
MR. RUGBY IN WARPAINT

After ia Right of Broken Rest, He
Becomes Quite Aggressive and

Gets the "WorAt.-oL'lt- .

It tvas a gloomy morning in the Rug-
by household. The night had, by a
strange combination of conditions, been
practically a sleepless one for both
Mr. and Mrs. Bugby. The silence that is
popularly supposed to pervade the still,
email hours had been rudely dispelled by
a series of nerve-rackin- g street noises.
Mrs. Rugby had been shopping the pre-

vious day and was therefore unusually
wearied. Callers had dropped in during
the evening, so that the hour of retiring
was somewhat later than usual, and the
Rugbys bad only just fallen into that first
eweet sleep, when the doorbell rang vio-
lently several times In quick succession.

Mrs. Rugby was at once alert and
alarmed.

"It's a telegram, I know," she qua-
vered. "Can it be that mother is sick?
Do hurry, dear; I know something dread-
ful has happened."

Rugby tumbled out, hastily drew on a
bath robe over his pajamas ,and hurried
to the door. Presently the hum of ex-
cited voices rose, something heavy fell
with a thud on the hall floor, and the
street door banged furiously. Just as
Mrs. Rugby was about to shriek for the
police, thinking her husband had been
knocked down by a midnight marnnrior
she was reassured by bis voice, shouting:
"Why in thunder can't these merchants
deliver things in the daytime? It's a bale
of goods for you from Smith's."

Quiet was again settling over the Rugby
flat when the creaking of pulleys, vthestraining of ropes and the shouts of team-sters broke the stillness. Rugby rolledover, with a groan. "It's the house-movers- ,"

he cried In despair; "they're atit again.- - The minute the street-car- s stop
running they begin."

The Cause of It.
Mrs. Rugby stole out of bed and peeped

through the blinds. She saw a two-stor- y

frame building moving majestically down
tne street, escorted by a gang of work-
men. The unwilling horses were treading
round and round the block, urged on bywhip and lash and the commands of theteamsters.

It was fully an hour before the houseon wheels was out of hearing, and theRugbys were just .dozing off when thesharp, rasping clink, clink of street-ca- r
rails, followed .by the thump, thump of a
rock-crushe- r, broke the hush of night.

"I shall appeal to the City Council to-
morrow morning!" wrathfully shoutedMr. Rugby. "The idea that a man can-
not sleep peacefully in hLs own house"("Flat, dear," corrected Mrs. Rugby) "on
account of these midnight matinees!" andhe rose and fiercely banged down the
window.

"Well, dear," said Mrs. Rugby, sooth-ingly, "you know they are taking up the
cables and electrifying the road, and Isuppose they have to do the crossings In
the night, so as not to Interfere with thbother street-ca- r line. It all comes oruvmg on a corner "

"Well, I shall be living In the Incurable
ward of a lunatic asylum if this thingkeeps up much longer. It's now 2 o'clockin the morning and for the next threehours we'll have to listen to that gang
of men crushing rock, hammering iron,exploding dynamite and disturbing thepublic generally. I say It's 'an outrage.
Last night they were fixing the sewers
and next week I expect they will relaythe gas pipes. Now why in the name ofcommon sense must all this street work
oe aone in tne dead of night, I want toknow?'

Dawn was breaking in the rosy east
when the final rail was laid. The merry
milkmen had begun their rounds, thematin, call of the baker's boy rang cher-ril- y;

dumb waiters began to creak, the I
speaking tubes to shriek, and the eleva-
tor bells to ring, as the occupants of the 1
flats above and around the Rugbys woketo light and life again. Some one haseaid that trouble never comes singly, soIt happened that, on this particular morn-ing, by the irony of fate, another trialawaited the Rugbys.

More Trouble.
'A few weeks before, in a moment of

extreme anguish, and therefore of mental
weakness, caused by rheumatic pain, Mr.
ftugby had ordered a new remedy for this
arch enemy of his peace and happiness,
in the shape of a patent medicine whichthe manufacturers advertised as a spe-
cific warranted to cure the worst case on
record, or a reward of $1000 would bepaid the sufferer. For days after send-ing on the order Mr. Rugby had hauntedthe expess office, either in person or by
telephone, to know if there was a pack-age there for him.

As time wore on and the medicine didnot arrive and things began to get livelyat the golf links, whither Mr. Rugby hied
himself every Saturday afternoon, hegradually forgot all about his pain and
his expected remedy, so that he was en-
tirely unprepared to meet the issue.

