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DOOLEY ON “IDJACATION”

He Expatintes to Hennessy on Mr.

Carnegie's Gift to Scotland's
Frincipal University.

*Tin millyon dollars to make th' Beotch
& larned people,” sald Mr. Dooley.

“Who done thai?* asked Mr, Hennes.
[

“Andhrew Carnaygie,” sald Mr. Doo-
Jey. *“He reaches down into his pocket
where he keeps th' change an' pulls up
tin millyon buwbies, an’ says he: ‘Boys,
take ye'er fill iv larmin® an' charge It
to me,’ he says. ‘Divvie hang th' expinse,’
he says. ‘Th’' more th' merryer,' he
says. ‘A short life an' u happy wan,' he
pays ‘Larn anything ye like,’ he says.
‘Name ye'er priference,’ he says, ‘an’ pat
it all down to me,” he says.

*“That's th' way we do 11, Andhrew an’
me. Whin other men are chasin® a bit
iv loose money to th’ comer ly a 1fte
leather purse, to makes good on a chalr
or a foldin' bed iv classival larnin’,
ordher th' whole furniture sthore an' have
th' bill gint up to th® house Idjaca-
tion in Scotland has been on the retail
Th' Beotch have been goln® In with a bag
of oatmenl an’ exchungin® It fr enough
larnin’ to last over 1h' night; It's been
hand to mouth with thim 'r years. An-
dhrew an' me propose I'r lo buy idjaca-
tion T'r thim in th’ bulk.

“Hinnissy, 1 don't know what's goln® to
happen whin us American millyonalres
begins to unbelt. It us=d to be that we
niver knew whin we had enough. Ne
matter how much 1 made, I was hanted
by th' fear that I'd wake up in th' morn-
ing an' find It all gone. an® me, with o
palr lv overnils on, runnin’ up a laddher
with a box of morisr on me neck.

Got Used to It

“Butl ye gt used to money just as ye
get used to poverty, Hinnlssy, though
niver as much used to I, fr'm th" lack Iv
companptons, an' thers come a time whin
1 dikin't know what to do with U 1
cudden't give It back to th' min 1 got
1t fr'm. They wudden't take It. Many Iv
thim ar're dead. Besides, "tls agin me
system. I've got into th' babit Iv makin®
it, but not into the hablt Iv spendin’ it
1 can't give 1t to th' poor, bechuse, If
they had it, they wudden't be poor any
longer, Besides, no wan ought to be poor
in this lang tv opporchunity.

“As th' pote say=, ‘Opporchunity knocks
at lvry man's dure wanst. On some men's
dures it hammers till {t breaks down th'
dore, an’ thin it gors In an” wakes him
up If he's asleen, an', Iver aftherward, It
wurruks f'r him as= a night watchman.
On other men's dures It knocks an' runs
away an' on th' dures Iv some men, it
knocks an’, whin they come out, It hits
them over th' hend with an ax. But lv-
rywan has an opporchunity. Th* poor
ar-re people that've been out at wurruk
whin epporchunity knocked. 1 can’t do
annything 'r thim: th' poor musin't be
pauperized, But I must do something
to git rid iv th' accumulations v roly
baly that’'s grajaily erushin’ out me young
life, s0 I buys & university to play
with,

“Th' day whin we millyonaires bought
yachts an’ brownstone houses, with man-
sard reofs onto thim, an' were proud lv
havin® thim, has gone by, Hinnlssy.
"Twill not be jong befure none will be
s6 poor as not to own & private yacht,
an' th' pex' time s Coxey army starts
f'r Wash'n'ton, It'H ride In & speycal
vistibule thrain. What was luxuries a
few years ago ls mere necessitles now,
Flerpont Morgan calls In wan Iv his office
boys, th' prisldint iv a naytionel bank, an®
s=ays he:

Plerpont Morgan's Way. -
James,” he says, ‘take some change
out Iv th' damper an' r-run out an' buy
Europe I'r me,” he says. 'l intind to re-
orgunize It an ‘put It on a payin’ basisz'
he saye ‘Call up th' Czar an’ th® Fope
an’ th' Sultan an’ th” Impror Willum, an'
tell thim we won't need thelr sarvices
afther next week” he =ays. 'Give thim
a year's salary, In sdvance An' James.'
he says, “Ye betther put that re-rad-head-
ed book-Xecper near th” dure in charge v
th’, Continent; he doesn't seem to be
doin’ much,' he says. Ye see, Hinnlesy,
th’ gnme hns got 50 much bigger since
we first made our money that, i Jay
Gould wus 1o come back to earth with
evms Iv th' playe we used to wondher
about, he’d think he was an old-clothes
man. BSo ‘tis nawthin' strange whin Jawn
). or Andhrew or mesilf buys e« string
iv univarsitles an' puts In tin millyons
to teach th' young !dee how 1o joot. Be
fure long we'll be racin’ thim. I don't
krow but what "tis th' finest kind v
spoort th' wurruld has ever heerd about.

