Mr. O'Rafferty
On Civil Service.

informs Mr, O'Toole Why He
Didn"t Join Chicago Police.
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is it s0, Mr. O'Ruafferty, these rumyures
Ul do be beerin' iv yex finin’ th* p'lace
forceT" aaked Mr. O'Toole, as he en-
countered Lhe wise man on the steps of
Chicago's Clty Hall,

"0l dinnaw, Mr. O'Toole, fwhelther "twill
be s0 or non” replled Mr. O'Raferty.
“Me Iunntions up ontil vistherday wur
incloined that way, but this mermnin® a
wee bit Iv o damper was placed upon me
Sotgh-fown notions

“Yez seu, Mr. O'Tocle, Of made up me
moing ' leve th' likker bismiss and Jine
th' p'lace foorcve, So O made inguolries
fv " AblMderman Iv th' warrad. *Twas he
who Infurrumed me that Ol wud have U
undherge a olvil sarvice Ixammynation,
an’ diricted me ' a proflsssr who cud
coach me In th' gquistions fwhich wud be
axed v me be th' Ixammynin’ boord.

“*Takin® th' Ahlderman's p'ing, O)
eahillcd on th' professor,

*“He was a yoong laddyduck, wid a pair
Iv crooked boleydle lges atitached ¢
fwholle vist.

“Indade, Mr. O'Toole, he's nick was that
shmall san” schrawny Ol ixpicted Ivry min-
yute ¢ e It give way ("t hift Iv he's
txcaldingly lar-rge an' holly-lookin' Yale
sthudlar hid. Bur on closer obsarvazion
Lk saw thro' th” maricle. He's hid was
hild in pilace be manes Iv he’s sbkinny
Jowils ristin' complacintly atop Iv th
shunow Iwholte coof fwhich insarcied be's
shkiony nlck.

*Twas Rather Odd.

“4t samed quare, Mr. O'Toole, that sich
& shkibny little ar-rticle Iv man shud
kaow =0 much consmarnin’ th' gquistions t
be nxed iv blg, sthrappin’ min.

AL anny rale, Ol tould him th' rason

iv mé cahll an’ handed over the tin
dollars fwhich he charged.
“Sateln’ me 'lopgsoide Iv he'ssllf, he

comminced t' question me, a8 he sid, jist
&5 th' clvill sarvice ixsmmyners wud guis-
ton me,

“'Mr. O'Rafferty.” sez he,
th' p'lace foarce riprisint?’

“‘Are're ye&z a dommy intolrely? ses
OL *Th’ p'lace lfogree tiprisinia & lar'rge
body iv dalcint an’ rayepictible Olrish gin-
Uemin' sex Ol ‘an' s few scattherin’
Qurmans an' wan or two -AmMmerycans,’
sex Ol, ‘wid Blley Pinkerton's min on
dand t' do mhil th' dirthy wurruk,” wses
Ot

A shmolle passed over th' profissor's
Chonsise colored face at this, Mr, O'Toole,
an” Of tho't O was doln’ splindid.

“ ‘How many burticks ar-re there In &
wahll chwinty fate holgh chwinty fate
long an’ wan fut wolde, th’ barricks boiy’
two be foor be elght Inches?T sex be,

Ul cudn't r th' warrwl iv me see
fwhoy th' divil & p'laceman shud be run.
nin® about counthin' th' burricks in Ivry
wahll on he's bate  Mr. O'Toole, onlias he
Intinded lavin' th" foorce an' beicomin' u
bulldin® loxpechtor But, unnyhow, bav-
in' carrid burricks 'r manny Iar-rger
wahlls, Ol was able t' give th' lsddybuck
he's answer,

It All Depends.

