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JUST BEFORE WINTER COMES.

Chickens roostin® in the barn,
Too cold in the trees;

Folks is keepin' close to hum,
Jes' like honey bees,

Frost gits at yer rheamatis,
‘Ain't no use to holler,

Col" Is gittin' in yer bones,
Pains s boun' to foller,

Mornin' jes' the time to sleep,
Col' outside the kiver,

Dad shouts up it's time to bounce,
Boys begin to shiver;

Huskin' corn out in the fiel’
Ain't so mighty 'musin’
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'Fore the sun gits really up—
Rather be a snoozin',

Quail is hollerin' in the woods,
Seems jes' like they know

FFolks so busy huskin' corn
Hunting's got to go;

Jea' you wait thar, Mr. Quall,
Jes' keep up yer tootin’;

Spen’ yer time a crowin’ now,
Soon there'll be some shootin’,

Soon's we git the woodshed full,
En corn all in the erib,
Then we'll git our huntin’ togs,

En you won' be so glib;
Dogs'll fin' you in the bresh,
Spite o' all yer boastin',
Gun'll then begin to bark,
Boon you'll be a roastin®,

Autumn's jes' the time o' year
Makes yer heart git glad;

Bummer's work mos' finished up—
En winter ain't so bad;

Bettin' roun' s-poppin’ corn,
dr dozin’ In & chair;

In summer can't be lasy,
Aln't no time to spare,

—Lynn C, Doyle.

WHEN | PLAYED GOLF.

When T played golf I learned to ent
Some things 1 dared not eat before,
I learned another- tongue complete,
I learned to lle about my score.

When I played golf I learned to flirt—
An opportunity most rare—

And as I eameoed the dirt
I pictaresquely learned to swear.

When 1 played golf I' learned to steal
The balls the other players lost.

I learned to spend my all and feel
"Twas wrong to stop and count the

Ccost,

When T played golf my greéat concern
Was this:—I say it to my shame—

The only thing I did not learn
Was how to play the cussed game.

—Lil’o.
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2 TOM'S BLUNDER.

£
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OM BENTLEY was a fool. That
ts to say. he was generally ac-

-

Trrmlllml with having less sense
than his fellow men, Certalnly he had
abilitles of a falr order, but they were
not of the kind adapted to carry him
through the ordinary affairs of life
without some blunder here and there,

Tom fell In love. Not that thls might
be consldered as the natural result of
his naiflletlon, but It led him to the
Dlunder here recorded,

When Tom first met Miss Amanda
Smith he wae acting as private secre-
tary to a wealthy retired senator. Just
about the Hme Tom's heart bade him
unburden himself at the feet of Miss
Amanda, hls employer went abroad,
taking his secretary with bim. Why
he did not propose to her by letter, 1
do not know: nor was It any of my
business; 1 record simply facts,

A year passed by before Tom's em-
ployer was disposed to return, and then
his return was unexpected, else Tom
dihuld hardly have had the chance to

hake this - blunder.

It was a beautiful May morning, Af-

ter & good night's rest, Tom had stroll-
ed down town to attend to some busi-
ness, In order that his mind might
be freed from all cares, prellminary to
a call upon Miss Smith, Toward noon,
his business completed, he entered a
fashlonable cafe, which was, to him,
replete with memories of happy vislts,
in company with her for whom he had
been langulshing a whole year. The
seat he took gave him a position
whenee he might admire his own at-
tractions In a full length of French
plate, and also observe the other guests
plate, and also observe the other
guests,

Before he was half through lunch the
mirror made known to him the pres-
ence of a very sirlking couple, S8he
was young, beautiful and—Miss Aman-
da Smith! He—well, Tom did not
know him, but observed, with paling
cheek, that the two were very much
devoted to each other. Finally he no-
ticed a startling fact, Miss Smith,
with feminine care, was just In the act
of passing a beautiful white hand over
her tresses, Tom watched 1, in all
the fagcination of a lover: untll sud-
denly his heart began to sink. On the
third finger of Miss Smith's left hand
wna a wedding ring!

