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TURNED DOWN VERY HARD |

Feminine Upsiart's Dominerring
Viint 1o Millinery Establishment
Summarily Terminatedy

Here is one that balongs to the emi-
fent &domain of strict truthfulness:

A couple of weeks ago A singularly dom.
ineering little woman, who a few years
back married prétty well and removed to
New York with her husband, a business
Emn, came on (o Washington to wvisit
her poople. Greatly overdressed and
haughty te the point of Imperiousnese,
ghe swept F-Street millinery es-
tablishment one afternoon last week,

“Turbans, sald chappily to the
~faced young milliner who came

nte an

che

ie of ban

* Ingulirad the

re any particuiar st
would ilks to see?
usly.

: them all,

If you please

. wped the overdressed
prson.

r took down several trimmed
turbans and began to show them to the
eharp-tongued customer, who gianced dis-
dainfully at them.

Something Real Handsome.
“1 want something real handsome,™
sald sirily. T am going to wvisit
Haveme 5 next week, and the qu-
aieyors’ hats are gorgeons. These are all
tmoclcy!*
“They are mont of them the Iatest pat.

tern turbsns—Paris models,” replied the
mililner gracl “Now, hera Is one
that we have ed quite frequently of
i
“Paris, nothing! replied the overbear.
Ing attie person with the demitrain and
tha superfinity of rlr ra “Thevy
took 1ike comm things! Are
they the bewt ™ and ahe
sniffc . m
inant counte-

Most milliners

o be in

ung woman took ¢
showed them to her
rdressed Httle

med and she

Jabbed and p

wadded It Into sarable sort of
she tonk off her skit

belore

lorks
infally.

‘11 i= har
#TEr snw
ber milline

She Tries Another.

another the turbans
a swagger turban of siate-

nnd

threw ft o

* ghe snapped
old-Tashiones

She tried

On

of

wus rath

I velvet with a white brea on
the left=hand =ide. It really lnoked well
on the ut she tug- |
god ar it 1 and i 1

diffarent
rim of

It had been

d the white br
tlons, and
bitn, and ms

“he
t ook as 17

woarn by & lady on & transcontinental trip
re she pulled it off her hexd and
hirew 1t down
b -I..!"l!?‘\" she snapped “Pert
it It anybody’'d show thi
. (0 Yowk—huh
. w0 they w
furban afie rhan
to cngt onm after the other down
vitoperation and
. ney one "n\-mr-\ rs

ehe

rhans

th a thing 1
aimed

1
il

FVNNY THINGS IN PROSE

I angwersd. ‘but you will have to
the decislon. I wduld mot dare to at-
tempt o Influence the court.”

“Well, I pleaded the boy's cass, prompt-
Iy had it thrown out of court and the boy
Eot what he dessrved--a good whipping.

“It was the first tima 1 ever played fulse
0 2 cllent"—Detrolt Free Pross

His Escaped Hacterla.

He was apparently an old man, wore
large spectacies and carried a small
satchel. Across the satchel was labeled:
“Professor Redd, Chicago” Hs entered
the walting-room of a suburban station

the jce cooler.

The old man
aund muttered ex-

tinkle of breaking glass.
picked up the glass
clumations of distress.
“To think 1 brought them all the way
from Bragil” be sald
“What wore they ™
in the sy mpathetic crowd.

man, crush them with your

“] ecan't, sir. They are now foating
around in the air.™

There was a moment of borror. Then
there was & rush and a lttle later the
old man was the only occupant of the

waiting-room. A window was ralsed from
the outside.

“Just Jet cuy-

them out eAsy, Pete”

tioned a volce
And the bogus professor obeyad, Bateh.
elp, grips and cases went through the

After he had finished collecting,
followed the booty. His
fulse bLeard fell back in the room, but
he 4id not attempt to reclatm it The ar-
rival of thelr traln prompted thoss ouot-
side to venture in for thelr bagszage. I
had wanlshed and the b kK beard toid
the tale. hicugn Dally News,

window
the professor

Told by Ye Drummer.

Stranger {in train—A man in your busi.

ness can't get home very often I pre-
sume T

Drummer—Homs#! should say nDoL
w eir, 1 get home m> ssidom that I

ean't remember half the time whers 1 live
Have to telegraph to the firm to send me
my wddress

Stranger e don’t sy so!