“ *This accordin'.” sez Ol *t' how ciose
yex wateh th' conthractor an’ bhe's min’®
rex UL “Av yor kape thim upndher th'
Elim Iy ye'er oves' pex O, “tn' wahll
will hould ahll th’ burricks fwhichh he
hus depposited on th'e peratrie 'longrolde
as' 5 few ixtry lomds baysoides,' sex OL
‘But v yer lave thim go 'long widout
walchin®,' sez Ol "th' blug'ards will #il
up 1" usoides Iv th' wahll wid th' our-
pinthers’ tin-penny nally, raisin’' cake 1ift
over ir'm th' newly marrid wurrukmin's
losnch, ould tin cans dayposited in W
vielnity be Ixtramely worrid dogs, bur-
rigk dust scanithin's an anny other ould
t'l.;‘ln:m!n'hl:‘h have bin lift bayholnd be

¥ an’” nanny gouts iv th' nelghbor-
hood,! ez O1 e

**That bein' 0" sex Ol *twud be Ix-
tramely barrud  answer ye'er quistion
widout countin® th' burricks wan be wan,
an" as that wud nayeissitate th' pollin'
down IT th' wahll, sex O, OF'm afeared
th" burricks would not be counted.’

"Th" profissor wiggied about onaisily on
he's rate r afwholle, an’ thin sex he:

““Mr. O'Rafferty,’ ssex he, ‘av yezx wur
on th' foorce,” sex he, "an’ wur confronthed
wid & labor riot," sex ke, ‘fwhat wud yex
do? sex he

‘fwhat does

““In that case,’ sex O, ‘'me lxpalriance
have tayched me t° lave th' min have
thelr rooction out. Mesllf going’ t' th'

outskirtz v th' crowd an batein' in th'
hids v ' Vaders' pes O  “Not th'
I'aders Iv th' rlo!," eex Ol, **r they ar-re

br-rave, bpt misinfarrumed min, but *tle
" Uaders Iv th” min fwhin po denger is
Ebout” sex OL “Th' laddsbucks who
ol  thimsilves aggitators, shlways
houldin® soft Jobs in th' unlone’ sex O
“Ullln* th' min {" kape out iv polytics, but
ahlways hobnobin' wid o' polytical Vaders
thimslives ontll a chonst arrolves fr
thim t* «lll out th" mine, sex Of
About the Phillppines,

* "Now, Mr. O'Rafferty,” sezx th' profis.
sor, ‘fwheere an’ fwhat ar're th' Flllyfane
Olslands, an' be who ar-re they eon-
throlled ¥

= “Yez misundherstand me, profissor,’
sex OL *“"Tis on th' clty p'lace foorce (1
wish " sarve, an’ not as a p'ace dis-
thurber undher th' Impty-hided gin'zle n
th' Flilyfane Olslunds ' ses 0L

* ‘But, me man, mex th' profissor, “these
ar're ahll-impoortant quistions, fwhich
yex'll undoubtedly be axed he th' elvil
marvice ixammynin’ boord.*

““That bein' th" case’ zes O “In my
opinyun an' fr'm fwhat Ol've heerd an’
rd in th° pa-apers. eex OL “th' Fillyfane
Olsiands ar're a parciilv olslands sitty.
wated julst nare encagh t' Cholna {* slok-
en anoy daleint an' ravepictible Ammery.
can gintleman wid th" shmell v oplum,
chop suey am’ yok! mal’ ses Of. *Thelr
Infoorcemint upon th' Unofted States'
sex O, “was & par-rt v th' $30,000,000 far-
fate fwhich we pald t' Spain 't th' privi-
lige v worritin’ ber wid our display v
strinth’ sex OL “Of late’ sex O “Ib'
oisiands have bin undher th' conthrol v
& per-rty v git-rich-quick ar-rmy min,
who bave taken Ivrythin’' in solght save
the grasy male sacks off th' shkinny
&um lv th' maygur Inhabbytints' ses

iy yexr. OUve asked yeg some v 0" moOSt
impoortant quistions Iy th' Ixammynin
boord,’ sex he, ‘on' yes bhaven't answered
wan iv thim corrictiy. Yoz may be able t
run up & leddher wid & hod Iv burricks
molghty lalvely,' sez he, "but yex'll niver
make o p'lrceman,” sez he
O'Rafferty Moralizes.

