Sampson Gives
His Account of It.

Conlides His Grievances Over
Sanliage 1o the interviewer,

{Copyright, 1901, by the Author.)
Bratety on der baddleshib
Bolt Sampeon he dit stant;
Hims oycballs viln hiss tea he'd sib
Var turned tovards dar iant

Bud ven 3 var n fighd be saw
He avick avay it By,

Der pralse be vinned mit mighdy chaw—
Der fighfiing vent to Scliley.

Dot leedle poectical I comporitioned as
e resuitutfion uf & shord conversationing
vich 1 commissioned mit der great heroles
Ul der tea oup, Awmiral Bambson.

“Wie gebtz, Atmirsl” 1 eggeclama-
tiomed mit a vamillar in my vords, s&n
ve met ub slte by each togedder at der
ol malt=s" gvick luonch tea pardy,

o Ach, Heiney Schmidd, my olt penuchle
sariner, 1 been delecationgd to vitnesa
you.," responsed der Atmirsl, eggpectora-
tioming a cobble uf Sir Dom Libdon's 1m-
portetioned tea leafe vich vas minkling
togedder In hles viskers, und unconsclen.
tlously shining ub der herolc emetals vich
cofered der frond uf hiss Vard McAlllster
khird valet mit a roll uf greenback prise
money,

“Vor vy are you such a furtherness
avay vrom your home Hffing™' he contin-
untioned, ven id vas ve hat eggschanched
complimentaries bedween us togedder.

“Dier reason because uf 1d iss dot 1 hat
Geciflonied to henr mi! my own eyesighd
in frond uf your vords der unfllslﬂn-
tioned historicals ul der vild var hanaie
uf Sandy Dago Bay," I set

FPardonable Anger,

“Donnervetter! Vax == interrup-
tion=d der Atmiral mit an ankriness to-
gedder in his lankvich. *Is §d vunce agaln
dot 1 should be inderfewed by those In-
QvisliI oewspaber publicstioners ™

“Nein, Atmirsl” I set, M iss nod a
rewspkber publicationer vich I represen-
tation. 3id iss vOr my own consclentlous.
ness dot 1 vould hear vrom der heroic's
own mould der sdory conpectioned mit
Ger vild baddle of Sandy Dago Bay.”

My wvords appesranced to peclm.aunq
der Atmiral. He wveitzed mit me to von
sife ut der room und vispered In my eir

dot be vould mit a glatness glff to me
der knowieche vich he possessioned.

"Vor vy iss M, Atmiral”™ .1 inquisi-
tlonad, “dot efryyun seems to gvestionate
your brafery durationing <der baddle uf
Bandy Dago Bay™

“Ah, vor vy! Tah Heiney, vor vy lss
14 dox I shouwid been such & misrepresento-
ton™' repetitioned dJder Atmiral “Vor
vy should my brafery been gvestionated?
Hal nod you yoursellnf, In dime uf peace-
fuiners, vatched me as I stoot behind
der canpon shodguns und gale orders to
fire ubom der vooden targeds in der desd
und treacherful ocoan, nefer vunce com-
plainting, ¢fen ven my snow vite dock
pantuioons wes rulnationed it der gun
vadding und der smoke ™

“¥ou have been a truthful in der vords
vich you sbepk ™ 1 sot

"Dl T nod cuncellation numeration in-
vitatlonings to tes pardles wnd gvick
lunch bengvets und vent to der frond mit
& gvickness ven der Unlon Sdndes called
vor sfArong arms und Jout woleces," con-
clusioned der Atmiral

“¥ou dit, Aumiral’™

1 essessioned.

Those Telegraph Letters,

“Und wven I met ub mit der frond uf
Gor war, vot 4it 1 dit, Heiney ™ interro-
grtiones Atmiral “Who supplics-
tioned der puplc it dér var news vrom

der

der framd? 14 wvas 1, Heloey, Und sdill
my brafery has been gvestionated, So
long as @y tybewrider could vork I sent
teliygraf ledderz to der newspaber bulle-
din bonrds, informetioning der chencral
puplie woL It vas der var vat ditting.