Drumm That's stralghit. Why, one

her foo with a pe-

e A petulant, almost wviclous move- |
m <"| .

wed to weli

offl am!.
ight to know

r mouth 1o say
ume 1o her
W !1‘.\'

the overdrossed and ove
s0T

Why, hav-o, Mamle cried the nat- |
trimmer, advan -

But the arroga Uttle customer whao |
was “golng i« i +

former srkr

FLAYED CLIENXNT FALSE,

Atltorney.
Thrawn Out of Coure.

] shall huve o make a lawyer oot of
that boy of mine. 1 don't see any -
of 11*" deciaved the well-known |

with n laugh He came |
other dny on his way home ¢
a plckel down on the desk

mm

T Hlow,

Hetalned by Son, HMas Case |

time 1 was away so long that T forgot 1'4
ever besn married, and I took such =
fancy to the pretty woman [ met In &
strange town I eloped with her.

Stranger—My! my!

Drommer—Yes; It would have besn =
terribleé thing, but when [ called on the
firm during my honeymoon and introduced
her the old man told me she was my wife
before.—San Franelsco Call.

P

Canse for Complaint.
The night

clerk of a Irading hotel of

Washington, Il ., EayE t last Win-
came to him |
be changed
sed him, be

rl-]'\“H!

| *“Well that German musician in the next
room and T don't along well. Last
night he tooted is clarinet mo

I thought 1 never would

go to siee]

and depoeited the satchel careleasly near |
Buddenty those nesr saw |
the satchel fall and heard the sharp |

inquired some onei

| After T had camught a few winks I was
! awakened by a ponndin; at my door.

“ “What's the matterT I asked.

*‘If you piease,” sald the German, “dot
you viuldl schnore In der same key, You
vas go from B flat to G, and it spolls der
music.”—Unidentified Exchange.

Army Mule's Views of China,

*1 dom't belleve 1 appreciate (his
heathen country.” sald the Army mule |
| to your special correspondent. *“1 dom't
liko these Chinamen, They all, look =0
deuced much allke. It bothers me to |
kick the Chinaman I want to plck to
kick. Just as ke as not before T can
plant the kick some other Chinaman that
looks just like my Chinaman will get in
the way.

“Still, when you figure om resulty It
doean’t make any great Alfference. A Chi.
RAmAnD OF (W0, more or less, never will
be missed. And, anyway, it's sl for hu.
manity's sake,

“1 don’t llke these quenes, either. They
| look like an absurd and insulting fmita-
tion of my tall. I chewed a couple the
other dsy. They were as tasteless ns |
jute.

*"There are on]y a (nr of us | hen }un

now., There are n bunch who have seen
service in the Philipplnes ‘and a dozen
or more from Indla—awfully ratty lsok-
ing feliows—and a fow that ware loansd
by some public works contractors in Yo-
kahama.
| “We had a little gathering the other

| night—a sort of bray feast—and mutually |

-rvm!red to kick- every Chinaman on
| pight. The friendly Chinamen call us
‘moolles.” and

| other dsy and gravely shook It, saying
| in his execrable English:

“ "Hpw do, Miatsl Moolle™

“When lh:y looked for him a lttls
later all they found was a handful of
undigested rice and a yellow smear!™—
Cleveland Plaln Dealer.

A Little Fable.

A beautiful young lady. belng Engaged |
to & Handsome young man, sought to
Reform him,

] ohserve,” she said, 'thal you are Ad-
dicted to the Foolish Habit of Bmoking.
Do you not think you should Stop 1T It
would be so much Betier for you if you

'did Beastdes, you would save Money

| “Yes, Indeed” replled tne Hu..;dmme

they take Jbertles with |
us. One of them piclled up my tail the |

young man “And I Percelve that you are
n Slave to the Chocolate Caramel Habit,
! which is not only Rulnous to the Diges-
tlos, but Expensive Don't you Think
you should Stop it, also™

Whernupon ahe Wept, and sald he was a
Hateful thing, and broke the Engagemant,
Moral—It is not Always the largest Feet
that are Pinched the Most. Josh Wink,
in BaHimore Amerfoan

Hegistered.

“While traveling on the Continent last
Bummes,"” sald a man who has just re-
Jturned from a BEuropean trip, "1 engnged

the sarvices of a courler, and one evening

on arriving at an iom In Ausiria I sent
him to enter my name !'n accordiance with
tih— police regulations of that country.

The man replied that he had already an-
!l:i,wu.«d my wishes, and bad registered

mﬂ as an American gentleman of means.
| ‘But how did you know my name™ I
| anked.