“But Iv th' profissor was rulght in he's
quistions, Mr. O'Toole, ‘tis alsily sane
fwhoy th' placemin do be bateln’ th'
hids lv rayspictible eltyzens an' contilly
shlaply’ on their batex. Shure t' aven
sthudy up on sich jjyotic quistions wud be
enough t' dhrolve anny WAT Crasy,

“Baychune oursiives, Mr, O'Toole, Of
think th' pluncemin shud be tayched bow
t' capture dlsthurbers iv th' gp'ace, and
lave alone t° sthrugglin’ Fillyfane Olalands
an’ th' burricka in daycint taxpayers’
wahlls,™ JUBTUS GOODE.

Didn't Find Her Honey.

A young married woman from the South
who was visiting New York a few days
ago with her husband left him in their
hotel room one morning while she went
on an errand. She was not sccustomed
to big hotels, nor to big New York. but
she got back without mishap in half an
bour and knocked ut the door. Thore wis
no response.

“Let me in, honey,” sald the young
woman, knocking more vigorously.

il no- response.

“Honey, let me in!" ecalled the young
woman, redoubling her exertions. "Honey,
honzy, let me In!"

Bhe rattied the knob and shook the door
and poundesd with beth fists, but there
waa the sllence of the grave an the other
side. The young woman's wvoles rose to
half a ery.

“Honey. aren’t you there? 1 want to
get in. Honey, open the door!™

Then arose from the other side of (he

door a deep, bass voloe, with & resentful
note In It

“Madam,” it sald, "this s not a bee
hive. This s a bathroom,”"—New York

Just a Way They've Got.

As a matter of facl, Janet was bern
exRotly two years before her brother
Fred. Therefore, In the natural course
of things, when he wasz 10 she was 1% and
gloried In & When Fred was known to
be 14, she stlll confeased Lo sweet 14 When
Fred boasted 18 years, she tmidly ac-
knowledged herself just over 18, When
Fred came home from college, and had

A party In honor of his Zist birthday,

Janet sald to her friends:

“What & boylsh fellow Fred is! Who
would think he is only & year younger
than I™

When Fred declared himself 25, and
old enough to get married, Janet sald to
a gentleman friend:

“Do you know, I feel very jealous of
Fred getting married. But, then, I sup-
pose twins plways are more attached to
one another.™

And two years later, ai Fred's wed-
ding, she =ald with a girlish simper, to
the guests:

“Dear old Fred: To se¢ him married
foday, and to think when he was only
five years old they brought him In to
see me, his baby sister! I wonder If he
thinks of It now? ' —Philadelphin Inguirer,

Little Johnanle Heard From.

Mrs. Bilkins (sweetly)~Do have another
plecs of cake, Counin John. '’

Cousin John—Why, really, I've already
hud two; but it's s0 good 1 belleve 1
will have mnothet,

Littie Johnny (excitedly)—Ma's a winner!
Ma's & winner! She sald she'd betl you'd
make & pig of yoursell.—Brooklyn Life.

ONE OF THE PRESENTS.
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“How (10 yex get thot eyaT"
Ol cillbrated me birt"day the olher avenin'."

“Growing tired at Inst of his repented

Maxims for
Some Occasions

Wite Sayings for Everyday
Application; An’ You Desire.

—

“"Eat, drink and be merry, for tomor-
row—" ihe cook will go on & strike.

“Every cloud bas a allver lining—"'
but usually it Is made of German silver.

"Everytfling comes to him who walts—"
Including despair and decay.

*“I'he darkest hour ls just before dawn—"
at least {t seems darker when You are
trying ‘to find the keyhoie.

“A squenking door bangs a long time—"
and no one ever thinks to oll it.

“One swillow does not make a Bum-
mer—"" no, nor & meal

“It 5 a long lsne that has no turn—""
and sometimes it dpes not turn at all] it
just ends abruptly at a preciplce.

“A soft answer furneth away wrath—"'
but It is just as well to be prepared and
keep your hand near your platol pocket

“If at first you don't sficceed, try, try
again—'! even If you have to impress it
with a club.

“Virtue is [ts own reward—" at least it
is the only appirent one up to date.

