
The Difference.
'As they speeded along on their honeymoon tour

to her side like a plaster he stuck;
Kept the train boy In action, e'en on the keen

Jump, bringing candles and things to his
duek.

Scarce a moment would he from her side move
away, and lie whispered full oft In her
ear

All the honeyed expressions the newly made
bride In her dreamlngs so well loves to
hear.

In a couple of weeks on their homeward return
all alone In the seat sat the bride.

And where was the hubby who snuggled so
close but a few dsys before to her side?

Back there in the smoking compartment he sat
playing poker and swallowing beer

With some whisky house drummers and acting
the same as If he'd been married a year.

Denver Evening Post.

THEY BEAT THE RECORD

Tom and Jerry Stir Up a Chicago
Caravansary by Arisine Five

Hours Abend of Time.

Jerry Andrus and Tommy Francis were
two young men who gathered stories for
a Chicago newspaper. They went to work
at 1 o'clock each day and Quit at 11 at
night That is, at 11 or 12 or 1 In the
morning, or 2 and sometimes at 3 and 4,

depending on who was at the desk, and
as to whether the obituary notice they
had been sent out on at midnight was In

the vicinity of Seventy-fir- st street, or
three blooks the other side of Garfield
Park. No matter how late they labored
at night, however, they were always ex-

pected to report promptly at 1 o'clock the
next day. If they did not report prompt-

ly the city editor, as Jerry so beautifully
put it "sat up on his hind legs and chewed

his ears."
Sometimes Jerry and Jommy, being

roommates, stopped on their way home at
a place where the city statutes were reg-

ularly and systematically broken each
and every night, and there they drank
many glasses of beer and rehearsed to
each other glaring discrepancies in the

, sterling character of that great and good
man, the city editor. At times the life
and public works of that Instrument for
good, the night city editor, would also
have to be taken up and impartially dis-

cussed, and on some occasion the ethical
value of the labors of the head copy read-
er and the assistant copy readers would
be passed on.

Their a brief resume would have to be
made of the great boon which would fall

.upon mankind when thejiour should come
"wfien that illustrious personage, the night
editor, had said his Anal farewell to earth.
This done, Jerry and Tommy would invite
the bartender to have one with them.
Then they would take one on the house
After which they would go home and
sleep soundly until noon.

How They Managed.
They roomed together In a big apart-

ment building on the North Side. Having
no elock they trusted entirely to Jerry's
remarkable gift of waking precisely when
the noonday sun shone full In at the south
window, and falling upon Jerry's eyes
caused him to sit up, with the knowledge
that a new day, with all Its wonderful
opportunities had dawned again. Jerry
would awaken Tommy by pouring a
pitcher of ice water in Thomas' couch,
and then the two would hastily dress and
run all the way to the office. A great
many times they arrived there somewhere
around 1 o'clock.

The two arrived home one morning in
the bright gray dawn Just before sun-
rise. They lazily disrobed and fell into
their respective beds. "When Jerry felt
the sunlight In his eyes he awoko with &
start- - The shadows were lying vertically
across his bed instead of lengthwise, as
they did when the sun was squarely at the
south of the building, as It was at Just
noon.

"Tommy, Tommy," shouted Jerry.
"Chase out In a hurry. It must be 4

o'clock." ,
"Oh," groaned Tommy. "If it's that

late let's telephone down we've got ty-
phoid fever and stay In bed the rest of
the day."

"Fhatr. won't 'do," replied Jerry, who
was tumbling Into his clothes. He emp-
tied all the water there was left In the
pttoher in Tommy's bed and rang for a
fresh pitcherful.

Tommy groaned pitifully and scrambled
out of bed, and with his eyes still shut
felt feebly for his clothes. "It don't seem
as If 1 had been in bed an hour. I be-
lieve I am sick honest."

"Come on, come on," shouted Jerry, and
he hurled Tommy's shoes at his head.
"Come on; you know what the C. E. said,
the last time we were late. "We'll get
down and square it some way. "We'll tell
him we were drugged or or got sand-
bagged or something. Come on, Tommy,
we'll Ax up a lie by the time we get to the
office that will read like a fairy tale."

Tommy Gets Up.
Tommy groaned again, but finally got

Into his clothes. Then, with their shoes
unlaced, and their collars half on and
carrying their neokties and overcoats In
their hands, the two made a rush for the
elevator. The elevator was up at the top
of the shaft.

