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TALE OF THE FAT MASCOT

Exceas of Avordupols at the Home
Plate, 8 rily Ter
Career of Distinection,

“Well, why I» it you never played base-
ball yourself?" asked & latter-day fan of
the very stoul man sitting in the cormer.
“You sy you were the mascot for the
famus Lightfoot Lilles, of Jones County,
end yet, with the exception of the time
that they put you in to force the winning
run in the ISth by being bit in the stom-
ach, you never ssem to have played your-
eelf, After such successful daring were
you never asked to play aguln? I dom't
Quite undemstand.””

The stoutl man gassd 5t the speaker
searchingly for a few minutes, and then,
appurently satisfied that the questions
were asked In good falth. proceeded to un-
foid the one dark shadow In his otherwise

sunny e

“*Have you mnever heard?T he began.
“*Then now you shall hear, and though I
think no biame sbould rest with me, you
yourself shall Judge of that. limten. You

have already referred to che contest in
which 1 foreed the winning run owing to
the pitcher's Inubllity to put the ball over
the piate without striking my corpora-
tion. This, I belleve, was dus to a law
of physics which states that but ohe body
can oocupy the same space at the same
time, or words to thut sffect

“But whatever the cause, | scquired a
reputation for high-class basebamll second
to none In Jones County, and at osee gol
& regitlar position on the team. My Sigure
being my stock in trade, Capialn Siugger
Burrowas, of the Lightfoots, spared no
palns In bringing me to physical perfec-
tioh before the next game with the Roar-
ers Under a carefully selected diet of
besr, butter, lnrd, potatoes and cod llver
oll I mpldiy rose fTom a meager 20 pounds
to the magnificert figure of 412

Sastnins His Heputation,

“For the first elght innings of the
great contest which uitimately proved my
downfall, I fully sustalned my enviable
reputntion for artistic ballplnying. Three
times the bases were full with the Roar-
ers one Tan in the van, Three times 1
groved the Lightfoots’ salvation by fore-
ing the tyiog run by means of my superi-
or figure. Three tlmes the home roolsre
vied with one another 1n futile attempts
to pay me suitable homage. I was truly
more thun gueen. And then thsr fata)
ninth with its brimful cup of gumicss hit-
ters! Four hundred and twelve pounds of
shattered idol!

“Ja the last balf of the ninth I reached
first through my ocusiomary strategy.
later I succeaded in gaining third by a
daring bit of base.-running while the Roar-

ers’ fielders were searching for Eill
Thompron's iiner on the other side of the
cetiter-fleld fenre. Sammles Salmon and

ome of the Foote twins died ensy deaths
on Infleld pop-flles. There we waore: Ring-
tafl Roarers, 17:; Lightfoot Lilen, 16; two
out, Thompson and yours truly on sec-
ond and third bases respectively, and the
invincible Home Run Hankins at the bat.
All were breathiess with suspense. The
pitcher swung his arfn back slowiy and
then, swish, bang! Home Run Hankins
nover missed his alm.

*I struggicd bravely toward the plate,
ard in Jess time than it takes to tell It
THompson was at my back pushing wvio-
Jently. 1 doublad my efforts. A moment
Ixter Hankins himeself caught up and
joined in the single-file struggle for home
and victory. ‘Twas do or dle, and the
people were like lupates In thelr wiid ex-
cltement. Bpurred on by thelr cheers I
was soon but fve feet from the plate,
with Thompson and Hankins =tiil dane.
ing at my heels. Then suddenly a volce
rose cleasly above the others: ‘SHde, Wil-
He, slide!” it rang out. Oh, fatal words!™

Aand Willle Sid.

palng fat

i

At this ex-mascot was
overcome by emotlon and stopped short.
It was some minutes before he could pull
himsalf together sufficlently to go on with

his =ad story
“"Well,” bo saMd at Inst, 1 slid. Diving
grace! r forward, 1 siid & nicely calou-

Jated slide that brought my chest directly

abovetthe rubber. Put the enthusinsm
this stoned among the Lilles was
the pinte. you fool, touch the

| Thompeon and Hanklins yelled

1 would I ecoulin't. My corpomtion had

been overtrained. Lying face down T was

s0 high from the ground that my arms
ot reach the plate,

*“ ‘Rock me," 1 eried., ‘Rotk me'

‘Rock you?™ BEHil Thompson roared.
“Rock you? We'll rock ¥you, stone you,
egr you, and—touch that plate, d've
hear™

“"Hock me" I pleaded with tears in my
oyves. “You doft't understand. Boek me
like you would a rocking horee. Tilt me.
1 can't touch bottom.

“*Twas too late While I had been
ning my predicament to thase hiock.
the Roatery’ feldera found the ball,
er—well, we loxt. Afterward I twold
Slugger Burrows how 11 happened

and beg for just one more chanve. No
use, Hoe 1id thot any fool with my ipe
ought 1o have pense enough 1o slide on his
back, and that—but say, honest Iinjun,
pow, o you think 1 was o any wey o

biame ™ —New York Sun.