“Father Kelly don't think as much v
it as I do, He wae in here Ins' night,
an’ says he: ‘Ye can't buy idjscation 1'r
people,’ he says. “If ye cod, th' on’y man
in th' wurruld that knew annything wud
be Jawn D, Rockefeller,” he says, ‘Idja-
cation,” he says, “Is something that 4 man
has to fight 'r an" pull out iv its hole
be th' halr iv its head," he says. "That's
th' reason it's so preclous,” he says;
“they'se so MMtle iv It an' it's so hard
to get, he saye. "Ther'se anny quantity
iv gav that looks like it, but it ain't 1
rale thing.," he says., *Th' wurruld is full
iv people wenrin' false joolry Iv thst
kind," he says, ‘Dut afther they've had It
{'r a long time, it tur-runs green an’ blue,
an' some day whin they thry to get some.
thing on it, th" pawnbroker throws thim
out,

we

Means Trouble and Work.

" "No, =ir says he, “ldjacation means
throuble an' wurruk an' worry, an' An-
dhrew Camnaygle himself Is th' on'y wan
I know that's been able to pick it -up
in th' brief inthervals between wan dol-
lar an’' anether,” he suys. “Th' smartest
man In my day, at th' college, was a ln-ad
who useéd to come to school with a half
& dosen biled potatoes In an ol" newspa-
per, an' sawed wood all avenin' t pay f'r
his larmin’. Annything that boy larned.
he lamed, you bet. Ivry line Iv Latin
he knew riprisinted a etlek av wood an’
belonged to him. "Twasn't borrowed at
th' back dure iv & millvonalre., He knew
more than anny man I iver see, an' he's
noy th' head iv wan v th' best lttie
wan-rume schools In Du Page County,
he saye. ‘Andhrew Carnaygle’'s tin miil-
yons won't meke gnny Robert Burns,’
he says. ‘It may make more Andhrew
Carnaygles,” says 1. ‘They'se enough to
go round now,” says he.

*“1 don’t know that he's right. I don't
know 'r sure that Father Keily 1s r-right,
Hionlssy. I don't think it makes anny
difference wan way or th' other how free

- "

NY THINGS IN PROSE

yve make |djacation. Men that wants
It'll huve It be hook an' be crook, mn-
thim that don't ra-aly want It, niver will
get it.  Ye cnn lade a man up to th' uni.
varsity, but ye.ran't make him think.
But if 1 had a8 much money s 1 sald I
had a minyit ago, I'd endow a barl v
oatmeal ©r ivry boy In Scotland that
wanted an ldjncatlon, an' lave It go at
that.. Ildjacation can always be had,
but they'se niver enough catmeal in Beot.
land.*

“Or Homestend,” sald Mr. Hennessy,

"Or Homestead,” sald Mr. Dooley.

4. L D.

DEDUCING TP TO DATE.

Chiemgo Sherlock Holmes, Jr., Puin
His Theories Into Fractice.
"You blacked your own shoes this morn-
Ing.” =ald Sherlock Holmes, Jr., "and at
brenkfnst you complaiged to your wife
about the cost of living. You told her it
would be necessary to cut down expenses
in some way. You reminded her that
lee and cos! are going up, and came

away leaving her depressed.”

“Grest heavens, man,”’ the wonderfui
amateur detective's companion exclalmed,
turning pale and looking susplclously at
him; “are you a mindreader, a wizard or
just a common =py T’

Bherlock Holmes, Jr.. permitted a cyni-
cal smile to overspread his usually cold,
calm features, and then replied, as Ir It
were & matter of no Importanpe:

“It's merely a case of deducing. Once
glance has told me all. You ought to
iearn this deducting business—but, of
course, you can't. I am the only real
deducter that ever happencd. Ah, if they
would only make me Chief of Pollce for
awhile. They won't, however. They're
oo jesiou= of me,™

“How do you know,"” his agitated com-
punion asked, *that I blacked my own
shoes this morning?’

“My dear fellow, any one could see
that. They haven't been touched around
the hesls. The toes shine very nleely.”

“True! True!' the other snawered, wip.

ing the clammy sweat from his brow and
irying to shake off the feeling that he
was In the presence of something un-
canny; “but how do you know 1 was |
worried over the cost of living, and spoke |
w my wife about it |

“There,” the great detective sald, point-
ing at a crock In the leather just back
of the tip on hix friend's left shoe; “that
tells me the whole story., You couldn't
black your shoe without noticing It In
the first place you would have walted and
puld 10 conts for a shine if you had
not been selsed with a sudden economi-
cal spasm. and seelng that orack you
were reminded that you would soon have
to buy another palr of shoes. That put
you in an ugly frame of mind, and It
naturally followed that you must bother
your wife about it when you got seated
&t breakfast.™

Mr. Holmes then sauntered Into a "ten,
twent’, thirt’” house for the purpose of
studying character, leaving the other al-
most stupefied, out on the sldewalk.—Chil-
cugo Record-Herald.