1 did nod stob to dink uf der eggspense
10 dor guflermend so long as der puplic
sfactioned mit dger wvar news™
Atmiral,™ 1 set, “you hat a
following in frond uf der bulledin
Bud id has been Intimationed
! you @it mod svear to der truthfol of
those tellygral ledderz an tob uf 2 paliee
courd Bible™

“Vor who iss der differsntials uf they
Yas nod a pruthfu! ™ grvestionated der At-
% “Dit T nod vin & viotorlous ofer
der Sbhanlards mit each tellygraf ledder™
“You did vor der presentation snomend,”
I st “Dud vor ve dit you vent againsd
truditic s und baf Kissing Buck Hop-
Eon make dot i'u-‘. buad. der Merry Mack,
ook vater in ids hs ’

Dot wves statchetios” vispered der
Atmiral, mit hisz vonds deeh down mit
& closoness 10 his footsiebs, “'You know,
Helney,” he oo iuationed, *“dot 1 hat

alvays becn an economics.
vy it 1 boddle

INr reuson Yor
ub der Shanish flead Iss

becuuse should immigration. vrom
der hole in Su Pago Bay und on-
guche mit der tarped practioé hedwoeen
oursellufs togedder, der guffermend uf

der Union Sdades might be compulzionsd

to Jjopse sefral varshibs. Id ves my in-

tentionings afder boddHng wh der Bban-

ish fieed to hat! Chenernl Shafder march

ubk mit hiss solchers und capuvation At

mira! Corvern und hiss varshibs ™
The Navy's Duty.

“Bud vas nod dot der nafy's dutiness™
I spochestioned,

“Youn musd hef sn understanting mit
soursetu! dot Theneral Shafder vas nod
henticabbed mit epeepensiff varshibs like
der nefy.” responded der Admiral
srhepers] Shafder hat nodding to loose
bud Liss molchers, vich could be replaced
by der nexd tuckboat vrom der Unlon
Bdudes. Bod Chenera! Shafder refutation-
ef to dit as I succhestionéd. Und vor dot
gle?" T Inguisitionad,

“Hal you dlscufferationed dot Atmiral
Bokley wvishes 1o burglarize some uf der
heroles uf der Sandy Dago Bay var bad-
SleT" 1 inguisteltiimed,

“Steak nod hiss name in frond uf my
appearence.” oriel der Admiral mit a
ferocious, “Id lss a horripleness dot my
great nume should be sandvitched togeth-
er mit vun who so var looses drace uf der
snfy reckyladlons uf eddyked dot he
vould stoob to play sefen udb und pepuckls
mit der low muadiners under hiss com-
manting, and von who indulches in recidly
bloodstist varfare.”

“Bud should Atmpiral Schiey rectifal nod
some vevard wvor der fighding vich he .dit
te dar baddie uf Sandy Dago Bay™ [ set.

“Has he nod been revarded mit eferlasd-
fng vame vor ot loob der Joob vich he

performanced mit hiss varshib?” mwnd.
der Avmiral

*“¥ou been n correciness In der vords
vich you sbeak mit your lankvich" I set

“Der loob der loob vich he performanoced
bas now been acceptioned a= wvun uf
Americe’s leating pasdime pleasantationa.

“Bud eggsplanation to me, Atmiral® I
conclusioned, *“dit you sccomplishment
some fafors vor der nafy depardment dot
they should stant togedder om your back
ven i ies your brafery has been qves-
tionated T

The Seecret.

“Ah, Helney, dot iss der segret vich
mckes me & declaration uf independence
mit my ensmles,” chuggled der Atmiral,
mit & Jout laffing In hiss words. “'Ders
been plendy reasons vor vy der nafy hets
should =stant siisc by each togedder on
my pack. Dit I not commission & fafor
vor der nafy hets ven I dispositioned of
dot 240,000 Merry Mack Irish board, be-
fore 14 sinkded mitout Kiesing Buck Hop-
son's Umelighd herojcals? Und dit I nod
prevention der larche numeration uf aux-
flizriation boards vrom particlpationing
in var baddles, vare they could only proof
thelr unvorthiness und cause an |ovestiga-
tioning into their eggstrafagant prices?
Tnd dit I not supplication Vall sdreed
mit reddymate var reportoriala? Yah,
Helney, such brafery vill alvays receifal
ids chust revards.™

“Do you like to indulehe in wvar bad-
dles, Atmiral™ T qvestionated.

“Belief me, Helney," eggsclamationed
der Atmiral, mit firevorks shooding Uke
shyroggeds vrom hlss eyeballs, 'id 1ss my
wun enchoymend In lffing to stant ubon
der bridge uf a varshib, surrounded by der
biack clouts vrom der smokeless powder,
und Usden to der enemy’s cries vor mercy
ss dey sink vun by each Into der sea,
knowlcching in my own mint dot it Isa der
great knowleche uf nefel’ varfare vich I

possession dot l=s responsibility ver my
ehib’'s victorious

“I. can Imaginationing vot & vild und
horripleness sighed you msmutldnad du-
tationing der var baddles uf Sandy Dago
Bay,” I set.

“¥ah, Heiney, your decisioning 1s
righd,” set der Atmirnl. “T vas vild like
a prairie volf, eagerness vor der vray.
Vor you to vilnees my presentation In
guch vild var baddles vould tmu:{armn.-
toning your bleet into fce val

= Samson’s mmu.

*“Tell me, ¥ou olt var horse,” I set,
“vot numeration uf Sbaniards dit you
shood mit your nafy shodgun?”’