“Great Bcott, she's marrled.” poor
Tom moaned. The next minute he was
off like a shot.

I knew nothing of all this until gome
time after; in fact, not until I recelved
n letter from Tom, In which he up-
bralded me for a Iack of friendly In-
terest, In not having acqualnted him
with the news of Miss Smith's mar-
rlage. He detalled the scene In the
cafe, and told me that his life was
ruined: that he never eared to return
again to his native town. He was now
holdifig n good position in New York,
and would stay there,

I was a little perplexed by this turn
of events, yet I correctly guessed the
affalr to be complicated by his stupid-
ity. 1 resolved to see Miss Smith, and,
If possible, ferret out the mystery, Ac-
cordingly, one fine afternoon, 1 called
sipon her, in the bope that elrcum-
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stances would bring about gome solu-
tion of Tom's troubles,

The first thing 1 observed, when we |
were seated for a chat, was her left
hand. Nelther there nor.on the other
hand could I see anything n appear |
ance approaching a wedding ring, |
resolved upon a bold expedient,

“1 mise the plain gold ring you some-
times wenr,” 1 sald,

“Oh, yes," wus her reply. “Excuse
me for a moment, and 1 will get 1.

There 18 a very sad story connected
with It.”

She returned shortly, and handed ta
me what was unmistakably a wedding
ring. While I was examinlng I she
related to me the story of a dear cous-
in, who, after wearlng it one short
year, had died In far-off India.

“But, Miss Smith,” I asked, with the
freedom of a friend, “are you not
afrald to wear this In such a way that
It might mislead people?”

“I never do,” she replled, “Indeed,
I make it a point of wearing |t always
on my right hand.”

This was all the more perplexing. I
knew her to be precise and eareful: I
knew Tom was not such n fool that
he could not tell the right hand from
the left. Tt was certalnly strange, and
for s few minutes we drapped the mat-
ter. At last, an Idea having struck
me, T asked Mis¢ Smith to put the ring |
where she nsually wore It—on the third |
finger of the right hand. Then I gent- |
ly turned her to a mirror, held up hPl'|
arm, and asked what the mirror sald,
Astonishment spread over her face as
she looked,

“Why, It secems to be on my left
hand! T never thought of that."

I did not explaln to her the reason of ;
my Interest, but that night I sat down i
and wrote a long letter to Tom, ealling |
him some cholce names, nnd warning
him that his folly would wultimately
bring untold trouble upon himself If
he did not reform, |

My harshness, however, did not pre- |
vent me from belng, three months lat-
er, the best man nt Tom's wedding,—
Waverley Mngnzine

| trled to trip me up to-day,
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"How do youn suppose she manages
to have the reputation of being so good-
natured?’ “Easy enough. She never
cultivates any opinlons of her own."—
Brooklyn Lifte,

“Did that girl encourage you any?"
“Well, when I eallod she didn’t appear
herself, but she sent her mother In to
see me instead of her father.”—Indian-
apolle Journal.

Buggestion.—Wife — We need a ngw
set of china, dear. This one Is nearly
gone.  Husband—Why don’t yon walt
until we get a new cook and start even?

| —Harper's Bazar,

“Does this ellmate agree with you?"
sald the gollcltous person, “Very sel-
dom,” answered the man of serlous
meln.  “I'm a professionnl  weather
prophet.”—Washington Star.

Tommy—Pop, what does |t mean to
fritter your time awny? Tommy's Pop
—0Oh, that's just another wiay of ex-
pressing the futility of arguing with a
woman.—Philadelphla Records

“What makes you look so gloomy ?”
“I just had an awtul shock."” “Did you,
really 7" “Yes, I just heard & man who
Is the same age as myself reforred to
—rhtladelphia Press,
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INDIAN BUILT A RAILROAD.

