Difficult Task.

We heve had the specific command
To regurd ail our peighbors with love—
Thers are few whe will 2ot understand
What a Qificult teak this may prove.
For your neighbor may blow the cormet
Anf blow it full oft out of tune,

Or his dog §a & rollicking pet

'With & hadlt of baying the moon;
Ant his daughter is jearning to play

Or to ming—which = possibly worse,
Anf you listes and long day by day
For & nics guiet ride in & hogree.

©Or your msighbor with elog power
Your path, when you're hurrying. stops
Anéd mlks for at least a balf hour
Of the army., free silver and orope;
©Or his chilfren use langusge that's barred
Or else simply Dellow and roar:
Or hie chickens run loose iz your yard,
Or his ost drinks the milk at yonr door,
We have hoad the specific command—
But, dofMmng urbanity’'s mask,
One may =8 well say 1L off hand,
it's & deucedly dlMeult task
—Washington Btar.

MET IN A FOREIGN LAND

And They Were Glad to Meet, And,
Indeed, Why Shouldn’t He Kiss
Her, If She Wished It?

They met first In Parls, where, being
Americans and far away from home, they
felt that §t would be foollsh to stand
on ceremony. Bo she smliled—very prop-
erly of course—and he lifted his hat, and
then each wanted to know what city the
other was from. and he asked if she

knew the Gregories, and she asked If he |

knew the Lockwoods, and they talked
about “home,"” and both felt far less lone-
Iy than before

But unfortunately all her trunks were
all packed; she was to leave Paris on the
following day.

He looked when she sald it os if the last
boat that was ever golng to sail for Amer-
frn had Just gone, leaving him on the
dock., with no hope of overtaking her.

Bhe sighed a faint, little sigh, too, and

lushed when =he ralsed her eyes and
found him guxing at her almost pathetic-
ally,

“And are you going home from here?’
he =msked, when he dared to trust his
voloe.

*No,” she rveplied, “not directly. Mam-
ma wishes 10 go to Germany first to try
the watera ™

Hope Revives.

He felt & new hope In his breast. Why
should he linger In Paris? He had seen
all he wanted to see of the exposition.
It didn't coms up to the Chicago show,
enyway. Of course, he had to remain
somewhere near to look after his firm's
exhibit, but he could run up to Germany
for & few Anys as well as not without
negiecting his duties, All this fashed
through his mind in a second.

Bhe was carelessly swinging her parasol
snd looking up the boulevard without
seedng any of the hundreds of peopls who
were coming and goling there.

“Where do you expect to stey the long-
est in Germany?’

8he looked into his eyes, then looked
ewey a&gain and answered:

“We are golng to be at—at—"

She stopped and he sald:

“Pardon me. [ have no right, upon our
short acquaintance, to question you In
this way. Of course, I cannot expect you
to trest me as & Ufelong friend, just be-
cause we are both Americans—at least
not until 1 bave furnished yon with satis-
factory evidence concerning my stand-
ing If you will permit me to do this,
I will take pleasure In getting the Greg-
ories to let you know all about me when
you return home"

Perfcotly Satisfied,

"Yes," ghe replied, “of course, that will
be—oh no, 1 don't mean that. I cau see
very plainly that you need no references.
One can tell something by looks, you
know, and If the Gregorles are friends
©f yours, that le sufficlent. No, T haven't
&ny reason for notl caring to tell you
where we are golng, and I shall be pleased
to give you our address. We shall be
most of the time at—at—-

Agaln she hesltated.

He looked st her with wonder ana ad-
miration. Al she was so beautiful! And
Zow bewitching she was with all that col-
or in the checks, which were brushed by
ber leng, dark lashes, for she was Bnsing
down st the ground.

“At whore "' he asked, after walting for
ber to finish,

“At—at—at Kiss—oh dear! What an em-
barrassing name—we shall be at Kissing-
en during the —"

But she never finished the sentence.

ngr of Dewey's ear. Then Dewey ran
walling in to me. 1 don’t know how 1
could have ever done anything so cruel,
but the slght of t ear caused me to
lose my temper, and I told Dewey to go
out after that horrid dog.”

“And I suppose Dewey obeyed?™

"Yes, Indeed; he rolled those great,
wistful green eyea with an expression of
thenks, and then went out. When I saw
the look fn Dewey's eyes I was almost
tampted to call the owner of the ball-
dog eand warn him in time. Then the
sight of Dewey's ear cams back, and I de-
cided not to interfere. But I hope you
wiil not think I encouraged the fight or
the sport!™

“Certainly not, madame. And did they
Aght?*

“Well, as I was saying, Dewey went
out ana the next thing I was ecalled to
the window by the worst howis and yelps
that you ever heard. I looked out and
saw only & bleck-and-white whesl turn-
ing In the alr a iHttle above the bricks.
Dewey was black and the dog was whita,
After a little while there was more black
in the whirl than there was white, and
presently there wasn't any white at all
Then I saw the owner of the bulldog come
out. He looksd around for his pet in valn,
Then I saw him plek up something metal,
which was the license, and the only thing
left ol the dog. That is about all. The
owner of the dog just went back and
closed the shutters. Dewey came in and
went to sleep In my work basket. If you
wantl to give mo a month's subscription
for the story, here’'s my address. Please
don't use It In print, though, becatse I
abhor fAghts of all kinds. Good morn.
ing."