“Nonsenalcals, Heiney,"” set der Atmiral
“Id was underneath my dlckneddy to in-
dulche In dot vor vich der commoOn sea-
mens been paid. As= der ranking officlaler
dit T nod arrifal mit my appearance in
éime 1o captivation Atmiral Cervera as he
sylmmed aboud in der dark vet vater?
Ah, Helney, der herolo metals in front uf
my breast svelled ub mit prite ven I
rushed ub und compulsioned der American
fieed to stant asite vile I captivationed
dat vild und rafage Sbaniard. T reached
ofer der =hib's ralling, grapped Atmiral
Cervera by der back uf hiss neg, sviped
vrom him his scalbing knife und conclu-
sioned der ent uf der Sbanish var, vile
all der vest ob der American officlalers

stoot by too frighdened to captivation dot

vild Sbanish Atmiral'

“Bud dit you nod dit some fighding?"
I set, mit & disappointing sandviched to-
gedder In my vorts.

In a minid I discufferationed dot my
vorts hat mate me an unfriendliness mit
der Atmiral,

“You hatf offered me an Insulting in
frond uf my presentation,’” he get, hiss
hart vords biding off & cubble of hiss tead.
“*Nafy officlalers are nod suppositioned to
indulche in vulkar sea fighding varfare,

GETS THE GLASSY EYE
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“Kin .J'au give me & dime? I ain't had a ¢'ing to cat fer two daye.”

Ve mrmmlan der dickneddy uf der
Unlon

Der concluzmn nf dis inderfuw iss now
at an ent,” he set.

Und mit thoze lasd vords =dlll- valtsing
aboud der room mit hiss broken teed ve
separationed oursellufs vrom togedder und
ddpartioned. OLLIE 8, AIMEE.
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Rather Too
Much for His Ma.

If This Lad Keeps On, He’ll
Make His Mark in the Worid.

-
-

There is a bright youngster uptown who,
if be ‘'keeps his health,’" probably will be
heard from in the future. He Is not &
good boy, and has not yet been able to
establish ‘a reputation for truthfulness;
but then he fs only seven years old,

Bome time ago his mother missed n

dollar which she had left in a bureau
drawer. She mentloned the loss, but no |
member of the family seemed to know
anythlng about it. She did not question |
the servant, for she felt sure of her hon-
esty.
\ The next day Roberi—the seven-year
old—was quite Il and had to be put to
bed. His mother was quite anxlous about
him. When she went to his bureau
drawer to get him somethlng he needed
she discovered, hidden in the back of the
drawer, under his clothes, a conslderabla
quantity of candy, & package of clgurettes
and some money. BShe flgured out that
the purchases and the money left would
just mbout account for her dollar.

She was naturally very much distressed,
She went to the boy, told him of her
discovery of the candy and the clgar-
ettes and asked Him where he got them,

“Bought them,” ha replied,

‘“But where did you get the money to
buy them?"' she asked.

"“A gentleman gave It to me for golng.
on an errand for him,'"” the boy unblush-
Ingly answered.

“How much dld he give you for goln;
the errand?’

“A dollar.”

Now, Robert, you haye told me an
untruth! No muan gave you a dollar for
golng on an errand! I am certaln that
}‘m; have lled to mel™

*No. T haven't!"

*Yes, Robert, I know that you hawve!"

*“Um—well, how do you know it?"

*Ah—a little bird told me.”

!Oh!" ejaculated Robert, with a slgh
of relef.

But the mother had not finished.

“Now, Roberl,” sald she, "1 want you
to tell me just whers you got that dol-
lar?"

“Where I got the dollar?"  repeated
Robert. “Why do you bother me about
1t? Why don't you go and ask your old
bird ?"—Philadelphla Inquirer,

HAD WRONG PIG BY HEAR.

And It Got Him Into a Mighty Bad
Fix With His Landlord,

A young editor went to hils new apart-
ment, and was cordially greeted by the
landlady. She sald frankly to him: I
will tell you, sir, that my husband Is &
worthless fellow. I have to support him,
and he sometimes comes home very late,

thought no more of it untll a3 few nights
later, when a great uproar In the street
awoke him. He looked out of the window
and saw a man lying on tho doorsiep
shouting ribald things. *The husband,”
thought ‘the editor. *I'll g0 down and let
him In."
He ren fo
huzband byithe neck, and, jerking him
Into the hallway, proceeded to drag him
upstalrs, But the man made strong ob-
Jections to his treatmant. He howled oaths

and abuse, kicked, struggled, even pulled |

out a nundful of the young edilor's halr,
but this was In vain, for the youth Is
strong and of a dstermined mind, and he
was bound that he would do hls I.nmilsdy
a good turp.