There was no time to wait for elevators.
The two went down the stairs threo steps
at a Jump. They sailed through the office
of the building like maniacs. "Is it 4

o'clock yet?" gasped Jerry of the clerk.
The clerk ran around behind the drgar
case.

"What's the matter?" asked the clerk.
"Why don't you drink some bromo seltzer
of something like that?"

"Is it 4 o'clock. I asked your shouted
Jerry.

"Say, Jerry, be a good fellow," begged
the clerk. "Look out, now; be quiet, can't
you. there cornea the boss. I don't want
him to see you like that."

Jerry turned around in desperation to
the proprietor of the building. Tommy
stood still In the center of the room bat-
ting his eyes like an owl.

"Mr. "Williams," said Tommy, with
great difficulty, "will you have the dopy
party who Is acting as your trusted ad-
viser and clerk of this apartment build-
ing tell us whether or not It Is 4 o'clockyetr

Mr. Williams frowned and murmured
something about boisterous conduct being
especially forbidden In that building.
"You knew well enough," he said, "that
It is Just ? o'clock."

"Just i." said Jerry In faltering ac-
cents. "Just T. Seven la the morning.

FVNM1
Seven A. JL. Seven o'clock In tho fore-
noon do you mean?"

Mr. Williams bowed assent.
Light Sawni.

"Why," went on Jerry, "the light shone
In my eyes, and the sun don't get around
on that side of the building until after
noon, and the shadow fell crosswise, and
I thought it must be 4 o'clock."

"The sunlight Is reflected from the win-
dows of the building across the alley at
this time of the day," said Mr. Williams.

"You never happened to wake up at this
time before, so you never noticed it."

"Seven o'clock, 7 o'clock, six hours un-
til 1 o'clock, six hours until 1 o'clock,"
Jerry was repeating over and over.

Then the glad truth dawned on him.
"Whoop!" he yelled. "Back to the
mines, back to the mines, men; there'll
be no strike today!" He shot up the
stairs like a meteor, with Tommy close
behind. Old Mrs. Terry, on the second
floor, ran out of her room, thinking some-
body was shouting Are.

Two wild figures, waving coats and
neckties, bore downupon her, bidding her
fiercely to go back to the mines. Johnson
and Allen, the Board of Trade clerk, and
Miss Smith all rushed into the hall. Jerry
and Tommy brushed past them. They
reached their own door and threw it wide
open.

"Back, men!" shouted Tommy. "There'll
be no strike today!"

And with a last whoop he and Jerry
banged their door and dived back into
their bed clothes, shoes and all.

"I think." said Mr. Williams, "that you
hod better call those two maniacs after
this at the hour they wish to arise. They
get too excited when they make a mistake
in the time." Chicago Tribune.

Squeezed.
Juddock I don't care what It's for or

who asks, me to go or any other blamed
thing I'll never go to another charity
bazaar In my life.

Haddock What's the matter?
Juddock They auctioned off one of

Daisy's kisses last night, and it cost me
$39 50 to get It.

Haddock Whew! That Is pretty steep
for a kiss especially from the; girl
you're engaged to.

Juddock That's It, hang It! The gang
of cutpurses knew they could squeeze
me Just because I am. The darned rob-
bers knew they had a cinch and I'd have
to overbid 'em.

Haddock Why didn't you fool them?
You'd never miss one.

Juddock Why, I didn't dare to, of
course. e

Haddock Why not? I would.
Juddock And have her reproach me

forever after whenever she was a little'
cross with caring less for her kisses
than some other fellow? Not on your
life. Philadelphia Inquirer.

Price Too High.
A .grizzled farmer down in Mississippi

went to a newspaper office to have a no-
tice Inserted about the death of a rela-
tive.

"What air your charges?" he asked of
the manager.

"We charge two dollars an Inch."
"Oh, I can't afford that," said the

farmer. "William he was six feet and
three inches." Register.

No Need to Worry.
"My good man," said the earnest re-

former to the misguided man who was
tarrying but little between flowing bowls.
"My good man, you should cease this
unseemly carousing. You are in danger
of an attack of delirium tremens."

"Thash all ri'," answered the misguided
person. "Don' you worry, ol fel'. I'm
shnake charmer by p'feshun." Baltimore
American.

Died From Exposure.
This is a great story," said the new

reporter, "but I can't think of a good
head for it. It's about a trusted employe,
whose accounts were found to be crooked,
and who when he was accused of It
dropped dead."

"That's easy," said the snake editor,
helpfully, "head. It 'Died from Expo-
sure.' "Philadelphia Press.

