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NNY THINGS IN PROSF

MR. RUGBY IN WARPAINT

After a Night of l!ﬂl_lnn Rest, He
Becomes Quite Aggressive and
Gets the Worst of It.

It was a gloomy morning in the Rug-
by housshaold. The mnight had, by a
strange combination of conditlons, beén
practically = slespless one for both
Mr and Mm. Rugby. The sllence that is
popularly suppossd to pervade the still,
emall hours had been rudely dispelled by
& serimm of nerve-racking strect nolses,
Mrs. Rugby had been shopping the pre-
vious day and was therefore unusunily
wearied Callers hid dropped In during
the evening, so that the hour of retiring
Wiy somewhat Iater than uwsunl, end the
Rugbys had only just fallen into that first
ewest slesp, when the doorbell rang vio-
lently several times in quick succession.

Mre. Rugby was atl once alert and
alarmed.

“It's & telegram, I know,” she qua-
vered. “Can It be that mother ls aick?
Do burry, dear; 1 know something dread-
ful has happened.”

Rugby tumbled out, hastily drew on a
bath robe over his pajamas .and hurried
to the door. Preseatly the hum of ex-
cited volces rose, something heavy feil
with & thud on the hall floar. and the
street door banged furlously. Just as
Mrs. Rugby waa nbout to ehriek for the
police, thinking her husband had been
knocked down by s midnight marauder,
she was reasaured by hls volee, shouting:
"“Why in thunder cen't these merchants
dellver things In the aaytime? It's a bale
ef goods for you from Smith's "

Quiet wan again settling over the Rughy
fiat when the oreaking of pulleys, the
straining of ropes and the shouts of team-
sters broke the stillness Rugby rolied
ever, with a groan. "It's the houee-
movers,” he cried in despalr; “they're at
It again.. The minute the streset-cars stop
running they begin.”

The Cause of It.

Mre. Rugby stole out of bed and peeped
through the blinds. She saw a two-story
frame bullding moving mnajestically down
the street, sscorted by a gang of work-
men. The unwilling homes were treading
round and round the block, urged on by
whip and lash and the commundy of the
“leamsters,

It was fully an hour before the hopse
on wheels was out of hearing, and the
Rugbys wers juwt «Jozing off when the
sharp, masping clink, clink of strest-ear
ralls, followed by the thump, thump of a
rock-crusher, broke the hush of night,

“I shall appeal to the Clty Council to-
morrow  morning!” wrathfully shouted
Mr. Rugby. "The idea that & man can-
not sleep peacefully in hils own house™
C'Flat, dear.” correctsd Mrs. Rughy) “on
Recount of thess midnight matinees!’ and
he rose and flercely banged down the
window,

“Well, dear,” snld Mre. Rugby, scoth-
Ingly, “you know they are thking up the
cables and electrifying the road, and I
suppase they have to do the crossinga In
the night, #0 as not 1o Interfere with the
other strest-car lne. It all comes or
living on & corner—

“Well. 1 shail be llving In the ineurahle
ward of a lunatic mevium 1If this thing
keeps up much longer. it's now 2 o'clock
In the morning and for the next three
hours we'll have to listen to that gung
of men erushing rock, hammering lron,
exploding dynamite and disturblng the
publlc generally. I say It's an outrage
Last night they wore fixing the sewers
&nd next week 1 wxpeot they will relay
the gas pipes. Now why In the name of
comman sense must all this street work
be done In the dead of night, I want to
know™"

Dawn was breaking In the oSy east
when the finsl rall was jald. The merry
millkmen had begun thelr -rounds,. the
matin call of the baker's boy rang cher-
rily. dumb walteres began to creak, the
speaking tubes to shriek, and the eleva-
tor bells to ring. as the occupants of the
fiats above and around the Bugbye woke
to light and life again, Home one bas
#ald that trouble never comes singly, so
it happened that, on this purticular mnorn-
ing, by the irony of fate, another trial
awalted the lonz-suffering Rugbys,

More Trouble,

A few weeks before, in a moment of
extreme angulsh, and therefore of mental
weakness, caused by rheumatic paln, Mr.
FRugby had ordered a new remedy for this
arch enemy of his pesce and happiness,
in the shape of o putent madleine which
the manufacturers adverileed as o spe-
«ific warranted to cure the worst case on
record, or n reward of $1000 would be
pald the sufferer. For days after send-
ing on the order Mr. Rugby had haunted
the expess office, elther In pérson or by
telephone, to know if there was a pack-
age thers for him.

As time wore on and the medicine did
not mrrive and things began 1o get vely
at the goif links, whither Mr, Rughy hied
himewl! every Baturday aftarnoon, he
gradually forgot ull about his pain and
Nls expected remedy, »o that he was en-
tirely unprepared to meet the issue.

Juast as they arcse from the breakfast
table on this particular morning, there
ecame & loud peal at the door,

“Another sgent,” sighed Mre Rugby.

