The Good Old Darys.
Oh, for ths days when shirts of mall
Waere guite the pruper thing.
WMhen every time you tock a step,
You hamrd yomr armoer Fing:
When you could not remove your coaf,
Without & munkey wreneh,
= fools whe slasped you on the baek
With paia their fets would clenck,

HL for the days of lron “pants™
(O troussrs, &2 you plenss)

VWhen they were guite too well pot up
To bag much at the knees;

When you fell sure within your plates,
Your buochlers and your grieves—

And when the doms would bite your lage
You chuckied In your slecves

Hso, for the tirmss of lrom hate

And tron gloves ma wall,

Niom by the pound you bought your gurb—
hoss pood Asrye, truth to feil,

When by the ald of riveis big

You fasmensd om Jyour duds,
Al ¢ pender buttuns 14 not drep
With sad and sciemn thods
—ialtimore American,

BUYING THEIR FALL HATS

Martyrdom of Intending Purchasers
at Hands of the Trrants Whoe
Hule in Millinerydom.

Place—Any establish.
menl.
Time—The present,

Persons—A number of haughty mies-

large milinery

womon; a4 londly foorwalker; ¢ number
of weary-looking pessible porchasers
werring thelr Sonmmer and last Winter
huta

Pirst possible porchaser to floorwallier

=] wish o lmk at plain black hats.
Floorwalier—Certalnly, madame; take
a seat madume Mlss Panne, are you
engaged ! Show this lady some gay ™d
hote |
First posibie purchaser—I wish Lo see |
biack hats ‘
|

»
rwniker, alrily — Oh, certainly;
bright blue hata Miss Panne.

Miss Panne gildes swishingly across the
Yoom; roturns with ber arms full of peas
ook biue. mile green. burnt orange. royal

purple, wolfsrine, shrimp plnk, r-un]
white. old ross, turquolse, ceriss, magen.
et and automobils red hats,

The customer—1 sald pinin black hata
Mise Panne, addressing the oellng—
y're nol wenring plaln biack hats this
| Lo E L]

Becond possitle purchaser to hauphty |
anderwomnan, holding in her hand a young
himroomt of & hat—1'm a membar of tho
Aufdubon SBoclety, 1 tell you. and 1 want
oo hat with birds' feathers upon t—not
even o goose qulll. Bhow me something
that isp’t feather trimmed,

Filght of Andobonite.

Haoughty saleswoman salls .off; returng
with & seiting den turban In one hand
of paradise poks in the other,
bolts for the
to the Au-

as Audubonlie
ey re oot belonging
¥ this season.'
walker prostrates himself before a
dame ¢lad unostentatiopsly in
of gold and sanbuarsta

Flmorwalker, between salaams—Etule |
Fedoration milllnery? In a specinl room
maodam. No one allowed to

nll to lteelf,
. within

tenn yards of it unless ahe

rhow membetehip in at least reaven

md wexrs the minknum pumber
lers—400. Misa Velours will nke

you  thepe (Amide to Mias Velours,
Treat her white, Bha'n Mra. 8. Ervinia

Beoond-the-Motion, seventsenth vice-pres-
Mient of Sorosls and ahe's good for six-
teen botnela at least-—one for each ses-
slon of her ben party up at Albany m\xll
montih.)

Haughty waleswoman to possiblie
chaser on the shady slde of 80, with gray-
ing y,.ndx halr, tumed-up nose, wart on
emn>tha customer s sotted befors a
mirror: upon her hoad s A akish cart-
wheel In cerise vaivet and turquotes tulls,
with white plomes dangling over ane
ear—Beautiful, madam; beautiful! Angd
such a simpls litle hat! We oall It our
ralny-iay hat: so suited to wel weather
and thet sort of pservice, youw Kmow
They not wearing fancy hats In the
raln {his seanon, Not every woman could,
of course. stand so severs a styls, but
i, madam, can. of course, Wrear mny-
thing. Yes madame. Pald or charged?
Anyihing fe Sailt
malrewoman to possible pur-
chasnr whose head npestles Into A Lat
with all the ease of a round peg 'n a
Aple—mnat comfortable. madame?
Well, you know they're not wesaring com-
fortabie hats Really, 1
should hate a single altera- |