Just as they arose from the breakfast
table on this particular morning, therecame a loud peal at the door.

"Another agent," sighed Mrs. Rugby.
'There were five here, yesterday, and nowthey're beginning again at tfhis early
hour."

"Just let me handle him, my dear," saidMr. Rugb" who was in a pugilistic moodanyhow, and rather enjoyed the pros-
pect of a scrap. "You're too easy withthem," and, suiting the action to theword, he strode to the door.

"Will you" began a pleasant-face- d,

man, as he proffered MrRugby an open order book and a pencil!
"No, sir; I will not sign any subscript

lion of any sort" promptly Interrupted
Mr. Rugby.

The man looked surprised and said"But this is not"
'T don't care what it is," reiterated MrRugby, with warmth. "Church fund, orph-

an-asylum collection, home prize con-
test subscrip-
tion, petition for widening the street or
Salvation Army Thanksgiving dinner 1
renounce them all," with a comprehensive
sweep of his arm.

"But I have a pack"
"I don't care how many packs of cig-

arettes, or cards or prize packages youhaye. I do not smoke, chew or swear."
Begins Again.

The young man wiped the perspiration
from h!s brow and began again. "Butmy dear sir, this has been
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"Are you" began the, dellvprv mnn tn
desperation.

"Yes, I'm a Buffalo."
"The charge was sent""I know all about that Iu cost me just

11 cents; I happened to have the change."
"I merely called to deliver" began theunhappy man.
"The bill of goods my wife bought down

town yesterday was delivered at 11:30 lastnight, after we were In bed. It's a littleway they have."
The despairing man made a final effort

"Are you looking for"
"Yes, I'm looking for trouble, right

here and now, if you don't clear out," and
Mr. Rugby slammed the door in the face
of the Importunate Intruder.

Half an hour later the telephone bell
rang, and a severe, masculine voice
shouted:

"This is the Express office. There
is a package of patent medicine here for
you, which you just now refused to ac-
cept from our agent It Is marked C. O.
D., and you had better come down and
see about it to avoid further trouble,"
and a decided click denoted that the re-
ceiver at the other end was on its accus-
tomed hook.

HENRIETTA B. FREEMAN.

HE MUST HAVE BEEN NERVOUS.
But, Anyhow, the "Cullud Pusson" ia

HI Kitchen Had a Shock.
"Yes, she has come my long-expect-

maid from the Southland and sho is
tho swellest creature that ever graced
a culinary department!" remarked the ed-

itor of tho woman's page, as she sharp-
ened her shears preparatory to attacking
the huge pile of exchanges.

You know, Nell wrote that she had a
perfect Jewel for me a rather black dia-
mondbut warned me that she was an
Ethiopian aristocrat, and would resent
any reference to her race or color. In
every letter this fact was underlined and
underscored, and she was especially in-

sistent that our Phil be in-

structed to Ignoro all racial distinctions.
So my husband dispensed instruction In

tho most lavish fashion. He took the poor
mtie chap downtown and introduced, himto the whole colored population of Chi-
cago. He showed him every type, every
age, from a cunning little pickaninny toa grandsire, with wool as white as an
Alabama, cotton field, until actually the
child was saturated with "cullud pus-son- s."

He made the most blood-curdli-

threats, if he caught the lad looking at
utr out oi me corner of his pvp. sinri 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 we allwent to the station to meet her, and my
husband tried his prettiest to bring hisgigantic Intellect down to her level. He
carried her dress sui8 case, pointed outthe glittering attractions of the city andplayed the gallant to perfection, for he
knew from his experience at the Intelli-gence offices what It means to get "help"
in Chicago with, the Servant Girls' Union
in full swing.

She received his attentions like a oiioon.
and finally flecking a speck of dust fromher stunning traveling gown, she re-
marked, languidly:

"One gets so dirty traveling!"
It was tho first observation she had con-

descended to make, and my better halfeagerly responded to the cue.
"Yes, indeed; the cars are dreadfullydusty in hot weather! Why, the otherday I went out of town on a short busi-ness trip and when I got home I was

black as a nigger!"
Well, you would have felt sorry foxhim, for he looked the picture of woe,as he crawled down Into his collar likea turtle in his shell. The awful sileno

"You Git Up!"
There's lots of folks that has good times.
There's lot3 that never does;
But the ones that don't like morning: naps
Is the meanest ever wuz.
It's very nice to eat a meal
With plo for Its wind-u-