She Got Very Decidedly Even.
They oeccupled two 3350 seats at
opern—those two women did,
They wore high and costly hats on thely

heads and an aspect of grim determina-
tion on thelr faces,

For the young woman in a §2 00 seat be-
hind them had sald:

"T beg your pardon, but will you please
remove your hata™

And each had answered:

“No, I will not."

When the first scene was . over,
nsked them agaln, and agaln they
swered, ""No."

Then she went to the head usher
made compiaint.

“Yen,” he sald, “it is & hardshlp, ma-
dam, but I hesliate to ask them to take
off their hats, for I know them. and 1
know they would refuse, and, If I should
undertake to compel them, there would be
a seene. But I can do better for you than
that, There s n vacant seat directly In
front of them. Go and take that and I
will see that you are not disturbed.”

Bhe took It

With her fnce wreathed in smiles, she
turned to them and sald;

“Keep your hats on, Iladles, |f you

the

she
an-

and

choose. You will not Incommode me In
the leasti'

Then she put an her own hat, a close
imitation of a Galnsborough In Itz de-
sign, make-up and general =cope and s=at
serencly with it on her head through all
the rest of the performance,

For she was only human, and the provo-
cation was great—Chicago Tribune.

Best Lawyer In Town,

Jim Webster was being tried for brib-
ing a colored witness, S8am Johnsing, to
testify falsely.

“You say the defendant offered you 60
to testify in his behalf?’ naked the law-
yer of Bam.

“Yes, sah.”

“Now, repeat what he sald, using his
exnct words."

“He sald he would give me §0 if I-"

“He didn't speak in the third person,
did he?"

“No, sah, he tuck good ecare dat dar
were no third pusson ‘round; dar was
coly two—us twe."

“1 know that, but he epoke to you in
the first person, didn't heT'

“I wag de fust pusson myself, sah"

“You don't understand me. When he

WHAT MAY BE EXPECTED

Advantages and Drawbncks of the
Phonographle Knapsack.

The phonographic knapsack ls the in-
vention of an lowa genjus, His ldea 1a
to place an ordinary phonograph that has
been fixed to play waliz music in a knap-
sack that can be carried on & man's
back. The phonograph has two sets of
recelvers to be piaced at the ears. These
recelvers are Mtted Into an arringement
a0 that they can be retained at the ears
without belng held by the hands.

The phonographlc knapsuck has been de-
signed for use ut dances. The young men
carry them on their backs, In beginning a
waltz a man places one =&t of the recelv.
ers at his own ears and the other at the
ears of his falr partner. By pulling a
cord  dangling from the phonographic

form of musle now used at balls will
probably contaln parngraphs lke this: |

Wil you waltz with me, Miss von Bu- |
low?" Perey De Styvesant bent low, |

Miss von Buelow's volee grew firm.

“No, Mr. De Btyvesant,” she answered,
I cannot."

Requires FExplanation.

Mr. Die Styvesant's face grew almost
white. “And why, Miss von Bulow, he
asked, "why, may 1 ask, do you refuse
to dance with me when all the evening
you have been dancing with Reginald
Rogera and Harold Pymm and Augustus
Doollttie® Yet you refuse to dance with
me. Why, Miss von ‘Bulow, may 1 ask,
why this Invidious distinctlon? Do you
disliks me?"

“Mr. De Styvesant,” answered Miss von
Bulow, “T do not dislike you. But if you
must know the truth, pour phonograph
knapsack needs oillng badly, and, be-
gldes, it does not play*the “Mosquito Two.
Biep," and the Inst time I danced with you
It jumped & cog and changed from that
beautiful waltz refraln, ‘Dreaming' to
that hateful old coon thing, "When I Walk
This Leves "Round.” 1 don’t care to walts

ILLUSTRATED TITLE2

@

“THE FAST

|
MALE (MAIL)."

as midnight struck they had not yet ex-
changed a word. Finally the guest risked
a bold and novel query: ""Do you lke
Beethoven ™'

Rubinsteln emptied hia
softly, *‘Besthoven good.'

Hnlf an hour later came another gues-
tion,

“And how do you like Wagner™

To which Rublnstein. throwing away a
clgarette, “"“Wagner—mnot good."

Having exhausted hls stock of Inguisi-
tiveness, the Scotch friend of the Ruasian
pianist got up to bld his host a pleasant
rest.