**A good consclence makes a moft pll-
jow—" as does alo the knowledge that
you have tomorrow's rent money.

*“Where there's a will there’s a way—"
usually the wrong one

"Love Jeaughs nt locksmiths—" but
sometimes 1t laughs on the other aide of
its mouth, and has's mighty hard (ime
in the divorce court trying (o find a skele-
ton key that works a8 easy as that lovs
lock @id.

*'Tis better to give than to recelve—"
this holds good even to & blow.

“Forhbldden frult Is sweet—" but you're
wery apl to choke on the sceds,

—Ella Costillo Bennett In Ban Frandsco
Chroniola.

1

Pat's Idea of It

“A few Sunday's since.)” =ald a young
Catholle clergymiun from up the stale,
“I took occasfon to remind my congre-
mation, which is located in & mountaln
town, that I necded some money [or ne-
censitlien In connectlon with the church,
'With Winter coming on.' I sald, ‘we will
need plenty of coal, The church must
be kept warm, both for the comfort of
the congrogation and the preservation of
the bullding, 'The coliectionx during the
services today and next Sunday will be
devoted to the coal fund.'

“Just at this point Ned Flannigan, one
of the oldest parighioners, who occupied a
front-pew, begnn to laugh. I was rath-
er Indignant, and when church was over
I hurried out of the sacristy and look
Flannigan (0 task for laughing.

“*“What do you mean by such conduct,
Flannigan? 1 asked.

“*‘Fajith, 1 couidn't help laughin,’ Fath-
er,” he explained. *That wus a purty
good 'sthiff you give the people about the
coal. What would you want conl to hate
the church for when “tin hafed be
steam ™ "—Philadeiphia Record.

fick for Cash.

“That boy of mine has got to turn aver
a new jeaf,’” declared the well-known citl-
zen, who it 1s doubtful really knows how
much he I8 worth, “It lsn't so much n
question of money as it 1s teaching him its
value, He has been gway most of the
Summmer, and the letters he has wrltten
hom# have beean short but to the point—
more money.

demands upon my purse I cpased repiying
to them. Inside of two weeks I received
three more demands but lgnored them
all. Then he wired me, and I made no
ANEWer, [

 ‘Bend money quick. Am sick,” he wired
agaln,

TWIth what?™ I telegraphed back,

" 'With walling for cnsh,’ he answernd,
oollect.

"Ho got tt. But I am golng to have a
talk with him when he gets back., It is
time that he was dolng something else
besides spending money.”—Detroit Free
Preas.

She Got One Right Away.

*No, I never have a bit of trouble with
my husband,” remarked the frall jittle
woman with the Intelligent face. *In
fact, I have him right under my thumb ™

“You don't look wvery stirdnz.' doubt-
fully cCmmented the engaged girl.

“You mistake me, my dear. It's a men-
tal, not a physioal, subjection."

“Would you mind telllng me how—"

“Not & bit! Always giad to help any
one steer clear of the rocks. First of all,
you must know that a man In love is the
blggest sort of a fool, and says things
that make him almost wild when he hears
"em In ufter life. 1 realized It, and from
the very beginning of our eourtship 1
kept & phonograph in the room, and every
speech he made was duly recorded. Now,

whenever my husband gets u little hit ob-
streperces 1 just turn on a record or so,
Heavens! How he does rave! But he
can't deny It They always will, though,
it you don't have proof positive.”

*Thank you' gratefully murmured the
engaged girl. Tl get a phonograph this
very day.'—London Tit-Blts,

Let Her Ring!

A drama in one act. Characters—A bell,
& bell boy, another bell boy, and A& man
up stairs,

Bell-Ting-a-lng-ling.

Bell boy—There goes the bell
turn.

Other befl boy—Nothing of the sort.
yourself.

Bell boy—1 won't

Other bell boy—Nelther wil] I.

Beéll—Ting-ting-ting-a-ling-ling.

Ball boy—Yon had better go.

Other bell boy—It's your turn,

Bell boy—My turn nothing.
better chase vourseif up sisira

Other bell doy—You just sit theve and
see how fast I will go.

Beli—Ting-a-ling-lIng-ting-ting-a-ling!!

Bell boy—Let's play & game of euchre
and see who goes,

Other bell boy—All right.