Huughty

aruNTe

L2 L op N
o supcent

tion. However (x £), If you wish we
can turmn the hat slde out (Turne it |
Infde oul) We oftem 4o that when
cranke—| mean customers, complaln Or

W can stammp on I Jumps up and down
on the hat several times) This not enly
enlurmes 1t, but alters the shape. I you
ltke, of eourse we can make 1t still larg.-
er by adding & bay window in fron: and
tiing A cupols an top. Some cra-—cus-

tomers prefer a porte oochere in fromt
and a bwmicoay & one uide. Any oar-
penter will tell you that's all this hat
nee:ls

Floorwalker to a customer who asks to
look at hats under SIS —They're not
wearing hats under 516 33 thin season.

Haughty saleswoman to deubtful pur-
chasor: a regular clreus of a hat s on
the doubiful purehaser’s hesd; on her
face An expression as though she half
ruspecteod ahe wun the fright ebe is—iet
e get a vell and then you can mee how
Bo hat really looks on you. You can |
tall how any hat ls golng to loek
you see it with a well, rou knew,

Thete ithrowing the glamor of = bit of
datled net over the reddenmed nose, the
frechled eheeks and the wninteresting |

e¥es), now you can see for yoursell how
becomine that hat in (Ties voll with a

fetching kmot in the back S]] sees min.
gied doubt and suspicion on the face bes
hind the veil

LIF course 1t lan't every
woman who looks well In & vell: so Dow
(with & woigh ! Fut—yes. madame. Oh
by this vening. most sssuredly, medame
Fald or charged?
Not = Bit Small

Huughty saloswomar tp possibis pur-
chaser Upem the apex of whose topkmot
toppies & hat the size of & dime-Too
small? O, po, Indesd. They're not weas-

t Anfl give yourssll to grief!

Ing hatwe to fit s searon, you know, Jumt | it

ot me get you a magnifying glass. There,
you soo It domsm't look mmall. If it fesls
toa wmall, it's the fault of your hatr—
that's the trouble. Now if you would
Jnst wear your halr a trifie higher, or
lower, or over ene ear or down Four
back like a Chinaman's plgtall, or hawve
1t shaved off altogether, Ther're not
wearing much hair this eeason, you know,
—New York Sun.

OFFICE DEVIL PLATS GOLF.

Subsequently NXarrates Experiencen
to Admiring Auditors,

The office devl]l went out to the golf
lnks during the champlonshlp touma-
ment of the Newspaper Golf Club and
Wis permitted to make one round of the
course. That night the devil, between
the moments when he was fercely shoot-
ing around the oMoe yellng “copy.” sat
on ois end of the deak and told about his
wild adventures on the golf links

“Hully gee!" sald the office bey, as he
spat roficctively through his teeth atl o
cockronch that was trying 10 carmry away
A Junch basket, “say, it was a plonie, Yer
ought ter hav ss=en yer uncle wid der fun-
fny bata. Every time 1 took a swipe at
de beli I dug up about a bushe] of grass
and atuff, and de committes made a Josh
about running me In for tearin’ up thelr
Erounda

"1 had & horrible time starting. I'd yell
‘vome four er ‘loven' or what ‘tis dat you

went Into de drink too.
giv' me do horse, and de mﬁ%
wis & tryin' to fill up de drink. ! got
some more balls and kep’ goln' and [ got
round In about seven hundred and fifty.
*Put it was all on nt of dem bump
ere. If der take dem things down I
woulda't do a thing to dat linke. Bay, I'd
do It In about sixty-‘leven strokes But
dem bumpers frost me. Say, where's dat

| sportin’ copy? Bill's hollerin’ fer It up-

| stalrs.*

|
|
|

holler, and den I'd spit on my bands and |

I'd make a holy swipe st the ball amd,
geel I'd Just tip it on de top and it'd go
about s half column. Everybody was a
Fivin® me de horse iaff, so I quit a holler-
o', and all of & suddint I swiped dat ball,
and gee! you
and it hit ope of committes's wifes rite in
d¢ back of de neck. And, ssy, I thought
de oid girl was dend. Bhe got up mod
kicked around and wanted ‘sm to make
me quit playing, but Bill snd all de gang
stood by me, and dey mald: "Ah, any-
body'd make a scoldent. Gwan, Jimmy.'

