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TALE OF THE FAT MASCOT

Excess of Avordnpols at the Home
Plate, Snmmarllr Terxnlntes a.

Career of Distinction.

"Well, why Is It you never played base-

ball yourself?" asked a latter-da-y fan of
the very stout mam sitting In the corner.
"You say you were the mascot for the
famus LIghtfoot Lilies, of Jones County,
and yet, with the exception of the time
that they put you In to force the "winning
run la the 13th by being hit In the stom-
ach, you never seem to have played your-
self. After such successful daring: were
you never asked to play again? I don't
quite understand."

The stout man gazed at the speaker
searchlngly for a few minutes, and thont
apparently satisfied that the questions
were asked in good faith, proceeded to un-
fold the one dark shadow in his otherwise
eunny life.

"Have you never heard?" he began.
'Then now you shall hear, and though I

think no blame should rest with me, you
yourself shall Judge of that. Listen. You
have already referred to the contest In
which I forced the winning run owing to
the pitcher's inability to put the ball over
the plate without striking my corpora-
tion. This. I believe, was due to a law
of physics which states that but one body
can occupy the same space at the same
time, or words to that effect.

"But whatever the cause, I acquired a
reputation for high-clas- s baseball second
to none In Jones County, and at once got
a regular position on the team. My figure
being my stock in trade. Captain Slugger
Burrows, of the Llghtfoots, spared no
pains In bringing me to physical perfec-
tion before the next game with the Roar-
ers. Under a carefully selected diet of
beer, butter, lard, potatoes and cod liver
oil I rapidly rose from a meager 320 pounds
to the magnificent figure of 412.

Sustains His Reputation.
"For the first eight Innings of the

great contest which ultimately proved my
downfall, I fully sustained my enviable
reputation for artistic ballplaylng. Three
times the bases were full with the Roar-
ers one run in the van. Three times I
proved the Lightfoots salvation by forc-
ing the tying run by means of my superi-
or figure. Three times the home rooters
vied with one another In futile attempts
to pay me suitable homage. I was truly
more than queen. And then that fatal
ninth with Its brimful cup of gumless bit-
ters! Four hundred and twelve pounds of
shattered idol!

"In the last half of the ninth I reached
Urst through my customary strategy.
Later I succeeded In gaining third by a
daring bit of base-runni- while the Roar-
ers fielders were searching for Bill
Thompson's liner on the other side of the
center-fiel- d fence. Sammie Salmon and
one of the Foote twins died easy deaths
on Infield pop-flie- s. There we were: Ring-
tail Roarers, 17; LIghtfoot Lilies, 16; two
out, Thompson and yours truly on sec-
ond and third bases respectively, and the
invincible Home Run Hanklns at the bat.
All were breathless with suspense. The
pitcher swung his arm back slowly and
then, swish, bang! Homo Run Hanklns
never missed his aim.

"I struggled bravely toward the plate,
and in less time than it takes to tell It
Tnompson was at my back pushing vio-
lently. I doubled my efforts. A moment
later Hankins himself caught up and
joined In the single-fil- e struggle for home
and victory. 'Twas do or die, and the
people were like lunatcs In their wild ex-

citement. Spurred on by their cheers I
was soon but five feet from the plate,
with Thompson and Hanklns still danc-
ing at my heels. Then suddenly a voice
rose clearly above the others: 'Slide, "Wi-
llie, slide!' It rang out. Oh, fatal words!"

And Willie Slid.
At this point the fat was

overcome by emotion and stopped short.
It was some minutes before he could pull
himself together sufficiently to go on with
his sad story.

'"Well." he said at last, "I slid. Diving
gracefully forward, I slid a nicely calcu-
lated slide that brought my chest directly
above' the rubber. But the enthusiasm
this occasioned among the Lilies was
shortlived.

" 'Touch the plate, you fool, touch the
plate, Bull Thompson and Hanklns yelled
together.

"Now, would you believe it, sir, try as
I would I couldn't. My corporation had
been overtrained. Lying face down I was
so high from the ground that my arms
would not reach the plate.
" 'Rock me,' I cried. 'Rock me.'

" 'Rock you?' Bill Thompson roared.
'Rock you? We'll rock you, stone you,
cse you, and touch that plate, d'ye
hear?"

" 'Rock me,' I pleaded with tears in my
eyes. 'You don't understand. Rock me
like you would a rocking horse. Tilt me.
I can't touch bottom.'

" 'Twas too late. "While I had been
explaining my predicament to those block-
heads the Roarers' fielders found the ball,
and er well, we lost. Afterward I told
Captain Slugger Burrows how It happened
and begged for Just one more chance. No
use. He said that any fool with my shape
ought to have sense enough to slide on his
back, and that but say, honest lnjun,
now, do you think I was in any way to
blame?" New York Sun.