The wea old woman plcked up her um-
bretla and departed.—Chicago News.

HORSE REPORTER TIPPED.

Hoew Whnt He Was About When He
Took Odds on the Game.

There was no racing at the Gravesend
rocetrack & week ago, Friday, so the
horse reporter decided to spend the
aftsrnoon watching the Brooklyns and
Cinelnnatls play ball. It was his first
visit to a ball game In several years, and
the surroundings were strange to him.
He took & seat just back of the reporters'
box, gazed around at the empty benches
and remarked that the bookies would go
out of business with such a crowd.

“H'm,” sald the man with somebody
elsc’'s peason pass, “‘they don't allow any
betting here, so the gnmblers don’t come,
What are you doing here?"

“Just ran In to kill time and win sup-
per money. How do these teams dope?”

“Cinch for Brooklyn, ten to one shor.”

"Long shot, hey?' remarked the horse
reporter. “Bay, Mr. Scorer,” this to one
of the baseball reporters, “let's look at
your dope. Three wins and a tie for
Brooklyn. TI'll just bet 76 to 100 that Cin-
cinnet! wins"

“Take you,” sald the man with some-
body else's season pass. IU's like Anding
the money."”

“You're welcome to it If you win 11,
said the horse reporter. “Bul say, thoss
Cincinnatl fellows warm up as if they
had lots of go in them. The Brooklyns
look ehort and don't move around as
if they'd stand the gafl. I've got a
fighting chanece, ain’t I, Mr. Official?*

“Just that, and nothing more,” e¢pliad
the bassball reporter,

“Well, I couldn't sit here without hav.
ing & bet down. What's keeping them at
the post so long? If they delayed like
that at the track the whole push wouid
be set down., Ah! There's the bell
They're off.”

When the game had progressed four
innings and the Cinclnnatls had a lead of
two runs, the horse reporter exprossed
surprise at the confidence of those abont
him that Brooklyn would win out

“Say, what game am I np against, any
way ™" he msked. “"Here's a team leading

by two lengths and running easy, yet
you fellows say they're a b to 1 shot. How
do you figure it? How do they dope in
the winning line?"

“Brooklyn, first; Cincinnati, next to
last, and Brooklyn's already won 16 out
of 18 from the Reds."

“Looks like m pipe for you, dom't it?"

“Want to call the bet off T

*No; let it go. We're not playing on
tha dead line and I won't have to walk
home."

Two more Innings were played with an-
othor brace of blanks for the champlons,
and the man with somebody eise's senson
pass lost some of his confidence.

“It’s a three-to-one bet now," he said.

*“Then I've got & better chance for a
trolley ride home,” sald the horse re-
porter. t

The odds, according to the man with
romebody eclse's season pass, were re-
duced to 2 to 1 when the seventh Inning
ended with another blank for Brooklyn,
and it was even money when the |ast
half of the elghth began. When that wns
concluded ard the umpire called the game
with the score of 2 to 0 In favor of Cin-
elnnatl, the man with somebody else's sea-
son pnes remarked disgustedly:

“"Why, the Champs played like a lot of
dead ones today."”

“Yes" reaponded the horse reporlier, as
he pocketed the money. *I wna tipped off
on that before I cams In. 1 mlways play
sure things.

And he bade the man with somebody
elsé’s season pass 2 smiling good aflter-
ncon.—Brooklyn Eagle.

HOW BROWN WORKED IT.

Quiets Wifle's Susplelons and Hoa n
“Little Game,"

To be perfectly honest, Brown does not
€0 to his Griswold street office every nizht
that he tells his wife he Is going there.
The business which he says Is pressing
is frequently imaginary, and the man
whom he Is golng to meet does net exiat.
He belongs to' & club, and clubs hawve
thelr attraction. He thought thet his
wife wns growing susplclous, and Brown
is resourceful.

On the evening In question, as the lnw-

¥ers would say, he told her that there was

a meatter of business that could not pos-
sibly be, deferred until the next day.
Abhout 9 she answered the 'phone and
was askéd If Brown was.at home, and re-
plied that he was at his office,

“Quess not,” was the alarmihg resporss,
*I was Jjust down there and all looked
dark."”