Only Member of Race Who Ever Rose
to Such Distinction.

An Indlan whose name I8 familiar in
portions of Missourl, Arkansas, Kansas
and the Indlan Territory and who en-
Joyed the distinetion of having bullt a

| rallway line which bas grown to be one

of the most Important in the middie
west is Mathias Splitlog whose death
oceurrad a short time sinee.

Splitlog was born in Canada in 1810,
and was of French and Indian descent,
He was brought up in the woods of the
far north and was unable to read or
write, but he could count money like a
banker and was shrewd at driving a
barganin, Like most Indians, he was
reticent, enutious and suspicious.

Although without schooling or me-
chanleaeaining, Splitlog was a nat-
ural mechanleal genlus, and to that
he was Indebted for his start in life, He
had built a ferryhoat at Windsor, Can-

| adi, In the early "40's, and ran a ferry

“Isu’t that prominent politician some-

thing of an egotist?' “I think 80; he
won't even let his wife's photograph be

taken without his bust In the back-

ground.”—Indlanapolis Journal,

“Johnny! Johunny! Yon're so nolsy.
I'm going to have rubber soles put on
all your shoes.” *“That's great, mal
And, oh, ma! get me some rubber el-
bows, too!"—Indlanapolis Journal,

“No, Tommle, dear, you don't get any
more jam. Next time, when you have
been a very good clhilld, you get gome
more.  “S8ay, mother, do you think it
wlill keep so long?"—Brooklyn Life,

Mrs. Smith—So Hattle Is going to
marry Mr. Stickker, after all? Mrs.
Brown—Yes, she was forced to ft. It

wag the only way of ever having an

| evenlng to herself.—Boston Transeript.

“Why do youn leave your windows
open at nlght? Aren't you afrald of
burglars " “Yes, that's the reason. If
1 keep the windows shut they'd proba-

bly break the glass.” — 'llladelphlia
Press,

His Reason.—Costlgnn—Casey hozn't |

drank a dhrop since he took out the
“accldent polley.” Cassldy—Whoy: Cos-

ways sober men thot gits hurted.—
Judge,

Husband — I see they're advertising

| tigan—He sez he's noticed thot It's al- |

batween Windsor and Detroit,
also bullt a saw

p—

He had
mill there and dis-

played other Indications that caused
the United States government to notice
him, and he was selected us a sultable
man to go to the Wyandotte Indian res-
ervition In Knnsas to bulld houses for
the Wyandottes,

After completing his work among the
Wyandottes, Splitlog moved to the Sen-
ect Indlan Natlon, close by, aond bullt a
grist-mill and saw mill there. His coun-
sel and energles were go highly appreel-
nted by the Benecas that they adopted
il ns one of their tribe and he married
A Senecn womnn, A few years later
he became ehlef of the Sencens.

When, in 1886, Splitlog concelved the
Idea of bullding a rallroad, he wnas a
wenlthy man,  He bought an alleged
rich gold mine and It was with the idea
of bringing his gold flelds in touch with
the large cities that he started hls lne,
In 1887 thirty-five miles of rallroad had
been put into operation, or under way,
and Splitlog had put $265,000 into his
scheme. But his troubles began to

bargains In patent mediclnes at Kutt | #70W, and fioally he was compelled to

& Price's drug store.
too aggravating? There isn't a thing
the matter with any of us.—Phlladel-
phia Record.
Compensation. — Cleverton — I {ind
nowadays that If a man wants to marry
a girl he has to work till he gets her,

| Daghaway—But If It's the right girl he

doesn't have to work" afterward,—
Brooklyn Life,

“I suppose you have been a good boy,"
sald the youngster's uncle, “Well,”
was the answer, “I haven't had to be as
good as usual.  You see, we only have
one clreus a summer nowadays.”—
Washington Star.