“And so | chased up after the ball and
hit "em agnin for keepa. I got It agoin’
agzain and dis time I got Inter one of dem
bumpers. D'y know wot a bumper Is?
Ah, & bumper is ltke wen dere makin’
a sewer and doy trow up & lot of dirt ous
of de hole,. Well, de dirt dat dey trow up
is the bumper, an’ you haf ter makas de
ball go & hoopin' over de bumper, 'cause
iIf it falls down In de hole on one slde
de stulfs wll off.

“My ball got down dere In de hols,
and It made me mad and I got them
bats =id de Iron business on do ond and

| 1 whacked away at de ball for keeps, T'd

keep a hittin® clods and & sallin’ 'em over
ilke I was tryin’ o throw things at the
gung on the other aide.

“Purty soon 1 walloped de ball one, and,
gee whis! Il went a whoopin” over dat
bumper and It away out In de tall grass,
1 tried to carry It into bpunda, ‘eause I
tink yet It was a fowl ball, but de gung
mys nit, dat I have ter swipe It out in de
weeds. And, say, I jest cut hay like a
lnwn mower out dere In de woedn befors
1 finely wend de ball out were I cud get a
falr swipe at it

"Dent I tuk mnother crack at de ball,
and 1 hope to die if I didn't send do bali
into de drink. Bl sed 1 hed to go in after
It, and 1 was wading rite ia wen de ola
girl wot T hit in da back of de nek sald:
‘Dt little boy will drown himself. Come
back.' And &1l de gang give me de horse,
and den I tumbled dat Bl had been
stringin’ me

“I ot ‘nuther ball and, on de dead, dat
‘un went Into the drink, and so 1 got
tough and carried de nex' one round de
drink, and, honest, 1t went backwasd and

Wedded,

Well. you are wedded, and around your e

Twine twe great joys; for same ans calls you |

wife,
child lips murmar
emlle
Afer long yoarn of sorrow and beart strife

And “mother’” and you

Smile up fnto he ayse that mest Your own—<

Feel the strong. shaliering srm armound you
thrown,

And eay, My hushand! and with love
words whils

Away 1o hours, oo longer dark and lone

You Tesl the citnging of your child; you feel

His arms aboyt your neck; his kizses steal
Away the mgh which trembise to your lips

VWhen faithfal memory doth some face reveal!

From; oot the fading past! * * = Hgl teads
ar ehichs
Are mat for your sweept lips—fovr such Swesd

ayes!
What sarthly Jor can now your Jor eclipse?
For, chooring well, your love couid be but

wive'

And yot, T famry that upon your brow
There s 8 180 femed shadow resting now;
The bended head droops lower, il st last
Tour wesding face In your pale Rands yom
o

" Is it N
o
A voles calls to you from the long ago—
A kasd bs stretched toward you [ross the
et
And joy I Joat In bitterness and woe!

Tou wonder why the tears your ovw should

fll;

You whisper to Your treaking heart: “Be
st~

Fot the heart moane wilh yesrmings un-
syfMerd—

ought ter & seen It sall; |

' remt of the furnlture. Now we are moving | “Tomorrow {8 my wite's birthday.

And the devil dlsappeared down
ball.—Chicago Times-Herald,

the

THEY STAY WITH HIM.

Chicago- Man's Expenaive Exper-
lence With Fruoit-Jar Masnis.

“Why in It," saked the tirsd man, who
had just fAnlshed moving Into another fint,
“Why is It that & woman will never throw
awny & glass frult jarT*

The entry clerk didn’t know, and sald
20, Besides, he wns not & married man,
and therefore was not expected to know,

“Now, I've been married 13 yomra™ sald
the tired man, “and the firet yoar we were
married my wife bought four dosen gloss
frult jors, half of them two-guart slze, the
others quarts

“"Well, the first time she Alled all &

into & different flat, and the frplt jars are
still with us.