! ‘l can’t exactly promounce 1f, but I
| copled

it carefully from your portman-
tean, sir.”
| ‘But it is not there.' I sald. Bring me
| the booky

“The m-xistor waa brought, and on look-

In Memory's Land,

Thers the windows overlsoking meadows besu-
tiful, and derp

With white diulsles, red-rimmed clover, and the

" failn of skep

Ale .' w3 that in » m ard syntight hear the
R en! BONEE e rilis

Meadouws Iying gre=n and oconstant al the
broad bass of the Rills

There the windoms there the portal

where uhe

moening ries—wistful in

<ver linening in the wave

et lover,

hastening o'er

n.r hills to hes

Like & bird ber heart s Bumming—like & barp
Al orTialp sr

"He In e

is coming® All the welvet

tn the highest
i comming o'ef the meadow-
Laswe!

And her heart goes out s mest Blm. . . .
e and the reat!

i#an tn Egre=t him, end her
wne his hreast
32 hath whispered —"Late,” §ear;
I time le past
T war the walting—-but my Lave
is minT at last!

menoes-

rills
There 1
emlling

the premed to love her—

darened, and no

the glry to the

broad hills o'sr the

Hears the tvers, w-hile the raln
Yails

In the dn lew enthiralling—where no
L&

Calling one Leloved and
tender w

“Flare o r'Ird windows!
(ver
i :-,-g‘,-,"—‘a.':

ng. hath Do

* = soming, and

the ghosts

porials vas

yes were lights of memary. and her
s wery A Sream!
Hills and rills gere only phantoms; this dark
bouse ber {ace mads sweed
In the ving shadows crumbles at her

pador hath departed, and a dressy
“drckrn-hearted—Tike & bird
mided wings:

cortaly siill be vacant—hidden from the

# ihe windows tili she Jights
Lave

nton In Atlants Comstitation,
B

The World Forgets,

rrhoal and lald The grace and beauty of the world are prowped
bety On what the worid forgets or knows Dot of
|
this for, son?T I asked iy
he answered. soberly \ Defore n { coals
sald 1, entering ir the | Rasks in § of the genis! grate,
» | bern retalned upom ™ Ane wres & tTh alry fmncies tise
1Yy Boy pwrn into his pocket und fasd glow and fade and mingle with his
prod wie from bis teacher and | tremrm;
vt comment, ]t | Th* while ke balf forgess, balf sres revesled
o . | Hi= wife and bady In the bhearth-ligh: there.

‘cutting
HpPiGR |
ald you advise?T asked
L \'11, after 1 had |
the trap that the

Lhat
be to apply for
1

ar first move should
a chunge of venue, n.id.]
"Vory well,
ling the case

**“Then we
FOIT M

“I msaw the young imp's face fall
brit e bernond. ap and sald

Eee here, pop, You're bound 1o see me
throtgh oo this “cause you've accepted
my reta , you knew
i o || u'uc your case before the coury’ *

he ar

wered, ‘you're hand-

L)
nols over to |

the

at this, [

| This because

| Iin=if onessn
s Mawes bright

d-tving in the siariess dark,
ambers where the puny lamp

e breathless

Heams feably s & miner—his Jdim days
Pt s the rwstlese nightes of other men

Not his our w 1: not uls the wide, fres alr.
Mot his the mun; Hot. ke his brother rouk

That groge the low, grim rwoof and holds wp all
The falr, bright virwcture of the upper world,
=n his hand

hamts
Unill at inst, upen

1 dmy,

TR

| A »till, Dimck form is {ified froes & mise,
And romgh mren whleper at thelr ceaselsss toll
| Then 0 & room one bearth in cold,

an

trthe chiktires wull

The grars and bexuty af the worid are propped

Om what the world forgets or knows not of
—Junis: Woods Sirvens in Beston

A bhemd T

When Thomas Took His Fen,
came bome from schoal
air;

e chesk nor pull his

and be spolis In

He bungersd not
dlsmal tones;

for appies,

"Twas very clear misfortuses drear bad hap-

pened Thomas Johes

"My precious child,™ “what,
what s troubling ¥

Tou're hut‘—\ ou're 1l

his mother cried,

u
a've fatled tn school!

answer in & dull,

“I've r-‘ tr write an emay on “The Indian
Today." ™

His tallest sister ran to b , comipsasion In ber
e,

His smallest sister pitied Bim—nor knew the
reason why;