“She used to say he was a man of
very strong will power.” *“Yes, that
wasg before they were marrled.” “And
how does she put It now?" *Now ghe
says he's as stubborn as an ox.”—Chl-
cago Times-Herald,

Jones—She's a fine-looking woman,
and then such a splendld carringe she
bhas! Smith—8plendld carriage? Guess
there's some mistake, Never knew her
to ride In anything but the trolley cars.
—Boston Transcript.

“What are you buying all those traps |

for?' “Doctor's orders. He tells me

| T need a little recreation and Insists

that I should go duck-hunting with
him."” “Hub! Beems to me that's a sort
of quack remedy."—Phlladelphla Press.

Tess—I thought she was golug 10
marry old Gotrox. Jess—8he was, but
she broke the engagement. Tess- -
What for? Jess—When she accepted
him he told her she had put new life in
him.—Phlladelphia Press,

“We are Just holdlng a love feast,”
sald young Mr, Linger, audaclously, to
Mr, Frisble, when that father of an en-
gnged daughter put his head In the
parlor doorway at 11:26 p. m. *1
thought It must be a protracted meet-
Ing,” sald the old gentleman, as he
withdrew.—Harper's Bazar,

Mrs., Newrlch—That Mrs. Hyart is a
stuck-up thing. 1 know just as much
about music as she does; she needn’t
get funny. Mrs, Browne—Why, what
has she done? Mrs. Newrlch—O! ghe
Asnked If I'd
ever heard somebody's “SBongs Without
Words."—Philadelphia Press.

“Did they have fresh vegetablen ev-
ery day where you boarded this sum-
mer?' “No,” sald the sad-looking citl-
zen, “the farmer we visited bought
everything at the cross-roads grocery
store, There's only one thing worse
than a green goods man and that's a

'lunnad goods man.—Weghinglon Star,

Wife—Isn't that | Sell out,
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His gold mine proved a fall-
ure and the old chlef lost conslderabla
of his wealth. In 1800 the road passed
out of his control, It was pushed
through to the gulf and almost to the
great lakes by the new owners and
proved a paylng venture.

Splitlog had many pecullarities but
was always thoughtful, conslderate and
charltable and may be classed ag one of
the most remarkable of Indians, Upon
his death be left over $100,000,

A PROFOUND SCHOLAR.

Prof. Mueller Was One of the World's
Grentest Philnlogints,

Friedrich Max Mueller, who died in
London recently, takes rank ns one of
the most distingulshied philologists of
the century, Hls
whole lifetime,
comparatively, was
Elven up to re.
searches Into the
originof languages,
To him more than
to any other schol-
ar, possibly with
one exception, Sir
MULLER,  Willlam Jones, the
western world Is Indebted for the open-
Ing up of the vast field of Sanskrit 1it-
erature, upon a knowledge of which de-
pends a fundamental conception of Orl-
ental modes of thought. Prof. Mueller
was the son of o German poet, Wilhielm
Mueller, nnd was 76 years of age. Hls
bent to the study of lnngunges of the
enst was early shown., He had been
connected with Oxford Unliversity
since 1848, at the time of his death be-
ing corpus professor of comparntive
phillology.

While Prof. Max Mueller made En-
gland his home and employed himself
chlefly In making known In the En-
glish language the treasures of Sans-
krit Mterature, his services were well
appreciated In Germany, as Indeed they
were In all countries, for he was known
by his writings In the literary maga-
zines In Ameriea, France, Germany and
Italy. Many marks of personal friend-
ship were shown him by the Bmperor
Wiltlam, who on several occaslons made
him the medium to convey telegrams
of congratulation to the athletes of Ox-
ford and asademic Institutions in whom
the Kalser Interested himself.

PROF.

A little switeh engline atached to =
big traln always puffs and snorts, and
halts in a manner that reminds us of
a little man who tackles a blg subject.

A rural edltor refers to hls motherin-
law a8 the “gueen of terrora"