Bell-Ting-a-ling! ting-ting!! trg-ting-a
Ung-ting 1110

Viry slow curtain—New York Herald,
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{ It Was All So Very Sudden! s
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“You know Tom.,” began the girl phi-

losopher, twisting a new ring about hee
ithird finger,

"Yes," exclalmed the other two 'In
chorus, “when s It Lo be™

“You know Tom," began the other agaln,
who would tell things in her own way or
notl at ail

fite
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POEMS WORTH READING

The Orgnnist,
1 wonder how tha prEmnlst
Can do =0 many things;
He'p gotting ready long belfare
The cholr stands ulb and wingw;
He'n peeswing butions, pushing sriops;
He's pulling bere and thers,
And testing all the working parts
While listenlng to the prayer.

He rune a mighty big machine,
It's full of funny thines;
A mass of boxes, plpes and tubes,
And sticks and slats and strings;
There's littie whisgles for a cent,
In rows and rowe and rows;
'l bet thure’s twenty miles of tubes
As lurge as ganden hose

There's scores, a8 round as stovepipes, and
There's lots so big and wide,
That several Hitle boys | know
Conld piny around inside;
From littin bitaof piccolos
That hardly make & toot,
There's every size up o the great
Blg :lrnhir chule

The organist knows every one
And how they ongbt to go;

He makes them romblé like a storm,
Or nlays them sweel and low:

At times you think them wery near;
At timaes they're moaring high,

Like anzel volses, singing far
Of, sumewhors in the sky.

For he ran take this structure that's
Ar tig as any house,

And make It squenk ms softly as
A tiny Httle mouse;

And thes be'll Jerk out semething with
A movement of the hand,

And make you think you're listening te
A military band

He plays it with his fingers and
He plays 1t with his loes,

And it he really wunled to
He'd play It with his nows;

He'n sitding up and down the bench,
He's working with his ksren,

He's dancing round with both his feet
Az lively as you plesse,

T always ke to ake a weat
Where 1 can see him go;
He's better than & sermon, snd
He doss me good. 1 know:
I Nke the Nfe and movement and
I Ike to hear him play;
He is the most sxeliting thing
In town on Sabbath day.
—George W. Stevens in Tolalo Timea.

“Roll On, Niagara.”

Roll on. Nlagara, roll en!

Continue thy descent
Aye, let thy tovrents tumble down

Like waterspouts unpent,
With swoop and swish and swirl and slide-
A aight one can't lorget—
A wondrous, awful. thrilling and
Stupendous bunch of wet

Roll en, Nlagara, roll on!
What 80 you care for me?
Yet 1 love you bacauss you're not
Just working for a fee.
You do your duoty every day,
With never-failing drip,
While guldes and drivers on the shore
Keep hustiing for a Up.

Roll oo, Niagara, roll en!

Do all the funny stunts you can,
For I must count the rost.

Rofl on, Nisgura, mall ont
Lime,

Ol cudn't eay fwhbat It was, Mr.
O'Toole, that riled ih' profissor. But,
m.l.n‘n; frm h’-mh:;‘-l

hoack dollars, =n ses
uornﬂu mﬂbﬂ
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The Bummage Sale.
The ladies planned a rummage sale,
They buzzed k= busy Dbees;
They rushed around in eager style,
All bound to ralve a handsome plie
For worthy charitien.

They gathered their old petticoats,
Theilr worn-out walsts and akilres;

They put in Bessie's pinsfors,

The las; Yoar's hat that papa wore,
And Eoliby's undorabirts.

|
|1hr:' herried Nere, they hustipd thems,

With ull their might and main;
They tock Aunt ‘Liza's plush coat down
And Cousin Barah's weddine gown,

And grandma’s cnunterpane.

The ladies’ hearls were full of glee,
But, uh, & horrid man

Criedl cut: “‘Beware of deadly bujgs

That jurk in ancient rags and rugs!™
And trouble them began.

“Look cut!*’ bhe crief, “for germs ahide
1n avery petticoat!™

The ladles rose up wrathfully,

And In a chorus sald that he
Whas lying tn his throat.