And all that happy family forsook s work
and play

To bunt up iInformstion oz “The Indian To-
day."*

They rvad of Hinwstha and of sad Ramona's
o

Tou found encyclopedias where'er they chanced
g0

They bought a sel of Cooper, and they searched
it througtr and through,

Whils The s Jomes sal mournfully and told
them what to do

For thres whole dars the ifbrary was ke &
MOVIAK VAL

“Ia Mr. Jonm. " each caller saked “a terarp
man ™

And day by day mare pitiful became young
Thamas" plight,

Because, alas! ths more he read, the more be

could not write

“Write what you know, maother beggped
ishe rilrred not akde
“I do mot koow woae single thing'™ that
wretched child repli-a
me, worn't you? Don't you care™
when assistafnss came
“Don’t il me—don"t! It len’t fair!™ he plead-
od Just the same

The night before the fatal
worsl of all
Binck care upon
iike & pall
pleasure paled. all
laughter sewimed o sl
‘h! tomorrow,"”
must Le handed in!™

day was quite the

the house of Jones dracendod

comfort [alled
B

Thomas

Al and

For, walled, "1t

When, lo! the voice of Great-aunt Jones cams
aternly through the door

1 cannmot stand this state of things one single
minute more!

The training of & fmctious child is plainly not
my mimslon;

But—Thoamas Jones, g straighe
write that composaition™"

And Thomas Jones went straight upstalrs l.uﬁ
sat kim dJowe alome,

And—though 1 grant a
surely never known—

In two short hours be returned serensly 1o dis-
play

Fix oeatly written pages on “The Indlan To-
day*!

His teacher read them to the cluss, and smiled
& well-plenssd smils
Bhe praleed the simple language and the calmly
fiowing style;
“For. while,” she mid,
any lofty hetzht
Tis wonderful bhow
Jones can write. "'
—Elsie HIll in November St Nicholas
—————
The Dereillet.
O, 1 am the sovereizgn of the seas
The despot of the deep:
From pole to pole, where the breakers roll,
My tossing realm doth sWeep
My creaking holk Mes logged, and Jow
1 wallow in the wawe;
Vhen the tompest ralls my tattersd safls
Fiap forth & requiem stawe

Yet the ciipper., feet op smowy wing,
The lner. swift and strong

The war-dog gray con its sullen way,
Yicld place wien I lurch along

The captaln and his cringing crew
Go white besealh the red

As ] roll pear—they know ihs fear
Of Dmvy Jonex' bed.

The Aagehip | of the praveranrd Seet,
That haunts the salt highway,

I ask mo fee; right mesvily
I bring death and dismay.

—M. W. Poul in Xew Tork Eun.

upatairs and

stranger ihing was

“he fdoes not rime t0

saxily young Thomas

Jomes (who is rather nervous &l times)—Julla, what

HIS LAST WORDS ON EARTH.

Is that tickling my

Dills,
the bills,
s hilia?!
happiness thelr endiesa com-

Oh
Crarelrs

keep nn multipiying

Az the toller tolls awey.
Bravely trying, lryin trying
(While his wife is ing, buying)

To g=t »v world agaln some day.

Bitls for

Bervants” Bills and nurses’ hilis—
Hills that make the victim wish that he were

lend
And forever free frogm DUl hills, bille, bille;
Out of sight vl cul.of hearing of the onns
who give him chilla
With their bills—
With the acoent en the bill
Tha discournging and ev sting bills,
bills, bills, bills E
The accumulating terrs ra of the billa!
Hete & victim wiclde the hammer or the saw;
There another deives in musy bo Inw,
And here ooe sluwly scratches with the pen,

Sighing =ad
A o mx 3
Tries o (Hink of thingy that,
print. will tickie men!
is it fame
They would claim?
Does the por ot the tsamater merely sirive
to win & Rame
That will make his children proud of him soine
day T
Does the writer or the lawyer
Or the merchant or the sawyes
Strive away
Just becanse it's fun 1o do 0, ov from force of
habit? X
T"IF bikin,

inaybe when in

to pay
wmy things tosay,
Makes the .4! yer thunder Sercely at the bar,
Keop the sallow motormsan with the chilis
Of death upon him «-t nging to his car!