'Taint half so sweet's th nap pa spoils
"When ha yells, "you git up!"
I'd rather lay In bed and snooze
Jest one small mlnlt more
In the mornlne when the sunshine
Comes o'er the floor
Than to go to Barnum's circus or
To own a bulldog pup.
The meanest thing pa ever said
"Wuz, "Come now you git up!"

like to go In swimming,
And I like to play baseball;

like to light and fly a kite,
'N I sometimes like to bawl;
But them there forty winks of sleep
Pa tries to Interrup'
Is better n all. It breaks my heart
When pa yells, "You git up!"
I'd stand the hurt and ache and pain
And all the smart and Itch
Of having him turn the bed clothes down
To wake me with a switch. AEf he'd only Jest go 'way
And let me finish up
The nap I started Jest before
He yelled out, "You git up!"

Xou bet when I git growed up big
'N rich n' old as pa,
'N' never hat to go to school.
Nor work nor stand no Jaw,
I'll Bleep all day and all night too.
And only Jest git up
When I git 'nough sleep to suit me
Ef all the world yells, "You git up."

. Joe Kerr, in New York Herald.

Spoiled the Show.
De Zlon Ban' done give er show

Down ter de Blue Light Chu'ch,
En Mow dey yank dem Baptlsecs

Right off dey stuck-u-p pe'eh.
De Zlon Ban' dey ohganlze Of

Er .cullud minstrel troupe;
En Lawdy, man! Ah tell yo' now "ADem en" men mek yo' whoop.

But dat Sam Johnslnr spile de show
Des when hit glttln' good;

Des why dey let dat scound'el in
Ah nevah unna'stood.

In co'se dey's n, trashy coons, She
Dafs al'ays buttla In

But w'en dey bus' chu'ch mlnsfels up
Hit sho'ly Is er sin. But

Yo' see, Bud Bakeh he done ast
Dat funny middleman:

"Why do de chicken cross de road?"Er Joke, yo unna'atan.
En den dls Johnslng moke rlz up;

A
So long en lank en slim. SheEn yell: "Dat chicken cross de road

. Buhcaso yo afteh him!"--Josh Wink In Ealtlmore American.

The Little "Wild Folk. (As
Dear., little, wild folk of the woodlandSecreted in thicket and dell,
With every man's hand against you

How do you live? Who can tell! That
So winsome, so timid and graceful Of

Gazing at us with wide startled eyes
Like souls seeking vainly for friendship

Living ever In fear of surprise.

I saw in the woods in the morning
A partrldce in motherly mood.Walking erect like a matron AAt the head of her tiny, brown brood; ToA rabbit looked on with approval, ATwo saulrrels frisked near in delight
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Why, papa, you told me you wouldhammer the life out of me If I said nig-

ger, and now you have said it yourself!"
Chicago Record-Heral- d.

HAY FEVER'S VICTIMS.
Wllklns Gets inTast Word, and ItSettles Thompson.

"This hay fever that 13 beginning torage now is a funny thing," said Wll-
klns. "Beats all how susceptible the hay
fever victims are to the smell of hay. Itell you it's no Joke. There Is a friend ofmine who is subject to hay fever, but hehas not had an attack for two years. Hewas walking past a feed sttore the otherday and a man rolled out a bale of hay.Just as soon as my friend saw It he beganto sneeze and kept it up until they senthim up to the p!ney woods."

"That's right!" put in Thompson.There s one thing that Is well named.

i

People withhay fever have to keep from
being anywhere around where hay is be-
ing handled, or even from seeing It, or
thinking about It Why, you know Hlg-gin- s?

Well, sir, Hlggins just picked up apaper and saw an advertisement 'Baled
hay at lowest market rates,' and right
away It was sneeze, sneeze, sneeze, and
his old enemy, hay fever, had him again
m 11s ciuicnes.

"True enough," said Wllklns. "Can't
be too careful wlfh a fellow that has hay
fever. You know my brother-in-law- ? Hadhay fever every Fall for 10 years. Wo
tried to guard him from an attack thisyear. Used to walk him down alleys and
across lots to keep him from going pasthay and feed stores, and my sister wouldclip all the hay ads. out of the newspa-
pers. But the ottier day when I was tak-
ing my brother-in-la- w home, a friend of
his who wanted to speak to him ran up
behind and shouted out 'Hay, there, old
man.' My brother-in-la- w is in bed now
with the worst attack of hay fever

had. Fact." Chicago Tribune.