"“We have had thome frult jars 13 years,
and not ons of them has beem brokun,
I calculate they have besn shipped 00

miles, that I have pald 87 frelght on |

them ot different times, and that thelr
storuge At odd months has cost 539 37
more. The dmayage on them will add at
lesxt $16 I to the total

“We never can gny more fralt. We buy
fresh fruit the year around or go without
And yet my wife will not part with those
frult jars. They never break. We could
oot sell them for 30 cents the lot, for
every other woman In Chicago Is maln-
taining a ocollection of the same kind of
jurs in luxurious idlensss. And yot they
tell me the factories are turmning out mil.
llons of "em every year. Great Scott! I
wonder who buys "em."—Chicage Tribunse,

PRESENTS FOR HIS WIFE,

It Wan Her Birthday nnd He Wanted
Her to Esnjoy 1t

“Hallon, old min, what have you in all

those bundles?™' asked & goy, airy young

bachelor of A careworn solemu-looking |

young man &s they met in a suburban
rallwey traln.

“"Presents for my wife"” was the senten-
tions reply. “It's ber birthdar.”"

“Well, what are you bringing your wite

| this package I am br
trousers, whioch

ure, and which I

el Is o palr of the very Dest
size S a good deal
in this package iz a
my pockets I have
| pipe and a packet of tobscco, Now,
don't see how she ean fall to havs &
happy birthday, do you?! 1 hope she'll
enjoy 1t, fur I want to get even for 'ﬂ!
the pretty things she has given me"'=—
London Tid-Bits,

GOT THE WRONG “FRIEZES™

Sleeping-Car Porter Makes Slightly
Embarrassing Mistale.

As the porder passed througt the car
the calied him aside. Thers was & whis-
por and & gleam of silver,

“Now, remesmmber they are In the pel-
low satchel.™

“Cyan't miss dem, ma'am.*™

“You won't let any coe sete you?*

“No, ma'am)"”

“The major is sitiing In that car™

“He won't see me, ma'am.™

"Well, here is tho key.”

The porter took the key
through to the next car.

I *Guess dls am 1t he pald, slipping
thae thin Key in the lxck of a yellow
satehel. He pot Ms hard In the satehel

HER DAD SUGGESTS AN EASY WAY OUT,

Cholly—I can't nd worde 1o express my Jove for your daughter, sir,

Her Father—Figorms will do.

Jars with fruit. The next year fruit was
nomrce. and we concluded 10 pot along
with canned peaches and such llka Tha
# frult jars I packed away In the darkest
ootner of the osliar,

“The following Spring we moved from
the little town where we llved to Cen-

tralin We packed the fruit jors, of
courss, and thers were three barrcls of
them,

wo lived in Centralia a couple of years,
moving twice, repacking those 8 frult
Jars both timem Then my com-

in that package from your tallor's?" gally I

pursued the bachelor.

“Trousern,” was ths answer.

“Whnt v

“Yes, 1 repeat—trousera. Just sou ll=-
ten. I had # birthday laxt November. My
wife got me three or four beautiful lace
bandkerchlefs, such as women ecurry at
Afternoon teawm and such pluces, and o
black welvet hat with high fenthers, one
of the three-mory kind that obstruct your
view of the stage In the theater, They

pelled ua" To move to the state capital
The frult jars went along. We moved
back to Centralln nt the end of a few
months, and & year later returned to
Bpringfisld. That made two meore trips
for the fruit jars,

“Three years ago we—that is, my fam-
iy and the fruit Jarm, moved to Chicago,
Bince coming here we have moved into a
different flat twice. Last 8pring my wife
went back to Centralia on a Summer vis-
it, and we stored the frult jarmm and the

My Simple Simian Cent.
1 walked along Proadway one night,
I'd not & peniny lofL
Indsed, mine was n pretty plight
Of money all beruft
An ape-liko tramp acconted me;
1 don’t know what he meant.
He handed m» 2 copper colnh—
My mimple, Bimian cent.
My singla, simple, Blmian cent—
“Tis all that T have lefu!
My singis, wimple, Simian cont—
Of other eoin berafi!
ITs werth & mililon to me now,
For all the rest s spent.
I'll--never spend it
Never lend it!
Btmpie. Bumian rent!