, "There wera fivo here yesterday, and now
;hv)"rv beginning egain at fhis early
our."”

“Just st me handie him, my dear," =ajd
Mr. Rugb~ who was in & purilistic mood
anyhow, and rather emnjoyed the Pros-
prct of & scrap. “You're too eany with
them," and, sulting the action to the
word, he strode to the door,

“Will you—" began a pleasandfaced,
mild-mannered man, as he profMered Mr,
Rugby an open order book and a pencll,

"No. sir; I will not s'gn any subscrip-
tion of any sort.” prompily interrupted
Mr. Rugby.

The man looked surprised and said,
“But this is not—"*

"1 don’t care what It is.” reiterated Mr.
Rugby, with warmth. “Church fund. or.
phan-asylum collection, home prize con-
teat, send-me-through-college subscrip-
ton, petition for widening the street or
Balvation Army Thanksgiving dinner—]
Trenounce them nil,” with s comprehensive
sweep of his arm.

“But I have a pack—"

"I don't care how many packs of clg-
arettes, or-cards or prise packages you
have, I &b not smoke. chew or swear.”

Begins Again,

The young man wiped the persplration
from h's brow and bogen again. “But
my dear sir, this has been express—
“Tea, Tye no doubt it has been oone

eocted expressly for me, but I'm omoi
your little game,

“Are you—" began the delivery man, in
desperation.

"Yes, I'm a Buffalo.”

“The charge was sent—"

“I know all about that. I# cost me just
11 cents; I happencd to have the change.”

"1 merely calied to deliver'— began the
unhappy man.

“The blll of goods my wife bought down
town yesterdsy was delivered at 11:30 lnst
night, after we were in bed. It's a litile
way Lhey have"

The despalring man made & final effort.
“Are you looking for—"

"Yes, I'm looking for trouble, right
here and now, If you don't clear out,” and
M?. Rugby slammed the door In the face
of the Importunate intruder.

Half an hour later the teizphone bell

rang, and & severe, masculine wvolce
shouted:
“This ia the Express office, Thera

15 a package of patent medicine hers for
you, which you just now refused to mc-
cept from our agent. It is marked C. O,
D., and you had better come down and
see about 1L, to avold further trouble*
and a decided click denoted that the re-
ceiver at the other end was on ita accus-
tomed hook.
HENRIETTA B. FREEMAN.

HE MUST HAVE BEEN NERVOUS.

Hut, Anyhow, the “Collud Pusson” in
His Kitehen Had a Shock.

“Yes, sho has come—my long-expected
mald from the Bouthland—and she s
the swellest creature that ever graced
& cullnary department!” remarked the ed-
itor of the woman's page, as she sharp-
ened her shearm preparatory to attacking
the huge plle of exchanges.

You know, Nell wrote that she had a
perfect jewel for me—a rather black dia-
mond—but warned me that she was an
Ethioplan aristocrat, and would resent
any reference to her face or color. In
every letter this fact was underlined and
underscored, ard she was cspecially In-
slstent that our é-year-old Phil be In-
structed to fgmore all racial dlstinctions.

So my husband Mepensed Instruction mIn
the most lavish fashion. He took the poor
littie chap downtown and introduced. him
to the whole colored populstion of Chi-
cago, He showed him every type. every
age, from & cunning ttle plekaninny to
o grandsire, with wool as white as an
Alnbamy cotton fleld, until nctually the
child was saturated with “cullud pus-
sons.'” He made the most blood-curdiing
threats, If he caught the lad looking at
har out of the corner of hin &ye, and ve-
hemently admonished him not to SAy
negro, or he would think hades a portion
of the Klondike compared with the pater.
nal mansion.

The night her ladyship arrived wa all
went to the station to meet her, and my
husband tried hie prettiest to bring his
klgantic Intellect down to her Jevel. He
carried her dress sult case, pointed out
the gilitering attractions of the city and
played the gallant to perfection, for he
knew from his experience at the Intelll-
gence offices what (L means to get “help™
in Chicago with the Servant Girls' Union
In full swing.

She recoived his nttentions like a queen,
and finally flecking & speck of dust from
her stunning travellng gown, she re-
marked, Innguldly:

"One gets so dirty traveling!™

It was the first cbeervation she had con-
descended to make, and my better half
eagerly rawponded to the cue.

“Yen, Indéed; the cars are dreadfully
dusty in hot weather! Why, the other
day I went out of town on a nhort bust.
ness trip and when I got home I was
bluck as a nigger!”

Well, you would have feit sorry for
him, for he looked the plcture of woe,
&= he crawled down into his collar like
& turtie in his shell. The awful silence

Wwas broken by Phil's reproachful excla-
mation: .

“"Why, pape, you told me you woaould
hammer the Hfe out of me if T swid nig-
BeT, and now you have sald It yourself!"
—Chlcago Record-Herald.