AUNT HARRIET IN TOWN.

Brings Bock County News Hudget
Along With Her.

FVNNY THINGS IN PROSE

been real well ever zince, and Mary, you
know, had trouble with her husband be-
cauee she wouldn't let Blm use

they parted, and she's tryin to git a Wil
pow. Len he's poorly, t00. You remem-
ber Len. don't youT"

“Fee, I belleve 1 do. He is thelr young-
est child, fsn't he? But he was quity
small when we came away, you know.™

“Yes, but he's nearly 35 years old now.
Well, Len, be's in & terrible fix. Can't
walk nor hardiy move, and they have to
help ‘im around just as you would a
baby.”

“Denr me!" said Emma Welldon, “that's

too bad. 1 suppose he has locomotor
atuxia ™
"Oh, »o" Aunt Harriet made haste to

reply, “they aldn’t well enough off to have

any of them now-fangled things. It's just

a chalr with wheels on 10.""'—8, E. Kiser In

Chileago Times-Herald,
At the Tail End.

It was on the street-car. An old man
with a bdbulging satche! at his feet was
wiping the temrs from his eyes, and after
& bit a good hearted fellow-pamsenger
leaned over and sald:

“Stranger, you seem to be in trouble”

“Waal I'm feellng’ bad.” was the re-
piy as the handkerchief went up.

“Have you been robbed or lost your
money ™

“Noap."

“Lost a dear friend by desthT

“Noup.*™

“Perhaps you are suffering pain?’

“Noap: It's none o' that. I've bin to

Mrs. Welldon's husband's Aunt Har- |
tied came o from Rock County, Wis,
to “see the folks” a few days ago. Bbhe

bas not bernn down from the country for

gearily itweo years, and, themsfors, had
much to tell

“How are the Waltons™", Emma Well-
don amkod. “The lnst time you were here
{ belleve you sald they wese about to
lose thels m

“They ime purt” nigh beln' tumed
out,” Aunt Harriet replied. “but Bile Can.
tor let "em have 4 new morgids Or SOme-

thing, o they're gittin' along acwin, Rinda
froemn hand maoath, e they always
@fone. My gracious! it does seem as though
some folks was Just natehelir born with-
oul oo gumpiion on earth. 1 s'pose you
heard about old Mis' Tucker fallln’ down-
stalry and breakin’ her collur bone?
Mrx Welldon bhad not heard about it
ard was sorTy the accident hud happened.
“They've had terribie bad lock in that
tamily lately,” the good oid lady contin-
ovod: "I never see nothin' like it There
was Pa Tucker got run over by a stesr
Doarly a year and a balf ago, and ain'y

Mount Vernon, and saw the tombd 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 doad,
and—and—txcuse me, I
ish, but 1 can't heip L™

“But lsn't this weeplng ever Washing-
tonn rather late In the duy T inquired a
acond passenger.

“How, lnte™

“Why. he has been dead about a hun.
dred years.™

“Jerusha,” but you don't say! 'Why,
that hackdriver put It down sinoe corn-

plantin’ and even wondered that I did not |

have n weed on my bhat Hokey pokey,
but I'm no man o weep over any body

who pegeed out a bhundred years ago.—

Washington Post.

Hunow Thyself.

A teacher In ome of Boston's public
schools had instructed her puplls in hy-
gitne, and towand the &nd of the term,
wishing to see how well they could re-
member, told them 1o each write out a
little story of the human body. The fol-
lowing is copled from the “‘story™ one
small boy handed her, with the confident
assurance that he knew it was all right,
for he had studisd very hard over it

“The bumsn body is divided into three
parts; the head, the tharax and the abdo
men.

“The head contalns the brains, If there
are any;: the thorax -contains the hoart
and the vital organs, ahd the abdomen
the vowels, of which there are five, a, o,
{, o, and v, and somelimes w and y."—
The Houschold.

Saved Him a Dolinr.

There's a good story told on a young
fallow here noted for his closeness, He
woant to spend the night with a friend.
During the entire night ke betrayed much
restiessness, which kept the hoat wide
awake, and finally the slumberer betrayed
signs of violent emotlon. **He's golng to
have a pightmare,” muld the friend. "bdbut
he always grumbies s0 when you wake

the new |
top buggy unless bhe took her along, =o)

know it's baby- |

finally, becoming alarmed, be roused him.
He sprang up In bed, glared wiidly around
and said: ““Where am I7 1 don’t see the
storm T’

“Why, here in my room,” sald the host

night with me? 1 beg your pardon for
waking you up, but you carried on so I
had to.”

“Beg my pardon,” gasped the guest. “I
shall never be grateful enough to you. 1
dreamed I was out with Miss Bud and a
terrible storm came up,
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 wus actually

afrald to go to sleep agaln that night, for | ¢racked me right above the ear. an
fear the coupe would come.—Loulsville dropped me. Hurt?