C've made & dotsn fortunes since—
Baen rich ant poor by turns;

Put other coln & tiny hole
In avery pocket burna,

It roes liko wildfire to the wing:
Bout when It all ds apend,

I still retaln thro' thick and thin
My simple, Simian cent.

(Reprat charus.)

I've had consumption, rheumatis
Poeumenin and the gout,

l
|

Vagoe yearnings which the woarld can ml

A

For women love dut oooe, and If denlsd
Thnt ficet, ewest love, thry tive unsatisfied,
Ard eling to It &= o the rrom of COhwing
Wherean thelr bleeding hearts are crueified!

And this Ia Nfel * *
us, swert!

Pe 1t theat you and T na more aball meest
Untll the grass s §en above the Breast
And God's white dalsies grow atl bead and

fost!
—Frank L Btanton ™ Atlants ComstMution.
———

* Heaven's meroy om

The Man Beaoath the Bed,
What cosmic widm has Tathersd hiz
Or made bis tribe exiat,
Cague be told by Bolon oid
Or jea ethnologint:
He seems & dremm, yot ToTinds deem
Hi= te Bfe's vigor bred,
And by the score ale looking for
The mas bensath the Bed

Inquiring mind of womankind
Indurtriogs search doth wage
Night afer ighs i bring to light
This rumored personage.
And though with will they're hunting stifl,
Their efforts bave but Jed
Te hope uncrowned; they've never found
The man beneath the bed.
Thiz Is & tiow when scts subilme
Are dow to mx of Eve
Ard whi =hall say, in ceuing Say
What deed they may achisre?
Wil one of ber, to Christopher
Calumbes’ gealus wed,
yoi reveal
bed?

Wilh meed of seal and
The man beoeulh the
~—Boston Courler,

1

Appendicitis, henst disensy

And apoplexy stout;
But thouzh [ dis hefors my time

Om ene thing I'm Intent;
Pray bury with me—"tis 0o crime—

My simpie, Stmian cent

(Bepent chorun)
—P. K M In New York Horaid
e —

Masgue of Love.

1 know you love me not. strange child of pas-
nioe!
Yot T have heard low words and scentled
nighs -
Break breathiess at your lips—have walched
Four syes
Doepen and droop and melt In  maddening
tanhion

Before Lhe hungsr of my gisd surmise!

Your sefi, uncertain mursourings but hide
The mirthful mockery of an untouched heart.
When on my lips your clibging kimses smart,

*Tha Pleasure’s Bolf yom lowe. and hew, be-

aida

That Tutile, phantom god, ca® man bold part?
O, Enuniing dreem of living loveliness,

i

logked mighty wall on her, and she ankea
me If 1 wasn't having & nlce birthday.
‘"Well, T dldn't mind that very much,
but whoen Christmas came 1 got another
deal of the same sort. I gave my wife
& pretty gold ring. Bhe gave me & tur-
quolss ring, too small to go over any of
my knuockles, and she wears It now next
to the one I gave her. But that wasn't
the worst of it. 8he got her sister to give
me pome after-dinner coffee cups, and my
sister to make me a lot of Ince dollles,
That was ull I got for Christman,
In

Leasons in War.
Wanst my pa he
Bays 1 musssen't never hit
A hoy that's litlec'n me
‘Causs It
Aln't right, you see.
Bo, when I went to wchool one day
Aod gt & playin’ marbies with
A littls ber named Charley Smith,
And winned all hin sway,
He up with all his might
And hit me right
Square on the ere
And mads me cry—
Anfl then
Almost befors T thought,
I pearly hit him back agen.
If it wouldn't been for what
My pa ha sed
I bet I'd mmarhed his bead)