AUXT HARRIET IN TOWN.
Brings Itock County Xews Budget

Alonsr With. Her.
Mrs. Welldon's husband's Aunt Har-

riet came In from Rock County, Wis.,
to "see the folks" a few days ago. She
has not been down from the country for
nearly two years, and, therefore, had
much to tell.

"How are the Waltons?", Emma Well-
don asked. "The last time you were here
I believe you said they were about to
lose their farm."

"They came purf nigh beln turned
out," Aunt Harriot replied, "but Sile Can.
tor let 'em have a new morgldge or some-
thing, so they're gittln' along again, klnda
from hand to mouth, like they always
done. My gracious! it does seem as though
some folks was Just natchelly born with-
out no gumption on earth. I s'pose you
heard about old Mis' Tucker fallln down-
stairs and breakln her collar bone?"

Mrs. Welldon had not heard about it,
and was sorry the accident had happened.

"They've had terrible bad luck in that
family lately," the good old lady contin-
ued; "I never see nothln like It. There
was Pa Tucker got run over by a steer
nearly a year and a half ago, and ain't
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been real well ever since, and Mary, you
know, had trouble with her husband be-

cause she wouldn't let him use the new
top buggy unless he took her along, so
they parted, and she's tryin to git a bill
now. Len he's poorly, too. You remem-
ber Len, don't you?"

"Yes, I believe I do. He is their young,
est child, isn't he? But he was quit
small when we came away, you know."

"Yes, but he's nearly 25 years old now.
Well, Len, he's in a terrible fix. Can't
walk nor hardly move, and they have to
help 'lxn around just as you would a
baby."

"Dear me!" said Emma Welldon, "that's
too bad. I suppose he has locomotor
ataxia?"

"Oh, no," Aunt Harriet made haste to
reply, "they ain't well enough off to have
any of them new-fangl- things. It's Just
a chair with wheels on It" S. E. Klser in
Chicago Times-Heral- d.

At the Tall End.
It was on the street-ca- r. An old man

with a bulging satchel at his feet was
wiping the tears from his eyes, and after
a bit a good hearted fellow-passeng- er

leaned over and said:
"Stranger, you seem to be In trouble."
"Waal, I'm feeling bad," was the re-

ply as the handkerchief went up.
"Have you been robbed or lost your

money?"
"Noap."
"Lost a dear friend by death?"
"NoaD."
"Perhaps you are suffering pain?"
"Noap: it's none o' that. I've bin to

Mount Vernon, and saw the tomb of the
father of his country. I didn't pay much
attenshun then, not fur a day or two, but
all to once today It struck me what a
good man he was and that he was dead,
and and excuse me. I know It's baby-
ish, but I can't help It."

"But Isn't this weeping over Washing-
ton rather late in the day?" inquired a
second passenger.

"How, late?"
"Why. he has been dead about a hun-

dred years."
"Jerusha." but you don't say! Why,

that hackdrlver put it down since corn-plantl- n'

and even wondered that I did not
have a weed on my hat. Hokey pokey,
but I'm no man to weep over any body
who pegged out a hundred years ago.
Washington Post.

Know Thyself.
A teacher In one of Boston's public

schools had Instructed her pupils in hy-
giene, and toward the end of the term,
wishing to see how well they could re-
member, told them to each write out a
little story of the human body. The fol-
lowing Is copied from the "story"' one
small boy handed her, with the confident
assurance that he knew it was all right,
for he had studied very Tiard over It:

"The human body is divided Into three
parts; the head, the thorax and the abdo-
men.

"The head contains the brains, If there
are any; the thorax contains the heart
and the vital organs, and the abdomen
the vowels, of which there are five, a, e,
I, o. and u, and sometimes w and y."
The Household.

Saved Him a Dollar.
There's a good story told on a young

fellow here noted for his closeness. He
went to spend the night with a friend.
During the entire night he betrayed much
restlessness, which kept the host wide
awake, and finally the slumbercr betrayed
signs of violent emotion. "He's going to
have a nightmare," said the friend, "but
he always grumbles so when you wake
him up that I hate to disturb him." He
waited a while longer, sitting up in bed
staring on the miserable sleeper, and
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Christmas Gold.

In the heart of the mountains the dwarfs
were at work.