Times,

Sauspicion Cenfirmed.

An old gentleman, evidently a gatherer
of statistics, but with a kindly face which
shaded off to something ltke philanthropy
about the edges, was gazing abstraciedly

hand the coln mentioned.
The
hasty search of his pockets and sald:

soothingly; “you remember you stayed all |

|

|

PAUL TO BE HEARD FROM.

Rev. Phllacter's Strennous Effort to
Beeome Hia Interpreter.

The olhsr evening the Rev. Mr. Philac-
ter sat down at the tea table with a |
wvery thoughtful air, and attended to the
wants of his brood in 4 very abstracted
manner. Presently he looked up at his
wife and said: "

“The Apostie Paul"—

|

and my shoes| *“QGot an awful lump on the head “safter- |

noon,” broke in the pastor's eldest son, [
“playing baseball. Bat flew out of the
striker's hand when I was umplire, and
Goily ™ and the lad
shook his head In dismal but expressive
pantomime as he tenderly rubbed a iump
that looked lke & billlard ball with hatr
on it. The pastor gravely paused for the
interruption, and resumed:

“The Apostie Paul—"

“Saw Mrs. O'Gheminje down at Green-

down Regent strest. Suddenly he stepped | haum's this afternoon ,"” sald his eldes: |
up to a gentlaman whoe was walting !arl daughter, addreszing her mother. *‘She |
a bus, snd, touching him lightly on the | had the same old everlasting bluck =ik, |
shouider, sald, “Excuse, me, but 4id you | made over with a vest of tillenl green
just drop a soversign’ holding In his | gllk, coat-tail basque pattern, overskirt

| made with diagonal folds in front, edged

goentleman guestioned made l] with deep fringe; yellow straw hat, with

black velvet facing Inside the brim. and

can chew,” broke out the eldeat som, re-
proving the assault of his lttle brother
on & plece of cake. The pastor's face
showed just a trifie of annoyance, as he
said In very firm, decided tones:

“The Apostle Paul says—""

“There’'s a fiy In the butter!™ shriekea
ths voungest hopeful of the family, ana
a genersl laugh followed. When silence
was restored, the eldest daughter, with
an air of curfosity, sald:

“Well, but pa, 1 really would llke to
know what the Apostie Paul sald.™

"Pass me the mustard,” sald the pas-
tor, absently,

Then the commiites rose and the Senats
went Into executive session and soon
after adlourned.—Burllng (VL) Free Press,

Cared of Her Faney.

A fast young man reformed and mare
ried an elderly Indy with plenty of money.
Shortly after the wedding she expressed
a desire to go to the Opera Ball. “Non-
sense, my dear,” sald the husband, who
wns afrald of meeting some of his old
companions there. *7Tt is not a nice place.
In fact, all sorts of trash go there.” But
It was useless for WMm to suggest difficul-
ties and offer objections. She Insisted and
ha had to capitulate.

in the evening she came out of her
dreasing-rotm with a deckload of paint
and powder. Bo off the palr went to the
Bal del'Opsri. There in the happy throng

., P
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HUMOR OF THE SEASON.

Trasm  siaver | 1 by
AGAIST THIS MERDY
BuSINESDS -+ ONCE A YEAR

"“‘h:‘, 80 T did! And I hadn't missed 11" ] pale blue flowers. Ehe's golng to Chi- |

holding out an eager hand, .

The oid man drew forth a notebook and |

took his name and address, and then said:
“I thought =0, turning away.

Wwell," sald the other, “do you want
it all as & reward?™

——

1 41d not find ome,” Eaid the old man, |

“but it strock me that In a large oty
Hke this there must be a lot of money
lost, and upon inquiry I find you are the
Jist man who has. Jost a soverelgn this
very morning."—London Tit-Bios.

Santa's Ublgulty.

Little Herbert (after Christmas)—Santa
Claus was over at our church last night
at § o'clock—just when the programme
sald he would come.

Little Harold (positively}—Aw, go on,
he couldn’t have been., He was at our
church at . I was watching the clock

| cago,”™

The good minister walted patientiy, and
then, In tones just a shade louder than
before, =ald:

*The Apostle Paul—""

“Went In swimmin® last night with
Henry and Ben, pop, an stepped on o
clam shell'" exclaimed his youngest son:
“out my feet s0 I can't wear any shoe;
and, please, may I stay home tomor-
rowT™

The pastor informed his son that he
might stay away from the river, ana
then resumed his toplc. He sald:

“The Apostle Paul says-"

“*My tescher ls an awful lar,” shouted
the second son: “"he says the world Is
s found as an orange, and It turns round
all the time faxter than a clrcus man can
ride. I guess he hain't got much sense.”