HAY FEVER'S VICTINS.

Wilkins Gets in Last Word, and It
Settles Thompron.

“This hay fever that iy beginning to
rage now ls a furmy thing,” sald Wil-
kins. *“Beats all how susceptible the hay
fever victims are to the emeil of hay. I
tell you It's no joke. There is a friend of
mine who is subject to hay fever, but he
has not had an attack for two years, Ha
was walking past a feed store the other
day and & man rollad out & bale of hay.
Just as soon as my friend gaw it he began
io sneezs and kept It up until they sent
him up to the P-ney woods, "

- “That's  right!"” put In Thompson.
"There's one thing that Is weall named,

COLONEL IKE'SRETRIEVER

Was n Good Dog, but Was Not Used
to Bagglng Dymamite,

Colonel Tke Morgan, who llves down
near Tulliver, Arlk, does not belleve in
new-fangled ways of fishing. He BAYS
that now and forever afterwards the good
old way with rod and line is good enough
for him. Colonel Tke keeps a hotel down
near Tulllver, and one day he was boast-
Ing 1o a lot of traveling men of o new
and Improved way he had of fishing. Ho
aald:

“A want to tell yo' gen'men that th'
ole way yo' all hev' of fiehin' is too slow.
A fren' of mine told me If evah Ah gor
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cartridge, which was to be fired with a

fuse,
Makes n Bad Throw.

The next morning Colone! Morgan, with
a dynamite cartridge earefully carrled In
4 baske! and attended by his guests and
most of the male population of Tulliver,
weng down to the river to make the test.
He carefully lgnited the fuse and then,
siralning every muscle .threw thes cart-
ridge with all his might Into the river.
Unfortunately he threw too far, and the
cartridge, instead of golng into the water,
fell on o sandbar In the center of the
stream.

In a moment, thers was a splash in the
water. One of Colonel Morgan's nelgh-
bors shrieked in alarm:

“Ike, Tke, there goes that $100 retriever
dog of yourn, and he's a-goin' to retrieve
thet ther ole cartridge!™

Colonsl Morgan rushed down to the
edge of the river and besought his falth-

ful dog to return. But the retriever was
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People with hay fever have to keep from
being anywhere around where hay I8 be-
Ing handled, or even from seeing it. or
thinking about It. Why, you know Hig-
Eins? Well, sir, Higgins just ploked up a
Paper and saw an advertisement, ‘Baled
hay nt lowest markst ratex” and right
Away It was aneese, sneeae, sneese, and
his old enemy, hay fever, had him agaln
In its clutches.”

“True enough,” sald Wilkins, “Can't

be too carsful with a fellow that hns hay
fever, You know my brother-in-law? Had
hay fever every Fall for 10 yeamnm. We
tried to gumid him from an attack this
year. Used to walk him down alleys and
across lots to keep him from Rolng past
hay and feed stores, and my s'ster would
clip all the hay ads. out of the newspa.
pere, But the ofher day when I wan tak-
ing my brother-in-law home, a friend of
his who whnted to speak to him ran up
behind and shouted out. “Hay, there, oid
man.' My brother-in-law is In bed now

with the worst attack of hay fever hs
ever had. Fact"—Chicago Tribune.

In a hurry for a good mers of flsh thet
th* only way to do would be to jest tek
¢r stick of dinahmite an' throw It inlo
the river an™ blow the fsh up, sah, and
have enough flsh fer the hotel for a
week, sah™

The traveling men told Colonel Morgan
they did not think much of his scheme,
They sald the dynamite might make a
Food deal of nolse and all that, but all
the effect it would have on the fish would
be to stun them perhaps momentarily,
and that then they would swim away. If
any fish should happen to be caught right
near the exploding dynemite, the travel-
ing men declared that thay partieular flch
wutld be blown so high he wouldr!t como
down for two weeks, and that when he
dl4 he would be so dead that he would
not do for a nles fry.

Colonel Morgan became quite heated by
the argument, and declared he should
exporiment the very next morning and
invited everybody to come down and watch
Als triumph. He drove over to n mine

near Tulllver and secured a blg dynamite | turned and ran with all the apeed th_at _p:a_.xing.—.&nnwrr.«.

a retriever that retrleved. He knew his
business, He swam as hard as he could
| for the sandbar, and in epite of the fran-
| tie ealls of the Colonel and the cltisons
of Tulllver, grabbed up the cartridge andg
swnam back to lay it at hls master's feet.

“Drop thet ca'tridge! ¥o' heah me?
shrieked the Colonel. “Drop thet, Majah,
yo' wuthless fogl dawg. Drop thet yer
ca'tridge!™

But the retriever only Interpreted the
Colonel's impassioned language to menn
thut he was to hurry back with that
peculiar sputtering bird he carried In his
mouth, and he only swam the harder.