She rang off viclously, If women ever do
such things, ordered a coupe, told the
driver to g0 ms fast as the ordinance
allows, 'kept taking on temper as she went
and flew upstalrs to the office as though
& mouse were In hot pursult. Her hus-
band met her smilingly, insisted that ahe
had glven him a delightful surprise, put
his easlest chair near the light, handed
her a paper, and apologized for having to
resume work that would possibly keep
him till 3. " She could not explain, she
could not keep awake, she was ashamed
of herself, and after lamely telling that
she had dreamed that he . was 11l she left,

In ten minutes he was at the club and
ghook hands with a man who smilingly

ked If the scheme worked. He replled
that It was as good as ready money for
at least sixty days, and then each bought
a stack of chips that pass in the night.—
Detroit Free Press.

HARD TO SAY “NO."

But e Gave Her a Long-IToped-for
Chance to Say “Yes,”

That he was a most exemplary young
man and In every way worthy of the
favor of any woman whom he might reeck
In marriage there was no denying, but.he
was slow on some polnts of reciproecal af-
fection, and he needed to be shaken up
a bit. He wng fond of disdusing socio-
logieal and moral questions, and once
started on his hobby he could scarcey
be headed in any other direction. He Rad
been quite devoted In his atteation to
one young woman for 25 much as six
monthe, but she had been unable to bring
him to hi= senses, though she was willing
to confeas that she had,tried repeatediy
to do so. Of eourse, she had done It In
the delicate ways women have in thote
matters, but what he nedded was a club,

Not a great while ago he was ealling
as usual, and as usual he was negiscting

sentiment for something that only made
a gir! tired. This time he was mora'lzing
on the temptations of life and the prons-
neas of people to yleld without making the
proper effort agains: them In whalever
form they might appear.

“However,” he sald ‘in conclusion, dlu-4
playing a commendable splrit of charity |
for the weak: "it i§ a very difficult thing
for any one to =ay ‘No."

Here was an unexpected chance for her.

*And conversely,” she responded slow-
ly, 80 he could get the full force of it
it shonld be wvery easy for one to Ay
‘Yea""™

He looked her straight In the eyes at
last, and a hush fell upon the scene.

“Um-er-um,” he hesltated, "Miss Kate,
am I a chump?”

“It |s very difficult for one to say ‘No,
ghe sald, with s pretty little amile. nnd
later she found it quite easy to say ".yes."
—Washington Star,

OUT OF THE WRONG MOUTH.
L]

Young Dentist Malkes Slight Mistake
in Patients.

The young denist had a ealler., BShe

was a styllsh young woman, and towed

by n stout chain the ugiiest of ugly bul-

dogsa,

“Poor Jim," she sald, soothingly, “you
must saffer.”

The young dentist gazed at the brute
and smiled.

“This way, mi=s'" he sald.

“Just n minute. Is thers a mirror In
| the bullding? My halr Is wild from the
| wind,”*
| *You will ind one at ths end of the
hallway, miss.*

While she stood before the mirror he
surveyed Jim.

“I'm not In the hablt of extracting 408
teeth,” he soliloquized, “'but 1 suppose I
can o the job., It would be a good Idea
to start in now. If she stands near [ may
get the least bit nervous, and the chances
are In favor of the dog making troubla
for some one.” |

He thought he knew the bad tooth.

“*Come here, pup,’”” he sald, trying to get
around the dog. Then he reached for the
forceps and got a good grip on hiz patlent,
When Jim opened his mouth the steel

FOR MUSICIANS AND MUSIC-LOVERS.

Bocks *loudl encugh to be heard"” are no novelty, but musical socks that make no nolse of any kind are among the nawest things on

foot.

Vaudeville puns on the clocks as nn ornament .to hostery are supposed to have led up to the (dea of the musical sock. Naturally this
creatian of an alleged brain comes from the effote East. Walin. clog and jig time nre woven into the:ahanks of men’s half hose, In such
a way that a viollnist, clorionst plnayer or cornetist may cocl first one foot and then the other om a muaic rack and play right through
the score of the first nct of & eomic opera. White bars on & biack backrround are popular, but) the white fOcures
blutsh purple. are better adapted to long-legged musiclans, as the combinstion Is proved to be the clemrest within the scope of the sign-

maker's art.

But the munical sock s not wholly for musiclans. It may be for the lover of music ps well.

but he bas a sweetheart who doen. He has a

tham on. and calis on her. Stamding on & center table, just beyond the pinne, with & London roll-to his troussrs, he Dpirousttes first on
one foa and then on the other to “‘dan capo’” and repeat.

particular fancy for n certaln plece of music.

wherens for the musician It cannot pass the eurve of the shin bona.