1@ had got perhaps three parts of tha
way upstslrs with his burden, when two
heads were poked In the dim light over
the balustrade. anf the landlady's volce
said, “Why, Mr Blank, what are you do- |
ing?"

Tha editor panted as he took a fresh
hold and at the same time ducked a sharp
uppercus, “I'm bringing your husband up,
ma'am. He's drunk agaln, I'm sorry to
say!"

From the other head on the Ianding |
these words then fssued In a deep bass
voice. “"What do you mean, young fellow,
by ‘drunk again? T'm thiz lady's hus:
band. That man deoean’t belong here."

Instanil> realizing hls mistake, the edl. |
tor Gumped his charge out Into the street
again, Then ha returned and apelogized
lamely to the rightful husband for his
slraage worde.—New York Telegraph.

GOT HIM AT LAST.

“Cabhy™ Played His Final Card With
Great Eclat.

“1 ke perseverance in a man, even In |
A& hackman,” sald Mr. Peferson.
there Is one particular jehu doing busi- '

In his pajamas, grabbed toe |

“And |

ness In Washington who possesses that

guality In the superiative degreeo.

“When I visited the Natfonal Capital
I had my mind fully mads up to have
' nothing to do with the hackmen; 50 when
|I stepped off the train and a crowd of

these gentry began shouting at mée, 1
simply ehook my head and passed on
One of them, however, was not to be
thus oaslly dlspossd of. Dancing around
in front of me so0 as to block my prog-
ress. he voclferated:

“*Hack, mister? Take you to the
Washington Monument or the Capliol?
Only helf & dollar!
| *“Agaln I shook my head.

l “'Smithsonian Institution or Treasury
Bulrdlns" Take you to both of them for
| 76 centa’

“8tilt T shook my head.

] “eArlington and Fort
vou over and back for 2!

| “As before, 1 responded with a shake
of the head

“ ‘Navy-Yard or Soldiers’ Home?
place for a dolinr!®

|  *“Another shake of the head.

| *“"Want to go to the White House and

1

Meyer? Drive

Elther

seée the Prealdent? Drive you right there
f{or 50 cents!’

“.\Iore headshakicg. :

“‘Patent Office or State Department?

| S.:mo price as the White House!
| “Another shake.
| “"Mind you, nll this time I bhadn't op-
| ened my mouth or uttered a word, and
Ifro'n tha pumied look on the hackman's
face I thought I had him about discour-
aged; but as I shoved past him, think-
Ing to make my escape, his countenance
suddenly brightened, and I heard him
mutter: \
* By George, I've hit 1t now! I'll try
him just once more! And then running
nround in front of me again he apelled
ont of his fingers, In the deaf and dumb
JAlphabet. with which 1 ghanced to be fa-
miliar, ‘Deaf and Dumb Asylum? Take
you rxi.hl to the door for a quarter! "—
Woman's Home Companion,

Y
.
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RESTAURANT PHRASE—"“MEDIUM BOILED.”

e

) e e e e e et e e e e S e e

* wafake It thirty-eight days more and get a hig salary as star freak In o dime musenm.’* drunk. _ There Is no other ohjeciion to
- . - s A |'the house.”
® % The edltor sald this was no matter, and
» ¥
0ld Grimes. A Sehool Day. Jim. The Garden by the Roadside. When Harvest Days Are Over.
(Reprinted tor the use of the present genera- Polly’s gone to school today; Th' bringin' up *f children ‘=z like thet tenpin | A sweet, old-fashloned garden—by the dusty | When the harvest days sre over an' the fod-
tion.) That is why the house is still— road it grew, der's In

4 Grimes 48 dead, that good old man—
We ne'er shall se# him more;

He ussd to wear a Jong black coat
All buttoned down before.

His boart t'was open as the day,
His feclinge all were true;

His halr was some Inclined o gray-—
He wore it in & gueue.

Whene'er he heard ths voice of paln
His bredst with pliy burned—

The largo round head uwpon his cane
From ivory wes turnad.

Kind words he over had for nil,
He knew no base design;

His eyes were dark and rather small,
His nose was agulline,

He itved at peace with all mankind,
In friendship he was true;

His cont bhad pocket holes bemrlﬂ,
His pantaioons weres blue.

Unharmed, the =in which earth pollutes
He passed securely o'er—

An pever wore & pair of boots
For thiriy years or more.

But good olidl Grimes iz now at resi,
Nor foars misfortunc’s frown;

He wore a double-breastéd vest—
The stripes ran up and down.

He modest merit spught (o find,
And pay ® its desert;

He had no malice in his mind,
No ruflles on ks shirt.

His neighbors he did not abuss—
Was sociable and gay:

Be wore large buckies on his shoes,
And changed them every day.

His knowledge, M4 from public gaxe,
He 41! not bring to view,

Nor male o nblse town-mesting days,
A many people do.