@ biils, I-k!ll. bilis!
oty the mariets and the milla
nd the mines beneath ths kills
omee the bilis,
sial-dentroying Biils,
for little shiste,
e codls and capa
Come the for swishing skirts
And for featbers and For wraps,
And for msquills
And for castor all and pills!
Ah the bills,
The steady strepusm of
bilis
The never-ceasing bother of the bills!
They teil un now thero ism't any bole
Full of fire to recelve the wicked soul;
That there len't any Satan down below
Who instills
Sinful purpeses in peopls hers, but ohi
There are bills
That bring hate and discontent.
There are bills for food and rent,
And a miillon cther things—
Een if little Myrtie sings—
If she trilly—
Her music teachesr brings
Ir his bills?
Bills for cutting. bills for sewing,
Bills for shrouds snd bills for bilbs;
Bills for coming. bills for gning.
Eills for cofline and for cribe—
Plils - for everrthing but - breathing.
Billin!
And for every bili you pay, a dosen more
Seer= o be whepe cnly one appeared befoee!
Oh, the bille, bills, bills, billa, bills!
The accumulating terrors of the Dbilis!
And yet who would ever rise
Here below the sunny akiss,
Who would study to be wise,
Who would ever seell a prise,
Who would toll
In the woil
Or with hammer or with pes,
Who would ever brave the thrills
That bhe fezls whese feilow-men
Give him pralss
If the bills
Never came to daunt or dase?
If we nmaver heard of bills, bills, bills, bills
bills,
The awiul and the sverlasting bLillsT

8. E EKiser ia Chicage Times-Herald

Come the
Come the b
And for i

billa, biile, bille, bills,

always

*—Philadelphia Inguirer.

wd .jn-- the most, s just
bulibies from a heart that loves
men

drive away the clowds of gicom and coax
the sun agnin.

1. and  goodness,
= birpl—
n doilars,

Wi

too, with

and it doesn’t cost

It"s worthk
» ownt.

no room for sadness when we see a

There is

inok—Iit's never
’
» ry amin when fallure

same good

ouragement are good for me

It pays a hizher intereat.
It's warth & m

for it s merely lemt—
fon dollars, snd it doesn’t cost

a cent
mile comes very easy—you can wrinkie up
with cheer
A hundred times before yOU CAnD SQUEeESs OUl
2 MEEY tear
It Tipples cut, moreover, to the heartstrings
that will tox,

And always lsaves an «<ho that Ia very e s

awiy. Folks understand what by &
¥ ant
It"s war e do

& oirnt.

llars, and it doesn't cost
—Haltimore American
—_———
A Hoosier.
the grocery in the evenia's,
Negs'"
* old Bt. Louls, where the Mississtppi

wal’

comes Billy Pocterfield, a-sayin’:

mes ba

On the old Scioto, fer it's Bucksye skies fer
mal*

Next “Lat

An" 1 jist
Sel an’ twist!—
Madder ‘an the madderist!
chlmes In Pete EfMngwell:
breathe the free
Air upon the sunny hills o' sunny Tennassee!™
Mizin' with the lonesome tune that Joe De-
laney sighs:

Then “Oh, to

“Oh, for old Virginny sn' Virgiony's lovin®
LY S
An' T chaw—
Thinkin': Law!

Pity what YOU ever saw!
Then 1 hear & murmur comin’' from old Pat

MeGarr:
“Oh, to be In Texsa, "neath her twinkling
ttle ‘star’ ™
An' Joe Moxzley whispers: *“'Oh, If I could anly
stirk
Barefeet in the rifMes of & Minnesota erisk!™
An' I rile,
An® T bille!

This to ME on Hoosler sfls!
—Edward Singer in Indinnapolls Sun.

The Way of the Kicker,
When things are runnin’ smoothiy,
All micely ofled an” sljok,
Thors comes 4 great temptation
To start a Uitls kick.
You're kind o tired o° quafin’
From a nectar-laden cup,
You wasnt a little ginger,
s youl §o &n’ stir things wp.
You're hungry fur szcitement,
You're tired of hum-drum e
You're selzed with an ambition
Fur 1o l#ad a strenuous lfe.
An’ when you've ralsed & rumpus,
An" done the best you could
You'te ferlin’ somewhat better
"Causes you ve Tomsed Lhe naighborhood.

But whes you've had excitement
Fur & day or so, you fnd

That you'd go to any troubls
To regain your peace o mind.

An' when the yours find matters
Agaln s-runnin’ slick,

Fur & wesk or so, you're willin'
Not to start another kick.

—Washington Star.
—
Satisfied.