"Drop, yo' fool dawg!” shricked the
Colonel. “Drop thet oa'tridge! Keep
awny, Yo' heah me?™

But the dog did not hear. At any rate
he rwam stralght for the Colonel. The
travellng men iurned and fled In wild
dlsmpy, followed by the citizens of Tul-
liver.

The dog sprang out on to the bank and
madsa for his master, Colonel Morgan

a H0-pound man unused to running can
muster, He went pufMing up the hill like
a locomotive, with his Jdog close at his
heels.

“Drop 1t!" yelled the Colonel. “Drop
it, sah! Keep away; drop it! Keep
away! Drop it, sah!™”

The Colonel came to a rall fence and
went over It In & manner that would have
delighted a professional athlete, The dog
gathered himself for a spring, and just
then the cartridge exploded, Pleces of
thut dog were picked up for half a mile
around.

“He was a good dawg,” sald Colonel
Morgnn, sadly, “but he cudn’t discrimi-
nate between a burd and cn-tridge, sah,
and it cost him hi= Wfe. An' he cost a

hundred dollars, and there wasn't his
beat In the country. An' If any fool
man tells me any monh new ways Lo

caich fish, sah, I am a goin’ 10 kill him—
yos, sah, kill him where he stands, sah!'—
Chicago Tribune.

THE STRICTLY MODERN WAY.

Four Beauteous Young Things at the
Sodn Fountaln.

The four beauteous young things llned
up af an avenue soda fountaln,

When they had been sorved with thelr
chocolate loe ¢reams, they sat down and
partock of the same slowly, chatting ami-
cably the while,

Each of them carried a purse.

When they had disposed of their choco-
late lee creams, and placed the glasses
on the counter, they all—

Now, 1o make this ilttle narrative dove-
tall In with the cut-andvdried dogmas of
humorists who have been doing this sort
of thing for a great muany years, all of
these four benuteous young things should
be made to dig frantically into thelr
purses, Bach of them should be made
to say., “Deed, 1 think you're real mean If
you don't let me pay!"” or “'Grao ous sakes
altve, let me stand treat!” Then they
should be represented as having & Ges-
perate time of trying to yank the money
out of their pocketbooks, and they shouid
be porfrayed as watching ecach other
craftily out of the talls of thelr eyes and
putting up sundry and divers kinkas that
are Krown to the prize ring as sparring
for wind, to the end that the ome suc.
cumbing first be compelled to dig up (he
price of the chocolate lce creams.,

Tho above Is all right, and still goes,
even If it was first worked when George
ITI. was King, but—

When thess four beautesus voung oren-
tures had finished with thelr chogolite
icp crenms they just walked out

Don'? see, eh? Well, the one ‘who had
dug up for the chocolate lee creams had
been neatly pushed up to the cashler's
desk when they came In, and she had to
buy the soda checks ln advance.—Wash-
ington Post.

Jerry Rose to the Occaxion,

A young couple from Northleach, on a
visit to Barnum & Balley's, had sue.
cumbed to fatigue, and were scated on a
bale of hay In an ohscure corner of the
menagerie tent. .

"What do you reckon s the most stranga
thing we seed?" sald the girl

“It's hard ter siy; but 1 know what 1'd
like ter be now."

*“The fiving trapeze man?™’

"No; not him."

**Mebbe the ring master.”

she ventured,

“Nor him. You recollect the octopun in
the gliss tank? Well, 'd llke to be he.”
“Why™'

“‘Con he’d nlgh onto a hundred arms,
an’ T'4 llke ter use "em all a-hugsin’ you
& hundred times at oncest.

“Jerry, thats a very wrong wish."

“*Taln’t, neliher.'

“Oh, yes, "tis! IU's sinful to waste time
wishing for the imposaible, ‘stead o' mak-
in' the best of such .opportunities ez yer
happen ter have."

And Jerry rose to the oceasion, and put
all his energy Into the gentle art of oeto-
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“You Git Tp!
There's Jots of folks that bas good times,
There's lots that pever does;
DBut the opes that don't liks morning naps
Is the moanest ever wus,
it's very mnice to emt a meal
With ple for ita wind-up;
"Talnt half so swest's th' nap pa mpolls
When he welln, “You git up!™

I'd rather oy In bed and smooze
Jeat one small minit more

In the morning when the mmwhine
Comes a-ceeeping o'er the floor
Than to go o Barnum's elrcus or
To own a bulldog pup,

The meanest thing pa ever said
Wuz, “Come now—you git up!™

I like to go in swimming,

And T like to play baseball;

I like to fght and fly & kite,
‘K" 1 sometimes like 1o bawl;

Put them there forty winks of sleep
Pa tries to Interrup’
In better ‘m’ mll. It breaks my heart

When pa yella, “You git upl™

I'd4 stand the hurt and ache and paln

And all the amart and lich

Of having him turn the bed clothes down
To waks ms with a switch,
Ef he'd only Jest zo ‘way
And let me finlsh up