“The mother [ifted a warning finger
toward the boy and sald, “Sh!™ and the

the husband espled some former friends,
hiondes and bruneites all In a group
forming a Nving bougue: of laughing

besution
sprang forward with uplifted hands.
“Pote! Oh, Pete!” she excialmed,

| “where In thunder d}d you find all that
ald paint and parchment®™ :
“Young lady,” =ald the hoaband, with a
lock of Indignation, *I wish you to un-
derstand that this Is my wife!™
“Oh, b-b-b-beg pardon! BE-b-b-bon solr,
madame!™
Mrs Pet2 nover went there any more.—
| New York Sun.
|

Hooked the Holland.

The other day an amateur fisherman
was out In 2 boat in Newport (R. L)
Harbar doing the Ikey Walton acl. Ha
| hadn't caught much of anything, when
! suddenly he saw his line tightsn, and at

|
|

|

to see & huge dark mass moving swiftly
away.

“Great mackerel!™ he cried, “but that
was a whopper! The boys'll never be-
Meve me when I tell ‘em about 1t. Funny
how the biggest fish always geta away—
and how hard it is for a man's bast friends
to keap thelr faces straight when he tells
‘em about It. Thunder! I must be more
careful! If T 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!--Cloveland
Plain Dealer.

Tdentified 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, lastead of saying
haughtily, "I do not wish your acquaint-
ance, sir!" merely repled, with an en-
gaging smile:

“Oh, yes, you do, I think. I'm the ‘red-
headed old virago® next door to you, whose
‘scoundrelly little boys® are always reach-
ing through the fence and pleking your
flowers. When you started down town
this morning your wife sald: ‘Now, Hen-
ry. if you want a dinner fit to eat this
evening, you'll have to leave me a littie
money. I can't run this house on the
city water and 10 cents a dyy—"

“Here's your money, madam.,” said the
cashier, pushing it toward her and cough-
ing loudiy.—Chleago Tribune.

His First Offense,

This morning Pound Officer Talt had
eccislon to rope In & fine Jermey cow
which had escaned from her owner's lot
and was roaming the streots at wiil,

Thiz action evolked the following letter
from the ownor:

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

3. W. Davis.™

And underpeath the ietter the chief
scribbled the following instruction to the
poundmaater:

“Release the old cow referred to on her
own recognizance.”"—Memphis Sclmittr,

His Business Instinet.
Poverty-stricken sultor—8ir,I have come
to ask you for your daughter's hand.
The merchant prince—] am quite will-

One of them, notlcing him, | yy grms; T shall maks you o partner in

|1 am anxious to know why you have

ing to beifeve you love my daughter, but

brought your kodak at such an inoppor-
tuns time?

Sultor—I'm =o passionately fond of pho-
tography; besides, | am entered In an
amateur photographers 'competition, nnd
I wishoed (o take & sSoAp &t your aston-
ished face when you heard my proposal
|Ir. will secure me a4 prize. Thus I shall
profit sither way

The merchant prince—My son, come to

my house.~Colller's Weekly.

Made the Plants Go Round,

The new reporter, in his story of the
wedding., wrote: “*The floral display
stretched from the chancel rall to the
doors of the church.”™

The éity editor, In & mild manner, as 1s
the custom of clty editors with new re-
porters, suggested:

“Couldn't you bave used a hetter word

| things

than ‘stretched? Say the flornl diaplay
‘nodded,’ or ‘twined' or something like
that—some word more suggestive of flow-
era’

tretched” Is all right” pepilied the
naw reporter, with the stubborn cournge
| of a realist. *The decorations consisted

him up that I hate to disturd him."” He | while we were walting for him. Your | father resumed: the same instant the pole was yanked | of slx rubber plants, and they had to

waltad & while longer, sitting up In bed ' ¢lock must have been slow.—New York l “*The Apostle Paul says—"" | from his hands. He looked over the side | stretch to go the distance.”—Baltimore |

staring on the miserable plecper, and Hemald, “Don't bite off twice as much as you ! of the boat hastily and was just In time | American,
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Christmas Geld. Street of Ghosta. fut in the Wood. To Bo a Boy. The Teat That Failed.

In the heart of the mountaine the dwwrfs

were at work,

Hammering and Jdigeing and meiting.

The earth they tumed up was all yellow and
bright

And It gitttered agsin a8 it caught the iight

What can 1t bo—this metal =0 pure?

It is gold they are working so bard to procure

fut one Hittia dwarf was soon tired of work,

And he ¢grept to the mouith of ithe cavern

Xnture's dlamonds were spatikiing ali over the
oW

And the brightness and warmth set the dwarfs
beart aglow

“Oh, why shogld we work out of alght of the
sun

For man, who's =ngratefal
and dons !

Puot. hark! afar off an inspiriting scund—

The Christmas bells pealieg znd rizgping

He sprang up at obee—to e town gquickly
an

Of courss mone oould see the diminutive man

What a pity It In thess littis dwarfs dear

Caz only be seeni [or obe 4ay in Lhe yeaur!