Hammering and digging and melting.
The earth they turned up was all yellow and

bright.
And It glittered again as It caught the light.
What can it be this metal so pure?
It is gold they are working so hard to procure.
But one little dwarf was soon tired of work.
And he crept to the mouth of the cavern.
Nature's diamonds were sparkling all over the

snow
And the brightness and warmth set the dwarfs

heart aglow.
"Oh, why should we work out of sight of the

sun
For man, who's ungrateful when all's said

and done!"
But. hark! afar off on inspiriting sound
The Christmas bells pealing and ringing.
Ho sprang up at once to the town quickly

ran.
Of course none could see the diminutive man.
"What a pity it Is that these little dwarfs dear
Can only be seen for one day In the year!
He found all the people were thronging to

church.
And he straightway decided to follow.
He listened spellbound as the gospel was told
And the preacher proclaimed the sweet story

of old.
Why should today of all days In the year
Be the one we should try our poor brethren to

cheer?
"Did not-- God on this day send His dearly

loved Son
To a nation ungrateful and sinning?
He spent all his life In our service, and then
He died by the hands of those murderous men.
Help me. my brethren, this Christmas to bear
The burdens our Savior has asked us to share."
The service was done: he saw crowds of the

poor
Outside were expectantly waiting.
And alms were distributed freely to all;
Provisions In plenty were served In the hall.
"I see, now, at least," said our dwarf, "there's

some use
For the gold that Is often a means of abuse."
And away to the mountains he scampered

once more.
Since when he's a diligent worker:
And he slnzs to himself as he works under-

ground:
"The use and the pleasure of work I have

found;
And If only one heart I can ease from Its pain,
I will never long after the sunshine again."

. Mind.

When the Hounds Are Out.
High In a birch, like a can-e- bird.
A gray grouse stands for he has heard;
Even the saulrrel does not stir.
Crouching, a frightened tuft of fur;
Glad of Its wings the woodhawk soars.
The shelldrake leaves the forest shores,
Along the brook no young mink play.
Black bear has heard and hurried away.
Splashed through a pool and leaped to &

spruce
"Tls hush and hide when the hounds are loose!
Far back in the spruce a pond lies brawn
And by it a deer had lain her down,
A slender deer who wakes to hear
The cry that crazed the bear with fear.
That turned the grouse to a carven thing.
That drove the hawk to take to wing
The cry of hounds taat bowl their way
Fierce on her trail of yesterday.
No hope for her In thicket to hide;
Lithe limb must tire and her throbbing side.
Must tell of a long race bravely run
If she be alive at set of sun.
In brush filled valley, on beechy hill.
The life of the forest is strangely still.
And waits to hark with straining ear
Till fades afar the hunt ef the deer.
And the wood unvexed by hounds and men.
Takes heart and breathes and smiles again.

Harper's WeeUr.

THE STODAY OREGONIAN, POETLAOT, DECEMBEB 23, 1900.

THINGS
finally, becoming alarmed, he roused him.
He sprang up in bed, glared wildly around
and said: "Where am I? I don't see the
storm?"

"Why, here in my room," said the host
soothingly; "you remember you stayed all
night with me? I beg your pardon for
waking you up, but you carried on so I
had to."

"Bes my pardon," gasped the guest. "I
shall never be grateful enough to you. I
dreamed I was out with Miss Bud and a
terrible storm came up, and my shoes
were new. and I was Just ordering a
coupe for two when you aroused me. Old
boy, you have saved me a dollar."

And the host says he was actually
afraid to go to sleep again that night, for
fear the coupe would come. Louisville
Times.

Suspicion Confirmed.
An old gentleman, evidently a gatherer

of statistics, but with a kindly face which
shaded off to something like philanthropy
about the edges, was gazing abstractedly
down Regent street. Suddenly he stepped
up to a gentleman who was waiting for
a bus, and, touching him lightly on the
shoulder, said, "Excuse, me, but did you
Just drop a sovereign?" holding In his
hand the coin mentioned.

The gentleman questioned made a
hasty search of his pockets and said:
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"Why, so I did! And I hadn't missed It!"
holding out an eager hand.

The old man drew forth a notebook and
took his name and address, and then said:
"I thought so," turning away.

Well," said the other, "do you want
it all as a reward?"

"I did not find one," said the old man,
"but it struck me that In a large city
like this there must be a lot of money
lost, and upon Inquiry I find you are the
31st man who has. lost a sovereign this
very morning." London Tit-Bit- s.

Santa's Ubiquity.
Little Herbert (after Christmas) Santa

Claus was over at our church last night
at 9 o'clock Just when the programma
said he would come.

Little Harold (positively) Aw, go on,
he couldn't have been. He was at our
church at 9. I was watching the clock
while we were waiting for him. Your
clock must have been slow. New York
Herald.

Street of Ghosts.
The drowsy day. with half-clos- eyes.

Dreams In this quaint, forgotten street.
That, like some wreckage, lies

Left by the sea's receding beat
Far from the city's restless feet.