They sald he was & nasty thing

To try to balk them thua,
Thalr stuff, they vowed, was clean and nice,
Az cheap s dirt at half the price,

In no wise danger-ous!

Too late, too Iate, he understood;
He dared not face them all,
And, like a hunted stag the man,
All wet with persnimtionmn
To whem the woods were tall

They dared him and they badgersd him,
They called hitn undersized;

The town was stirred up o'er the foms

He raived who feared the germa. and thus
The sule was advertimed.

Tha people flocked from near and far,
They bought and bought and bought,
And when they closed 'twas whispered that
The ludles were astonished at
The orices things had brought.

Lomg Nve (e man who hollered “'Germal"
And when the ladies falr
Get up & rummage mle again
May bo be still on duty then
To relse his JiLis scure.
—Chictgo Record-terald.

In Honeymoon Daya,

There's billlng and coolng snd ks upon kiss,
There's long #ips of nectar and deep draughts

of blinr,
And some ooe writes “Mra™ where vpoe abas
wrote “Miss '

For hearts are ablaze

all of Jove's fire, while lps framath

speech
Whete amorous

With
phrames are linked each to

aach,
And somebody's “dovie’
“pemeh, ™

in boneymoon daya

There's somathing be mays calls her swest
blushes out,
And she vows he is “naughty’ with prim Uttle

and some one s

pout,
While they both thank thelr fortunste stars,
without doubt.
That there's o onn to &

held tight,
And somebody kisses her breath away qulte,
While some one just lets him with “‘ols!"
of delight,
In honeymoon Sayw.

Time drage rather wearlly on through July,
s the hasze

j o'er and man,
In heneymoon

When o walst In encircled and some one’'s

June marks the beginning, and how the days
fiy!

And loag before August has thought to paan by

Tint velled (hem from view, and they ve |ified
the ban

out the world—a most sensible plant

FROM XATURAL CAUSES.
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Waeh Mulllns cussed, an' sald as how
He played de tdur for low,

Coon Snipes, his pardner, cumed mo' loud,
An' said he knowed ‘twere »o;

Gup Hean reached out his big long arm
Ar' snatched up Mullins' tricks,

Den Brickyard Sam, an' Wash sa' Gup
Got In some lovely licks.

Den ench man Arswed his gun right quick,
An’ Jumped belind his cheer;
An’ purty soon-ds room were full
0" wmoke Instld o" slr;
I It out thru' a winder sash
What wasi't riz at aill,
An' me, an' glase an' rash an’ biind
All Sined In in de fall,

De police come. an’ lock'd de door
An® mant de coroner;

Who comed, s-smokin’ o' his pipe
(He dldn’t Live so fur).

He fowh along some jury men,
Who seod doy all wers doad,

An' den sgl down an’ writ a lot;
An" dis is_what dey sudd:

“Dis writin' witnesses dat Wash,
An' Coosi, an’ S8am an’ Gup
Come'd Lo ther death from nach'ul cauves
Plagin' “‘Seven Up' "
An' den déy wr't ds census man
To chanke de “rig'nal soore.
By st four niggers, mo’ or less,
Whe wouldn't play no maore.
—J. M. WADDILL.

If any other womun's eyes,

Nor in the eyes of any man.

A wistfulness uneatiefied;

A light that fades with years

Yot never quite goes out;

A Tight that warma

And makes her beagtiful;

A mother of dead children, the

Has in bir ayea

The pathos of earth's heritage

Of loma;

The pity and the paln.
—Wililam J. Lampton in New York Sun.

A Slight Difference.
Oh, my Jokes sre very fenny

Bly's Letter.
They wrole me shout yer marringe,
1 think it wuz Jimmy Le=ris,
He anys the groom is a4 high-toned chap
An' pothin® a-iall lke me;
He says that you wus a8 Duriy-—
Well, o course he give you & puff,
But if Jimmy had written twict as much
He couldn’t sald balf ¢ncugh.