The nap I started jest before
He yelled out, “You git up!™

You bet when I git growed up big

"N rich ‘n' old as pa,

"R* pever haf to go to school,

Nor work nor stand mo jaw,

I'll seep all day snd all night, toa,

And caly jest git op

When I git "nough sleep to suit me

E( all the world yolls, ‘““You it up

—Joe Kerr, In New York Herald
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Spolled the Show,
De Zion Ban' done give or show
Down ter de Blue Light Chu'ch,
En ‘low doy yank dem Baptinses
Right off dey stuck-np pe'ch.
Des Zlon Ban' dey chgunizs
Er cullud minstrel troupe;
En Lawdy, mae! Ah toll yo' now
Dem e’ men mek yo' whoop.

But dat Sam Johmeing splle de show
Des when hit gittln’ good:

Des why dey let datl scound'sl In
Ah pevah unna'stood.

In co'se dey's low-down. trashy cooms,
Dat's al'ays buttin’ In—

But w'en dey bur' chu'ch minst'els up
Hit sho'ly s er usin.

Yo' mea. Bud Bakeh he done ast
Dut funny middleman:
“Why do de chicken cvross de roaaT™
Er joke, yo' unna'man’,
En den dis Johnaing moke riz up,
Bo long en lank en siim,
En yell: “Dmt chicken cross de road
Buhcase yo' aftah him?™r
—Josh Wink in Baltimore American,

The Littie Wild Folk,

Dear, . lttle, wild folk of the woodland
Bocroted In thicke: and dsl),

With svery man's band against you
How 4o you lve? Who can telll
So_winsome, 0 timid and graceful »
Gasing =2t us wilh wide startied tyes,
Like souls seeking vainly for friendship,

Living ever in fear of mirprise

1 saw in the woods in the momning
Awﬁﬂﬂnhnﬂhﬂymﬂ,
Walking erect llke & mmtron
Atlhlhﬂddbﬂﬂnx.bmm:
A rabbit looked on with approval,
annlmbl‘rmmlam
A bevy of birds sasg In chorus—

They saw ! Oh, skurry and Gight!
M'Lh:uhmm

The Garden.
Out In the terrace garden grow
Hollyhocks in & stately  row:
| the sun-Aial's stons is set
A border of stocks and mignonette! ‘i

Gaudy sunflowers, erect and tmll,
Cirele the wweep of the erumbling wall,
Clemmtis purple with columbine
Around the arches 0f roses Lwine.

Peacocks step on the close-cut grass,
Where shadews of llex and yew-tree pass.
Bure, ‘tis the gleam of a fowered Kirtle
Tralling behind that gloesy myrtle!

Lady of long ago! who made

Treillsed arbor and quick-zet shade,

Do you. I wonder, creep agaln

Back to the garden that bears your nama?

When noon ls over and sunset fades—

Loth to abandon these pleasant shades—
The phantom llles stand d'm and white
In the pearly glow of the soft twilight.

Do you return to join them thers, .
Breathing thelr hearta ta the ovening alr;
Pawder, paiches and jewsled toesa,

Amidst your kerchlef—one red, réd rose?

Once, 1 fancy, the garden knew

A paliant lover who walked here, Loo,

Wers the lllies a0 falntly wweet

Wheh he knelt at your dalnty, high-heeled
feet?

Lady of long ago! who mads
Trellired mrbor and quick-set shads,
Though lovers no more Imploring kneel,
8Ull o your garden they sometimen stoal;
Perukes are vanished with buckied ahoss,
Bul woolng's & fushion 'tis hard (o lose!
—The Genllewoman,
L TE——l
The Girl With the Hoe.
Adown through the Lone Btar cottom lands,
In the Belds wherever I go—
Slo s there, ahe s falr, sbe I8 everywhere—
The matchless gi-1 with the hoe! .

And I love 1o think as I rids the lanes,
And ahe leans on her hoe and looks,

Of the lines gons Dy and the Muller tale
That I read ln my childhood's books—

A form more falr and & face more sweet'
Are words that ever oscur,

And agoin and over I find myselt
Appiying the lne to her.

Bhe may pot mee In tha skies of night
The thinzs that a Lockyer pees:

Ehe mey be blank on Plato's themes
AS sha s on the Plelades

But she slants the flowers In the old homs
yard,
And mot on the sande of Mars;
And she wn her Jove o the folks at home,
While Tesln talks 1o the Htars,
A moldler brave in ths bloodless war
That makes for the good of men,
BEhe wields a weapon of higher worth
Than the man with the sword or the pen,
—Faul Avon in Galveston Mews.