One disadvantage of the sock as the background of an opera is that only a single act iz easily possible in the score. This noturally
suggoets changing ona's lmlng mevera] times in the coursa of a filve-act oprra. This, of courss, would be vulgar.

Tho way out of it seems to be in lengthening the hoen, or In the cultivation of Highland calves of the dimensions of thoze of the
Willlam Wallaces, the Roderick Dhus and the Robert Druces. Influences of an ultra-clvilization are azainst the Intter recourse, so that

longer stockings are to become necessanry.

Tt is 'all clear. It is the matter of a llttle time only when the ‘operatic mcore for the orchestra will be In: vivid colors upon the hoslery
of the chorus and up and down the clocked jimbs of the nrima donnn. Ths Amagon march will be written In the sams knit charactérs.
The man with the topiéal song will have to tumn hias back upon the nudience as he sings. —Chicago Tribune.

The sdvnuilacen of this sock la that

on & backsround of

For instance, s young man does not play,
Ha hea It woven Into a palr of socks, puts
nll

the *music- can be woven arownd it,

closed down on the supposed dbad molar
Man and dog struggled, and the man was
victor. The tooth came out. Just then
the young woman re-entered. It was an
exciling soene. Core, deep, crimson gore,
was everywhere. The young dentist wns
in a corner warding off the viclous at-
tacks with a chalr.

"What does thia mean? she gasped.

“1 got It out, miss.”

“Got what out?™

‘“*The brute’'s tooth; but It was a hard
Job.*"

“Do you mean to say that you extracted
one of Jim's teeth?"

“Certainly. Isn't that what you brought
him up here for? [ foond the bad tooth
without any trouble.'

“But hes has no bad teeth.,™

*“What!"

*No, sir; I came in to have ons of my
own teeth extracted”™

*“But I heard you say the dog was suf-
fering—""

“From flens.”™

“Then I will—"

“No, you won't. I'll go to some dentist
that knows his business,™

Then she tovk Jim by the chaln and
dragged him out of the office.~’Dicago
Regord.

FUN OF THE PARAGRAPHERS,

Things to Mnke You Laugh or Cry, as
the Case May Be.

A Coroner’s jury In Georgian dellvered
the following original verdict on the nud-
den death of & merchant who had falled
in business:

“We, the jury, find from the doctor's
statements that the decensed came to his
death from heart fallure, superinduced by
business fallure, which was caused by

| speculation faflure, which wms the result

of faflure to sea fur enough abend."—At-
lanta Constitution.

"There's no ume trying to do the im-
posaible.” said the discouraged editor.

“Oh, I don't know,” replied the soclety
reportar. “It has been dome. I was at
the meeting of a literary club yesterday,
and one lady there who read an ociginal
poem made ‘Son mot’ rhyms with ‘have
Eot." ""—Answers,

“Why i= it," demanded ths Sultan, fret-
fully, “that you always blame my poor
Kurda for sverything?™

The Ambassadors of the powers retired
and prepared a Joint note

“Your Majesty's wheys are past finding
out,” they protested In this, humorously
albelt something apocryphally.

An occasional bon mot lke the fore-
going serves greatly to relteve the tedlum
of dipiomatic negotiation.—Detrolt Jour-
nal.

“T'm afrald me daughter Moya is gettin’
80 she stutters,” sald Mr. Dolan.
ba recitin’ too much Latin an’ geomethry
at the High School.”

‘\Whin did yex notica it firat?" Inquired
Mr. Raff=rty. ‘

*““This mornin’, whin she got a letther I 1

interrogated her concernin' It. an® she sald
somethin' about ‘Billy Doo I know
betther. It wor ‘Bill Dooley.” "—Wash-
ington Btar.

"“Oh, no,”” =ald the Denver man, “we
don’t mind i if a person eats with his
knife. That's common, and for my part
1 don't see what's wrong about It, any-
way. But there's one thing both me and
my wife do hats to have happen In our
house.”

“What's that?" the man from Chicago
inquired.

“It’s havin' company wipe their mouths
on the corper of the table-cloth. When-

Bowersville's Plaint.

We're a-kickin' om the census count down
here In Bowersville,

The fggers that they give out is a mighty
bitter plill

They show that Plerce's Statlon has a ten
per cent Increase,

An' Jimtown—well they must "s "numerated
Jmtown's geese!

But Dowsrsville! The census shows she hasn't
grown at all,

An' there’s rage and wrath m Henry's store
clear to the *‘City Hall.™

We can't see how they figger It, for & bas
been our pride

That in the Inst ten years there's only been
two men that dled.

One ‘o them wns & peddler, who just gasped
for breath an® went,

When Descon Skinner didn't ssk Blm to
throw off a cent.

The other was & feller who fooled with some
dynamite—

Jest n button an’ & freckle was the only things
to light.