Modesty.
She Oh, Fred, dear, you are so noble,

so generous, so handsome, so chivalrous,
so much the superior of every man I meet
I Just can't help loving you. Now, what
do you see in plain little me to admire?

He Oh, I don't know, dear; but you
have very good Judgment. Truth.

The Rodeo.
Down, down the wild canyons we go in a

flurry;
The cedars sweep by In their mystical hurry-Gon- e

into tho winds are the languor and

Into the west with the phantom moon.
Ho! there is the lord of the hills and the

valleys:
It Is he that leads In the midsummer sallies
High Into the steeps where the gray chapar-

ral Is;
It Is he that leads to the low lagoon.

Where the wild mustard splashes the slope
with yellow.

He has turned at bay oh, the powerful fel-

low!
See tho toss of his head hear the breath and

the bellow:
How he tears, the ground with his Iron

hoofs i

Now he breaks a wild path thro' th deep
plumy rushes,

(A loud bird high on the tamarack hushes).
Bight on through a glory of crimson be

crushes
On Into the gloom under leafy roofs.

Oh. the Joy of the wind in our faces i We
follow

The cattle we shout down tho poppy-hun- g

hollow,
Lol out of the cliff we have startled the

swallow.
And startled the echoes on rocky fells.

Hoi what was It passed? Were they leaves
were they sparrows

That whispered away like a hurtle of ar-
rows? '

The rose-od- thickens the deep gorge nar

row the herd takes down through the
scented dells.

Speed, speed, leave the brooks to their peb-

bles and prattle:
Sweep on with the thunder and surge of the

cattle.
The hurry, the voices, the wild Joy of battle

The hills and the wind and the open light.
Now on into camp by the sycamores yonder:
Now o'er the guitar let the light fingers

wander.
Let thoughts in the high heart grow pensive

and fonder;
Then stars and the dream of a Summer

night.
Edwin Markham in New York Journal.

Year Is Growlnjr Ola.
Time whisks awsy the fleeting days.

The year Is growing sad and old.
And Night gets ready to unfold

Her sable cloak ere yet the blase
Of noon has died upon the hllL

Up from the deeps the mists are rolled.
And all the fields grow gray and cold.

Where radiance should be dancing stllll
And I that once had time to spare

Look up from task but Just begun
To slzh because the noon Is past.

To feel Nlzht's breath upon ths alr
Asd know that which Is still undoas

Must now remain so till the last!
S. B. Klser In Chicago Times-Heral-

THE SUNDAY OEBGONIAN, PORTLAJND, NOVEMBER 18, 1900.

OF SMALL MOMENT.

Thus the Justice Recorded "Wiping
Out" of a "Bad" Man.

Oliver Herford. the artist and verse- -

maker, has a clever brother, who lives
out In Montana, where he is Prosecuting
Attorney. There came a young English
man to that country once upon a day, ,

and the chief bully of the little town un-

dertook to have some fun with him.
The Englishman was unarmed, and at
the point of the bad man"s revolver, he
did all sorts of funny stunts, and the
performance ended with a threat from
the bully to shoot his victim on sight
at the next meeting.

The Englishman's friends Insisted on
arming him, and when the desperado met
him and drew a gun. It was the Briton
who had the drop. The town terror was
as dead as a last year's flirtation. The
young Englishman prepared at once for
flight. He had killed a man in what only
by the greatest stretch of the facts could
be called e, and he didn't want
to swing for It. Jack Herford was the
man to whom he confided his troubles.
Mr. Herford advised him to stand trial.

"I can't help you now," said he "but I
may be able to do something for you
when the thing comes to trial. Your best
plan Is to give yourself up. That will
prejudice the public in your favor. I'll
go with you to the Justice."

So together they sought the Justice.
He was engaged in writing an Important
letter, and It was his busy day. He
nodded aB they came in and went on
with his work. The Englishman nerved
himself for a confession that might cost
him his life.

"Mr. Justice," he began.
"Ain't got time to talk," was tho an-

swer.
"But," said the Englishman, 'Tve JustJ

onoi a man.
The Justice did not look up.
"Kill him?" he asked, absently.
"Instantly."
The Justice's face clouded in mild annoy-

ance.
"Oh, well," said he, "come 'round again

about 2 o'clock. I can't be bothered
about It Just now." Washington Post.