Sunset,

(As seen from Romslan Hill, Ban Francison, )
When dewn the fluming tauseway of the wast
The regal sun, refulgent in the glsam
Of sacred fire and the paler beam
That t h inte nothl In quest
Of laggard eve, Is pamsing to his rest,
And In his wake, Ilks babbling of soma
siream
Or soft uncadenced voloes of & dream
Sound murmurs of the gentie night wind's
suest;
Then, ere the tides graw dark as they flow In,
1b1mdm‘“,mmuudm the bay
To kiss the hilin, and o'er Marin
A purple vapor vells sach mountain height
For a brief while—than slowiy fades away
WHhhin the dusky coveriet of
—John  Frankiin

A Quest.
Long since, there lved o man reputed wise
(Bome better things were sald of him, soms
Worse),
Who made his {ife 8 tireless quent to know
The Why and Wherefore of the unlverse.

He wandered through solutioos Intrieste,
And old snd new philozophera he read:
This one convertnd, but another spake
‘And made bis falth apostusy Insiead,
A paladin of athelsm first
But soon he darsd to wonder how today
Existence universal was exslained
By maying It existed yesterday.

Bo ewerved away unto the other pola,
Hypothesis thelstic, and would fain

Have found a cause without a prior eamse—
But all his years of searching were In valn,

Thus all his fond (Hations turmed to dust:
Some thinze he learncd are not revealed to
man;
What solars that he knew the esscnce of
Al crovds reliztous since the world began.

His Ufe was girt by wvaln analynis,
And subtle dispotations held In threall
His soul, that wildly dreamed to overleap
The myatsry Life offers to us all.

But when Age left him twisted, gray and worn,
He felt the barren purpose of his quest,

And lopged to quite forgst hls mocking deubls
And live his last few trembling days at rest,

But Death ‘had watched him with a eynic's
eye—
Had marksd his shufing steps, hils wight
grown dim, -
And ons still evening stsod befors his chalr.
And smlled, half kindly, s he beckoned him,

One parsing through a certatn field of Eraves
May find n stons of rather anclent dute,

Which bears these words, the last philosophy,
Of Mim whaose lite they thus commamorate:

“Here sleeps 2 man who sought to question
God—
Who confured with the everlasting Why:
Dwnived deeply Into scvience, cresds and schoals,
And learned this truth—that Man is born
to dle.*
=W. L. In New York Sun.

The Night Smoke in Camp,
Bupper is over;
The day Is done;
The camp fre's 11t
And the stories all spun
And 1 lean me hack
‘Galnst a towering cak,
And 1 light my pipe,
And begin to emoke.

The stars are pesping
Through leaves above,
Telling of happiness,
Peace and love;
And my thoughts run back
To the molse and atrife,
The sorrew and #in
Ot the oity life.

And [ breathe a prayer
Of fervent thanks

That 'm camplng tonight
On the river's banks

Ok, the greenwood wild
In the home for me,

f For 1 love the mountaln,

Lake and tree!

And I Bnish my ploe;

To &8 Mianesotn Statesman.,

Charlie Towne's a milllonalre;
Geos-rooralum,

| He's struck It rich in Texas whers

The oll is fiving through the =zir
Into the Octopus’ Ialr,
Gee-roosalum.

He's greasy rich, ls Charlle Towne:
Gee-roosalum

He's golog to wear a golden crown

And hold a corporation down,

As If he wasn't Charlle Towne,
Gee-roonilum,

One time he shook the G. 0. P.:
Gee-roosalum.

Hecaute, he sald, It could pot be

That he ecould compromire, not be,

A lofty principle. Oh Goe—
Gee-rooealum.

He said he loved the Prople dear;
Gee-rooralum.

And to them always would be near,

This was In Congress in the year

Of '90. He wWas A seer.
Gee-ropsaluin,

Behold him now a plutocrat;
Gee-rooralum.

In chase of that same kind of fat,

Pald for with hlood and things like

And saying to the Peopie: “Scat.”
Gew-roosalum.

that,

Oh, tempora mutantur; Oh,
Gee-roonalum.

However strangely things might go,

Nobody sver thought. we know,

That Charlle Towne would turn out so.
Ges-rooanium.

—Willlam J. Lampton,

Herald,

in Chicago Rooord-

Johany on Christian Selence, '
The other day 1 had a pain
From eatin' Christmas ple
Oa July Fourth. It hurt so bad,
Indeed, I thought I'd dle;
I lay and wriggled on the floor,
And swore to Sister Nell
That I would be n better boy
If ever I’ got wall.

Dut while 1 squirmed and rolled abeut,
Why, Mes, Jones came in,

And when I told her I was slck
She mnid soth talk was »in;

She stuck me down ] only thought
That I wus sick, But I

Knew better, for | guesa
She didn't eat that ple.

The way that some folks come around
An' tell you yeou're not sick,
An’ close thelr syes, an® treat you, while
They mumbie things off quick,
Is just enough to make you think
You'd rather bust In two
From Christinas ples than have no sense
Like thin here treatis’ crew.
—Willism Wallace Whitelock, in New York
Herald.