The Garden.
Out In the terrace garden grow
Hollyhocks in a stately row;
About the 's stone 13 sot
A border of stocks and mignonette!

Gaudy sunflowers, erect and tall,
Circle the sweep of the crumbling wall,
Clematis purple with columbine
Around the arches of roses twine.
Peacocks step on tho close-c- grass,
Where shadows of Hex and yew-tre- e pass.
Sure, 'tis tho gltam of a flowered klrtlo A
'.trailing behind that glossy myrtle!
Lady of long ago! who made
Trelllsed arbor and quick-s- shade.
Do you, I wonder, creep again
Back to the garden that bears your name?
When noon Is over and sunset fades-L- oth

to abandon these pleasant shades
The phantom lilies stand dim and white
In the pearly glow of the soft twilight.
Do you return to join them there,
Breathing their hearts to the evening air;
Powder, patches and Jeweled toes.
Amidst your kerchief one red, red rose?
Once. I fancy, the garden knew

gallant lover who walked here, too,
Were the lilies so faintly sweet
When he knelt at your dainty, high-heel-

feet?
Lady of long ago! who made
Trelllsed arbor and quick-s- shade.
Though lovers no more Imnlorlnsr ' kneel.
Still to your garden they sometimes steal;
Perukes are vanished with buckled shoes.But woolng's a fashion 'tis hard to lose!

The Gentlewoman.

The Girl With the Hoe.
Adown through the Lone Star cotton lands.In the fields wherever I go
She Is there, she is fair, she is everywhere

The matchless girl with the hoe!
And I lovf to think as I ride tho lanes.

And she leans on her hoe and looks.
the tln.es gone by and the Muller tale

That I read In my childhood's books
form more fair and a face more sweet"Are words that ever occur.

And again and over I find myself
Applying the line to her.

She may not see in tho skies of night
The thinrs that a Lockyer sees;

may be blank on Plato's themes
As she is on the Pleiades. i

she plants the flowers in the old home
,

yaro,
And not on the sands of Mars;

And she gives her love to the folks at hom
While Tesla talks to the stars.

soldier brave in the bloodless war
That makes for the good of men,

wields a weapon of higher worth
Than the man with the sword or the pen.

Paul Avon In Galveston News!

Sunset.
seen from Russian Hill, San Francisco.)

When down the flaming causeway of the west
The regal sun, refulgent in the gleam
Of sacred fire and- - the paler beam

reaches Into nothingness In quest
laggard eve, Is passing to his rest,

And in his wake, like babbling of some
stream

Or soft uncadenced voices of a dream
Sound murmurs of the gentle night, wind'sguest;
Then, ere the tides grow dark as they flow in,

blush of gold comes rippling down the bay
kiss the Berkeley hills, and o'er Marin

purple vapor veils each mountain height
For a brief while then slowly fades away

Within the dusky coverlet of night.
John Frarklia Forbes In San Francisco
Chronicle
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COLONEL IKE'S

Was a Good Hog, hut Was Not Used
to Bagging; Dynamite.

Colonel Ike Morgan, who lives down
near Tulllver, Ark., does not believe In
new-fangl- ways of fishing. He says
that now and forever afterwards the good
old way with rod and line is good enough
for him. Colonel Ike keeps a hotel down
near Tulllver, and one day he was boast-
ing to a lot of traveling men of a new
and Improved way he had of fishing. Ho
said:

"A want to tell yo' gen'men that th'
ole way yo all hev' of fishln Is too slow.
A fren' of mine told me If evah Ah go

TITLE "TO HAVE

In a hurry for a good hikb of fish thet
th' only way to do would be to jest tek
er stick of dlnahmlte an' throw It Into
the river an'sblow the fish up, sah, and
have enough fish fer the hotel for a
week, sah."

The traveling men told Colonel Morgan
they did not think much of his scheme.
They said the dynamite might make a
good deal of noise 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 dynamite, the travel-
ing men declared that that particular fioh
would be blown so high .he wouldnjtt corny
down for two weeks, and that when he
did he would be so dead that he would
not do for a nice fry.

Colonel Morgan became quite heated by
the argument, and declared he should
experiment the very next mornlncr and
invited everybody to come down and watch
nis triumph. He drove over to a mine
near Tulllver and secured a big dynamite

A Quest.
Long since, there lived a man reputed wise

(Some better things were said of him, some
w orse).