Abandoned pavements, that the trees'
Huge roots have wrecked, whose flagstones

feel
No more rich sweep of draperies;

And sunken curbs whereon no wheel
Grinds, nor the gallant's d heel.

Old houses, walled with rotting brick,
dormered, weather-vane- d

Like withered faces sad and sick-St- are

from each side with frontage stained.
All battcr-doore- d and broken-pane-

And though the day be white with heat.
Their ancient yards are dim and cold;

Where chill the toad makes Its retreat
Mid flower pots green-cake- d with mould,
kni naught but noisome weeds unfold.

The slow gray slug and snail have trailed
Their slimy silver up and down

The beds where once the moss rose veiled
Its beauty; and the mushroom brown
Swells where the lily tossed Its crown.

The shadowy scents that haunt and flit
Around the walks, beneath the boughs.

Seem ghosts of sweethearts here that sit.
Or wander .from each empty house.
Wrapped in the silence of dead vows.

And. haply, when the evening droops
.Her golden eyelids in the West,

Here we might hear the swish of hoops.
Or catch the glint cf hat or vest.
As two dim lovers past us pressed.

And quick as some star's curve of flame.
That cores the swarthy cheek of night.

Perhaps behold colonial dame
And gentleman In- - stately white
Go glimmering down the pale moonlight.

In powder, patch and furbelow.
Cocked hat and sword; and every one

Tory and Whig of long ago
As real as In the days long done.
The courtly days of Washington.
Madison Caweln la New England Maga-
zine.

"What'i IiOvcT
Pray tell me what Is Love?
A thing
Of which the birds
And poets sine?
A melody ,
Intangible.
But wondrous sweet
And beautiful?
Or Is It some rare
Prire
That money buys?
Or is it something vague,
A hint
Which finds development
In print?
Or is it sacrifice
And shame
Endured
In that dear same?
Or is It that plain
Sentiment
Which pays the bills
For clothing, food and rent?
Or is it heart and soul and mind
Blind
To the world; clear-eye- d and true
To itself: ready to do
And to suffer, willing to give
Or to take;
To live
Or to die for Its own sake?
Or Is It pain and longing.
Eyes wet
With tears
That never ran forget?
Oris It-- Pray

tell me what is Love?
William J. Lampton xn New York Sua.

PAUL TO BE HEARD FROM.

Rev. Pliilacters Strenuous Effort to
Become His Interpreter.

The other evening the Rev. Mr. Phllac-te- r
sat down at the tea table with a

very thoughtful air, and attended to the
wants of his brood in a very abstracted
manner. Presently he looked up at his
wife and said:

"The Apostle Paul"
"Got an awful lump on the head saf

broke In the pastor's eldest son.
"playing baseball. Bat flew out of the
striker's hand when I was umpire, and
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cracked me right above the ear, an
dropped me. Hurt? Golly!" and the lad
shook his head in dismal but expressive
pantomime as he tenderly rubbed a lump
that looked like a billiard ball with hair
on It. The pastor gravely paused for the
Interruption, and resumed:

"The Apostle Paul "
"Saw Mrs. O'Ghemlnle down at Green-haum- 's

this afternoon ," said his eldest
daughter, addressing her mother. "Sho
had the same old everlasting black silk,
made over with a vest of tllleul green
silk, coat-ta- ll basque pattern, oversklrt
made with diagonal folds In front, edged
with deej? fringe; yellow straw hat, with
black velvet facing Inside the brim, and

HUMOR OF THE SEASON.
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pale blue flowers. She's going to Chi-
cago."

The good minister waited patiently, and
then. In tones just a shade louder than
before, said:

"The Apostle Paul "
"Went In swlmmln last night with

Henry and Ben, pop, an stepped on a
clam shell," exclaimed his youngest son;
"cut my feet so I can't wear any shoe;
and, please, may I stay home tomor-
row?"

The pastor Informed his son that he
might stay away from the river, ana
then resumed his topic He said:

"The Apostle Paul say- -"
"My teacher Is nn awful liar," shouted

the second son; "he says the world Is
as found as an orange, and It turns round
all the time faster than a circus man can
ride. I guess he hain't got much sense."

"The jnolher lifted a warning finger
toward the boy and said, "Sh!" and tho
father resumed:

"The Apostle Paul says "
"Don't bite off twice as much as you

Out In the "Wood.
Far out In a wood, where tall trees stood.

On a lonely lasoon shore.
Where beasts and birds and flocks and herds

Dwelt In the days of yore.

An old gray owl. with a tufted cowl.
And a blink that would make you smile,

Sat on a limb In the moonlight dim
With his wife In the owlet style.