He found all the peopls were thronging to
church,

Anfl he stralghtway decided o follow.

He Htened sgmllbousd as the gospel was told

And the preacher prociaimed the sweetl story
of oid

Why should tofay of all days in the year

Be the cne we should try our poor brethren to
chesr T

*NMd not God on thin day send His dearly
Joved Somn

To a nation ungrateful and sinning?

He spent all his Mfe In our service, and then

He died by the hands of those murderous men

Heslp me, my brethren, this Christmas to bear

The burdens our Savior hos arked gs to share ™

The service was dope; he saw crowds of the
o

Outside were expectanily walting,

And alms were distrih fre=ly 1o all;

Provisloms It plenty exrved In the hall

*1 see, mow, st least ™ sald our dwarf. “there’s
MOTER  UNE

For the gnid that I» aftsm & means of abuse.”™

And to the mountaine he scampered

when all’'s mid

-3

Since whvtt he's & Qiligent worker;
And be sloss to himself as be works opder-
Frhand

use and ihe
found ;
And if oniy one heart | can sase from §t» pain,
1 will never jong alter the sunuhine again

—Mind,

“The plessure of work | have

—————
When the Hounds Are Out.

High In a bireh, llke & ckrven bird,

A Eray grouse stansSe—for he has heard;
Evea the sgulivel dors pot wilr,
romching, & Trightensd tuft mar;

d of tis wingy the woodbhawk somrs,

The shelldrakes leaves the forest abores,

Aloog the brook mo young mink play,

Binck bear har heard and hurried awsy,
Spiashed through 5 pool and Jeaped to &

prace—

of

| "Tis hush and hide whem the Rounds are loose!

Far bark Ia the sgrures & pond lies brown
And by 12 & deer tad lain by Sown,

A slender doer whe wakes § T

The cry Lhal crased the Bear with fear,

That turned the grouss to & parven thing,

That &rove the hawk 15 take o wing--

The ery of bounds that how! thelr way

Flieres on ber trall of yesterday

No hope for her inm thicke: to hide:

ldths HNmbd must tire and her throbbing sids

Must tell of & long race bravely ren

If she be allve At sl of sun

In brush filled wallry, oo besehy hild,

The 1ife of the forest Is strangely still,

And walts to hark with strainiog sar

Till fades afar the hust of the deer,

And the wood unversd by Rounds and men,

Takes heart and breathes and smiles agais,
—Harper's Weskdr.

The drowsy day, wilh half-=loeed eyes,
Dreams in this quaint, forgolten street,
That, like some old-world wreckage, lies—
Laft by the sea's receding beat—
Far from the city's restlens feel

Abandonsd pavements, that the trees’
Huge roots have wrecked, whose flagwiones
fenl
No maore vich swesp of draperies;
And sun¥en curbs whereon no wheal
Grinds, nor the pullant's spur-bound beel

Ol houses, walled with rotting beick,
Thick-creepered. dormersd. weather-vaned—
Like withered faces sad and sick—
Stara from each side with frontage stalned,
All batter-doored and broken-paned.

And though the day ba white with heat,
Their ancignt yards are dim and cold;

Where chill the toad makes ity retreat
‘Mid fower pots green-caksd with mould,
And naught but nolscme weeds unfofd

The slow gray slug and snall have tralled
Their sltmy silver up and dows

The beds where once the moss sose velled
its benuty; and the mushroom brown
Bwells where the iy tossed its crown

The shafowy scents that haunt and At
Around the walks, benesth tha boughs,

Beern ghonts of sweethearts hern that sit,
Or wander .from sach emply homse,
Wrapped I6 the silence of dead vows.

And, haply, when the evening Sroops
Her gulden eyellds in the TWhest,

Hrre wo might hear the swish of hoope,
Or catch the giimt of hat ar vest
As two dim lovers past us pressed

Andl guick as some star's curve of flame,
That cores the swarthy chesk of nmight,
Perhaps Sehold enlonlal dame
Amd gentleman in stately white
Go gilmmering dows 1he pale moonlight.

In powder. pateh and furbelow

Cocked hat and sword: and every ome—
Tory and Whig af long ag=—

As res]l as in the dayx long dons,

Toe courtly daya of Washington.
~Madipon Caweln fn New Engiand Maga-

zine.

===

Whnat's Love?

Pray teil me what fs Love?

A thing

Of which the birds

And posts sing?

A melody

Intangihle,

But wondrous sweet

And besutiful®

Or 1s It some Tare

Prize

That money buys?

Or Is it something vagus,

A hint

Which finds development

In print?

Or s it sacrifice

And aharme

Endured

In that dear nama?

Or ia it that plain

fentiment

Which pays the bills

For clothing, food and rent?

O &0 1t heart and soul and mind

Blind

Toe 2he world. ciear-eyed and trus

To itself. ready to do

And to suffer, wililag to give

Or to ke

Te Nve

Or to die for its own saks?