Evenlng Sonnet to s Clock Tower,

Strike! thou distant clock thy dead hours slow,

‘Mid purpled trees 1 see thy tower arise.

Oh! jeave & while this feast before my eyes—

Time's but a lttle part of lang ago.

Doat’ jove the dark thai steals this evening
glow

And haunts thy slesping tower with night bird
crion?

Bee! the Lord hath filled with igold the akles;

Hath Night her proudest mantle woven ao?

Night hath none, but streaming o'er her brow
Were trosses bright as yonder hesvens weave
To il thy hungry bell the day i» o'er.

Ring! 1 wili wateh the gold soft fading now

Into the dark and sullen shades of eve,
Untll my evyes Do dim and seo no more.
=Petrhyn m The Whim.

Stanjiws i
I'.‘

The Old-Fashioned Bedstend.

The cld-fashlonsd bedstend! How weil [ re-
call !

Uprearing in spare room of grandfather's
mnnse

Quadrupedal glant! its stature so tall it
Beamed Lfting to heaven ita mowy X,
Anl! Hpw c¢an 1 banish thut first plghts re-

flecition,
£ aloft at its Infinlts

Ll Tl

1 red at every new tour of Inspectlon

How I would climb up to Its lofty embrace

The hop, skip and Jump proved an infinite
fallure,

A leap from the washstand fell squally flat,
And 1 foilowed wuit, while my (ritiersd regalla
Was scattersd around on the floor where 1
sat; '
At last 1 commtructed o stalrway that sided
A wild running jump from the ald
ploce.
And lilke Alpine ollmber by effort a'erinded

mante]-

|

1 landed hip-deep in Its mountaln of feece. |
| money at tho Hitle birdles, | sent the wife

O welrd Himalaya of oid-fashionad chattels,

L tfelt In thy clutch llke & tempest-tossed tar, I

And 1 prayed aill the the
of battles

To wave me from Jarring some overhend star,

And certain am I that for jife 1'd been fated

To rtay there, bad some gne not heard me

by chanes

brought in a tadder =nd

mated

My Might from (hat Dbedstead

fathesr's manse.

nlght to great god

And thur consum-
in grand-

—Boaton Courler,

Sammer Aspirations.

To b€ lagy, jest to he lazy,

Jest to whittle, feslin' haxy,
Jest to whistle, kind o' craay,
An" be laxy all the day.

Bun a ahinin’, bees a hummin’,
Wish aech hours had come to siay.
Want to lop down whem it's shady,
Chawin' on & wisp o hay,
Want to dream about the home folks,
Smiiln' taces, things I've wald;
Sort o' UvIR' over bymones,
Clean forgettin’ work ahead,

Wouldn't énvy anybody,
Wouldn't sek for anything
Long as T could set here idle,
Hearin' of the thrushes sing
Bunbhine meltin’ cares an’ troubles,
Brook a ripplin’ at my side—
Makes me foel as If I'd.itke to
Keep on lnzin' (11l I dled.

To be Inzy, jest ba lasy,
Jest to whittle, feelin’ lazy,
Jest to whistle, kind o Craxy,
An' be lazy all the duy.
=—Paul Marton In New York Herald,

The Boheliaik,

Dininlen, clover, buttertup,
Red-top, trefoll, meadow sweest,
Ecstatllc wing. soaring up,

Then gliding down to grassy seat.

Bunshine, laughter, mad deniron,
May day. June day, jusid Akien,

All reckiess things that love Inapires,
The glnddest bird that sings and flles.

Meadown, orchards, bending sprays,
Rushen, [llles, billowy wheat
Song and frolie fill his dayn,

A feathered rondeau all complete.

Pink bloom, gold bloom, feabane white,
Dew drep, raln drop, coollng shade,
Bubbling threat and hovering fiight.
And Jubllant hesrt as o'er was made.
=John Burroughs In McClure's Magasins.

AND HE WENT 0N AND ON

—

And He DMn't Know That It Was
His Landlord and He Didn't
Heed Wifle, and—Well, and.

The man was watering the front yard
Erass with a hose. He was In his shirt
Sleeves and smoked a clgar. He looked
comfortabie. A cadaverous, middle-aged
man came along, leaned against the Iroa
fenre and mopped his torehead,

"Gliving It a drink, «h™ said he to the
man with the hose,

“Yep,"” sald the latter, Euood-naturedly,
"Welting her down a bit.*

“Neat ltele bit of lawn, that™ sald ths
man ouiside the fence

"U'h-huh.” sald the man with the hose,
“Jollied the landiord Into resodding it this
Spring. Then, after that, I wheedled him
—ar my wife did, for I never met the old
duck—into scattering clover seed all over

it, s0 that I've got It Into pretily good
shape now.™
"Must have an easy landlord." COoMm.

mented the man leaning on the iron fence,

"Easy? snld the man with the haose,
shifting his clgar to the other side of his
face. “Well, sy, the old gazabo |Is just
ple, that's what he ls—ple. Only way I
eun aceount for the ensiness of that man
s that he's iooney. or that he's so rich
that he den't know where to blow hime
self first "™

“Go "way!" sald the man outside,

“Surest thing you know.” sajd the man
in his shirt sleeven. "“I've only been Jive
ing in that house about seven monthy, and
If that old lunatic hasn't spent 550 In re-
palrs since I've been here he haso't spent
n or Y

"Well, T swan!™ sald the man outside,

And Low Rent, Too!