Now this feathery pair were In despair.
For their daughter, a fair young maid,

Had refused to wed the Pheasant red.
Who down by the brooklet stayed.

And that very eve she took her leave.
To live with her friend. Miss Rook;

So her papa sighed and her mamma cried,
And zrleveu In their lonely nook.

"Alas and alack! I must bring her back,"
The good old father said;

"She'll meet. I fear, that young Kill Deer,
A bird, I believe, our child might wed."

So armed with a bone and a piece of stone.
And his claws and his snapping beak.

He left his perch for a weary search.
The absent one to seek.

But he lost his way In the morning gray,
In tbemlsts and the falling dew.

And the sun was high In the eastern sky.
When slowly he homeward flew.

Now the Kill Deer fowl and the fair young
owl,

At Miss Rook's home did meet;
Where they gazed at Mars and some other

stars.
And cooed in accents sweet.

And the nlcht birds say to this very day.
That the parson, a

Made the young pair one before the sun
Peeped over the distant hill.

When the parents old next day were told.
That their child had wed Kill Deer,

They mourned for an hour In their leafy bower.
And each shed a biz round tear.

But they changed their tune In the afternoon.
And sent for their neighbor owls.

For the bittern tall birds great and small.
And the quacking webfoot fowl.

Their child came, too, with a hoo! hoo! hoo!
And their bold young

Who bowed to the sire to appease his Ire.
And embraced his bride's mamma.

And such a feast for bird or beast.
Was never seen before.

As the old owls spread for the newly wed.
In the tree by the lagoon shore.
H. Sanford Smith in Chicago Times-Heral-

Everyday Goodness.
It is not enough to give.
That one fainting soul may live,

A draught of cold water held In store.
Take the cup and go about.
Seek the famished brother out.

Bid him slake his thirsty soul o'er and o'er.

It Is not enough to smile.
In a long and weary while.

But smile and smile again, the whole day
through;

You may light a sister's path
Or avert a brother's wrath.

You can ne'er tell the good that It may do.

It Is not enouzh to say
Long petitions when you pray.

Then turn deaf ears to penury's sad theme;
Tou can never live skim milk
Then In phrases fine as silk

Lift up your voice to heaven and pray cream.
Chicago TiraVferald.
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can chew," broke out the eldest son. re-
proving the assault of his little brother
on a piece of cake. The pastor's face
showed just a trifle of annoyance, as ho
said In very firm, decided tones:

"The Apostle Paul says "
"There's a fly in the butter!" shrlekea

the youngest hopeful of the family, ana
a general laugh followed. When silence
was restored, the eldest daughter, with
an air of curiosity, said:

"Well, but pa, I really would like to
know what the Apostle Paul said."

"Pass me the mustard," said the pas-
tor, absently.

Then the committee rose and the Senate
I went Into executive session and soon
after adjourned. Burling (Vt.) Free Press.

Cured of Her Fancy.
A fast young man reformed and mar-

ried an elderly lady with plenty of money.
Shortly after the wedding she expressed
a desire to go to the Opera Ball. "Non-
sense, my dear," said the husband, who
was afraid of meeting some of his old
companions there. "It Is not a nice place.
In fact, all sorts of trash go there." But
It was useless for him to suggest difficul-
ties and offer objections. She Insisted and
he had to capitulate.

in the evening she came out of her
dressing-roo- with a deckload of paint
and powder. So off the pair went to the
Bal del'Opera. There In the happy throng
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the husband espied some former friends,
blondes and brunettes all In a group,
forming a living bouquet of laughing
beauties. One of them, noticing him,
sprang forward with uplifted hands.

"Pete! Oh, Pete!" she exclaimed,
"where In thunder did you And all that
old paint and parchment?"

"Young lady," said the husband, with a
look of Indignation, "I wish you to un-
derstand that this Is my wife!"

"Oh, pardon! soir,
madame!"

Mrs. Pete never went there any more.
New York Sun.

Hooked the Holland.
The other day an amateur fisherman

was out In a boat In Newport (R. I.)
Harbor doing the Ikey Walton act. He
hadn't caught much of anything, when
suddenly he saw his line tighten, and at
the same instant the pole was yanked
from his hands. He looked over the side
of the boat hastily and was just In time

To Be a Boy.
I wouldn't be a single thing on earth

Except a boy;
And It's Just, an accident of birth

That I'm a boy;
And, goodness gracious! When I stop to think
That I once trembled on the very brink
Of making my appearance hero a girl
It fairly makes my ears and eyebrows curl

Eut I'm a boy.

Just think of all the Jolly fuu there is
When you'rea boy!

I tell you, you're just full of business
When you're a boy.