Leve wore a threadbare dress of gy,
Ard tofled upon the rond all day.
Love wielded plok and carried pack,
And bent to hesvy loads the back
Though mesager-fod and sorely tasked,
The only wage Love ever saked—

A child's white face to kis at night
A unnu.no smlle h camdle-light.

E in L

ing at it what was my amasement at find-
Ing. Instead of a very plain English name
of two =yllabl the following portentous
entry: ‘Monsledr Warranted Solid Leath.
er.” "—Washington Star.

He Congratulated Him.

They met in front of the Read House.
One was fa: and black, with a wonderful
expanse of mouth and a volce ke & cou.
ple of fog horns., The other was black
and lean and wizened,

Sald the fat black to the lean biack:
“Why doan yer ‘gratulate me, Hrudder
Johnsing ™

“What fo' I ‘gratulate yol?
der Johnsing.

“What fo' you ‘gratulate me® Why,
man, kase I done mar'd de Wilder Jeff-
sn"”

*“You is—you dumn mard de Widder
Jef's'nT squeaked out the lean ona

“I sho" is dun mar'd dat lady™ sal
the fat one, with an alr of great satis-
faction.

“Den I does ‘gratplate yer, wif my
whole heart, 1 sho' does™

The two separated, when the lean one
turnad to a knot of white gentiemen who
had been interested and amused audliors
to the conversation, and remarked:

“Yas, I ‘gratulate bhim! Haw! bhaw!
haw!—he! he! I sho” does. He's de wus
en'my I has, an' 1 certinly ‘gratulates,
Why, boss,”” he sald confidentially, sin-
gling out one of the spectators, 1 wus
mar'd to dat ‘oman fer a year myseif,

=ald Brud-

-3

Yas, 1 sho' do 'gratulate dat man™ and
he moved off toward Market street,
chuckling and muttering to himsell—

Chattanooga News

Spoke ms They Passed By.

The motorman clanged his gong

But the driver of the coal wagon pald
no attention to him.

The motormun clanged again,

The conductor yelled.

But the driver of the coal wugon pald
no attention to him.

Again the motorman clanged his gong.

“(et out of the way, you hlank-dash
MWiot!"" he sakl.

But the driver of the coal wagon paid
no attention to him.

Driving placidly along in the track at
the mate of two miles an hour, smoking
his pipe: he sat with humped shoalders,
lost In thought.

A few blocks ahead was the crossing of
another sireet-car track.

On reaching this crossing he turned
slowly and dellberately 1o the right.

The motorman, wild with wrath, shout-
ed at him as the car nvwi m

Then the coal !mmnwr -1|-\lts' n n:l del'b-
eraiely took his plpe from his mouth and
pllai autrl.u.tla.l; as follows:

In his mouth
thought,—

TIIPH ho mr\tnrod the pipe
and drove placidly on, lost In
Chicago Tribune,

Attle Mabel—I dom't like my new doll
It doesn’t know a thing.

Littlea Maod—Why doesn't 1t?

Litfle Mabel—It can't stand up nor =it
down nor hold its arms out nor nothing.

Little Maud—When 414 you get It?

Little Mabel—Yestarday,

Little Maud—Pretty mother you are,
expecting a baby to act like a grown
| doll as soom ms It's bought—New York
| World

Taken In.

We had sll made the guess by the aut of his
dress an’ the tenderfoot style that he
slyng,

An' the way that he spun toney language that

run alick as gremse from the p'int <of his
tongue,

That k¢ was & red-hotter

& juke or & markis wuns
that in his rank, s»'

could bank on & Bavin®

the cuss

He talksd with a drawl till his words seemead
to fall reluctant from outen his mouth.

* the babyish stare in his eyes you would
swear showed & brain that was stusted
by drouth.
the hoye o the moge all regarded the
sirange sort o cuss that had come these
1o board

Fur Bis health as a wnob, an’ we put up & job

that'd lower the prids o' my lonl

from over the waler,

Than wa thought we

some fun with

He remarsked he onuld ride anvthing that wore
halr; he had rid with the ‘ounds, don’t
ye know;
we told him we thought we'd be able ta
trot out & hoss that wa'n't fashioned for
show— _
o' kitteniish views—that'd mserve to amuse
of his highness, If he was inclined
to try It a whirl, an' he amiled 1Hin »
girl, sn' would ride i If we didn't mind,
he went further yet with an offer to bet
all the hoodls that Wwe could perduce
That he'd ride anything wa'd a notion to bring
il e toned it down tams as & gED0ae
in manner quite rash our avallabls cash
was flashed fur to back up our viewns
Tha: we'd find Eim & chunk of a quick-action
bronk that'd buck him plum outen kis
ahoes!