Who made his life a tireless quest to know
The Why and Wherefore of the universe.

He wandered through solutions intricate.
And old and new philosophers he read;

This one converted, but another spake
.And made his faith apostasy instead.

paladin of atheism flrst
But soon he darod to wonder how today

Existence universal was explained
By saying it existed yesterday.

So swerved away unto the other pole.
Hypothesis theistlc, and would fain

Have found a cause without a prior cause
But all his years of searching were In vain.

Thus all his fond Illations turned to dust;
Some thlnzs he learned are not revealed to

man;
What solars that he knew tho essence of

All creeds rellrlous since the world began.

His life was girt by vain analysis,
And subtle disputations hold in thrall

His soul, that wildly dreamed to overleap
The mystery Life offers to us all.

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

And longed to quite forget his mocking doubts
Ana live his last few trembling days at rest.

But Death "had watched him with a cynic's

marked his shuffling steps, his sight
grown dim, (

And one still evening stood before hl3 chair.
And smiled, half kindly, as he beckoned him.

One passing through a certain field of graves
May find a stone of rather ancient date.

Which bears these words, the last philosophy.
Of him who3e life they thus commemorate:

"Here sleeps a man who sought to question
Go- d-

Who conjured with the eerlastlng Why;
Delved deeply into science, creeds and schools.

And learned this truth that Man Is born
to die."

W. L. In New York Sun.

The Night Smoke in Camp.
Supper is over;

The day is done;
The camp lire's lit.

And the stories all spun.
And I lean me back

'Gainst a towering oak, '

And I light my pipe.
And besln to smoke.

The stars are peeping
Through leaves above.

Telling of happiness,
Peace and love;

And my thoughts run back
' To the noise and strife, 4

The sorrow and sin "
Of the' city life.

And I breathe a prayer
Of fervent thanks

That I'm camping tonight
On the river's banks.

Oh, .the greenwood wild ,
Is tho home for me,

For I love the mountain.
Lake and tree!

And I finish my pipe;
Ere I drop asleep

I pray the Lord
My soul to keep.

And the Are burns down
To a single spark,

And the camp Is wrapped
In silence and dark.

Field and Stream.
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cartridge, which was to be fired with 'a
fuse.

Makes n Bad Throw.
The next morning Colonel Morgan, with

a dynamite cartridge carefully carried In
a basket and attended by his guests and
most of the male population of Tulllver,
went down to the rlvtr to make the test.
He carefully Ignited the fuse and then,
straining every muscle ,threw the cart-
ridge with all his might Into the river.
Unfortunately he threw too far, and the
cartridge, instead of going Into the water,
fell on a sandbar In the center of the
stream.

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

"Ike, Ike, there goes that $100 retriever
dog of yourn, and he's to retrieve
thet ther ole cartridge!"

Colonel Morgan rushed down to the
edge of the river and besought his faith-
ful dog to return. But the retriever was
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a retriever that retrieved. He knew his
business. He swam as hard as he could
for the sandbar, and in spite of the fran-
tic calls of the Colonel and the citizens
of Tulllver, grabbed up the cartridge and
swam back to lay it at his master's feet

"Drop thet ca'trldge! yo' heah me?"
shrieked the Colonel. "Drop thet, Majah,
yo wuthless fool dawg. Drop thet yer
ca'trldge!"

But the retriever only Interpreted the
Colonel's impassioned language to mean
that 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!" shrieked the
Colonel,. "Drop thet ca'trldge! Keep
away, yo heah me?"

But the dog did not hear. At any rate
he swam straight for the Colonel. The
traveling men turned and fled In wild
dismay, followed by the citizens of Tul-
llver.

The dog sprang out on to the bank and
made for his master. Colonel Morgan
turned and ran with all the speed that

To a Minnesota Statesman.
Charlie Towne's a millionaire;

He's struck It rich In Texas whe
The oil is flying through the air
Into the Octopus' lair.

He's greasy rich, is Charlie Towne;

He's going to vear a golden crown
And hold a corporation down.
As if he wasn't Charlie Towne.

y
One time he rtiook the G. O. P.;

Because, he said, It could not be
That he could compromise, not he,
A lofty principle. Oh Gee

He said ho loved the People dear;

And to them always would be near.
This was In Congress In the jear
Of 'DC. He was a seer.