There's fires to build in all the vacant lots.
Go swlmmln', tie the fellers' clothes In knots,
Tie tin cans on the tails of dogs why, gee!
The days ain't half as long as they should be

When you're a boy.

There's lots of foolish things that make you
tired

When you're a boy;
There's heaps of grouchy inea that can't be

hired '

To like a boy;
There's wood to chop at home, and coal to

bring.
And "Here do this do hat the other thing!"
And, worse than all. there's girls oh, holy

smoke!
Are they a crime, or are they Just a Joke

Upon a boy?
1

And then, there's always somebody to jaw,
When you'ro a boy

Somebody always laying down the law
To every boy;

"Pick up your coat; see where you've put
your hat;

' Don't stone the do?, don't tease the poor old
cat:

Don't race around the house" why, sutfrla
Moses!

The only time you have to practice thlng3 like
those is

When you're a boy!

And yet, I don't believe I'd change & thing
For any boy;

Tou've got to laugh, to cry, to work, to sing.
To be a boy;

With all his thoughtless noise and careless
play.

With alll his heartfelt trials day by day.
With all bis boyish hopes and all his fears,
I'd like to live on earth a thousand years,

And be a boy.
W. H. Pierce In Chicago Times-Heral- d.
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To an Artificial Flower..
Born in no garden fair nor Nature's soil.
Child of a city worker's cunning toll.
Findings no Joy in sun, nor breeze, nor rain.
Mocking a beauty you can ne'er attain.
Yet may your humble lot still happier be,
Than that your sweeter sister lives to see.
To her, fair daughter of the fertile earth.
Come Joy and homage at her very birth.
The welcome guest of peasant and of king.
To her all lovers turn and poets sing.
She speaks love's message, though she has no

tongue.
She sings love's music as no voice has sung.
But when her little day has passed away
Her charm and beauty fade, and comes decay
Tou still are blooming brightly as cf yore.
Are prized as dearly as you were before.
Tou have not known life's fitful, fevered

breath.
Nor what It Is to pine and droop to death;
You never felt the Joys of love and life,
Tou have been spared their bitterness and

strife.
Tou bring no rapture, but you cause no tears.
And though all deem you but a soulless thing.
Of which no poet should e'er deign to sing.
Who knows that some poor toiler, tired and

sad.
Sighing for Joys that she never had,
Whose patient fingers fashioned you with care,
And made you though a counterfeit yet fair.
Gave not to you one spark of living fire.
Drawn from her own vain dreaming and

desire?
Fred V. Fletcher In. "tfm York Sua,

to see a huge dark mass moving swiftly
away.

"Great mackerel!" he cried, "but that
was a whopper! The boys'll never be-

lieve me when I tell 'era about it. Funny
how the biggest fish always gets away
and how hard it Is for a man's best friends
to keep their faces straight when ho tells
'em about It. Thunder! I must be more
careful! If I hadn't been so derned care-
less as to forget my' landing net I'd bad
that feller dead sure!"

Of course the old file didn't know It, but
he had hooked the Holland! Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

Identified Herself All Right.
"But I don't know you, madam," the

bank cashier said to the woman .who had
presented a check.

But this woman, instead of saying
haughtily, "I do not wish your acquaint-
ance, sir!" merely replied, with an en-
gaging smile:

"Oh, yes, you do, I think. Tm the "red-
headed old virago' next door to you, whosa
'scoundrelly little boys' are always reach-
ing through the fence and picking your
flowers. When you started down town
this morning your wife said: 'Now, Hen-
ry, if you want a dinner flt to eat this
evening, you'll have to leave me a little
money. I can't- - run this house on tho
city water and 10 cents a day"

"Here's your money, madam," said the
cashier, pushing It toward her and cough-
ing loudly. Chicago Tribune.

His First Offense.
This morning Pound OfHcer Talt had

occasion to rope In a fine Jersey cow
which had escaned from her owner's lot
and was roaming the streets at will.

This action evoked the following letter
from the owner:

"Chief Richards. Old Friend: The
pound man hauled my cow into court
this morning for prowling. As It was her
first offense, please have her let off with
as light a fine as possible.

"G. W. Davis."
And underneath the letter the chief

scribbled the following Instruction to the
poundmaster:

"Release the old cow referred to on her
own recognizance." Memphis Sclmlttr.

His Business Instinct.
Poverty-stricke- n suitor Sir.I have come

to askr you for your daughter's hand.
The merchant prince I am quite will-

ing to believe you love my daughter, but
I am anxious to know why you have
brought your kodak at such an Inoppor-
tune time?

Suitor I'm so passionately fond of pho-
tography; besides, I am entered In an
amateur photographers 'competition, and
I wished to take a snap at your aston-
ished face when you heard my proposal.
It will secure me a prize. Thus I shall
profit either way.