And

An’

Wa'd a mare In the herd that was reckoned &

bird, jest a bundle o' git-np-aa’-git,

Half devil, hnlf boss, which the sams In »
crrms that's productive ¢ meanness an'
FriL;

She had downed svery rider that dared gt
aztride her’ an' had crippled & dozen or so
Of the fellows who'd sald that the hoss wasn't
bred that pouid give ‘em the wust of &

| o

So we saddled ol' Satan the tinderfoot waltin'
with a grin on kis nt face

An* we got him astraddie 4" sot in the saddis
an' seed evervihing was [n place,

An' we Bid him good-by with &
eys at ench other, an' anxh

Holdin' onto the hesd o the hronk ] hasald
we might let “ar go, If we would

If the heavens had fell ali around that cofral
and drowned us in clouls from the skies,

I kin tel! you, by gad that we wouldn't a bad
any bigger & bunch o, surprise

Fur he ot in his seat in the saddlo as neat aa

it loflin' around in a chalr,
An' that brenco a thumpin' the ¢arth and &
jumpin' in spasms right op in tha air;

Lit & cigarstte vight 'n the Beat o
an’ grisoed at the mnimal’a jur .

Us guys standin’ there with & paralyzed aizte
ke a bunch of half-ldiet chumps.

An’ I'm tellin® you, bosy. that he stayed with

that hoss untll he got It as meek as a
call,

An' 4 It arourd on the hoof-bhattered ground
an’ & givin® us fellers the laugh!

Every davilish bloke in the gang bhad gome
broke & hackin' his honest bejle

That the bronen we'd ploked——that had never
been licked—"'d asure bring the ptranger
to grief,

An' we bellered an’ swore till our lumgs was

the

fght

plum sore when we learned (hat the
schamin® yoong howund
Was Bronco Hill Snyder, the champion rider, a

buntin® a snap—which he found
—James Harton Davis in Denver Evenlong Post
———
A Twilight Friead.
Who s it breathes outside my doocr,
Then jars the iock with ghostly click,
And venturing further to sxplore,
Glides softly in? Uncanmy trick!

L wrappsd n shadows, scarenly bhenr
The bold intruder—quick or dead,
Too desolate for hope or fear,
I Hlft not my despondent head.

Then in my ciasped and rigld palm,
That shots & muscular despair,
Is thrust & miussle, soft and warm,
And, presta! goes my every care!

Tis but a dog! Retriever Dick,
But loving, human, kindly soul,
How has he jearmed to chooes and plock
Froem all the rest, my hour of dole?
=M L Bayne io Chicago Times-Herald,

| rm..)‘ am hour azu

ROGERS EVENS UP THINGS

—

Swaps a Dead Horse for a Live Ome,
Thereby Regnining His Former
Self-Esteem.

"Well, I was livin' In & town up in the
state, an” come down to the tavern there
ane night where we men used to meet at
night, and a feller, name of Hendrickson,
came along In and sez, ‘Hullo Rogers.'

* ‘Hullo,” sez L

* "Wull,' sex he. ‘It's a good night for a
trnde.’ Them country folks is turrible
for tradin’.

“"Yes," sex T, If you've got anything 10
trnde.’

“Wall"
¢hain for
isn't it?

* “Yes,"
ic.*

“Wull, T looked at his chain. and &
sroméd to be a good "nough chain, and T
took 1t over to the bartender and he sald
it was a good chain; that they was both
good chaina. Sa wa traded

“Wull, a couple o' days after T was
down In New York, and I went into a
Jewelry shop down {n Malden Lane, whers
I knew the man. Wull, sez he, "Hullo}
Rog=r=, hullo, how are you?

“ *Hullo." sex I,

"Wull, he was talkin' thers about the
weather and one thing an' another, and
them T pulled out the chain an' sem to
him, ‘What's that wuth?” just as tho' I
didn't care nuthin® about it

“"Tuin't No Good.™

"Wull, ha looked at 1t, and then he
tuk it to the winder and put a glass up
to hiz eye an’ then he looked at It again
then he sex, *"Tain't no good."

“ e Tain't no good T sex 1.

“No,' sex he, ‘wuth two or thres dol-
Inrs jus' a little bit plated’

“ "Wull" sez I, as I tuk it back I'm

sox he,
yours,

TN trade yer my god
Yours i= a good one,

sex I, ‘paid eighty dollars for

when night come I went to the tavern an’
I sex, “Sce hers, Hendrickson, that ain't
ro square deal.*

““Why not? sez he.