His worldly goods he aever threw
In trus 1o fortune's chances,

But lived ( a8 all his bromers do) i
In oasy clrcumsiances.

Thus= undlsturbed by nnxious cares
His peaceful moments ram,
And everybody sald he vu
A fine ald gentlenman.
—.Mhon G. Greene. '

An Entomologlical Lyrie.
If you were o ToER,
And 1 were a bee,
You'd find me a-coming,
And humming,
To then,
In search of the sweets that the rose |
TWould surely disclose,
But ®inoes you are youL
Not & vose, but & mald, '
Inxtead of the bee
I'd be a moegqui—
Mosquito, in short,
A-coming to court,
And to seck
The sweets of your cheak;
Thrre to die. O alackl
Fram = whaek -
Of the tenderest hand
Io the land.

—Harper's Magazine,

Love's Revenge.
Eke Jightly toesed his flower away,
And jolned the cnreless throng;
He stopped 2 moment where L. Iay
And picked it up, all solled and they
* Smilsd back who passed niong,

He kept the flower, solled snd frayed,
With what be trensured best;

His fingers often o'er 1t sirayed,

And oft his loving lips wers Iald
Where oioe it touched ber breast

And she, with shame writ on hor face,
Sometimes sat far apart
From those with whom abe shared disgrace
And wept for having gons the pace -
To

Carried smliles and tter gay

To the schoolhouse on the hill
Everything is prim and neat;

No need now to scold or frown;
Yet I long for llittle hands

Scattering playthings up and down.

Noah's ark i»n stranded safe
High uptn o sand hill's crest,
And the animpls are all
Taking n much-nesded rest; 3
In their sinces sit the dolls,
On each face a painied smile
As they wonder why "mmml"
Lzaves them such a long, long while,

Mother Goose {8 on the shelf,
L Johnny Warner and Bopeep:

The china dog upon the rug
Has long since fallen fast asleep.

Blow the sun cresps down the' 'West;
Blow the coming of the night;

What & pity baby girls
Needs must learn to rend and write.

When my darling comes from school
With her Httle stock of lore,
Ehall 1 chide her childish ways
As I've often done before?
In the atlilness I have conned
O'er and o'er love's golden rule;
Dreamed of life in love's eclipse;
Thus I, too. have been to school,
—Good Housckeeping.

An Tdyl of the Park.
Upon the well-worn bench they =it
Unmindful of who passes;
Around them sparrowsz chirp and filt
Among the leaves and ETasses.
Alomg the path that skirts their feet
The bables take thelr alring,
And réefupees from dusty street
Stroll chatting, jemting, -staring.

Fond lovers they—within his arm
Bhe nestles all sccurely.

He holds her fest from stress and harm,
She yizlds to him demurely,

What matters gibe or meer? Soft skies
Of perfect blue are o'er them,

And seen through ons another's eyes
The wvista opes before them.

No doubt her gown I= cheap; percliance
Her hat po Prench creation;

But naught s Incking to his glance
Of tender adoration.

And If the band that covers hers
is calloused, brown, gizantle,

Her pulse beneath Its preasurs stirs
With thrill no less romantic.

Some urchins scolf; some sparrows chaff;
A robln carols sweetly;

A coupia turns to look and Inugh;
A-nurremald smiles discrestly,

And L In noting the embrace,
A sigh would vainly smother,

For, lo, detying time and place,
To hearts have found each other,

—kdwin L. Sublo In Leslle's Weakly.

Julep Time.
Hit jolep time—en' de mint des right,
En' de julce des ocozin' wif delight'
Hit nachully
_ Won' J¢' ma be—
Bayin': "“Julep tme fo" ¥0' en’ me!"

Hit julep time—en’ de jug hit grin,
En' de co'n Julce say: “Don't keep me In!"
Hit go “'glug-glug"
Dah *n de jug.
En' say: *Ob, man, pleas¢ pull dat plug.'
Hit julep time, en” dey coaxin' so—
De mint, en’ all I des don't know
Ef 1 stan' hit long—
Dey coaxin’ strong—
En’ de "Amen™ seats whuh I belong!

Hit julep timie—en' hyuh's de loce,

En' de sugah, too, en' de mint 80 nioe,
En' de jug won't hide—
(Hit by mah side)—

So I guess 1 des got ter blackslide!

Eame—

Yew git & half a dozen balls an' pitch ‘em
nll the sams;

Yew jes' roll 'em one he one, yew can't tell
what yew'll git—

An' even while they're In yer sight yew can't
tell where they'll hit!

An' so "tis with children. Yew start "em all

nllke, |

Th' onty difference bein' names, say Eben,
Zub an' Ike.

Well, the mfety pin age past, an' off tew

school they go,
Then ef they keep their faces clean they'll
all git » show.