Or & it paln and longing,

Eyes wet

With tears

Thnat never can forget?

Or s 10—

Fray tell me what In Love?
~Willlam J. Lamptos m New York Sun.

Far out In 8 wood, whers tall trees stood,
On s lonely lagoon shore,

Where beasts and birds and flocks and berds
Dwelt In the days of youre,

An old gray owl with a tufted cowl,
And a blink that would make you smlile,
Sat on & Umb i1n the moomlight dlm
With his wife in the owlel siyle

Now this feathery palr were in despalr,
For thelr daaghter, a falr young mald,

Had refused to wed the Phearant red
Who down by the brooklet siayed.

And that very eve she took her leave,
To live with her friend, Misa Foak;

Bo her papa sighed acd her mamma cried,
And grievel In thelr lonely nook.

“Alns and alack! 1 must bring her baek **
The good old father said;

“Sha'll meet, [ fear, that young Kill Deer,
A bird, I-belleve, our child might wed. ™

Eo armed with a bone and a plece af stans,
And his claws and bis smapping besk
He left his perch for a weary search,
The sbsent one Lo sesk.

But he lost his way In the momning gmay,
Ia the“mists and the falling dew,

And the sun was high In the eastern sky,
When siowly be bomewnrd flew.

Now the Kill Deer fowl and the falr young
owl,
At Miss Rook's home 414 meet;
Where they gared at Mars and some other
stars,
And cooed 1n accents wweel

And the night birds say to this very day,
That the parson, a Whip-Poor-WIll,

Made the young pair one befors the sun
FPeeped over the distant bill.

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

They mourned for an hour in thelr lealy bower,
And each shed a biz round tear.

But they changed their tune in the afternoon,
And sent for their neizhbor owls,

For the bittern txll birds great and small
And the quacking webfoot fowl

Thelr child came, toa, with a heo! hoo!
And their bold young son-in-law,

Who bowsd o the sire to appeass kis lre,
And embraced his bride’s mamma.

hoo!

And such & feast for bird or bDeast,
Was never seen befors
A» the old ewls rpread for the newly wed,
In the tres by the lagoon shore
—H. Sanford Emith in Chicage Times- Herald,
—g——

Everrday Goodneas.

It is not emcugh (o give
That one (ainting soul may ive,
A dmught of cold waler held iIn store.
Take the cup and go about,
Setk the famished brother out.
Bid dim slake his thiruty soul o'er and o'er,

It is pot enough to smile,
Iz a Tong and weary wizile,
But smile and smile agaln, the whola day
through:

wrath,
You can pe'er tell the good that it may do.

oyl ¥

I wouldn't be a single thing oa earth
Excont a boy;

And It's just sn secident of birth
That I'm & boy;

And, goodness gracious! When T stop to think

That 1 omce trembled on the wery brink

Of making my appearance here a girl

1t falrly makes my ears and eychrows curl—
EBut I'm a boy.

Just think of all the jolly fun theye in
When you're n boy!
I toll you, you're just furd of business
When you're a bay.
There's fires to bulld in all the wacant lots,
Go swimmin’, tie the feliers’ clothes in konots,
Tle tin cans on the talls of dog=—why, geal
The days nin't kalf as long as they should be
When you're n boy.

Thern's lots of foollsh things that make you
tired
When you're & hoy;
Thare's heoaps of grouchy men that can't be

htred
To Ties a boy:
Thers's wood to chop at home. and coal to
bring.

Asd ““Here do this—do that—the other thing!'

And., worse than all, there's girls—ch, boly
amnke! i
Are they = crime, or are they jhst a joks

Upon & bay?
And tsen. there's always somebody to jaw,
Whea you're a boy—
Somobody always laying down the law
Ta every Loy;
“Plek up your cost; see where you've put
your hat; 2
Im't stons the dog, don't tease ths poor old
eat;
Don't race around the house—why, suff'rin’
Mermes!
The only time you have o prastice things ks
those in
When you'rs o hoy!

And yet, T dun't believe I'd changs & thing
For any boy:

You've got to laegh, o vy, 1o work, to sing.
To ba & boy:

With all nia thoughtiess nolse and cnreless

play,

With alll hia heagtfelt trials day by day.

With all his boytsh hopes and all his fears,

I'd e to llve on earth & thousand years,
And be a bay.

—W. H. Plerce in Chicago Times-Herald
g —
To an Artificial Flower..

Norn la no garden falr—oor Nature's soll,

Child of a ¢ity workar's cunning toil,

Fioding - no }oy in sun, nor bre=ge, nor rain.

Mocking & besuty you can ne'sr atiain,

Yet may your humble lot still happler be,

Than that your sweeter sister lives to see.

Te her, fair daughter of the fertile earth,

Comie joy and homige at ber very birth.

The woloome guest of peasant and of king.