Behold him now a plutocrat;

In chase of that same kind of fat ' )
Paid for with blood and things like that.
And saying to the People: "Scat"

Oh, tempora mutantur; Oh,

However strangely things might go,
Nobody ever thought, wo know,
That Charlie Towne would turn out so.

William J. Lampton, In Chicago Record-Heral-

Johnny on Christian Science. '

The other day I had a pain
From eatln' Christmas pie

Oa July Fourth. It hurt so bad.
Indeed, I thought I'd die;

I lay and wriggled on the floor, '
And swore to Sister Nell

That I would be a better boy
If ever V got well.

But while I squirmed and rolled about
Why, Mrs. Jones camo in.

And when, I told her I was sick
She said such talk was sin;

She stuck me down I only thought
That I Was sick, but I

Knew, better, for I guoss
She didn't eat that pie.

The way that some folks come around
An' tell ou you're not sick.

An" close their eyes, an treat you, while
They mumble things off quick.

Is just cnouch to make you think
You'd rather bust in two

From Christmas pies than .have no sense
Like this here treatla crew.

--William Wallaco Whltelock. In New York
Herald.

Evening Sonnet to n Clock Tower,
Strike! thou distant clock thy dead houra slow,
'Mid purpled trees I see thy towen arise".
Oh! leave a while this feast before my eyes-Ti- me's

but a little part of long ago.
Dost" lovo the dark that steals this evening

glow
And haunts thy sleeping tower with night bird

cries?
See! the lxrd hath filled with 'gold the skies;
Hath Night her proudest mantle woven so?
Night hath none, but streaming o'er her brew
Were tresses bright as yonder heavens weave
To toll thy hunsrry bell the day is o'er.
Ring! I will watch the gold soft fading now
Into the dark and sullen shades of eve.
Until my eyes bo dim and see no more.

Penrhyn Stanlaws in Tho Whim.
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a man unused to running can
muster. He went puffing up the hill like
a locomotive, with his dog close at his
heels.

"Drop it!" yelled the Colonel. "Drop
It, sah! Keep away; drop it! Keep
away! Drop it sah!"

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

"He was a good dawg," eald Colonel
Morgan, sadly, "but he cudn't discrimi-
nate between a burd and sah.

Wand It cost him his life. An' he cost a
hundred dollars, and there wasn't his
beat in the country. An if any fool
man tells me any moah new ways to
catch fish, sah. I am a goin' to kill him
yes, sah, kill him where he stands, sah!"
Chicago Tribune.

THE STRICTLY MODERN WAY.
Pour Beauteous Younjr Things at the

Soda Fountain.
The four beauteous young things lined

up aU an avenue soda fountain.
When they had been served with their

chocolate ice creams, they sat down and
partook of the same slowly, chatting ami-
cably the while.

Each of them carried a purse.
When they had disposed of their choco-

late Ico creams, and placed the glasses
on the counter, they ail-N- ow,

Vo make this little narrative dove- -
tall In with the dogmas of
humorists who have been doing this sort
of thing for a great many years, all of
these four beauteous young things should
be made to dig frantically Into theU
purses. Each of them should be mado
to say, "Deed, I think you're real mean If
you don't let mo pay!" or "Grac'ous sakes
alive, let me stand treat!" Then they
should be represented as having a des-
perate time of trying to yank the money
out of their pocketbooks, and they should
be portrayed as watching each other
craftily out of the tails of their eyes and
putting up sundry and divers kinks that
arc known to the prize ring as sparring
for wind, to the end that the one sue.
cumblng first be compelled to dig up the
price of the chocolate Ice creams.

Tho above is all right, and still goes,
even If It was first worked when George
III. was King, but

When these four beauteous young crea-
tures had finished with their chocolate
Ice creams they just walked out

Don'i! see, eh? Well, the one who had
dug up for the chocolate Ice creams had
been neatly pushed up to the cashier's
desk when they came in, and she had to
buy the soda checks in advance. Wash-
ington Post.

Jerry Rone to the Occasion.
A young couple from Northleach, on a

visit to Barnum & Bailey's, had suc-
cumbed to fatigue, and were seated on u
bale of hay In an obscure corner of the
menagerie tent.

"What do you reckon Is the most strange
thing we seed?" said the girl.

"It's hard ter say; but I know what I'd
like ter be now."

"The flying trapeze man?" she ventured.
"No; not him."
"Mebbe the ring master."
"Nor him. You recollect the octopus In

the glass tank? Well, I'd like to bo he."
"Why?"
"'Cos he'd nigh onto a hundred arms,

an' I'd like ter use 'em all you
a hundred times at oncest.