But. gee-mun-nes! There's Higgins twins, an'
an’ Fesler's girl an' boy,

Besifes the triplets that has come to Heseki’

His lips — — ——, and she ddn't care
if there were people near who might see.
Bhe was golng away In & faw hours, and
he was golng. too, 80 what was there for
them to think of a= long as they Hked it
themselves and were both golng to Kles.
ingenT™Chioago Times-Herald. .

ONLY A METAL TAG LEFT.

Dewey Wreaks Fearfol Vengeance
on Hizx Assailant.
“Which s the sporting editor?™ ohirped
;m old woman, with a parrot-head um.
rella.

The copy bor escorted her among the
mysterios of the editorial roome and point-
ed out the desk embellished with pugii.
istic photographa,

“There he is, ma’am.”

The wee old woman rested her umbrells
against o chalr and chirped:

“Are you really the sporting editor.T”

“YTes, madame" responded that Indi-
vidual, wondering whether his visitor waz
going to band him & tract or sell him a

"\'f'-_el'l. I bave & real good mory for

“For meT™

“Yes, indead I want to tell you sbout
the awfu! figbt between my Dewey and
the bulldog next door. But 1 hope you
will understand that 1 abhor fighting in
every way.”

"Certainly, madame™

“And there would not have been any
@isugreement if the dog next door had
not attacked Dewey.”

“Whet breed of canine Is your Dewey,
m~dames?"

“My Dewey is & cat™

“Ck, I see. 8o the bulldog attacked him
Sret T

“Fes, the horrid thing nippsd off & cor-

MeCoy,

An' other bablea! Man alive! You can't walk
anywheres

*Thout bumpin' into kerri'ges with youthful

sons an’ helre.

It's jest n kid percession fm the schoclhouss
to the mill—

But 1t n't in the census that they took o
Bowernville

The cenmus man—he pesdn’t szay he &ian"t
see "am all.

Hes might be biind, but surely he could easy
hear "em bawi!

An' that's why we're a-kickin' on the census
man’'s report—

We got A blame good notion fer to take the

cass to court.

think the census taker i» ln danger o

the law,

Fer classln' Bowersville ajong with sbrinkin’
QOmaba.

—Josh Wink, In Baltimore American.

We

The Flopper.
I'd rather be & flopper than to vots the ticket
stralgh

L

Though constancy’s & virtue which I deeply
wveperate;

But how csn I schieve Tenown or keep my
name in front,

Unless I change my politics and do my shift-
ing stunt?

I'd rather be & flopper than to tread the path
pursasd

Br men who've no averst for 1

despetude;
And, furthermors, you must propounce this

word In proper style,
And call it mot *'de-su-e-tude,” but *“‘des-wo-
tufie,"” the whiin

rd rither be a flopper, with my great quad-
rennial twist,

Than live unknown In Lobstervilla which
simply means exist.

And so, to all who crave renown, I drop this
gulet hint:

“You'll have to bs a Sopper if you want your
pams in gprint”

=5t Louls Post Dispatch

i ————

The Cod Fisher.

Where lean the long Atlantic: swells.
Where shrill the north wind demon yells,
In foam-streaked stretch of hill and dals,
And filngs the spin-drift down the gale;
Where, beaten ‘rainst ths bending mnast
The frosen raindrop clings and cleaves,
With steadfart front for calm or hiast
Hltkbllte!!d schoonor rocks and heaves.

To some the gain, to some the loms,
To eanch the chance, the riak, the fight;
For men munt dle that men may lye—
Lord, may we stesr our courss arlght.

The dripping deck b h him reels,
The flooded scuppers spout the brine;
Hp heeds them not, hs only feels
The tugging of a tightened line,
The grim whits sea fog o'er him throws
It's clammy curtajn. damp sand cold.
He minds 1t not—his work he knows,
*Tis but to All an empty hold.

Oft, driven through the night's blind wrack
He feols the dread berg’s ghastly breath,
Or hears draws nigh throvgh wallk of black
A throbbing engine chanting death.
But with & calm, unwrinklied brow,
He fronts them, grim and undismayed,
Fuor storm and loe and lner's bow;
These are but chances of the trade,

Tet well Be knows—where'er It be,
On low Capa Cod or bluff Cape Ann—
With strulning oyes that search tha sea
A watching woman waita her. man.
He knows I, and his love s desp, L
. But work is work, and btread Is bread,
And though men drown and women weep,
The hungry thousands must be fed.