To ber all lovers torn and poets sing

Sl speaks love's message, though abe has no
tonrae,

Ske eings love's music as no voloe has sung.

But when her little day has passed away—

Her charm and beauty fade, and comes decay—

You =till are blooming brightly as of yore,

Are yized an dearly as you wore bafore.

¥ou have not known life's fitful, feversd

breath,

what it I» (0 pine and droop to death;

never felt the joye of love and life,

bave Deen spured their bitternesss and

wirife.

You briag so mpture, 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 tofler, tired and
A,

Elghing for joys that she mever had,

Whees patient tingers fashiomed you with care,

And made you—though a counterfelt—yet falr,

Gave not to you one spark of living fire,

Drawz from ber own valn dreaming and

desire?
= Fred V. Fletzher lg Xe» York Sun,

Nor
You
Yen

Lencra sang high in the cholr
While Roy sat In the pew below;

Her clear voles thrilled ,with sacred fire—
He Hetened with his heart aglow,

Hs had not told his jove an yot,
Although ahe knew it all the tims;
But at the laat be had to et
Its siream flow out in guahing riyme,

Tha olden golden # be told,

And of her charma ha wrote with ease;
Her woloe with Meiba's he enrolled,

And ended up with lines like these:

*1 love you for your voleas powars;
I know It for the fact s

That I coald mit for hours and houvrs
And listen whils you practice.”

And she bBelleved esazh word bs wrote,
And sang & rapture song of joy;
Then sent a little loving note
That to her arms scon bmaght fond Roy.

She sang for him. Oh, how she sang!
1 really eannot tell yoo how;

And then she sald, without a pang,
“Feor just an hour I'll practice now.**

She 43; she took him at his word
Her wolce scared high and sank ta low:
Roy really tremblsd while he heard
Twelve pages of sclfeggio.

Hi» hend was dazed, his heart was crazed,
But ye«t he kraw just what to say,

Hor womndrous execution praimed,
And kissed bar as ha went away.

Alss! he could not stand the test,
For him her volee's charms were o'er,
Instend of church be seelks for rest
And (o her house he goes Do meore.

Young man, be carsful what you write
When rhyme too looss your {ancy fressg
Ba satiafled when meals delight
Nor solve the kit=hen's mysteries,

Youngy woman never risk ths tast
To take a lover at his word,
When what he vows—you should know best—
Is undeniahly absurd
—George Hirdseye !n Roston Globe.
—
The Slipralls.
The colors of the setiing sun
Withdrew ncrees the Western land—
Fe mined the slipruils cne by one,
And shot them home with trembling hand;
Her btrown hands clung—her face grew pale—
Ah! quivering chin and eyes that brimi—
Ons guick, flerce kiss across the rail,
And, “Good-by, Mary"* “‘Good-by, Jim!**

Ch, he rides Bard to race the pain
Whorides from love, who rides from homse;
But he rides slowly bhome again
Whose heart has learned to Jove and roam,

A hand upon the horse's mane,
And one foot In the atirTup set,
And, stooping back to kiss agaln,

With “Good-hy, Mary: don't you fret!
Whea I come back' —he langhed for ber—
*"We do not kpow how soon “twill be;

Tl whistle as I rosnd the spur—
You lat the slisralls down for ma."™

She gaeped for sudden Insn of bope,
A, with & bactwand wave (o her,
He cantared down the grassy slope
And swiftly round the dark'ning spur,
Hinck-p led & ] high,
And darhmess fading into stars,
And blurring fast sgainst the sy,
A faint white form beaide the hars,

And often at the set of sun,
In Winter bleak and Summer brown,
She’d steal acroms the Iitle run,
And ahyiy let the sllpraiin down,
And listen thers when darkness shut
The nearsr spur In siletice deep;
And when they calied her frum the hut
Bteal Bome and cry herself.to elenp.
—Montreal Herald

| mite exples]

“PAWS” LAW TO “MAW”

This Time He Expatiates on College
Education in Its Relatlom ta
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. “Its too Bad
peeple can't ralse a Boy enny more withe-
ovut having him go to Collidgs and get
His back broke when he mite of got &
Job In a grocery and been a help to the
Fambly 1f they wouldn't of had munny
enuff to Glve him a neducation.'

“Maw, you can’'t see the Onward marel
of Blvvieization,” paw sed. *“If you Had
deep reasoning powers you mits under-
stand these things Hetter., Ths trubble
with you and a Lot more peepls f» you
don't no times have Changed. It was
all rite when most of us lived in the
country and didn't have ennything to Do
but hard work all Day and kill a WHA
‘eat with a pltchfork every Littla while
for the Boys to get along without Learn.
Ing genernlship and Getting confadunced
In Themselves, but What sho would a
man That started in Life by working In
a Blacksmith shop or on a Farm for leven
doliars a munth and Is presadent of o
Hank or general manidger of some tale-
rode Have if he would Start In lIfa To=
day without a Collidge education?