Fer Instance, take them boys of mine (th'
pride of this here heart),

I've worked perty dog-goned hoard tew give
them boys o start.

An' Zeb he's a téndln' store, got reg’lar busl-
neas cares,

An' Eben's doin' mighty good, a farmin' out
on shares.

Hank's got a blacksmith shop—busy night an’

day—

An' John, he allus stays t' hum an® helps ms
with <¢h" hay.

But Jim! O Lord! I'm shamed nt that ers

son—
I mistrusted somethin' soon after school be-
&un.

Well, ex I sald afore, them boyas all hed thelr

show

T learn n trm!r, or go to work—but Jim! he
wouldn't go.

He'd set there In the orchid, alongsids that
ere brook,

Jes' et there writin' poetry—sald ‘twas fer
& book.

Jim wrlt absout th' Summertime, an’ writ

shaut the Spring.
An" writ about th" old onk tres, an' how th'
birdles sing:
then about the babbiin' brook that bab-
bles on ferever—
As If a prook was goin'
tew th' river!

An'

tew stop till K got

Jim writ abaout “ThH' old saw mill thet oft’
iulied him to sleen!"

Now, to my thinkin' a saw mill noise 15 ‘nuf
tew make yow créep.

One verse was of the “muley cow with coat
ez soft ex =ik’

But Jim wa'n't nowhere nigh the cowa when
it cum time tew milk! .

*Nother cne wuz "‘Lovely Enow, 's beautiful
t' menl"

But Jim wa'n't up at 4 A. M.,
Hke me!

There—what's th’ use a namin' 'em, er tellin’
Yew no more—

*Causs Jim ha kep’ on writin'—he must hev
_ writ & score!

sadoin' chorea

‘Well, lant year Jim he went t' town, jes' 'fore
it got cold,

{This ez jes' t' show yew how them clty folks
glte mold).

Tbotbbou:y got all them verses printed In a

k,
All the city people bought "em; as Jim says,
"It jes' took.'"

T could understan’ thelr
treatise on = horse,

Er how tew bring up chlckens without hevin'
any loss.

But yew never could advise Jim sence thet
ides ho first got,

An' wrogte what he calls “‘postry,” but what
I think s rot!

—John Edward

lkin' ef "twas a

Hazzard in New York Herald.
= The Eves of Love.
Bweotheart, the love for thee my spirit bears,
Like fabled Tanus, two proud faces wears;
Toward hm vanished hours and swest flown

thwﬂmtw
While forward to the joys' wantuhal!!tm

Anticipation looks with eyes aglow.
~=Carclyn Wells, in

the Criterion.

With tiger Nlies nodding In the sun;
And popples dressed® In scarlet bending o'er
forget-me-nots
‘Whoss pilgrimage had only just begum.

The phlox was running riot with the gay nas-
turtiums’ bloom,
And the aster whispered to the marigold:
While' & hollyhoek =-tremble, wooed the
moming-glory gay
Where chrysanthemums had shivered In the
cold.
A stately old sunflower, that had leaned
against the wall,
And luid ber head upon the window slll,
Btooped o'er the flowering almond, and
tenad tp the hymn
That wan wmighlng through the pines upon
the hill.

lin-

Beslde the porch., a fuchala crept to breaths
the Infants’-breath,
And cockscombs set the bluebells all a-ring-

ing;

Till the oleander, frowning.
soms on the ferns,
And tha velytt-hooded dahlla awpped her

singing.

shook her bloa-

Then the Autumn plants grew silent,
goldengliow's delight,
And geraniums clasped the castor-beans in
fear;

While the daylight, =aftly dying, from the
challoe npilled the daw,
T It glittered on the rossbud, like a tear,

But the magic moonbeams shining silvered all
the siceplng fowers,
And the garden old grew wondrous sirangs
and white;
While 'neath the feénce s pansy crept—and
silent kissed my feot—
Then I plucked (t, shut the gate and sdid
“Qood night.™
—Hodton Transcript.

The Man Who Shovels Coal.

In our recent naval warfare

Thers was a clmss "which jgot the bun,
In every sang and story,

‘Fwan '"The Man Bshind the Gun';
But there was one Who was forgot,

‘Caupn he's sald to have no soul,
It's the fellow In the fireroom,

The man who shovels coal

CHORUS,

He isn't nico to look npon:
His lppear\lnn ign't grand,
He's full of'grime and nosty oll,
But he's aiso full of sand.

When on shore the Jacks they parade,
And: the eitizens howl, .'"Hurrah!"”
The fireman stays dboardship
To be kicked and cusssd the more.
The people never sea him,
Tar down In the bianck hole:
But he's nll right; you just can betl
In the man who shovels coal
—Chorus,

He's the bane of all hia bhosses—
The cnzineers oo watch,
Who always cuss him roundly
If there's anything to botch, .
But with battle hatches battened,
And when death is taking toll,
The ship Iv kept n’ méaming,
By the man who shovols coal’
L ~Chorus.
—P. L. W., o Philndelphia Inquirer.