“Stay yet. my friend,'" said Rubinstsin;
1 llke your conversation very much.”

And both remalned stlll drinking tea and
amoking cigarettes in profound sllence un-
til 2 A. M. struck. when they wished one
another good night and parted—Ex-
change.

cup and sala,

TRIFLING WITH DIGNITY.

Irreverent Limb of Law Springs an
Awful Conunndrum.

The Inwyer who evidently considers Ifp
one huge, continuous joke entered the
clerk’s office at the City Hall yesterday
with an expression of extreme radisnece
overspreading his countenance. The clerks
and others having business In the office
At the time ceased thelr several pursuits,
Experience had taught them that the
aforesald lawyer would say something of
an entertaining character.

“Gather "round, boys,"” he said. "1 have
a dandy for you this morning. It's the
best, so far, of the vear 1901."

The speaker paused., The others silently
walted for what was coming.

“Now, listen carefully,” resumed the
lnwyer, “‘and note the beauty of the con-
nectlon between the three sections of this
little conundrum. Here 1t Is: ‘If the

| postmaster should visit the goo, and while

CJ

was talking to you did he say: ‘T will
pay you 0T "

“No, sah; he 4Mn't say nothin' ‘bout
you payin’ me $0. Your name wasn't
mentioned, "ceptin’ he told me ef eber 1
got Into a serape you was the best law-
yer In Ban Antone to fool de jedge and
de jury—in fac" you was de best In town
to cover up reskelity." -

For a brief, breathless moment the trial
was suspended.—Detrolt Free Press,

Why Johnnle Shot the Hare.

A minister of a rural parish in Scotland
obasrved one of his flock shooting a bhare
on the Bunday. When catechising doy
came round he questioned him as fol-
lows:

“John, do you know what a work of
necessity a7’

“Fine that," sald John,

“Well, do you think shooting a hare
on Bunday a work of necessity ™

“It in that,” sald John.

“How do you make that ouwt?

"Weel, ye see, It micht be awa' on
Monday,” was John's reply.—London Tit-
Bits.

Becoming Americanined.
First Chinese laundryman—HI, wa!
goin' to stlike—]lkes Mellcan man!
Beécond Chinese laundryman—What for
stlika?
First Chinese lsundryman—More yen,
and 19 hours a day, 'stlead of 2!'—Brook-
Iyn Eagle.

Me

knapsack the machlne s set In motlon
and a waltz Is played to which the young
man and his partner merrily dance. The
invention will do away with orchestras
and tin-sounding planos, each male guest
furnishing music for hims=ell and his part-
ner,
Muasiec to One's Liking,

The invention will be hailed with delight
by dancers, Now, Instead of & or 70
couples dancing to a waltze which only
four or five people In the whole ballroom
especially lfke, each palr of dancers can
consnlt their individual preferences in the
matter, Some dancers will be stepping
gayly to the merry notes of “The Duchess

of Central Park,"” while others will trip !

to the music of “"Rufus on Parode,” and
dignified, elderly couples wiil revolve
stifily by to the anclent alr of *The Beau-
tiful Blue Danube,”

Toung people can romp around with the
merry notes of the “Caddles’ Two-Step”
ringing in their ears, and the young man
who wishes to properly prepare the mind
of his partner for what he ls going to suy
to her a few minnutes Inter in the con.
servatory can have his phonograph play
*“Call Me Thine Own' and *“Only You"
and other stuff of that nature,

The society novel of the day when the
phonograph knapsack has driven out the

with you, Mr, De Styvesant, until you get
another phonegraphic knapsack.'

Mr. De Styvesant sighed and went away,
A Tew minutes later a sound was heard
In the cleakroom as of a man breaking up
& phonographic knapsack with an ax.—
Chicago Tribune.

A NKatural Suggestion,

Boys In China may be shut up in the
woodshed to learn to read the ten thou-
sand books of Confucius backward, but
there Is no "higher education' for Chi-
nesa girls. With them nature has her
BAY.

& young husband took = friend home
unexpectedly. There was no tea in the
house, and & servant was sont to borrow
some. The litle wife arranged the tea
table and put the water to boll, Very soon
it bolled, and it became necessary to pour
in cold water. Thiz happened several
times. The tea kettie finally overflowed,
and no tea had come. Then the wife sald:

"As we don't seem likely to have nny
tea, you had better offer your friend a |
bath."—Youth's Companlon,

Hobinstein's Logquatious Friend,

Though fond of storles, and an excellent
raconteur himself, Rubinstein was rather
tnciturn., Once, It Is reported, n Scotch
friend of his, whom he liked, went home

with him one night after a concert at
Glasgow,

Both sat duwn_to tea and cigarettes, and York Mall and Expreas,

there be eaten by the wild animails, what
o'clock would it he? ™

There was another pause, Finally the
clerk In charge of the dockets ventured
the answer: *It would be all day with the
postmaster.™

“Wrong. entirely wrong,'" commented
the lawyer. "1 didn't ask what time; I
asked what o'clock it would be

A third pause. Then by general con-
sent the answer was requested. The law-
yer gayly announced:

“Ate P. M

Befors the gathering had recoverad the
lawyer had fitted from the room and was
headed for the Court of Appeals, to try
the postmaster-soo-wild-anlmals conum-
drum on the higher tribunal.—Washingion
Star.