“Fact,” sald the man with the howss,
"And the beauty of it is 1 only pay 36 a
month for the houns, whereas ihe folks
&ll up and down the block, Uving in ex-
actly the same kind of houses, have to
cough up thelr little $5 as regulariy as
the moon goes around.”

"M you ever!" sald the man outside
the fence, taking u bandana out of his hat
and mopping his forehead,

“That's right,” sald the man with the
hose. “1 first moved In here—Jots e,
yes It was the 3d of December, Knew I
had u bargain in the house In Just tha
=hape It was then, but I bellave ln
all 1 can In this life, and so 1 Sent
wile dow to the old Kist's affios-
=ime demands f{or repalra,

tackled him for an entirely new .. -
and blamed If he dldn't come tn the
front from the jump, and of W

days I bad a furnace plant in this
that's just a pleture. Kept us so
Ing the cold weather that |t Mike to

us out of doors. '

“Well, well!” said the radaverous man.

“Uh-hub." sald the man in ks shlr
aleeves, biting off the end of a fresh 2
“Thesn, that having heen a0 eany, T
my wife that she might as well Hit the old
codger up for gas logs both upstalrs and
down. 8he hit him up. Was it sasy?
Well, it was just Nke drinking
ice cream soda on g hot night, thats z"
aod the man with the hose smiled wery
broadly.

"Then," he went on, "I got kind o'
grouchy with the porcelaln bathtub, The
bathtub was all righ:, but I'd seen soms
better ones In a plumber's window down.
town. and [ thought that I might as well
have my wife nsk for one of the best In
the market. Got It hands down, mand If
there's a prettler porcelals tub within
elght blocks of here, then I don't know
It, that's all.*™

“Must o a bully landiord that,” said
the man leaning against the lron fence,

“Yee, or clean out of his mind,” sald
the foriunate temant “Then—""

“John's"™ Busy.

"John!" came n feminine volee from the
second-story window,

“Walt & minute; I'm busy.” sald the
shirt-sieeved man, In reply to the feminine
volce. ““Then, secing that the old chap
wits of the sort that just loves to hurl his

down to sound him, sarly in the Spring,
an the subject of a complete repalnting in-
side. Bay, Inside of four days after she
tackled him durned If the palnters weren't

at work, and I'll bet they used 4 A
ferent kinds of tints that my wife pleked
out. Ewer hear the llke o' that?™

“I wure never did,"" sald the man outside,

O, Johin, just run up here a minute;
I want to see you'" came the feminine
volee from the upper reglons,

‘“Can’t now, my dear; haven't finlshed
watering the grasa yet.” replled the man
in his shirt sieeves. “1 was going to ask
the pin-headed old landlord to let us have
s new baby grand plano,” he went om,
addresalng the mun outside, "but I didn't
want 1o be arrested for fraudulent prac.
tices, so I let him off light the next whack,
Had my wife go down and sirike him for
& gux range for the kitchen., Well, sir,
he sent one up that couldn't have stood
him one penny less'n $340: enough room
in It to bake for a brigade o' cavalry,
almost.”

“Well, T wonder!” put In the cadavers
ous man outside.
“John," came the wvoice from abhave,

“It's as Uttle as you could do to drop
that hose and come up here just for &
second.”

“Be up shortly,” replied ths man on the
lawn, “Don’t know what Ull ask the
old chap for next,” he went on, address-
Ing the man outside. “but I guess 'Y
nall him for a couple of hundred of
dollars wherewith to go down to the ses-
shore for a week or so with my family."*
And the man with the hose laughed up-
roarioualy.

“Good!"” sald the man oulside, “Well,
I guess I'll be golng.” and he walked
off slowly down the street

Enlightenment.

The man with the hose was stil]
thuckling when his wife appeared at the
front door.

“Buch a bright, ontertalning person
you are, to be sure,'” she sald to her hus.
band.

“Huh®™" he Inqulred.

"1 say, I've such a brilliant Individual
for a husband,” sald his wife.

“Say, what are you talking about™ he
demanded,

“Oh, nothing," she answered choerful-
Iy, “except that the old gentleman you've
been telling your business to for the past
half hour—that's why T was ealling you,
to shut you up—is our iandiord, and if
you don't get notice of an Increass in
rent Inalde of 2% hours I'm not =
prophetess nor a  prophetess’s slater,
that's all"—Washington Star,

[