And then, one other day.
- When Willle James
Bnuck up and ok my knife sway,
And called me names,
And sof I'd never got It back,
1 wp and I piva bim & crack
With my fst, right
Om the mouth—with all my might!
"Cacse he ain't llttler'n me,
You mee.
But hin pa mever tald him not
To hit Nttler bagys “n him, T s'pose,
Anfl so first thing I knew 1 got
Buruck an the nose!
At firet 1 thoumhe
I foll
Way down a deop, deep well,
Or tumbled from o roaf somewhsre—
Higher'n enny o this MWere (ownD—
And went a-tombiin® down,
Down through the ailr,
And It was twenity hundred miltlon (imes more
worser's. when
That littis Smith boy he
Hil me, and then,
At Tast, I goi awnke agen
And the Lived was running down all over me,
And T couldn’'t hanily breaths ner see,
Ner ennything! And thes 1 wished I'd dis

| Bo they*d put HIM in fail, and my

Pa he'd be ‘eause he told
Me that about not Aghin’ boys as ol
As me! And ma she crind
When I went bome, and drew
M= cioss un to her slde—
And T eried, too!

And then one other day
Whmn me
And Eddle Bpriges were fre depariment he
Woulds't play.
He's the harsa'n [
Was drivia®, so
First thing you know
We got to fightin'! My!
Ha wasn't etrong at all
Ard he's littler'n me, too!
And 1 hit

and pulled out a bunch of hain Then
he relecked the eatchel

“Heah's yo' frizzez, ma'nm!"™

"Don'{ speak eo Joud.™

“"Anything else, ma'am?’

"*Thut's nll, I helleve. T just have a
mintte to put these on before dinner.™

The porter rpeached the pintform M
time to mest an lrate tragedian,

“Not n step!” he thundered In tomes
that almost lfted the porter's cap
“What bave you done with my whisk-
ara?’

“Iaws,” muttered the
went in de wrong satchel!l™

Just then a lady passed toward the
dining-enr,

“Dnh's yo' whiskers, sah,” grinned the
porter, “on top ob dat lady's haldI™—
Chieigo News.

por'er, AR

Case for Scismors.
( In a certain village In Kent there lives
an old Iady known as "Talkative Bal™

and passed |
| Two ginsses of gpinger ale stood at thelr

wrist for her liking, so one
him in & mne, she said:

“"Excuse me, parson, but would you
mind my cutting about an inch off your
wristbands, as [ think it very unbecoming
to a clerieal man.”

“Certainly,” shid the pamon, and ashe
took from her pockst o pair of scimsors
and cut them to her matisfaction

Having fnished, the parson said:

“Now., madame, there s pomething
about you thut I should ks to ses about
an inch shorter.'

"Then,” mald the good dame handing
him tha scissors, “cut it to your liking."”

“"Come, then, gyod woman” sald the
parson, “put out your tongue."—Spare
Momants.

HER THIRST HIS UNDOING.

HeTl Drink Mo Mare “Sticks™ in His
Ginger Ale.

Every Baturday he and she came to the

mamé restaurant and aat at the same

table. He was her husband and her

idoal. She allowed him to smoke now

and then, but she abhorred drinking.

slden, respectively. The weather was
torrid and she was thirsty,

The wailter stood by the tmble with a
face that betokensd a child-llkw Inno-
penve. He had, with expectation of Lhe
usual tp, which was handsome, smug-
gled some whisky into the glass of the
husband before It wus brought to the
table,

8he swallowed bher ginger ale and then
smid:

“Hubby, I'm so thirsty. Lat ms have a
slp of yourn.”

Bafore he could prevent her, she had
sipped it. and & clowd that betakansd
more than an averags thunderstorm
came over her bhrow

8he guthervid her skirts togethsr, and
maying “We will go home,"” she swept
out of the room, giving the walter a
withering glan:e

Her husband followed with a glaintive
“Goodby” to the walter.