She Had the Button.
"Henry," she said, "did you get those

shoe buttons for me today?"
"Yep," he replied.
"What did you do with them?"
He felt in his pocket, and presently

fished out a little round box. Then a
scared look overspread his countenance,
and the lady wanted to know what was
the matter. "Did you take any of those
complexion pills you asked me to bring
home for you?" he asked.

"Yes, one," she answered. "Why?"
"That was a shoe button. Here aro

the pills." Exchange.

Wasn't Ills Fault.
"Freddy," said a mother to her pre-

cious son, "the doctor says It
was that little bit of candy you ate last
night that made you sick."

i "Well," answered Freddy, "It ain't my
fault, I" asked you to give me a whole
lot." Exchange.

Her Valne.
He (adoringly) Darling, you are

worth your weight in gold.
She (practically) You do not value mo

sufficiently, Henry. Gold at Its value or
$16 50 an ounce Is worth $264 a pound
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The Property Man.
threw out his chest

He folded his smiled
"You actors talk of yourselves with

your talk Is a wild.
I know we a lot.

thing know,
It wasn't me, I

couldn't run show.

"Now what would comlo
I hid her carving-knife- ?

And but me could the hero
Send his little wife?

Suppose night when the stage dark
thunder I mislaid,

Or I the strawberry mark
heroine's shoulder

"Don't me about your restraint.
Your art your high emprise.

Don't tell me how the ladles faint
When the black-haire- d villain

when that villain stamped
In scene the dive.

his revolvor I
He'd to alive

Bo the threw out chest.
He folded his

"You actors talk of yourselves with zest.
talk Is a little wild.

I know on a
thing I know.

wasn't I you
couldn't run

Robert Gilbert In New York Sun.

Little Charmer
(A Connacht love song the metre of the

Little charmer there.
To my prayer, turn not cold;

whose locks unto the
Fall of languid gold;

beneath brows of
Eyes deep set of dreamy grey

the darkness haunt haunt me.
Daunt daunt me all the day.

Like the swan shows;
Pert nose round chin;
Small thy smiling red.

the .
white genlle

floating flow!
to hear voice bless

Then to miss the

Oh, the snowy fluttering blossom
Of thy bosom. Branch May,
While thy steps dancing by
Down the meadow way.
Pity not with
Under key Waterford.
Those palms thine
Locked In mine. O maid

Arthur Perceval Graves, m Athaeneum.

Veto.
A genial Giraffe a shy Calf
Went to on a sprightly mosquito.
On leave they said, "We much

grlsv
That your must certainly veto!"

New-Tor- k .

avoirdupois, and as weigh 140 pounds,
value would be only whereas

the tax duplicates will am worth
something over $75,000. Detroit Free
Press.

GoTvlIrran'M Caprice.
Gowligan walked Into an undertaker's

the day and asked the loan
of a hearse.

"A hearse!" exclaimed the proprietor.
"What do you want with hearse? Is

any one dead up your way?"
"Not ylt," replied Gowligan, "and that

do be the viry Ol'm afther hoir-l- n

the vehlkle; Ol want to git chance to
rolde wan wholle Ol'm able to

the slnsation." Richmond Dis-
patch.

Following Orders.
Captain I've been noticing lately that

many men and some petty officers are
often drunk. Accordingly order that
hereafter when any one has beep drunk
he shall himself report to me the next
day.

Petty officer have report,
Cap'n, that drunk yesterday.

Captain But you are drunk now.
Petty officer Cap'n, hlc! report this

drunk, hie! tomorrow. Philadelphia In-
quirer.

A Toss-U- p.

The visitor from abroad endeavored to
the deaths of uncouth com-

panion.
"And whom," he asked, "do you con-

sider the greatest Western singer?"
"Wall, stranger," replied Rattlesnake

Pete, "thet yet er otjen question.
Most e' th' seems t' It's a toss-u- p

atween th' mule th' coyote." Colo-
rado Springs Gazette.

Wifely Solicitude.
The devoted wife Oh, hurry, please.

This rubber plant tub has fallen on
husband, and I'm afraid he's smashed.

Chorus of rescuers, as they grasp the
tub Now, all together.

The wife Gently, gen-
tlemen, don't lift It too suddenly. It's
got a leaf Just coming out.
land Plain Dealer.

Mistaken Ideas.
"Old Gayboy, learn, has married a

charming young widow ' and settled
down."

"He didn't do anything of the kind.
settled down something nretty handsome
on charming widow and then
she married Chicago Tribune.

Surplus of Sisters.
She didn't you had sister,

Mr. Smart.
Oh, yes; I've got nine of

"You haven't really?"
"Yes; one birth and eight re-

fusal." Mall and Express!