To some the gain, to some the loss,
To each his chance, the game with Fate;
For men must dle that men may lHve—
Dear Lord, be kind to thoss who walt,
—los Lincoln, in Harper's Weekly,

The Hero's Troasure,

With a rose In the rim of bis fawn-colored
hat,
Arnd e jingle of maber and spur,
A snoldler rode by in the dawn and dew
Ero the villsge was scarcely astir.
The patter and clatter of sharp little hoofs
Brought her Into the window above;
Her eyes wors as blue as the sky overhead,
Unclouded by sorrow or love.
In the gold of the sunrise they halted below,
Bay mare and brave rider. a space,
And her ‘kerchief dropped cut aa she leaned
from the sill,
A fragment of linen and lace.
Ho caught It In alr on the point of his sword
And buttoned it under his blouss,
And cantered away, but drew rein on the hill
And turned to look back at the houss.
While she dreamed of a soldler returning from

war
To halt at her window aguin,

The mare and her rider lay dead In the duat
Where bullets were falling like rain;

And a comrade who passed In a moment of

truce
Btooped over and coverad his face
With & “kerchief be found in the breast of his

A ; of lisien and lace.
fragment of
r~Mipna in Loslle’s Weekiy.

Trring,

Dead on the Firing Line.,
(July 14, 1800.)
Ho wis a sad-eyed, homely brute,
But strong of withers, sure of foot;
Pupil of discipline and rule,
An ordioary army mule.

He'd traverssd many sens ond Ilnnds,
From breezy plain to torrld sands;
Breathed the foul alr of transport hold,
Stifled by heat, benumbed by cold:

Stervation's rationa meekly shared,
While fortune's favorites freely fored:
Climbed dizzy heights with doubls lond,
Or sunk knee-deep in miry road.

Curwed, benten, kicked, or scored by whack
Of stinging lnah along bis back,

Tet plodding, patient, ready, stiil,

To work the plan of bigher will.

Perhaps within his small, dumb soul
He felt ths Impulse of tha Whola,
And bore tho yoke of slavery

To set some other captive frea

But now, from Ban Francisco'n Bay
Jack sallod—from shores of yesterday
To shores age-old, forbidden, too,
What for? he neither cared nor knew,

Up the wide Pel Ho's brimming finod,

Past Tnku's silenced guna, and stood

To munech his grain In war's rude stall
Behind the captured arsenal;

While on the low, unsahgltered plain,
Ewept by the yellow drylls' main,
All dny the allles held thelr lina,
Spurred on by pluck and disclipline.

Then, back, & meisags quickly spedt
“*Our ammunition's low,”" it sald;
And Jack, still bearing double load,
Was huoetled out wpon the road.

With stalwart leadar, hand on rein,
And two swift followers—all the traln—
Target  for hottest fire that day,
Unmoved, an on parada, ware thay.

Pat! that was olosel Jack knows the sound;
One follower sinks to the ground.
Zip! Zip! the other ahares his fats,
But Jack and lendor may not walt,

Now the beleagured city’s walls

Loom high before—tha leader falls;

The reln hangs loone—and then a shout!
Jack lifts his head and ivoks about

Again the shout! Agnin: “‘Jack! Jnok!
Come on! Come on! What! he go back?

Ho knows those men—why they are *‘ours!™
Hotter the deadly hell-rafn pours.

“Come on! Come en! What? hit my brave?
Come onl a medal you shall haval
Just onn more pull—ih! that was fAnpol™
Jack falis—but on the firing Iine.

—H. C, F., In New Tork Bun.

The Lateat Newn.

All the late news i a Georgia sottla-
ment ls contained In the following from
a rural correspondant:

“Preacher's at camp meetin’,
Puttin' on the brakes;

Postmaster's gone a-fiahin’, !
An' the Colonel's killin' snakea™
7 ' m—htlanis Copstitutinf,

Chryaanthemum.

Here she lles where all must come
After days grown wearipome:
Bhe that was Chrysanthemum.

Tulips fnlter In the wind,

With blown leaves her #yes are blind
And her singing mouth is dumb,
Hera she lles whers all must come.

Eyes aa dark as Indigo

Now a decsper darkness know;

Halr that mocked the raven's wing
Feela 1s lotus withering
Aftar.dnys grown wearisoms.

Lotus flower between her bressts
Reats as deeply as she rests;

Milky well about her rolled -
Feeln seeds quicken in its fold. =
Heat she fenrs not, nor the cold— 1
Here she llea where all muat come.
Little fest that moved =o lizht
Munic wiil not stir tonight,

Though the stronzest love of men
Lilted on the =amiavn.

Litile hands men's hearts that led
Into snares that she had spread
After days grown wearisome—

Little hands shall bhold no more

Cloalng door or open door;

Keyn of Dleasurs or aof grief.

Lo! they hold s withersd leaf,

World, and whers is thy distress—

One chryranthemum fthe leas?

World, what sayest thou? Ehe is dumb?

Bha that was Chrysanthemum.
—Chicago Tribune.