Still There Was a Profit.

“Amnd now, doctoe.,” gald the patlent, as
he prepared to depart with the mixture,
the lotion and the piils, “what have 1 to
pay T’

“Oh, say Te 64." replied the doctor.

“Make it even, doctor.”

“Well, well, we won't quarrel about tri-
fles.”

The patlent Iald n sixpence on the table
and, with a polite "“Good morning,” was
making for the dJdoor, when the doctor
called after him:

“Tut, tut. what's thia?

“It's all right, doctor,” blandly replled
the patient. “You sald you would make
it even, and everyone knows that six Is
even and seven odd.™

“Get you gope, you scoundrel!” roared
the lrate medical man. *1I've made four-
pence oul of you, after all!™—Exchange.

Dot Knew What Day It Was.

Little Dot's parents had rather hard
work leaching her the names of the days
of the week, and used to repeat the old
rhyme, “Solomon Grundy was born on
Bunday." to facilitate the work

Pinally the lttle girl learned the verse
and was able to repeat It when called
upon to “show off.” Thon n few gques-
tions followsd, and proved that the see-
ond purt of the lesson was more difficult,

“Now," sald her father, ““what day was
yerterday T’

“Sunday," came the quick responss,

“What day is today?™

“Monday, I guess'" but assurancs was
lacking.

“Then what day la tomorraw "

But here Dot was positive., “"Wash
day!" she replied, triumphantly.—New

P

POEMS WORTH READING @ @ ]

Fish Linens.
A finh sat him down with a blink to think,
And dipped his On thoughtfully into the ink;
Then finned thia short note:
‘Dear Tommy." he wrote
“In response to your line of the other day
I Basten to thank you without delay,
But, had not that squirming, deliclous young
worm
Shown o sel In hin curves too susplelously frm,
I might not be here
To write you. my dear
(Whs: you may not belloye,
strousiy queer),
That the wriggler you sent
With maost kindly intent
Had swallowed & pin that was frighttfully bent!

'tis # mon-

*You see—if I'd greedily taken = bite,

The pain and the shock would have finished
me quite;

So, the next time you send,

My Juvenlle friend

Just mark if the worm has a natural bend

Ere you dangle him temptingly down here to ba

The death of some Innocent young thing ke |
me."*

And he grinned ae he used some dry sand for
n blotter

(Ink dries mther slowly,
water),

Then signed it in hamte

And sealed It with phse.

you know, under

It was growing quite dark and he'd no time
o ‘waste,
Bs he posted It siyly, without wasting more, |
On the crest of & ripple that ran toward
ahore;
Then, shaking his scales In & satisfied glow,
All and ani tng. saok down below, |
Where he soon fell aslesp
In an oymer bed deep,
With the green nheots of water his slumber
w keap.
—Jemaica H. Lowell In St Nicholas.
=
In Her Waterproof.
In gossamer. she trips along,
One of the ciky's motley throng,
Now besting time to mindrogs’ song,
In her waterproof!

Just llke & clovd. she floateth on,

In blue or gray or black while sun

Iioth no more shine, the sky doth shun
In her waterproof!

She doth not mind the storm, not sha,

This rosy malden in her glee

Seey jJewels sparkling from each tree,
In her waterproof!

She's brigh! as any April flower,_

The raln is dut a sflv'ry dower,

And all the world is one falr bower,
in her waterproof!

She dreameth of tomorrow's ross,
For beauty. dloom from each drop fiows,
To malden brave who onward goes,

In ber waterproof!

She thinks of ahips that sall away,
For winds and walars seem to play,
Bhe onlinth this a gala day,

In her waterproof!

Sha’s happy when the sun conies out,

Disperning ciouds of gray en routs,

Dmh n'er tright tints of mihbow shout,
In her waterproof!

—Ells M Truesdell, Ia Boston Courler.

The Rhymester's Sad Fate.

The poet mat up in his dingy den

With his paper and pencil and pad and pen;

And his braln was whirling

And swirling—

And he was Learing,

Despalring

And swearing;

Hls pencil was lasy

And crazy

And dazy

And maey—

And he was tired,

Cross-wired

And mired

Bo ali-fired

Inspired!