I'm writin® to aak & faver, Xell,
1 want you to let me Keed
The lettors an’ thihgs you s+l me
When yoo wuz little Bo-Peep
An' me ihe lovin® abesbsrd lad,
Bellevin® yer heart wus mine,
In the dikyn when the flowers wuz bloomin’
An" the weather wus over fAne.

I know this ain't the proper thing
For afeiiur like me to do;
But they mean & awful lot to m=
An' they can't mean much to you
I've kept "em, hopin® to maks wmy plle,
An' when I got rich xt laat
' uv gone to & Eastern college
An' p'raps—but all that's past.

1 wanter keep yeor letterm
For thoy are my only bonks;

Beuldea, thoy're too yeller to send yoU-
T've spoiled thelr original locks.

I've rend 'em over so often
Tou'd never be able Lo iell

That the blurred llttle lne &t the bottom

rends:

“Yours forever, Nail."

1 »'pose you fergit the stickpin
You give me ane day wit' & kies,

Sayin', “Billy, 1 made a promiise
Never to part wit' this

Till 1 met the man I seally loved **
I'tm wearin' It Jest the smme

7% remember the drunken greaser
As once made free wit' yor mame,

An' then, them kodak ploisra,
The cces wit' the jucqueminot Toss,
Takess when you wuas gittin" well,
Drassed in yer ridin' clothea,
They're gracin’ the walls o' my cakbin,
1 christened 1t “Heaven" one day;
Ah! wo: would be left o' my heaven
1t the wneels wus taken away!

So, leave "em all to me, Nelly,
The lettesy an’ plctere an' things,
They're anly 1be’ troken feathars
That fell from my wild dove's wings
When she futtered away from my bosom
An' flew to & sofler nest;
Yot they'rs 5l the world to a cowboy
Burfed put bhere In the West.
~M. B. Kitvy in New York Herald

A Family Matter.
Bhe sewed a bution cn my cont,
1 watched the fingess nimbic;
Bometimes 1 bald ber spool of thread,
Anid sometimes held her thimble,
"I'm glad to do it, since you're far
From eister gnd [(rom mother;
Tt omueh & thing, she sald, and smijed,
“Ax I'd Qo for my brother.'

The tair head hent so close to me
My heart was wildly beating;
Bhe seamed o feal my gase, looked up,
And thén our glances mecting,
Bhe flushed & ruddy. roay red,
And I, 1 bent and kiss:d her,
“*'Tis such a thing™ [ murmured low,
“As I'd do to my slster,"”
—Brookiyn Life.

Haunted,
Az I sit at fall of evening,
Muning “fore the open fire.
‘Joring thoughts as light and Altting
As the blages of the pyre,
1! appears to me u figure
Swanding In the flickering light,
And 1 say in trembling accents,
“Art thou come Agaln lonight?
Bpeak! who are thouT what thine errand?*
A with aslay:
“I'mm Jim Brown, the tafllor'a som, sir:
Here's that bIIL, Px wunis his psy!"
—Detroit

Lati ol

Loave's Messnge,

When the dews of nighit have failen, and tha
wtars fond vigll hesp,

When the vares of day are over, and the
world = h od In sleep

Then I think of n B o glivaming be-
neath the tender

When we stond beslde dear love, amd
whispered our “'good.-bye.™"

Thoe' woury munths have come and gone In

" soone,
still linger in the lans

changing res
Food thoughts of

Tha' huve pansed away. and

Uie

4
The
cling to thee.

will ever

Ob. Timo may moil onward and ssesons may
vhange,
And this ilfe with its dreams fade awaj;
But the heirt thas In falthful, the love that
I true,
Wil live on forever and ays, sweelheart,
Will lve un forever and ayel

T wander o'¢r the hllln, dear henrt; [ hear the

think of thee,

Ok, Time misy roll onward, and seusons may
chance,
And this ile with its @reams fade away;
Hut the hézst that s falithful, the love that
Is true,
W llve on foraver knd aye, swoetheart,
Wil Ity on ftorever and aye|
—Wiolet A. Orifith, In The Skelch,
By en By.