“ *“Taln't no guod," sex L

“i'Oh' sex he.

“*Yes,' zez L. i

“ 7 never holler,” sex ha

“NOh' sex L

“Wull, I went home, and a few days
after, an T was a-comin’ along the road
I sea the parson a sittin' on a fence, an'
he calls out, ‘Hullo, Rogers, hulla*

“ Hullo," sex L. Wull, I see that he wis
a lookin® sorter down in the mouth sa )
s¢x, Parson, you don't seem to be In very
good spirits this mornin".*

“rwWall' sex be, ‘you know that hoss
mins?™

“Yes" sez T, ‘as good a hoss as there
is in the eounty.’

“ "Wull,” sex he, ‘It's dead”

“ Daad? sex L

" Yes,'" sex he

Rogers Has an

* ‘Parson,” sex ¥,
hoss?

“"Why," sex he,
that hoss?

Tdea.
‘will yer give me that

‘what do you want o'

“*Oh,” sex 1, TH bury him."

“ "Wull," sew ha, "Rogers, you never done
nuth'n' to me, an' you kin have the
hosa '

* *All right,' mex T, an’ went on down ta
the tavern an' T went in an'
till Hendrickson came In.

“*“Hullo, Rogers,” sex he,

“*Hullo,"

" Yes'

I walted

gnod day for a trade.”
"iIf you've got anythin'

gex 13
sex be,

Wull," sez T, ‘you know that hoss o

tha parson’s?™

“Feas” mez he

woigrgll, it's mine,' ses L

*‘Youra?” sex he.

" "Yea' pex 1’.

*"Wuall' sex ha.

“ walt, ses I, “ti11 T tell you about that
hoss.'

“*0Oh." sez he, ‘vou can't tall me nuthin’
ahout that hoss. I know all about him.'

= wall,” ‘what'll you give me for
him*

““Why," sez he, T give that hoss,
wngon an' harness I got out there.” .

“Wull, T went outside an’ felt of the
hoss and looked over the rig and I ses
‘All right.”

“So ws tuk the hoss an' put him in the
stable and hung op,the harnesp and we
left the wagan a-standin® outalde.

““I'hen I sez to him, ‘Now, Hendrick-
son, You go up to the parsom sa’ tell him
to give you that hosa.’

The Tables Turmed.

“wWnll, he went along an' [ tok the
hoss out o' the stable an’ harnessed him
up to the wagon and drove homa. 1 was
antisfled. Wull, the nex’ day after that
1 cpme into the tavern and Hendrickson
calls outy, ‘Hulls, Rogers, hulio!

“ ‘Hullo," sez I.

“ *Now,"” =sz be,
deal.’

“oNaT ses I, ‘why not?

“ “Why," sez he, ‘that hoss is dead’
Dead? sex L

* *Yes,' sex he

wownil, sex I, T didn’t say he was
alive. 1 was a-goin’ to tell you about that

sex I,

‘that wasn't no fale

| ho" and you sald you knowed all about

him
= 'f)h wull,’ ez he, ‘It ain’t square, Bl
how.' =
“'Oh* ses I, 1 mever bn!ler._
#«wull ta this day when there's any

a=goin’ on up In that town

s tradin®
e New York Sumn,

they ask, ‘Is he allve™ "—

Didn't Want to Hear Her Talk.

“George. dear—""

“ggn't bother me, Laura. T am reading,
and T'd rather read than talk just now.™

& An hour dragged [t way into the dlm,

Intsty past, and the voles of Mr. Fergas
s wax heard calling loudly:

“Lauara, how much longer have I got to
walt for dinner? It ought to have been

responded Mrs, Fer's
guson, from th djnlng-rvnm. “That was
what T went in to teli yon, but you didn"t
want to hear me talk. We have all fin.
tshed, and everything is cold: but you
needn't walt another minuts If you wang
your dinner.”—8tray Btories.

“It was, Geor

That's What!

“Who i¥ the iittle chap out thers by tha
door? Stocky, aln't he?*

“That's Watt."

““What's his name?"

WALt

“Fiile name? What's the man's nnl.ﬂ
*“That's Watt.*

“What's thar™

“He's Watr™

“Whar™
“Yeu™
“Yea, what?™ » " a2,

"Watt's what"—Philadelphia m




