostly dream! -
The undarkened rivers, singing, seaward

stream;
The birds in blossoms sing
And o'er the calm fields wing

k Their ways in peace past all imagining!

Here meet the men whose blades
Clashed in the fearful and the fateful strife;
Men of the, brave brigades.
Who, where the storm was rife,
8taked in its deadly fury life on life!
After the battle blast
They stand for what is past-Ear- th's

heroes then, and heroes to the last!

But let a swelling song
To the unshadowed blue of heaven rlsel
Grim foes so long
They meet beneath love's Okies,
And love rules all. and hate in sunlight dies!
Soldiers and brethren they;
The mists are rolled away.
In the broad splendor of the perfect dayl

Atlanta Constitution.

his chief of staff before Tennlson's Tav-
ern, a famous old Washington hostelry.

"We were deeply engaged In the discus-
sion of a bill then before Congress which
was directly concerned with the growth
and formation of the United States Army,
when there came trotting toward us a
stout moon-face-d little man, whom I at
once recognized as the leading tailor 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, fcunbrowned fingers, though
his eyes wandered over the portly person
of the Washington Poole with a puszled
expression.

"The little tailor (whose role in life It
was to be on terms of seeming Intimacy
with all the political, military and navaL
celebrities of the day) saw that he was
not recognized by the great man, and
standing on tiptoe to reach the tall sol-

dier's ear, he whispered:
" 'I made your breeches.'
"Imperfectly catching the sound of the

words, and supposing the fat little man
to be some outlandish officer of miutia.
who" had, perhaps, served under him
against the Seralnoles, General Jackson
turned to his friends and said:

" 'Gentlemen, permit me to Introduce
my friend. Major Breeches.'

"It Is scarcely necessary to add that to
the end of his days the Poole of Wash
ington was known to all army men as
'Major Breeches.' " Llpplncott's Maga-
zine.

CURED OF HER CURIOSITY.

Bride Who Will Not "Piny Deaf and
Dumb" Again.

"My wife has had her curiosity ap-

peased in a way that will satisfy her
for some time." said the newly married
man as he smiled. "It was my Idea to
make our wedding trip as. quiet as possi-

ble, and do away as much a3 we could
with the annoyance that usually attends
wedding couples. But the lady said she
was proud of being a bride, and that
she wanted to hear the comments that
the people would make. With this end
In view she hit upon the crasy notion of
playing deaf and dumb and going through
a lot of monkey shines with our fingers
to carry out the scheme. She reasoned
that this would cause people to talk in
our presence, and thus we would be able
to hear what they said.

"I opposed the Idiotic Idea from the
start, but what I said cut no figure,
and I had to consent to the plan. Our
first chance to try the scheme occurred
In a railway station, where we were wait-
ing for a train. My wife commenced

Luunlu? Oten of. jUoiverivllle,
The countrj'" goln to the dogs we've got it

fingered out
She's hummln on the down grade now thero

Isn't any doubt
The Phlllj pines an' Cuby, .too, Is draggln her

to death.
An', gee! The outlook's fierce enough to fairly

take jour breath.
We can't see how they're goln to avoid a

nasty spill
Us fellers In tthe groe'ry store down here In

Bow ersville.

They're workln' wrong In Washin'ton, we see
it plain as day.

They haen't done a. single thing, nor passed a
bill our way.

If they'd listened to our words we wouldn't
brag but well.

The country wouldn't had to stand this tur--
rlble dry spell. ,

An' long ago we settled on a good financial
bill

Us statesmen In the groe'ry storo down hero
in Howers Hie.

The Chinese question honestly. It's Jest a
mortal sin.

Two weeks nso we'd planned a way to dash
into Pekin,

An capture- every Chinyman, an bust their
little game.

An' grab that town of shang Sha well, I
can't pronounce the name.

But, anyway, we'd give 'em, all a mlghtly bit-
ter pill

Us soldiers at the groe'ry store down here la
Bowersvllle.

Then these election questions we have argled
pro and con.

Till not a candidate has got a leg to stand
upon.

We've figgered out the troubles that each one
has got to meet.

An' every single candidate is certain to bo
beat

There isn't any argyment that we can't give a
chill

Us fellers In the groe'ry store down here in
Bowersvllle.

Josh Wink in Baltimore American.

Conventionalities.
Some people scoff at liars all

And hold them In contempt
And daily b!es3 their stars that they

Are from such vice exempt; A

Yet not a scruple ever seems j
Their pride of truth to tweak

At little fabrications they
Conventionally speak. 4 --!

Good Mrs. Clack, arm-dee- p In work.
Sees through her window pane

Her neighbor. Mrs. Peddlman,
Approaching through the la-- .e.

"Good lands!" sho cries, "some folks don't
know

"When they're best oft at home,"
Then, as she opens wide the door,

"How glad I am you've come."

And when good Mrs. Clack la turn
Calls on gcod Mrs. P.,

Just as that lady puzzled Is
O'er what to get for tea.

She doesnlt hear, "The way some folks
Do pester Js a cin."

But Just "Wei, what a pleasure! I
Was wishing you'd drop In."

Of course, these dames are but a typo
Of thousands who despise

The habit people cultivate xOf fabricating lies;
Yet who shall say but liars all '

Fall prey to their disease
Through such nnwlse indulgence in

Conventionalities ?
Richmond Dispatch.

Unanswered Letters.
They haunt me in my waking hours.

They follow me through all my dreams.
When the last ray of daylight dies,

"When the first morning sunlight beams,
I cannot drive them from my mind.