The merchant prince My son, come to
my arms; I shall make you a partner in
my house. Collier's Weekly.

Made the Plants Go Round.
The new reporter. In his story of the

wedding, wrote: "The floral display
stretched from the chancel rail to the
doore of the church."

The city editor, In a mild manner, as Is
the custom of city editors with new re-

porters, suggested:
"Couldn't you have usee a better word

than 'stretched?' Say the floral display
'nodded,' or 'twined, or something like
that some word more suggestive of flow-
ers."

" 'Stretched Is all right," replied the
new reporter, with the stubborn courage
of a realist. "The decorations consisted
of six rubber plants, and they had to
stretch to go the distance." Baltimore
American.

The Test That Failed.
Lenora sang high in the choir

While Roy sat In the pew below;
Her clear voice thrilled .with sacred fire-- He

listened with hl heart aglow.

Ho had not told his love as yet.
Although she knew It all the time;

But at the last he had to let
Its stream flow out in gushing rhyme.

The olden golden tale he told.
And of her charms he wrote with ease;

Her voice with Melba's he enrolled.
And ended up with lines like these:

"I love you for your voice's powers;
I know It for the fact Is

That I could sit for hours and hours
And listen while you practice."

And she believed each word he wrote,
And sang a rapture song of Joy;

Then sent a little loving note
That to her arms soon brought fond Roy.

She sang for him. Oh, how she sans!
I really cannot tell you how;

And then she said, without a pang,
"For Just an hour Pll practice now."

She did; she took him at his word.
Her voice soared high and sank to low;

Roy really trembled while he heard
Twelve pages of solfeggio.

His head was dazed, his heart was crazed,
But yet he knew just what to say.

Her wondrous execution praised.
And kissed her as he went away.

Alas! he could not stand the test.
For him her voice's charms-wer- e o'er.

Instead of church be seeks for rest,
And to her house he goes no more.

Young man. be careful what you write
When rhyme too loose your fancy frees;

Be satisfied when meals delight
Nor solve the kitchen's mysteries.

Young woman, never risk the test
To take a lover at his word.

When what he vows you should know best-- Is

undeniably absurd.
George Blrdseye in Boston Globe.

The SHpralls.
The colors of the setting sun
Withdrew across the Western land-- He

raised the sllpralls one by one,
And shot them home with trembling hand;

Her brown hands clung her face grew pale
Ah! quivering chin .and eyes that brim!

One quick, fierce kiss across the rail.
And. "Good-b- Mary!" "Good-b- Jim!"

Ob, he rides hard to race the pain
Who rides from love, who rides from home;

But he rides slowly home again.
Whose heart has learned to love and roam.

A hand upon the horse's mane,
And one foot in the stirrup set.

And. stooping back to kiss again,
With "Good-b- Mary; don't you fret!

When I come back" he laughed for her
"We do not know how soon 'twill be;

Til whistle as I round the spur
You let the sllpralls down for me."

She gapped for sudden lrss of hope.
As, with a backward wave to her.

He cantered down the grassy slope
And swiftly round the dark'ning spur,

d panels standing high.
And darkness fading into stars.

And blurring fast against the sky,
A faint white form beside the bars.

And often at the set of sun,
In Winter bleak and Summer brown,

She'd steal across the little run.
And shyly let the sllpralls down.

And listen there when darkness shut
The nearer spur In silence deep;

And when they called her from the hut
Steal home and cry herself, to sleep.

Montreal Herald.
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"PAW'S" LAW TO "MAW"

This Time He Expatiates oa College
Education in Its Relation tot

Football and Other Things,

"I wonder why They don't make them
quit playing Football," maw told paw
after she Got thru reading about the
Latest deth In the Game. "It's too Bad
peeple can't raise a Boy enny more with-
out having him go to Collldge and get
His back broke when ho mite of got s
job In a grocery and been a help to the
Fambly if they wouldn't of had munny,
enuff to Give him a neducation."

"Maw, you can't see the Onward marcH
of Slwlelzatlon," paw sed. "If you Had
deep reasoning powers you mltb under-
stand these things Better. The trubble
with you and a Lot more peeple la yon
don't no times have Changed. It was
all rite when most of, us lived in, the
country and didn't hav ennythlng to Do
but hard work all Day and kill a Wild
:at with a pitchfork every Little while
for the Boys to get along without Learn-
ing generalship and Getting confadunce
In, Themselves, but What eho would a
man That started in Life by working la
a Blacksmith shop or on a Farm for levert
dollars a munth and Is presadent of a
Bank or general manldger of some rale-ro- de

Have If he would Start In life To-
day without a Collldge education?