The latter smiled & sighkly smile and
cursed his luck.—New Tork Herald,

For Omee She Knew,

A party of young men were taking din-
ner & few nights ago st a fashionable
cafe, when one of them, who Is somewhat
of a jester, called the walter and said:

“John, go and call Maln ——. If o wom-
an anawers it will be my wife. Tell her
that I Instructed you to say that I am
in the police station for a few hours and
will not ba at home for dinner. Hay to
her that the possibiiities are that I shall
not be at home tonlght. Understand me,
sir?™

John winked a coupie of times in a
knowing way, bowed defersntinlly, saod
suggested:

“Bupposin’—a"=

“Bupposing nothing sir. If she asks
who Is talking tell her it Is the turnkey
at the central station, and she'll never
know who told her the e

The walter shambled away and wns
presently seen to be having o good dasl
of fun with himself. The jester Inferred
that it might have something to do with
hls case and called him over,

“"What's amusing you John™*

“"Wouldn't ltka to tell you, sir—at least,
right here.™

“l guess these fellows understand—let
‘er go."

"Miaxus paye to tell her husband she
is glad he is so nicely located for the
night—she knows where he fa for ones.""—
Cleveland Leader,

The parson showed too much linen at his

With the Hattle Flags.
[ stood alons in the gquiet dunk,
Beneath an arch of the vaolted room,
Apd walched the brilllant colors fade
AL tha stealthy touch of the creepihy gloom.

I mw the desp'ning shadows Test
On stately busis of bohored dead,
And where the lofty columns steod
Tall phastom pillars rose instead.

And soom 1 hewrd soft whisperad fones,
Thon ghostly cheering, murm'ring sighs;

And somstlmes laughtsr, now low mosna,
Then earnest gussilons, stern roplies.

I heant? the sound of the cannon's roar
Came wafied faint from I know not whers,

Then beat of hoofs, the swiah of fags
And crash of sabres filled the alr.

Dim phantom forms ewift passed me by
And misty horses reared and fell;

Red droge of blasd and tattersd Angs,
Then martial notes 1 knew o well,

When in! the place was filed with light;
I stood mlone In the vasited room;
But nd'sr & whispsr, ne'sr & moan
From those se near In the erseping gioem.

Neo slm whate'sr to make me think
I had aught but m of that battls
weirne
Exoept some sillkon tattersd flags
From niches gazing down sevens,
—Ingothy King in Boston Trasseript.
e e

Wife and Comrade.
Do you oall my face & ross,
With Lhs time of rotes pear?
Find a truer nams than this
For the brow and lps you Kiss
For you know that roses dls
In the Aututna of the year.
And beside you, love, must T
Front the frost snd fece (he snowm

1 was pever rose ner siar,

(né's too near snd one's oo fan

I'm mo pebhle and no peard,

But a livisg, leving girl

Mouth to kiss you, hand to heep
Touch with you while you're asleep.
Eyes to Lindls whes you'rs glad,
Hope to ciimb where you would creep,
Tongue o comfort whea you're sad.

Call mes wife, and comrade, dear,
Call me petther star por rose—
Thes the day [ need not dread
Whea the soow falls on my head,

Boul an woul looks
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Up two flights, then thrae doors back,

In & bachelor’s den hangs an old plps rack
Tta owner says, "Ah yes, "tis & useful thing.™
While his volre bas & sort of a lover's ring,
An he gases fondly at each face,

That glows on him from the chimmey place
Fucon of men balf hd by seowls,

Headn anvelooed in monkish cowls,

Others Bearing from mouth to sar

stam,
Noting its color with sflent gles,
Then puts (hem aside for the old T, D™

“Hete I8 & friend T've had for years:

It has known my Jays and shared my tears,
And often I've wondersd If tn the bowl
Isn't hidden away snother soul,
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End of a fummer.

L
"Bhe will not know me™ Hs bresthed &
"My mald of the many Eraces,
When to my counter ahe comes to buy
Her siiks and hor satins and her inces.

“Bbe will forget Jummer days o dear,
Forget all my foud devotion

Forget all har vows when she sees me
Her saleseian! Sut "Uis fate's portton ™

“He will pot know ma™ Her hoast was
"My lad of the forul devotion,

There at his club, amid laughier gind,
"H#Tl forget those days atl the occean,

“He will forget how we walked the sand,
To me no more ha s drinkimg,
He'll puss me by in his carviags grand
With its siiver barness cliaking."™

mL
He sclsed bis hat, for his heart was sors,
And fed from bhis post of duty
Bat down to lunch, silll living o'er
Giad duys with his Summer beautyp,

Ha ne'er oould forget (hoss times
Fut kis reverie came to smiash, sir:
For the giri be'd oved was arif-same o
Who beought Bla corned beof hash, str.