Must Walt Awhile. .

"What are the names of that newly
married couple in the next flat."

"Oh, we can't find a few weeks;
each calls the other 'Birdie.' "Ind-
ianapolis Journal.

His Game.
"So your little gamp, is it?" said

the guest at the restaurant to the waiter
who brought him English sparrows
reed birds. Chicago Tribune.
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Hiawatha on' the Links.
Hiawatha went
Went with Minnehaha.
"Where the
Where they swiped gutty.

they sclaffed and where they
Where mighty Auchterlonle,
And the Alecs the
Willie Smith Willie

the other famous
And the Turples
And the Foullses gathered.

Full zeal, brave
Bought a a
Bought a a
Bought a haffy a driver.

his sleeves up and
Paid a to a caddie.

at smiling
Winked murmured: me!

me when I wield brassie.
Or mashle. or driver 1

Watch me hit knock It
So blamed far never Itl

me closely when I
me knock out

Watch me beat great Auchterlonle
Auchterlonle!

Oh I wish that I could stand here
"All day Auchterlonle

a thing Auchterlonle;
It tickles mo to say It

me the thorax,
Down around my Adam's

don't It
Auchterlonle,

do I know you'll It t
murmur Auchterlonle.

And never want to quit

"Watch me beat this Auchterlonle
these Willies!

When I the Til bust
Knock It forty fragments!

the pieces the
Stand aside let me wiggle
Give me room to my
Hurryl Here comes Auchterlonle,

him coming with his haffy
Auchterlonle. Auchterlonle!
I can to

"Watch now! ? ! -
Say, Minnehaha,

What happened? Where'd go
It lies," the

There right you It-- All

hit was terra
Merely hit the doubled-U-

as if something
That gripped you the
Auchterlonle's
There he convulsed with laughter.
And the Willies, laughing
All these famous Willies
Standing 'round laughing you.

my noble Hiawatha!"

With a groan the warrior
Looked saw; heart was
And the maiden, kneeling, him.
As his him. murmur:
"Auchterlonle! Auchterlonle!"

Chicago Times-Heral- d.

IN
REASONING BY DEDUCTION.

Sherlock Holmes, Shows Cause
tor Belief Within

"Do you see that man with the dark
mustache?" said, Sherlock Holmes,

"Yes. Do you him?"
"I never saw him He is mar-

ried. ought to live fiat, but
doesn't. His wife of the hired
girl and he Is left handed."

"Mr. Holmes, you are an everlasting
marvel. How can tell that
a man you know and you
never

"Look at second knuckle on his left
You see it is badly skinned.

is a black mark on left cuff.
let us see we must make of

this. When ed man pokes up
the furnace fire, how doea he do By
putting left forward, of
Thus It happened that it was left

scraped against funace door.
The cuff that It
a furnace door. Having this foundation
to upon, the rest is easy.

ho lived In a flat, he have
furnace to look after, and If

wife were not of the hired girl,
they the do the

is all very simple. If one's per-
ceptive facilities are properly trained. Ho

really to live house, be-

cause If could he would have man
to look after the furnace. Therefore, he
ought to live flat."

hold on. How do you know the
man Is married? can't be over 80 a,t
the Why may it not be possible
that he lives at home with widowed
mother?"

"My dear said Sherlock Holmes,
Jr., "I am surprise at your lack of
perspicacity. he lived home with

widowed mother, he would permit
her to tend the furnaoo herself." Chi-
cago Times-Heral- d.

.Mathematically Correct.
She was rather proud of her

and that he couldn't the
measure of It.

"I can give It within the fraction
an replied.

And he did.
"Some one told she

exclaimed.
"Wrong." he answered. .

how did you " It?" she

"I It," said. "I hap-
pen to know the length of arm."

Then, with one exception, every
laughed. The exception blushed.
Answers.

Probably Not.
husband a

and a lovely fellow, but awfully

Ada Indeed!
"Only the marriage cere-

mony, when he gave me the ring, he felt
pulse and me put out

tongue."
Ada Well, he won't do the

again. Spare Moments.

Had for Muslo.
neighbor Beg for

you, neighbor, but if you've no
like to your hammer

a
Second neighbor What's happened?

have you mislaid yours?
neighbor It may seem singular to

DESTINATION.