—————

Midnight Catastrophe.

A tomicat sat on m moonlit ahed and warbled
a mong to the night,

A gray old singer of plebelan birth, but the
herc of many a fight, .
And a sinful man In whoss wicked soul no

fove for barmony dwelt

From his bed arose in. his med, nightclothes,
giving volee to the rage ha felt!

He n bootinck seized In his vengeful
and hurled it out into space,

And a smile peeped out through the dry war
scars of the veteran tomcat's face—

*Neaver touched me!* ha cried, In triumphant
glee, and n laugh of derision meouwed!

And ‘the madman swore till the stars went
+ out and the moon hid Its face in & cloud!

hand

Again did the toment raise Its voice In & song
to its sweet Marle,

And the echoea guivered llke current fell in
the thrill of the mejodes.

Angd the man in the window a shotgun selzed,
and It belched forth a rain of lead,

And the tomsat sank In the thross of death
on the roof of the old woodshed!

With a grunt of triumph the murderer sought
the ciibrace of his couch again,

And the tomeat raised up ita ahot-plerced head
and from It shook out the pain,

And sald: “‘I've been slanghtered just four
times now! T've had trouble to beat the
band!

But, though slightly disfigured, I'm still In the
ting, and I'vs AQxe -mote lives on handt'*

Brabhma.

(Transiated from Djislaleddin Romi, by Ritter)

1 am the mofe In the sunbeam, and [ am the
burning sun;

“Reat hers™ [ whisper ths atom.
the orb, “Roll on!™

I am the blush of the moming. and [ am the
avening breese;

I am the lsafs low murmur, the sweil of the
terrible seas

I am the net, the fowler,
frightened cry:

The mirror, the form reflected,
Itn echo, L

The lover's passionate pleading,
whisgersd fear;

The warrier, tha binds that smites him, his
mother’s heart-wrung fear.

I am [Intoxication. grapes,
munt and wine;

The. =ucst, tha host, the tavern, the goblet of
crystal fine,

1 am the breath of the flute, [ am the wind
of man,

Gold's glitter, the light of the dlamond.
the sea-pearl's luster wnn.

The rose, her port nightingale, the sangs from

1 enll to

the bird and Nt
tha sound and

the maldsa‘s

wine-press, amd

and

his throat that rise;
Flut sparks, the taper, the moth that aboot
it ftion.

T am both good and evel; the deed and the
derd’s Intent:
Temptation. victim,
punishment_

I am what was, i, will be! creation’s ascant

and fall;
The link, the chaln of existence;
and end of all
—8an Franciwco Argonaut,

stnner, crime, parden,

beginning

When Molly Led the Meeting.

I wus seftin’ with ths sinners— way back by
the door,

In the pew that smiles & welcoms—mestin'
evenin’s—to the poor.

I wus Jest the bardest sioner that salvation
ever knowed— :

A reg'lar ol° backslider that had Jost the

goapel road.

"Twus & Wedneaday night pra'r mestin’—when
they talked from left to right:

An' the word come that the preacher wouwidn't
e with us that night ¢

Ar' "Who would lead the meetin'?™ & woman
ralsed her han',

An® Molly, wjth tha bright., sweet gyes,
marched upfan’ took the stan'!

My heart wus palpitatin’l—n" what would
Molly may?

She dldn't keep me waltin'.—for her bright
eyea ahined my way!

She give that o' time hymn out,—an’
sung with sweet sccord,

With Molly's woice a-leadin® ‘em—"Come ye
that Lowe the Lord!™

An" lots of "em went uwp fer pra‘'r, an’ got

reiigion true,
Molly called acrost

ain’t you comin’, too™"

An' ths pews:—'"John,

An® I come!—1 couldn't stan’ It! Ther hol-
lered out, "“Amen!""—

With Molly's ban' a-holdin® mine I got re
ligtoa thenl

F # L (» Atlanty Conatitgion,

i 3 wrDacvar Grening Post,

The iast dar had coms. ‘The world
bathed in a sen of flame, and from a oloud
on high the angel Cubriel sounded
trumpet In the long-expectsd "“tapa™

"Well, well!” exclaimed a ahrouded f
ure emerging from & yawning Eruvea, “th
beats my stunt with the fddia, or m
name aln't Nero!"—Philndeiphian Presa

Amateur Sportsman—Is this a ood
place to hunt for reedies?

Native—You bet! Youw could hunt
straight ahead for a week.

Amateur Sportyman—You dom’t mens
it, really?

Native—Yes: "causse you'd pever find
any.—Philudelphin Press,

“Blowhard !s always boasting of
driving abilitles.”™

“It comes naturmi to Bim—been hand!
the ribbons behind the counter at Gung
maker's for six yenrs or mors"-—jid
and Driver.