El vou den keep on a-hooin'
Dmt de times "1l mend

You boun' ter ¥otch de rainbow
At do roun' worls ‘end

Den steady,

En ready

When de vtorm break In de sky;
Biead
En reudy,

En you'll resch home by en byl

Ef you des keep on a-gwine
B de groun’

a-kivesrin' «r

You boun' ter ketch de minbow
Wen de worl' ta'm roun’.
Den eiendy.
0 read
WWien oa light Tall from de aky)
Bteady
En remddy,
Ea yuu'll peack hatns by en by!
Atlanta Constitution,
Her Reward.
I tel]l the cotk jumt what fo oook
Ang how to « it. though
I Teel har fixed, (nd'guant look—

As If aha 4l not know!

I rearraryes with lovine care,
The tabie’s furnishings,
And lay sutne roses, heres and thers,
, Among the spodne atid thilngs.
My prettiest walst 1 don, and dress
My halr in dalmiy f(rim
Prizing my own attractivenees
As offering Joy to him—

And (hen-he comes' *Oh, hella. desst.
Dead tired. Tuin down that blaze
Ko ietters? Any company here?
Whete I the dogT" he says.

~Madellne Bridges, In Life

| either,””

| Isugh or cry.
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young wo
him for book
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was nwiully sald tha

Did you mistake
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taken ™"
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i the listeners.

wdded vigorously and
wugh she waa about to
wasi't Tom at all,"” she
ely, “bat an accident
o had come to s=e about
burned pose. The mald
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inguired ths flut-

‘It
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4 a Uttls, but L

thought he was

e sald he whshed were,"”
wudence!™*  nk 1 the sallow
¥ “You really should tell
fOT as lOnNE &8 yOU ATe WeAls

meaguil's cry

The Lresszes softly sing t0o me a s, sweet
Tuliaby,

The erest wiives sre mbbing ns they mur- |
mur om the mhore

My fotidest one, gool-Yye—good-bie—gool-bye
for evermore.'®

And my heart la full of sorrow, and my lfe
Is full of pain,

For 1 loag o hesr r voloe, dear jove, and
e yoOLr f(ve acuinm

Our lives are now divided, but your spirit
POInEs 1O T,

And ln the siltnce of the night [ dream nnd

Tother Felinow's.
sald the philts-
up her hand: "IK's
inaurance man's."’
tons looked at each other'in
rpriae flaffy-haired giri

ed (0 Inquire:

“But i

phes defiantly holding

= not Uis ring.'””

after he came out te
injuries nof the maloe-s

it dear to poke her noss
cign News
of a Foosthall Player.
10 defentad Wilmington
1T to A gume. Nelther side
hnlf, and It jooked tick-
whk was fine, but Snally
ek sth his legs, and
up. Five minuies af-
begnn we landed. the
I was given
igninst tackle, Thelp

Ninrs

1

= .
Oetober W

e b tamilom
Ll me by one (oot and =topped
pal! wrs stlll o oot from the

' fourth down. Oug

pixd me and stretehed
wis over the lne
hive o gquit, as ona
r jonger than the eother, bug
retehml my other leg to Mt

varde two seconds fas-
stride.

Had
the game so 1
without being seem.
ch my teelh
Gt them
ils trousers, and
pulled an even
e irmed me, he LIt
§ exll that taking un-
im cume through the

con 1. No ane hart.—R.
Chicago Tribune

Had Conee to e Alarmed,

"Woman overboard!

There was inmediately a great commo-
tion on deck, The hAushand ruxhed franti-

# it P

in the W

alf I

the pat

nn —

- Back In

pally about, tearing Wis holr, wringing his
hands, ying b ingly:

“Dh, niv her—suve hor! Bbhe s my
wife

The noble sailors thought of thelr own
doiir on ome, and risked thelr Hvea
to mve the woman. They succeeded, and
tonk her to the eabin of the swooning
husband, whoss look of gratitude fully re-

pald them for thelr efforta
A foew moments Imtsr he recovered,
thrist hls hand [ato his wife's pocket,

puilel oot n heavy purse, and, with evl-
dent relief, said:

“Look here, old woman! Next time you
want to lean over the ship's =ide, let me
hold that purse. You scared me almost to
death! " —Answers,