—Colorade Syrings Oa

HUBBY OBEYED ORDER

——_—

But Now He fSleeps and Takes
Menls Away From Home, While
Wife Tears Her Hair,

A pinin and sensible husband and
ther, who wes making & modest Mye
hood In the retail dry goods bimine
had a wife who was ambiticus to ab
In soclety. Bhe was quite well a
that her husband's means wers not
suficient magnitude to parmit an ext
ordinary daszle In that glittertng
of gayety, plamour and gentility, but
banksd on her matrimontal alllanos
&t least one of her two beantiful d
ters with an aged millionaire who
ready at any moment to marry
pretty girl who would accept him.

Naturaily enough, It was not be
pected that any youag and pretty g
could love any old thing llke he was, b
then he was so rich that love might
be asked to take a back seat.

Now, the husband eof this smbitl
ledy and the father of the two beautl
daughters was foolish enough to thin
that Jove mixed with matrimony Dbett
than money did, and he wis averse
ths machinations of his wifs 10 dispose
either of the daughters ¢o the mil
at & price. One day the lady, In no plea:
ant hiunor, sp to her husband on
subject of Qils opposition.

“l sbould think.'' she pald, *“that y¢
would have some ambition for ¥
daughters, You hawve never besn able
furnish them with the means thelr bes
Ly, accomplishments and position dem
and now, when | am Jdoiog my utmost
do & parent's duoty by at least one
them, you must apposs my effarta arn
seek to thwart my purpose I aho
think you would ahow some sign of
| preciation of the attention and hond
pald us by the wealthy gentlaman wh
I do so highly respectl”

"Forglve me, my dear™
husband ocontritely. “When the gen
man comea this evening 1 will obey yu
and show some #ign of appreciation.”™

Upon this thés wife was greally mod
flel, and the husband went down town
his store, returning in the evening & It
later than usual, but guits chesrful

At 120 o'dlock the wealthy guntiem:
callnd, and shortly afler the lady
gono in to meot him the husband follo
her, bearing in his hands an artistionl
palntsd card a yard square.

It in the aizn 1 for
temnn,” he auld, handing it te
and she read upon R In large leth
“Pleass Call on Us Before Purchasin
Elsewhorn."”

Thersupon the lady fell into s sials ¢
madness, ' from which she has scaros
yet recovered, and the husband s takl
his meals down town and slesping in
store—Washington Star.

Chinese Like Americans Best.

Up to the doginning of the
troubles. it has been a somewbat res
able fact, according to the Fhlladeiph
Inquirer, that no American citisen, Lrw
eler, buniness man, diplomat or miasiof
ary, has aver been murdered in China
the Chinese. This can be sald of the ¢
sens of none of the other great powe
which have had oonstant and iong-om
tinued Intercourse with the East Tl
it is smid, s not a mars colnsidencs, o
accident, The Chinese llke Ameoricans. ©
course, the statement is mads with
resarvation that they do mot like
foreigners as a resdent of China,
us compared with the people of the B
Buropean powsrs, they llke the
cans. Whonever they ask a man of
nationality he la, and his answor in
he Is an Amertedn, they at ooce
“We are frienda’

“Br'er Johnson." ssld the alder of o
of the colored churches 1o the 48

appointed pastor, “what does yo' t'Ink
de congregashun™
“Well, Brier Jones, sence yu' Ak N
1 mus’ ssy dey is er sorubby lookin' set.
“"Why, what doss yo' mean, Brier jom
pon? Dey has mo' campmestin's and
‘Ngion aftensr dan mos’ eny congregash
In de town."
“Dat's jer' It, Brier Jonos, dat's jee'
Dwy haas done wore out de seats of
pants backsiidin' and de knees or prayll
fer fo'gibnems. “—Lifa

The Modera Ingnisition,
Littie Willlie—8ay, pa, wimt does o

mean?
Pa—It means to unite or stick t
Wilie—Then It & butcher