-

The Whater Lily.
The Star looked down, and, on the lake afar,
Thought his reflection wns unbther star.
Its glowing beauty won his Instant love,
And lured him from bright fellowship above.
A lenp of light—a flash upon the |ake!
The hIlan Btar too late knew his ml-mka.

!lei Heaven, in nlnr for his deep dﬂulr.

Bade him shine on, & Water Lily there;

And mow, falr nights, he upward Hfts his
aves,

annlh'a to his brethren In the skles,
—(eorge Bmhun, in Town aod Country.

to the |

the barm,

An' the punkins bhig an'
stacksd within the sheds
An" the apples an” the "taters

An® the pickle green termaters

An' the lusclous beets and turnips are with-
in their Winter beds;

yeller are all

When the harvest days over an’ the
clder's runnin’ free
Duown the brown and luscious cheeses out
beneath the of' stun mill;
‘When the Autumn winds come sighin’,
An' tha jocsened leaves go flyin',
t An' the pariridge starts o drommin’

distant wooded hill;

arm

on the

Wheén the harvest days are aver an’ the frost
is white an' thick,
An' the sheds arv fixed for Winter an' ths
stock s snug an' warm;
When the kittle's singin® nigbtly,
An' the fire's burnin® brightly,
An' the hens an' turkeys aheltered from the
Wintet's cold an' =tormy;

| Then a feslin' of contantment
my rustie soul,
An' T wsettle by the fireplace In the kitchen's
cozy cheer,
An' a happerness steals o'er me
With the dreams thet dance befors me,
When 'the harvest days are over ant’
Wintar time s near.
—Joa Cone in New York Herald.

passes thro'

the

A Day at School.
Oh." Tommy was & naughty boy,
He would not go to school:
He ran away ‘meat every day,
And would not keep a rule.

I
He went to school one Summer mora,

Intent oo having fun.
With pin in hand, a little sand,
And, too, a small pop gum.

He put the pin on Ellen's seat;
She jumped up with a scream;

Then, like a fool, on dunce®s stool
He had to slt and dream.

Upon that high and anclent saal,
His litile gun he drew;

The ball he almed =t Paul,
In Grace's mouth [t few,

Then. Innocent an he could ba,
He gnzed abstractly "round;

I' negd not may—'tis plaln as day—
The culprit was not found.

Tn form n climax to his pranks,
He flled a lunch box up

With all the sand be had at hand,
And then he broke & cup.

That night his teacher took Bim home,
I here must draw the vell;
What hanpéned late, 1'll not relate,
Let Tommy tell the tale.
—Helen G, Resd in Brooklyn Eagle,

The Rejected Mamaseript.

O opft-repeated manuscript!

Unitueklost of all tmy rhymes

Thy soaring wings a score of times
The editorinl sheara have clipt.
The editorial frost has oipt

Full oft my budding hopee of thee,

Condemned to still return to me,
Q oft rejected manuscript!

O oft rejected manuscript!

I know not why they send thee back,
Nor rhyme nor reason dost thou lack—

With both T find thee well equipt,

In heart and braln the pen w=a dipt,
Wherawith T wrote thee, line for lins,
And yet thou'rt fated for decline,

' © oft Tejected manuscript!

0O oft rajectod manuscript!
O chiid of my bewildersd brain!
Thou glvest me a grievous palin
Eaeh time T f#ind thes homeward shipt:
Yet, back though thou hast oft besn whipt,
From many an editorial den,
Here goes to gend thee out agaln.
O olt rejected uscript!
—Denis J, McCazthy In New York Bun.
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1 Not Down
j On the Bill
i Mr. Bull Had His Inning in
.E This Particular Bull Fight.
u B
In the quaint old Mexigan Clity of

Juarez, just across the Rio Grande from
El Paso, there was to be z bulliight in
the amphitheater, almest In the shadow
of the great cathedral, It was not to ba
a performance of the Rind thut horrifies
visitors from the Giates with its persist-
ent cruelty and occasional gore. Several
Americans were (0o be entertalned In &
way that was Intenuled to satisfy thelr
sense of humor, as the Mezican managers
understood that somewhat mystilying ele.
ment in the composition of thelr nelgh-
bors across the Rio Grande.

The plan was that & stout post should
erected In the center of the great
arena. On the top wis to be a horizon-
tal eross-plece with four arms, and from
the end of each beam would hang ropea.
At the end of the ropes meén would be
suspended sp that thelr toes would barely
touch the sand.