He cried out lowd. In the midst of his crime:

“Odds—dobs—and—be—gobkins, I can't find a
rhyma!™

It chanced that of oranges he had to write,

And he worked llke & son-of-a-gun through the
night,

For "arange’” rhyme hustling .

And rustling.

He thought of millions

And billlons

And trilllons

Of rhymes to apple

And snapple

And dapple

And grapple,

He knew banans

Rhymed manna,

Montana,

Mariana

And Anna—

But he went
“orange’—

Now somewhers his
more TaBge.

to a wmuicide's death over

wild aspirations have

—Denver Times,
PR p—

Preacher Whe Caunght On.

He preached absut the pleasure
That there is In dolng good;
He beld the Soriptores sacred,
And he 414 the best he could;
He comsoled the weeping widow
And he dried the orphan's tear,
He made hia sermons scholsriy,
Bt few turned out to hear,

Hes pregched about the danger
That there s in dolng wrong,
He held that being rightecus
Goes for more than being strong;
He preached that men should follow
The Lord's teachings day by day,
Anil preseatly he noticed
That the people stayed away.

He bought & magic lantern
And some siides to fit the same,
And announced that he thereafier
Would be right up with the gams;
He studled slang instead of
Poring over anclent lore,
And the crowds sre long began to have
To line up at the door.

He oeassd to warn his hea
That they ought to change ir ways;
He ceased to preach the gospel,
And he stodled to amage—
He says they'rs coming casy,
He's as cocky ax can be—
They've given him o finer hotse
And ralsed his salary.

The Little Cont.
Here's his ragged “‘roundabout,™
Turn the pockets inside out:
See: hin penknife. loat to use.
Rusted shut with apple Julee;
Here, with marbles, top and string,
I= his desdly *‘devil-siing.'
With Ite rubber limp at last
As the sparrows of the past!
Decsw ax—buckles—icather straops—
Bullets, and a hox of caps—
Not n thing at all, [ guess,
But betrays some waywardness—
E'en these lickets, blue and red,
For the Bible verses rmid—
Buch as this hiy memory kept—

“Jesus wept."

Here's a shing hook and line,

Tangled up with wire and twinn,
And dead angle worma, and soma
Slogs of lead and chowing gum.

Here's some powder in a quill,
Corked up with a lver pill;
And 2 spongy Uitle chunk

Of punk!

Here's the 1ittle coat, but, oh!
Where is he we've censared soT
Don't you hear us calling, dear?
Back! come back and never fear—
You may wander where you will,
Over orchard, field and hill;
You may kill the birds, or do
Anything that pleases you!
Ah, this empty coat of his!
Every iatter worth a jcisa;
Every stain as pure Instead
As the white stars overhead;
And (he potkets—homes weore they
Of the little hands that play
Now no more—but, absent, thus
Beckon us.
—James Whitcomb Riley.
- =
Say, Don't You?

Yot do dose shmall poys vhisper aboud
Vot are dey shmiling ar?
Und vy are dey drying dose shnowballs to hide,
From der fellar wot wvalks mit an innocent
shtride,
Vearing a shtove-pipe hat?

Vot do dose shmall povs vhisper aboud?
Vot s |4 makes dem grin?

As a tog gomes near mit a tafl ov goot =ixe,

Each pulls » string from his bocket und ties
It on to & can ov tin?

Vot do dose shmall poys vhisper aboud?
Vot makes de*m laff; do you know?

As der teacher gomes in mit a yentle grin,

Und slts on & chalr mit & tack und & pin
Ehtanding up In & row?

Vot do dose shmall poys vhispsr aboud?

And vot makes dem hurry sa kwick?
An dey shneak along by dot oldL proken fence,
Vare dot plack ¢at Is drying to shteal all dec

Nence,
Und vy dots ehch carry a brick?
Dose vhispers und gicklos it don'd seem (oo long

Dot ¥e granpops dom dot ding, (oo,
Und douzh ve are fesble and age turped us

BTay,

Ven us shmall poys vi d but ¥
day,

I vish dot It vos. Don'd you?

—F. F. Pliser, in New York Herald.

The Favorite,
If I wers & ruby-réd King, my own,
Bet on & dals In ermine of mate,
With mmaks of gay faces sown thick by my
throne,
Falr throuts lifting song to me early and
inte—
Which would you choose to be—little glad girt
That brought me my wine cup, that fanned
me to drowse,
Or the paler, proud Quesn,
and pear),
Whh her far-weary eyes and her oven, sweet
brows?