Jane Got Her Sacque.
There was a young woman who wanted a

sacque.
went to her said to' him:

I want you to give me a very small cheque
To get a new my old one's a

wrecque.
A beautiful wrap Is a thing that I lacque;
I haven't a fit to wear on bacque;
A hundred buy quite a nice I

thlnque;
I want a nice one lined Inside with

plnque."

Jacque a great sigh, a sofa

Said he: "My Dear Jane, thlnque
a banque?

It seems that you're my to

As fast as you can why, you'll drive me to
drlnquel

Last 'twas a bonnet, weeque
'tis a sacque ;

Thus always by you Z kept on the

all extravagance I very slcque.
And 'gainst folly I tender my

klcque."
Poor Jane was when thus

spaque:
was the she'd known

him maque.
looqued at poor Jacque with a counten-
ance

And Into a chair, weeping loudly, she

The next day called down
to Jacque

To come up at beautiful

The weeplns been a neat little
trlcque.

brought Jacque to time la a fierce
qulcque.

E. F. Moberly In Philadelphia Inquirer.

I Not
K have a friend worth loving

Love yes, let know
That love him, ere life's evening

his brow with sunset glow.
Why good words ne'er be said
Of a till ho Is dead?

If you hear a song thrills you,
ung by any child song.

It do not let the singer
Walt deserved praises long.

Why should that thrills your heart
Lack the you may Impart?

If you hear a prayer that moves
By bumble, pleading tone.

Join It do not let the seeker
Bow before his alone.

Why should not your share
The strength of or three In prayer?

If see hot tears falling
Falling from a brother's eyes.

Share them thus by the
Own kinship with the

Why should cne be glad
a brother's heart sad? i

Exchange.

A package went through postofflce In recently, says Trlbuno of that city, that attracted deal of the
part of postofflce employes and postal clerks. package had on drawing a street on which was this

"The Hon. F. Jones, Memphis Railroad. Memphis, Tenn."
In that there might mistake about the Identity of Mr. side of car points straight up at figure,

apparently acting motorman of the car. The motorman has trousers in boots and savage-looki- revolver sticking out
of his pocket. He has hair plrratlcal mustache.

The pointed Indicated that the motorman, at least the figure runntng the car, was the Hon. F. O. Jones. As Hon. F.
Jones, of Memphis, Is president the Memphis Street Railroad, It is probable that Is represented by the picture of the

running the the windows, instead of of passengers, are of Juleps, behind the car are pros-

trate individuals who did not know out of the way of car.
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hear me say it, but Z don't think X ever
had such a thing In the house.

Second neighbor What! Never had a
hammer in the house? What In the name
of goodness Is It then that your daughter
thumps on the piano with? Boston

Puzzled Him.
"I suppose you read my poems," B&ld

he.
"I read the first line," answered Miss

Cayenne. "It set me thinking so deep-
ly I couldn't go on. I know It by heart
"The sun was setting In the west."

"But that isn't the best thing In the
poem."

"Perhaps not; but It Is absorbingly
mysterious. I have been anxious to meiyou and inqulro whether you ever knew
of a case' where the sun set In the north,
east or south." Washington Star.

He "Was "Wrong.
"Anything remarkable about that pri-

vate's death that you should be affected
so?" asked the surgeon, brusquely.

"Yes," answered the Captain of the
Hussars. "He was shot through the
head with a dum-du- m bullet. Only yes-
terday I was trying to explain the prin-
ciple of these same bullets tp him. The
poor devil couldn't understand it, and
the last words he said before he left were
that he couldn't get it through his head."

Indianapolis Sun.

She Always "Wants Money.
Catterson Look here, old man! Let

me tell you how I manage my wife. I
always give her money when she doesn't
want it. and when she does, I refer to
the time when I offered it to her.

Patterson That's a fine scheme, but It
wouldn't work In my case.

"Why not?"
"Well, I've never yet.. seen the time

when my wife didn't want money." Har-
per's Bazar.

Verbatim et Literatim.
Clerk Those new gloves are to sell for a

dollar, aren't they?
Dealer Who wants to know? . Mrs.

Markley? O! She's easy. Tell her $1 75,

though of course, theyro only worth a
dollar.

Clerk (to Mrs. Markley, a moment
later) They're $1 75, ma'am, though, of
course, they're only worth a dollar. Phil-
adelphia Press.

In China.
"In this country," said one mandarin,

"a man cannot get an office unless he
knows all the proverbs of Confucius and
other writers who have sought to incul-
cate principles of honesty."