As the crosspiece was on 5 pivot., tha
men suspended from the ropes could, by
digging thelr toes into earth send
the wheel around at a rapid rate of apeed.
The bull was to be Introduced Into the
arena in the usal way, and pleadors and
the other performers were to goad the
anima] toward the dangling men, But
they were not to be left o the onalagght
of the bull without protection. Matiresses
were {0 be securely tied arcund the four
chief performers, not reckoning the bull,
and thess wrappings were tg be of a flery
red. 50 that the buli would Hercely attaclk
them,

the

Fine Plan, All Right.

It wits o fine plan, but It did not work
exuctly as expected. It furnished amuse-
ment to the Americans that was not on
the progrumme. The bull come into the
amphitheater, which way crowded to the
top of the circle by peons, all of them
carrying clubs or other things wherewith
to make & din that was deafenlng, when
matters went to please them, and,
deed, whether they wers pleased or pnot
Pleadors on horses drove the animal to-
wird the center of the arena, and the
buli plunged {orward headlong at ¢ naar-
est victim,

The four men Adug
eoll, but the crosspiece refused to hudge
an inch. One of the suspended Mexlcans
witg big and {at, and the Mexican on the
other end of his beam was a ittle fellow
The result wis that the crossplece tipped

thelr toes Into the

| Up So much on one side and wus so much

depressed on the other =ids that it cauid
not revolve, A4 the fat victlm saw the
bull lower his head and run at Mm bhe
uttered a wild cry of despalir.

At the Emmn‘t the man went into the
alr about 20 feet, coming down with a
jolt aiL the end of the rope, which held
fast. Meanwhile, his companiong in mis.
ery were stralning to get out thelr knlves
to cut the ropes, but before they could
(o so0, the Dull was ppon them, one after
another. He tossed them and chased them
23 they flaw hither and thither, and tho
alr seemed filed with red mattvesses.
Flnally the hornas of the bull becamo
tangled In one of the mattresses, and buldl,
matiress and man were hidden In a elond
of dust kicked up by the infuriated anje
mal.

Fun for Everrybody.

Yalls and cheers floated over the amphi-
theater from the peons massed argund;
they thought It wus all a part of the
shaw. The clubs were whacked on the
seals and ngainat the barriers, ag thelr
owners excitedly leaned over, and thels
shouts aruse above the cries of the men
In the center and the bellowings of tha
bull, The Americans wera convulsed.

At last the four men gof out their
Knlves, cut the ropexr and made 3 desperats
dash for the barriers., As these were con.
structed for actual bullfignts, there wern
partitions bullt out from the Inclosure
and behind each was an exit leading to
the outside of the butiding. It was In-
tended that a matador, who was top bard
pressed, should retreat behind the in-
clogure and lssue aggaln as soon us danger
was past. For these pluces the men start-
ed, two of them for the same refuge of
sdfety and both of them followed by the
bull,

They fell,
over and

were trampled upoen. rolled
over, clambered to thelr feet
agsin und ran and weére again knocked
down. After great tribulation they reached
their avens of safety, but, as the mats
trogses did not permit them to get in the
narrow space. The bull made after one
man who wag struggling to wedge him-
self into the space, nnd a blow from be-
hind drove hilm in, like a cork delven
Into a bottle. When he was wall fixed
there and in po pasmition to extricats hime

eelf the bull, being unable to bult nim
any farther I the space, turned his
attention to et and in turn figed

them so fast chat they were as firm as
part of the bullding,

The natives thought
funny unti]
they Iearned that there bhad been o mis-
take somewhere, Thon, with thelr usua
ceusiom whea a bulifight dispicased them,
they prompply and cheerfully set to and
tore down the entire bullding. As'it was
not unusual for this turn to be taken, [T
Wity no great loss,

No Apology Necessary.

When the managers came arsund and
expressed their sorrow that the very .r,l.--
valed acd distingulshed senors bad come
far to s=& o miserable fatlure, the spokes.
man, with as grave a fuace an he could
assume, declared that the Americans had
been vastly amused and all of the other
Americans poiltely und gravely assented.—
New York Sun.

it was all very

Why He Felt Bad.

“Good moming, Jarper! [ am very
sotTy to hear of your domestic trouble™

“T'ank’'e, snh, but I bain’'t knowin" just
w'at sorter trebble yo' 'fers ter"

“Why, lsn't it true, as I bave heard,
that your wife hag run away from youl*

“Dar hnin' nuffin® mo" true, sah '

“Then you ¢ertainly must feel bad about
It, don't you?”

“I baln” 'nyin” dat at de pressn’ time I
done feei radder bad.”

At the present time?
what you mean by that.

“l mean, ssh, dat she hain' yit had
time emuff ter git so far away as ter
meke me plum shoe' ashe hain’ nebber
comin' back.”—Boston Courler,

I domn't kmow

after the exhibition, when