I think of them by day. by night
They make my life a wretched grind.

Those letters that I ought to write.

"Why don't you write them, then?" you ask.
To tell the truth, I do not know.

It would be better far, of course.
No longer to be haunted so.

But somehow I neglect them still.
Neglect them dally, though they blight

My weary life, and always will
Those letters that I ought to write.

Soowllle Journal.

I
L-s- m . 1

y
her pantomime, and I had to carry itout, feeling like a fool while I was do-
ing it. She wobbled her fingers and Iwobbled mine, and we soon had everybody
staring at us. Thero were two women
Beated behind us, and the comments she
desired so much to hear soon came.

" 'Its a newly married couple, said
one. The poor things are deaf and dumb.
Isn't it awful?'

" 'What do you suppose he saw In her"
asked tho other. 'She Is positively home
iy."

"'And I believe her hair is bleached,'
said the first woman.

" 'And her hat is out of date, was
the next startler.

" Look3 like an old ono made over
was the reply.

" 'Her dres3 wrinkles in the back. said
tho first

" 'She's 25 if she's a day, and she looks
as if she had a frightful temper, put in
one of them.

"Right there my wife found her tongue,
and her remarks to those two women
left no doubt about her having that Im-
portant article that women are supposed
to exercise so freely.' Detroit Free Ptpss,

LOVEY-DOVEYE- D WIUKGi GIItL
Newly-Wedd- ed Husband Cared of the

Speaklnjc-Tub- e Habit.
There is a young man in the War De-

partment who has been married such a
very short time that ho still talk3 baby
talk to his wlfo. although nobody would
ever suspect such a thing from h!s
somewhat stiff and stern exterior. The
young couple live In a little flat over In
Georgetown. When tho young man gets
home at about 4:20 on week day after-
noons, he touches the button connected
with his flat In the vestibule, and when
his wife come3 to tho speaking tube and
says, "Well?" he proceeds to tootsey-woots- ey

and
through the tube for a couplo

of minutes before ho walks upstairs.
He touched the button the other after-

noon, the customary "Well?" camo down
through the tube, and he went ahead and
emitted through tho speaking-tub- e those
weird sounds that persons of both sexes
emit for some time before and for a
very limited time after they stand up
before the parson. Ho was particular
'ovey-doveyi- on this occasion, and he
spent a good three minutes in telling her
In baby patois ragtime how much bet-
ter she was from every point of view
than all the rest of female creation, wind-
ing up by saying that he waa
right up now to dot a tlss."

Then he walked up tho stairs, opened
the door and found ono of hl3 wife's
women friends on the verge of hysterics
from laughter and rolling around, ready
to burst. In a big easy chair. The young
husband asked her with solemn dignity
what ailed her, but It was several min-
utes before he found out It seems that
his wife was dressing when tho bell
sounded, and her woman friend had
answered at the tube with the usual
"Well?"

"I'll Just pass that tube game up after
this," said the younff husband to his wlfo
after the woman friend had gone. "1
don't mind making a donkey of myself
for our own private delectation and hap-
piness, but as for being made to feel Hko
5 cents' worth of lard In a paper sack
for the entertainment of other folks well,
I pas3 on that" Washington Post

NO JOKE I THAT.

Though He Really Tried Hard to Seo
Where It Came In.

"You Americans, said tho London
young man, as ho stopped sucking his
cane, "are always Insinuating that we
Englishmen don't know what a real Joke
Is. Now Just hold your sides while I go
over this one which I read In a home pa-
per a week ago:

" The countess M'lord, you were at tho
grand dinner last night, were you not?
Just a while ago I heard one of those
vulgar Americans make the remark that
this morning you had a big head.

" The duke But, y, there's noth-
ing in it "

The American looked as sober a3 a
Criminal Court Judge.

"Well? he asked.
"Don't you see?" explained tho disgust-

ed Britisher, poking the other in the ribs
with his cane, "the countess says somo
ono accused her companion (ha!) of hav-
ing a big head (ha! ha!), and he declares
(p-a- hl ha!) there's nothing in It"

"Yes, but"
"Blarsted idiocy, but what? ' '
"Her companion was a duke. '
"Yes."
"And not any different from the rest of

the English nobility?"
"No. But the Joke, the joke! It is so

adroitly put. In apparent Inadvertence
(desperately) the duke admits there is
nothing in his head! Now, do you see'"

"Well, it's a little strange that the duke
could make such a frank and candid ad-
mission, but where does tho Joke coma
In?" Brooklyn Life.

Not a. Seidlltz Powder.
Lord Beauchamp has aroused wrath

and ridicule among the people of New
South Wales, where he is Governor, by a.
snobbish little attempt of his to play at
royalty. He has divided the vlsltlmr list
Into two classes. Invitations to vicere-
gal functions are Issued to tho one class
on blue cards, while for the other the
ordinary white cardboard continue to bo
used. The "blues" take the higher rank,
and on arrival at Government House are
at once ushered into the viceregal pres-
ence, while the holders of white cards
have to content themeslves with a hum-
bler place In the general crowd.

By some mistake a well-kno- public
man recently received a card, of lordly
blue, while to his wlfo was sent only
the modest white one. On arrival at
Government House, and after presenta-
tion of their cards, and p

tried to detach the gentleman and lead
him to the Governor.

Both he and his wife demurred. Tho
aid pleaded his Instructions, and the
confusion that would result If "blues'
and "whites" got mixed. "Nonsense,
young man!" said the lady. "3dy hus-
band and I are not a seidlltz powder'"-Ne- w

York Press.