"Yes," answered the other, "and after
he gets appointed he can't hold his Jon
unless he Immediately forgets all about
them." Washington Star.

A "Vegetarian.
"That man," remarked the great detec-

tive, "Is undoubtedly a vegetarian of the
most pronounced type."

"How do you make that out?" queried
his friend.

"Oh, that's dead easy," replied the great
detective. "He has a carroty hair, red-

dish cheeks, a turn-u- p nose, and a sage
look." Chicago News.

Sure of the Hour.
Mrs. Lush This is a fine time for you

to be coming home!
Mr. Lush Why, m'dear, tlshn't 12.
Mrs. L. Why, I Just heard the clock

strike 3.
Mr. L. Well, that Ishn't 12, It klyn

Life.

Insulted.
Ida Elmore received a terrible Insult

this morning.'
May What was it?
Ida Why, an old lady saw the handle

of his golf club projecting from the bag
and asked how much he would charge to
mend an umbrella. New York World.

Noisy Powder.
One bachelor What sort of powder do

you suppose this "baby powder" is we
see advertised everywhere?

The second I den't know, but I guess
It must be the kind that makes more
noise than the other. Detroit Free Press.

"Women's "Ways.
"What foolish creatures women are!"
"Very true; a woman can't even let

an old love affair die, but keeps poking
it up every once In awhile to see If It is
really dead." Chicago Record.

From Dlfferinc Standpoints.
L

You smile, therefore the day Is fair;
Because I look upon your face I

I wonder why men. In despair,
Relinquish hppe or court disgrace,

And while I lead you by the hand
And hear you call me good and brave,

I cannot guess or understand .
Why weary men should seek the grave.

IL
And was It I that said ths day

Was fair because I saw her smile?
Ah, what Is loving, anyway?

A flame that lasts a little while.
And dies and leaves but ashes where

It flickered foolishly before
I know why won men cease to care

To keep on striving any morel ,

m. 1

Your laugh Is sweet, my later love
The love of my more sober years-H- ope

beckons to me from above
What right have men to maudlin tears?

Because your cheek Is on my breast
The day is good and glad and bright

A pleasant way leads to the crest
When Love leaps laughing up the height!

--S. E. Klser.

The Result.
I haven't a cent.

And my work goes on - --

To the twlight hours
From the early dawn.'

My clothing Is poor,
My shoes are run down, ,

And my last year's hat
Is a rusty brown.

My dwelling Is only
A tenement flat.

And Its furniture's poor
As the place where It's at. -

My table is lean,
And the china there

Is as rough and coarsa
As my common tare.

A, .
And thus It runs

Through the whole of tho- - heap
Whatever Is mine

Is poor and, cheap.

Except and I wonder
If I'm a fool

I measure my acts ,
By a Golden Rule.

W. J. Lompton, In New York Herald.

A Trioux Story.
An Indian, he was a Sioux,
Fell In love with a lady named Lioux;
Eild he, "LIouxlloux, Injun love you.
Bo big Injun coming to wloux."
"All right," said Miss Lioux, "you will dloux."
And so they were married, these tloux;
But. 'alas! she her marriage did rloux,
For one day In a great rage be flloux
From his belt, he a tomahawk drloux,
Then he scalped her and cut her in tloux!

L 3. .Virginia Levis In Philadelphia Inquires,

l&Tl- -

After the Storm.
Oh. woodland trees, whose Autumn colors ran.
Like flitting blushes to greet tho mernlag sun.

Have you so soon forgot the storm?
And. lo. all thro' the awful night.
The mljchty twlnds blew left and rlftht.

And left thy comrades felled and torn?
All night the winds roared loud and free.
All night you sobbed and moaned, oh, tiri

With heaven's tears thy leaves were wet.
Yet blushes bright and cotors gay
Peacefully greet the new-bar- n day;

Oh! that we likewise might forget.
Philadelphia Inquirer.

SWELL DINNER, ALL RIGHT

But Old Man, After Vaytnic $nC for- -

It, Sought to Know Where They
Got "Them ltecd Birds."

Last week the hotel population of New
York had two additions in the shape of
men from out of the West. One was a
shrewd young lawyer from Denver, who
had been In the city before. Tha other
was a grizzled, open-eye- d miner, who,
until this trip, hadn't been 10 miles
away from the mining camp where ha
went as a small boy. The old man struck;
it rich some years ago, but hadn't money
to work his claim. New York capital-
ists had been negotiating a deal with him
and he came down East to close tha
transaction, bringing the Denver lawyexj
with him to protect him from green
goods men and capitalists. Things went
smoothly and the doal was brought to
a conclusion, leaving tho old miner rich-
er by almost a million dollars.