"Do you think a Boy that never got
a pint or so of Tobasco soss poured down
his throte or was Ducked In a mill pond
with his hands and Feat tied the first
nlte after he entered collldge would stand;
enny chance to bo a Great organizer and
get Looked up to by hla Fello sltazens
now? Not mutch.

"You seem to think all a Boy ot to
Learn In collldge Is how to rite with the
Capitals where they Belong and get so
he can tell what's The value cf Y when
W Is as R with TJ eakwul to 13. Gram-
mar's all Rite as far as It Goes, and
mebby It's a Good thing tQ lent how to
do sums in Algie Bray that you could
figure by mentle rlthmuttlck without half
the trubble. but That's not all they are
to a collldge education. Not mutch
mary Ann! If it would only be for the
things a Boy could Lern. out of Books
that would count In Life they wouldn't
be enny use of sending Our sons, to

because it would be Cheaper to
Have tutors Come around to the Houses
and tute by the Day and Same a3 we
get the portch painted and the Furnace
tended to.

"But it's the grate experience of Lern-In- g
generalship on the Foot Ball field

and thinking up how to start a Panick
at a meeting by tutchlng off a Dynum-mlt-e

explosion in it that helps the most
when a Yung man hast to Face the world
alone. They are not mutch Hope for a
Boy that fails to Commence his Collldge
career by Getting his nose Broke In a
Cane Rush or being tied so Ho can't
move and Throne In a well or Sumthing.
That gives him Confedunce In himself,
and by the time he Begins his Seckond
year he Gets over the measully habit of
Thinking about expenses and his jnlnd
Is broadened so he can think up Plan3 to
do the same Things or mebby worse ones
to Some other fello that Just got there."

"I dor't see Hpw that's going to Help
a Boy along thru Life." maw sed.

"Of corse you don't," paw told her;
"but That's becoz you can't see ahed.
Think of what a Grate start it gives
him over peeple that have no education,
when he hast to Get Inlsheyalted In the
Elks or some other Lodge where they
push a Fello offn some High place and
he mite Holler for help if he wouldn't
have currldge and Generalship and. a
Broadened mind."

"But what If he Gets killed before ho
Lerns to have currldge and Generalship
and Gets his mind broadened Out?" maw

"That shows he was a Coward and wold
of Been a Failure in life enny way,"
paw sed, "so they are no use Making a
Fuss or Feeling bad about It, and tho
Fackulty can prove it was a naxldent
enny way." Georgle, In Chicago Times-Heral- d.

KNEW IT "WAS HOME-MAD- E.

Perfectly Certain ofArrectncss ot
HI Contention.

They were mother and son. She, a wo-

manly little woman, about 27 years of age,
while he, the spoiled and only child, aged
about G. As they seated themselves In

the cabin one could easily observe that the
mother's thoughts were not of her sur-

roundings, but elsewhere, whilo the child,
probably its first trip on a ferry-boa- t, was
restless and most observing.

The child said nothing, but did consid-

erable squirming in his seat until the
gong rang In the engine-roo- m for the boat
to start, when, with awe In his voice, and
his large brown eyes opened to their full
extent, he said, in a stage whisper that
could be heard by every one within the
cabin:

"What's that?"
"That's the gong for the boat to start.
"Who makes the gong go?"
"The captain."
"What does he make the gong go iorT
"So the engineer can start the-boat-

"What does he want to start the boat
for?"

"Oh. don't ask so many questions. Look
out of the window and see all the water."

"Is that water, ma?"
"Yes. dear."
"Golly, what a big drink!"
(After a pause) "Ma?"
"Yes, dear."
"How did all the water get there?"
"God placed It there, my dear."
"What did he put it there for? Didn't

he have any other place to put it?"
"I'm sure I don't know."
(After a moment's thought) "Oh, I

know why he put it here."
"Yes?"
"Yes: so the boats could run. across.
(After a long silence, looking Intently

at his mother's hat) "Mar
"Well, dear?"
"You trimmed that hat didn't your

!"

"Well, you did."
"Keep still, and don't bother me, or 1

shall be compelled to whip you."
"But you did trim it, 'cause I seed you."
(As she jerks his arm) "Keep still."
"But you did trim It, Just the same, and

you know It?"
"Will you keep stllL?"
(Between his sobs) "Well, didn't "yon

trim It?"
"I'll whip you good If you don't keep

still."
"Well, you trimmed it, just the same."
As the mother boxed the child's ears and

dragged him on to' the deck, we could hear
through his boo-hoo- s. "Well, you did
trim it, and you know you did, 'cause X
seed you." San Francisco Wave.