His Record Agninst Him.

"Tou are asking me to marry you, IO
Spoonamores,” the young woman pil ]
“but I do not feel I can trust you
Fyears ago you made love to Mand Winew
gEreen, and when she became Interss
In you, as I bhave reascn to bellove,
caldly dropped her.™

“That winsn't exactly the way of It
pt‘ﬂflratr\l young 3IJpoonamore, “but

“A few monthe Inter you became
gaged to Fan Billiwink. and broke off wiz}
her in Jeas than six weeks, "™

“There are two sides to that Lat m
teil you how It—'*

“Shortiy afterward
Buenavista McCorlle.*

“She egged me on to that, and you kno
she 414"

“About the first of the present year :
made love to Mabel Garlinghorn an
Giyeerine MeCurdy ut the sama Ume™

“"Who told you thut?

“The giris themaelves. Laat month you
wore setding bouquetn and original poat
to DPalsy Peppergrass, and exchanging
photographs with Haazel Higginsids. Ho
citn [ piace any confldence in the profes
sions of such n lover?™*

¥ou proposved to

“Bhe

they |

“In ahort, Bellnda Verdigrie™ he i}
| with exceeding bitterneas, “fguring od
| the dope, the chances are all agnins
me"

H_T.-r chin sank on hix breast. and prs
ently he took his bhat and waoish
| Chicago Tribune.

Some Queer Epltaphs, '
The Western Warld

A whale romoance (s condensed in 4
epitaph from Vineyard Haven, Mase -

John and I i, that blooming pair,

A whale k him and her body llos Herey,

In Skaneateles, N, Y., we find that,

Neouralwin worked on Mm™m. Smith
Tl ‘neath the sod 1t iald herg

fhe was a worthy Methodise,
And served as a Crumder,

The uses of a family Biblea, and
sad uncertainty of those who have 04
such reconds to depend upon, ars exem
plified upon a Marviand tombstone:

Eltzabeth Scott llea hurisd herw,
She wan born Novw TTHE,
According to the best of her recollsctinn.

That the cares of this life are not a
left behind in the tomb was evidentl
the ereed of the family that reconded:

Our papa dear has gone o heaven
To maks arrangements for aleven.

Poor papa!

A tragedy Is revealed by the foll I
from New Hampshire:

Hern lles our jyoung and bisoming dmughtes,
Muordersd by the cryel and relontines Heory,
When coming homn from schoal he met e,
And with & aix self-shooter shot her

—The Weatern World

Refased to He Called Down.
“Minz Hanty. I must Ipsist upon you
| exereising mores care n the production
In this story of thae mysterd

| your copy.

oun firn In the Wimbledon fiat you ma
that Mr. Peachbliow, the bachelor artis
awoke with a start and hastily drawing
| on his cameras, selwed h pojmmos
hurried to the =tene of the confngration,

“What's wrong about 1, Mr. Blu
point™*

“Enh! What's wreng? Why, you've O

‘e mixed!™
“That would be natural nt o flre. would
it It

“But, don't yoa sce, & man ocouldn®
Wear camerasT

“Oh, how funny! I sce It now. Camer
|;:‘n on thres legs, don't the low cleve
you are, Mr. Blunepoint. Ta-ta. [ mus

g0 to lunch now.™
And the editor sdighs and gives It up
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Min Iden of It

When we wers over to Maddarville th
| other doy we saw a gamo of golf playe
| Thay take o round ball about the aie
| of @ walmaf, make a little plle of smn
|pu( the ball en top of 1. and then stan
| off and whack It with a thing that look
|Illm a billlard cue with a clay pipe =
the end of It. Then thay chass ths b
awny over the graas, and when they fin
it they whack it again.

You'd think from the way they lnok tha
they wera going to do something wort
talking nbout ufter awhile, but they don"y
All they do Is to hammer that la 1

over the grasa, but what It's

we don't know, and we put In migh
near half a day trying to fimd out. Gaol
may be all right for them that lkes §

but for our part, we'd a heap rather &
watermelon.—Hikory Ridgs Mistouriag

Not a Bit Confased.

“TI am afrald.” safd the poet to the of
Itar, “that you don't exactly grasp th
depth of the ldess expressed In my blan
verse.”

“"Perhaps nnt." sald the editor. ey
| may be beyond my mental reach.™

“T think you wrong yourseif,” sald th
poet, kindly. “l.et me test the poln
Here is a line at randoms: ‘She swilil}
passed him down the silent way, And &

her path a subtie perfume |Ingered
There, that doesn't seem confused
you, does [t

"“Not ut all,” replled the editor, M 1
*“that’s easy. You are aimpily trying ®
say that a gneoline aumtomobdlle
down the C=Cleveland Flain D