He was slightly staggered when he be-- ,
gan to realize the situation and to un-
derstand that he had money to burn,
but, being a man, his first impulse was to
set about burning It. Up to that tlmo
he had seen nothing of New York. Ho
had been too busy, but now he wanted
an introduction.

"Dick," he said, "we'll have a New
Year's dinner on me. Take me to tha
swellest Joint in town and order tha
best meal they can cook."

Dick Is Nothing- - nth.
The lawyer grinned, called a cab, and

landed his charge at the proper place.
The old man was Impressed by the head
waiter, but not subdued.

''What will you have?" asked Dick.
"O, you order anything you see that's

worth eating, with the kind of liquor
that goes with it. Darn the expense."

Dick knew a thing or two about din-
ners, and his spirit soared within him.
He made out a menu that reduced tho
waiter to groveling "respect and deference,
and he arranged the vintages as though
he had never moved West to live.

When the dinner came on the old man
took It without a murmur. He didn't know
what he was eating the greater port ot
the time; but he liked it, and he ap-
proved of the wine. When the gamo
came on. he was moved to curiosity.

"Them ain't quail, and they ain't prai-
rie chicken. What are they?"

"Reed birds," said Dick.
When the dinner was finished, the

waiter brought the bill. Dick looked at
It and chuckled. He knew that the old
man's Idea of "blowing one's self wasf
a two-doll- dinner a,t Slippery Tim's.
He handed the bill to his friend, who
promptly shoved It back to him.

"You Just tell me what It Is," he said,
pulling out his spectacles, "and I'll ante.'

"It's $34," said Dick.
Old Man 'Antes."

The old man put on his glasses and
looked over them at the lawyer, whosa
face was impassive. He shot a furtivo
glance at the waiter, who stood like a
graven image. Then he dived Into his
waistcoat pocket and pulled out a roll
of money. He counted out $34.

'Two dollars for the waiter's tip,' whis-
pered Dick. His friend stolidly added two
$1 bills to the pile. They put on their
hats and went out upon the avenue.
Neither said a word. They walked down
the street in silence. At Twenty-eight- h

street the old man leaned over and
touched his companion on the arm.

"Say, Dick," he said In a stunned;
way, "where do they get them reeds
birds?" New York Sun.

MEMORY SYSTEMS.

Second SnBnrbnnlte Explains Merit
of Common-Sens- e Plan.

"How's your memory?"
"I can remember when a man owes ma

money, but I sometimes forget when I
owe the other fellow."

"That's a. common falling," said tho first
man, dryly. "But I mean in ordinary af-
faire of life. For instance, your wifo
asks you to do a little commission for.
her. Ever forget it?"

"Don't I?" groaned the second auburn
banite. "That's the only subject we have
words over, and if we are ever divorced,
you'll know what caused It."

"My dear fellow,' 'returned his compan
ion, "I used to be the same way until X

studied the memory system. Did you
ever try anything in that line? No? Let
mo show you how it works. The system
is founded on the association of Ideas.

"I can explain it to you In a few words.
You keep a book, and suppose you want
to remember something that is to taka
place on Monday. Well, you put down
a tree, and when you look at the tree it
suggests Monday. So with everything
else, you have a symbol for it, and tho
association of ideas is infallible. It takes
some little time to master the system,
but once learned It is a time-sav- er that
no man would be without."

"Seems to me I have heard about that
system," said the listener, "and I don't
know but I would adopt it, but only this
week I invented ono of my own."

"You did? Does It resemble this?"
"No. Here's a book Just like yours In

binding. Here I have entered such Ideas
as these: Post letter. Get money order
for $13 50. Express office see about
package. Two yards of ribbon, light blua
to match sample. Now, all I've got to do
is to look at this book and It refreshes
my memory wonderfully."

"Pooh! Nonsense!" said tha other man.
"There is nothing original In that. That
Is simply a memorandum book, and sup-
pose you forgot to look In the book?
Where aro you then?"

"And suppose you forgot to look in
your book, where Is your association of
ideas?"

But the memory man was too indignant
to reply. Chicago Tribune.

She Didn't Care.
Edith (to Ethel, who has Just returned

from Europe) Oh, Ethel, were you
slok?

Bthel Seaslckl Why, Edith, I went
Into the stateroom and sat down on my
best hat and I didn't care. Life.