with her scepter

For if L were a muby-red King, my dear,
Be It of kingdom wine-waathered or hirak,
"Twould beé never pale Queen that ‘my deesms
would call near,
That had nevir a deeper tipe red on hwr]
cheek! [
But the lttle glad girl that had handled my
cup,
Aa she waved the wide pencock plumes over I
my resi
Would see mill Ups smiling,
up,
As 1 cought her and drew her close down |
te my breast!
—Post Wheeler in New York Presa
=== T
His Tale of Woe.
They're adding to the price of ice,
Lady, my lady;
They're charging more for starch snd rice,
Lady, my lady;
The price of coal is soaring too;
The girla want more for what thay do,
And I fear T'll have to break with you,
Lady, my lady.
The rents are golag up, alsal
Lady, my Indy;
They'll mon be charging more for gas,
Lady, my lady;
Not having money by the cord,
A IMtle home I can't afford,
And I guess I'Il koep on paying board,
Lady, my lady.
They're pushing up the price of meat,
Lady, my lady;
They re charging more for sugar, swest,
Lady, my lady;
And pretty soon the rich alone
May st at <ables of their own—
Farewell! My fondest hope is flown,
Lady, my lady.
—1{Inidentified Exchange.

_—-——

The Under Dog.
Can't help simpythizin® with
Feller who in down:
Ruther Jes' giv' him & hand,
'N to kick er frowm

Allas belp th* under dog.
Cuw he's lost th' baoe;

Help him cuz he'll fight th' hull
Enappin’ pack Alope.

Hain’t kard fer th' feller who
Seta on top th' pile,

Jes' {7 look contented an®
Wear a happy smile.

Feller who cnn fight ks ain
When he's loat all heart

Is the feller who descrves
Havin' one more start.

Allus belp th’ man that's down,
All arlong life's jog:
You'd be wantin® help ef you
Wus th' under dogx.
—Newios Newkirk in Ohio State Journal.

tired lids waver

Rellglon.
From out gur darkness, wrong and agony,
O Belng Infinite,
With homble hearis. we LUt our hands to Thes
And pray to Thee for lght:
We feel, through all our infldelity,
There In eternal right.

We feel, above our selfishness and crime,
The mists that o
That, like an @r=riasting sun subiime
Thou shinear In the akies;
And, glimpsing that welled glory,
elimb
To sagie sweel Darsdlse

wd our eyes,

we would

Desplte our ereed and sensuality,
Cur eelfishness and strife;

Desipte our narrowne=s and bigotry.
Our Inmost sauls are rifs

With glimpees of the truth dlvins,
Shall galn etarnal [ife,

that we

We are material, and swelled with prida;
Our wayward feet are pet

In pathe of Wood: Thy iruthe we have depled;
Thy precepts we= forget;

But, although for the moment torned aside,
Lard, spare Thy people yet

We stretoh imploring hands to Thee for light,
Oh! hear us while we pray
Cotidiiet us back utita the paths of right,
The ever-upward way;
And lead us from our gropings
nigil
Unto the Better Day.

through the

—Donver News
—————e

At the Play.
The play in on They wit
She see ihe slage
And watches svery action thers portrayed,
He sees but bher, and seeing her sees all—
Her face & page
Wheroon the piany s smriven, bit by bit:
He reads, and when abe smiles, unconscious
mald,
Hie lipa into the mold of hers do fall

Love loses; on her cheek
Thers nhines a pearl

Love triumphs; in her eyes thers sits a song
Dreama he: 1If imitation clalm = tear,
Then, tend'rest girl,

What, what would passion ciaim?—nay,
and wenak,

Yot want not tears and pity, but you long

To make the love light in thoss eyes appear!

fool

Below them, pipe of wood

And resined mtnng

All vibrate woltly, whispering of hope:

Then =5 his heart beals higher with
theught

Of reigning king,

Burst into srains of
blpod!

the

triumpl. Leap, O

The curtain’s down. Lights up! The play
Is o'er.
She signs: he sigan: and romance is no more.
—S8eribner's Magazine.,
——
After the Ball.
After the ball i pver—
The hedce *just across the wary,
After you've searched an hour
(For that's the fifth one that day),
Many & man bas spoken i
Words he'd fain recanll
When on the Hinks he's been sesrching—
After the balll
—London Fun

HE WON HER, AFTER ALL

But It Was Not the Intenf of the
Auntomobile, Which Hehaved in
Most Disgusting Way.

At 2 o'clock Harry arrived with it. He
had selected a very plain patterm, fitted
with two seats, each of which would hoid
two persons, Including the driver, The
old gentleman e<xXamined everything crit-
leally and lstened to Harry's lecturs
upon the mechanical featurss with many
non-committal grunts,

“And It will never run away with you ™
concluded the young man, with confl.
dence,

The eye of Mr. Graves brighteasd hope-
fully. “These runaways srse dreadful
things," he admitted. “1 have often sald
that Oid Stager would some day run away
'I!h ml‘_"

The horse had been known
sleep . while being cautiously
Fifth avenue by his aged
theless, Esther chimed in with enthusi.
aem, shamelesslty pleturing Old Stager
danhing madly through crowded thor-
oughfares, crashing through piate-glass
windows and strewing havoc wherevér ha
went. Harry grew crimson listening to,
her; his business was selling automobiled, '
and they were taking desperale chances
to gain parental favor,

Mr. Gravés seemed to be impressed.
He cllmbed In, The young people sat
alone on the front seat, where they could
compare notles secretly,

Paps Gets Tmpatient.