"Jerry, thats a very wrong wish."
"'Taln't, neither."
"Oh, yes, 'tis! It's sinful to waste time

wishing for the Impossible, 'stead o' mak-l- n'

the best of such 'Opportunities ez yer
happen ter have."

And Jerry rose to the occasion, and put
nil his energy Into the gentle art of octo-pusln- g.

Answers.

The Bcdstend.
The bedstead! How Rell 1 re-

call It!
Uprearing In sparo room of grandfather's

manse;
Quadrupedal giant! Its stature so tall It

Seemed lifting to heaven Its snowy expanse.
Ah! How can I banish that flrst night's re-

flection.
As gazing aloft at its infinite space

I wondered at every new tour of Inspection
How I would climb up to its lofty embrace.

The hop, skip and Jump proved an Infinite
failure,

A leap from tho washstand fell equally flat.
And I followed suit, while my frittered regalia

Was scattered around on the floor where Isat; 1

At last I constructed a stairway that aided
A wild running Jump from the old mantel-

piece.
And like Alpine ollmber by effort o'erjaded

I landed p in Its mountain of fleece.

O weird Himalaya of chattels,
I felt In thy clutch like a tempest-tosse- d tar.And I prayed all tho night to the great god

'of battles
To savo me from Jarring some overhead star.And certain am I that for life I'd been fated
To stay there, had some one not heard mo

by chance
And brought In a ladder and thus consum-

mated
My flight from that bedstead in grand-

father's
I

manse.
Boston Courier.

In
Summer Aspirations.

To be' lazy, Jest to be lazy. a
Jest to whittle, feelln hazy.
Jest to whistle, kind o crazy.

An be lazy all the day.

Sun a shlnin', bees a hummln'. a
Wish scch hours had come to stay. he

Want to lop down where It's shady,
Chewln' on a wisp o hay. In

Want to dream about the home folks,
Smllla' faces, things I've said;

Sort o' llvln over bygones.
Clean forgettln' work ahead.

Wouldn't envy anybody.
Wouldn't ask for anything

Long as I could set here Idle,
Hearln' of the thrushes sing.

Ssnshlne meltln' cares an troubles, oldBrook a rlpplln at my side
Makes me feel as If I'd like to

Keep on lazln' till I died.

To be lazy. Jest be lazy.
Jest to whittle, feelln' hazy.
Jest to whistle, kind o' crazy,

An' be lazy all the day.
Paul Marlon In New York Herald. I

off

The Bobolink.
Daisies, clover, buttercup.

Red-to- trefoil, meadow sweet,
Ecstatic wing, soaring up,

Then gliding down to grassy seat you
Sunshine, laughter, mad desires,

May day. June day. lucid skies.All reckless things that love Inspires.
The gladdest bird that sings and files. for

Meadows, orchards, bending sprays
Rushes, lilies, billowy wheatSong and frolic fill hi3 days,
A feathered rondeau all complete.

half
Pink bloom, gold bloom, fleabane white, to

Dew drop, rain drop, cooling shade. you
Bubbling throat and hovering flight. rent

And Jubilant heart as e'er was made.
John Burroughs In McClure's Magazine.
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AND HE WENT ON AND ON

And He Didn't Know That It Wa
His Landlord and He Didn't
Heed Wide, and Well, and.

The man was watering the front yardgrass with a hose. He was In his shirt
sleeves and smoked a cigar. He looked
comfortable. A cadaverous, middle-age- d

man came along, leaned against tho iron
fence and mopped his forehead.

"Giving it a drink, eh?" said he to tho
man with the hose.

"Yep," said the latter, y.

"Wetting her down a bit"
"Neat little bit of lawn, that" said tho

man outside the fence.
"Uh-huh- ," said the man with the hose.

"Jollied the landlord into resoddlmr It thl
Spring. Then, after that. I wheedled him--or my wife did. for I never met the old
duck into scattering clover seed all over
It, so that I've got it Into pretty good
shape now."

"Must have an easy landlord," com-
mented the man leaning on the Iron fence."Easy?" said the man with the hose!
shifting his cigar to the other side of his
face. "Well, say, the old gazabo Is justpie, that's what he is pie. Only way Ican account for the easiness of that man
Is that he's looney, or that he's so richthat he don't know where to blow him-
self first"

"Go 'way!" said the man outside.
"Surest thing you know." said the manIn his shirt sleeves. "I've only been liv-ing In that house about seven months, andif that old lunatic hasn't spent $330 In re-pairs since I've been hero he hasn't spenta cent."
"Well, I swan! said the man outside.