“Do you think a Boy that never got
an pint or so of Tobasco soss poursd Jdowmny
his throte or was Ducked in a mill pond
with his hands and Feat tled the first
nite after he sntered collldge would stand
enny chance to be & Great organizer and
get Looked up to by his Fello sitazens
now? Not mutch.

“You seem to think all a Boy ot to
Learn in collldge i how to rite with tha
Capltals where they Belong and get 5o
ha can tell what's The value ¢f ¥ when
Wiz as R with U eakwul to 1% Gram-
mara all Rite as for ns it Goes, and
mebby It's & Good thing to lsrm how to
do sums In Algle Bray that you could
figure by mentle rithmuttick without half
the trubble, but That's not all they are
to & collidge education. Not mutch
mary Ann' If it would only be for the
a Boy could Lern out of Books
that would count in Lifs they wouldn't
be enny cse of sending Cur sona to ool
ldges. becau it would be Cheaper to
Have tutors Come around to the Houses
and tute by the Day and Same as wWe
g=t the porteh puintsd and the Furnace
tended to,

“But It's tha grate experience of Latn-
ing generalship on the Foot Ball feld
and thinking up how to start a Panfek
at a meeting by tutching off a Dynum-
wmi in It that helps the most
when a Yung man hast to Facs the world
alone. They are not muich Hope for a
Boy that fulls to Commenca his Collidge
sareer by Getting his nose Broke iIn &
Cane Rush or being tied so Hs can't
move and Throne in a well or Sumthing.
That gives him Confedunce in himself,
and by the time he Begins his Seckond
yvear he Gets over the measully hablt of
Thinking about expenses and his mind
Is broadened 20 he can think up Plans to
do the same Things or mebby worse ones
to Some other fello that Just got there.”™

“1 dor’'t ses FHow that's golng to Help
a Boy along thru Life,"” maw

“Of coree you don't,” paw told hers
“but That's becoz you can't ses ahed.
Think of what a Grate start It gives
him over peeple that have no educatiom
whon he hast to Get inlsheyaited In the
Eiks or some other Lodge where they
push a Fello offn some High place and
he mite Holler for help if he wouldn't
have curridge nd Generalshlp and &
Broadened mind"™

“But what If he Gets killed before he
Lerns to have curridgs and Generalship
and Gets his mind bropdened Out?" maw
at.

n -r"rhn: ehow= he was a Coward and wold
of Been a Fullure In life enny way,”

L

paw sed, “so they are no use Making &
Fuss or Feeling bad about it, and the
Fackulty can prove it was a naxident
enny way.''—Georgle, In Chicago Times-
Heralkd.

KESEW IT WAS HOME-MADE.

Perfectly Certain of Cérreciness ot
His Contentlon.

They were mother and son. Bhe, o Wo=
manly lttle woman, about 27 yeam of age,
while he, the spolled and only child, aged
about & As they sonted themaelves In
the cabln one eould easily observe that the
mother's thoughts were not of her sur-
roundings, but elsewhers, while the child,
first trip on n ferry-boat, was
and most observing.
child said nothing, but did consid-
erable squirming tn his sent until the
gong rang In the engine-room for the boat
to start, when, with awe In his voice, and
his large brown eyes opened to their full
extent, he sald, In a stage whisper that
eonld be heard by every one within the
cabin:

“What's that™ =

“That's the gong for the toat to start.

*“Who makes the gong go?’

“T'he captain.”

“What does he make the gong go forT™

“2s the enginear enn start the : A

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

“(yh, don't ask so many questions. Look
out of the window and see all ths water.™

“Is that water, ma?"*

"Yes=, dear.”

“Gally, what a big drink!™

(After a pause)}—"Mal"'

*“Yes, dear."

“Haow did all the water get thersa™

“God placed it there, my dear”

“What 2id ke put It there for? Didn’€
he have any other place to put BT

“I'm sure I don't know."

(After n moment's thought)—"'Oh, X
know why he put It here™

"YesT"

“Yes: so the boats couid rum across.'"™

(After n long silence, looking intently
st his mother's hat)}—"MaT"

“Well, dear?’

"You trimmed that hat, dida't you?™

“Sh-sh-=h!"

“Well, you Q1"

“Keop still, and don't bother me, or 1
shall be compelied to whip yom."

*Rut you Jid trim It, "causs I seed you"™

{As she Jerks his arm)—"Keep still."

“But you did trim it, just the same, snd
you know it7

Wil you keep still?™

iBatween his sobs)—"Well, didn't you
trim 1™

'l-:'u whip you good If you don't keep
sl

“"Well, you trimmed It, just the same.™

As the mother boxed the child’s ears and
drgged him on to the deck. we eould hear
through his boo-hoos. “Well, you &8
trim it, and you know you did. 'cuuse J
seed you."—San Fraunclsco Wave.