Simllar vehicles were passing them with
eape, “Why don't you let it go?™ demand-
ed Mr, Graves Impatientiy.

Harry complied, with his tongue in his
cheek, while Ksther pudged with® joy.
They let the vehicle go wild, and in the
pork Harry gave (llustrations of his ab.
solute powef over the mechdnism by
bursts of speed, abruptly checked DY
queer turns and serpontine plunges,

“I'li buy It declarsd the old gentle-
man.

He was convertad. The covert signals
of the young people wnxed hilarious, Not
until they were running home did they
know the meaning of despair., Entering
Gramerers Square, the agtomobile solemn-
Iy and mysteriously rolled past the Graves
house, and eould not be stopped.

“What is the matier, HarryT™ —this
from Enther, in alarm.,

“Huash.,*

“But''—

“We will protend to ride around the
square, If he doesn't say anything. He
dossn’'t know it yevr'

“Know what?T"

“It's running away."

“Running away—why, Harry!"-her
eyes hulging, "It's golng faster!™

“I know It.”

“Can’t you stop It gomehow ™"

“If 1 had an ax.” Hs smothered some
profanity,

Erratiec iyrationas.
turned the cornmers going ke &
comet, A pollcernan shook his mace. A
small boy welled, Some ladies stared,
In desperation Harry reversed the cur-
rent, and the machineg sped backward
with o bewlldering sweep, and then sped
forward again just In time to escape the
lambering bulk of n moving van,

“Apparently 1t will 4o anything but
astand stiil!" gasped Esther.

“The thing will stop when the current
Is exhausted,” sald Harry.

“When will that beT"

“These go several hundred mlles!™ he
walled. "We can dine en passant from
the curb, in the meantime, If anybody
thinks of 1t!”

“Doea It always do this?*

“Not always.” he groaned, “Only when
a fellow wants o be something and win
the woman he loves™

Thelr motion now was steadily back
and forth, lke a shuttle. Humiliating
advice was yelled to them by grinning,
strangers and many acqualntances seen
in the nelghborhood smiled maliclowsty.

Suddenly something snapped Inside the
motor and the, impossibhie machine mi.
raculously stopped at Esther’'s very door,
and there remained.

Hnd Been Asleep.

Harry helped her father from the ve.
hiele after Esther had fled. The old gen.
tleman, [rowning, noted her absence,

“Pardon me, young man'™ sald he,
sirangely benlgnant, and us though wish.
ing to touch a delicate subject lightly,
“If 1 find Esther really cares for you—
wm, well, | have nothing to say.” Hs
vawned ngain “Dear me, I've been
asjeep,” he explained,

A few weeks later oceurred the wed.
ding—and those who knew attended in
horseless vehicles. —New York Herald

to go O
driven up
IWNEr, Never.

They

Wanted Payment in Advance,

A vyoung man who is an omniverous
reader of the comic papers and who im-
bors undér the impression that he is ex-
ceedingly funny, went Inte & restaurant
in Madison street last week accompanied
by two young women. The walter bustied
around and brought them water and nap-
kins, and then cocked -his head to take
the order.

The vyoung man, who knew that his
friends were expecting him to do some.
thing unusually bright, scanmed tha bill
of fare card for a moment, and then sald,
"“Walter!"”

“Yes, sir.*

“Bring us three orders of plekied gi-
raffes’ tongues with cheedle chow salad.”™

The young women laughed, and one of
them playfully tapped himt on the shoul.
der. "Oh, Fred,” abe ssid, “you're Just
awful.”

The walter astocd quietly looking ex-
pecthntly at the young man.

“Well, herry up,” sald the bright youth,
“What are you standing there for,
walter? Can’t you fill that order?"

“Oh, yes, sir,” replied the walter, "But
we have to get the money in advance for
the plekled giraffe's tongue. The three
orders will cost # W, gir, and cheedls
chow salad will be 353 sir. Wil you
mnke out a check. sir?'—Chicago Trib-
une,

That Settled It

When they went into the hotel he waas
determined to do nothing to betray the
fact that they were newly married. He
tpok up the pen, for his firat registration
under the new conditions, and with an
nid married man look and sweep of Indif.
ference, wrote, “'Mr. and Mrs Mary
Thompkina™

“Wili you have the bridal chamber, Mr,
Thompkina?" asked the clerk.—New York
Herald,
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