And Low Rent, Too!
"Fact," said the man with tho hosts.

"And the beauty of It Is I only pay $13 a
month for the house, whereas the folks
all up and down the block, living in ex-
actly the same kind of houses, have tocough up their little 555 as regularly asthe moon goes around."

"Did you ever!" said the man outsidethe fence, taking a bandana out of his hatand mopping his forehead.
"That's right," said the man with thehose. "I first moved in here let's see,

yes, it was the 3d of December. Knew Ihad a bargain in the house in Just thoshape it was then, but I believe in getting
all I can in this life, and so I seat my
wife dowi to the eld Idiot's offiae

demands for repairs. First shetackled him for an entirely new furnaceand blamed if he didn't come rlsbr in thi
front from the Jump, and Inside of 10
days I had a furnace plant in this shackthat's Just a picture. Kept us so hot dui"Ing the cold weather that It like to drovaus out of doors."

"Well, well!" said the cadaverous man.
"Uh-huh- ," said the man in hi hir

sleeves, biting off the end of a fresh cigar.
"Then, that having been so easy, I toldmy wife that she might as well hit the oldcodger up for gas logs both upstairs1 and
down. She hit him up. Was It easy?
Well, it was Just like drinking chocolate
ice cream soda on a hot night, that's all,''

"and the man with the hose smiled very
broadly.

"Then." he went on. "I got kind o
grouchy with the porcelain bathtub. Tho
bathtub was all right, but I'd seen somo
better ones In a plumber's window down-
town, and I thought that I might as well
have my wife ask for one of the best In
the market. Got It hands down, and If
there's a prettier porcelain tub within
eight blocks of here, then I don't know-it-,

that's all."
"Must be a bully landlord that," said

the man leaning against tho Iron fence.
"Yes, or clean out of his mind," said

tne iortunate tenant. "Then"
"John'" Busy.

"John!" came a feminine voice from tho
second-stor- y window.

"Walt a minute: I'm busy." said tho
shirt-sleeve- d man, In reply to the femlnlno
voice. "Then, seeing that the old chap
was of the sort that Just loves to hurl hismoney at the little birdies, I sent the wife
down to sound him. early in the Spring,
on the subject of a complete repainting in-
side. Say, Inside of four days after sho
tackled him durned if the painters weren'tat work, and I'll bet they used 40 dif-
ferent kinds of tints that my wife picked
out. Ever hear the like o that?"

"I sure never did," said the man outside.
"Oh, John, Just run up here a minute;
want to see you," came the femlnlno

volco from tho upper regions.
"Can't now, my dear; haven't finished

watering the grass yet. replied the man
his shirt sleeves. "I was going to ask

the old landlord to let us have
new baby grand piano," he went on,

addressing the man outside, "but I didn't
want to be arrested for fraudulent prac-
tices, so I let him off light the next whack.
Had my wife go down and strike him forgas rango for the kitchen. Well, sir.sent one up that couldn't have stood
him one penny less'n W0; enough room

it to bake for a brigade o cavalry,
almost"

"Well, I wonder!" put in the cadaver-
ous man outside.

"John," came the volco from above,
"it's as little as you could do to drop
that hose and come up here Just for a
second."

"Be up shortly," replied the man on tha
lawn. "Don't know what I'll ask the

chap for next," he went on, address-
ing the man outside, "but I guess I'll
nail him for a couple of hundred of
dollars wherewith to go down to tho sea-sho- ro

for a week or so with my family."
And the man with the hose laughed up-
roariously.

"Good!" said the man outside. "Well,
guess I'll be going," and he walked
slowly down the street

Enlightenment.
The man with the hose was still

chuckling when his wife appeared at tho
front door.

"Such a bright, entertaining person
are, to be sure," she said to her hus-

band.
"Huh?" he Inquired.
"I say, I've such a brilliant Individual

a husband," said his wife.
"Say, what are you talking about?" he

demanded.
"Oh, nothing." she answered cheerful-

ly, "except that the old gentleman you've
been telling your business to for the past

hour that's why I wa3 calling you,
shut you up Is our landlord, and If

don't get notice of an increase in
Inside of 24 hours I'm not aprophetess nor a prophetess's sister,

that's all." Washington Star.


