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Plteher the gunner §s brisk and Foung;

He's a Ughtsome heart and n merry toague,

An ear llke a fox, an eye like a hawk,

A foot that would sooner run than walk,

And ;‘l hand thet cao touch the linstock
ome

As 1!.1.- lightulng darts from the thunder-
dolne,

Hf hates o tory: he loves n fight:

The roll of the drum Is his heart's dellght;

And three things rule the gunner's life:

s el

His country, his gun, and his Irlsh wife,
Oh, Mully, with your e¥es 80 bioe!
Oh, Mully, Molly, here's to you!
Bweet Honor's roll will uye be riehep
To bold the pame of Moilly Plteher,

A bnllet comes singlng over the brow,

A_ml Piteher's gun Is sllent now,

The brazen throxt that rvared his will,

The shout of bis warlike Joy, 1s still,

The binck lips curl, but they shoot no

Hame,
And the volce that crles on the gunner's
nnime
Finds only It's echo where he lles
With :1:5 steadfust face turned up to the
Biivs,
Oh, Muolly, Molly, where he les
His last lonk meets your Tulthiful eyes:
His last thought sioks from love to love
Of your darling fuce that bends iabove,

*'No one to serve In Plicher’s stead?
Wheel hinck the gun!'® the ciaptaln sald;
When, like a flash, hefure Lim Atood

A tigura dashed with smoke and hlnod,
With stresmlng halr, nnd exes of Aame,
And lips that falter the punner's name,
"Whoel back his gon, that never yet

His fighting duty did Corger?

His volee shall speak, thongh he e dead;

I'll serve my husband’s gun!™ she sald.,
Oh, Molly, now your hour is come!
Up, girl, and strike the linstock home!
Lesp out, swift ball! Away! away!
Avenge the gunuer's death to-day!

All day the great guns barked and roared:
All day the blg balls screeched and soared;
All day, "mid the sweating gunnpers grim,
Whao :lrl;lied in thelr smoke-shroud dense and
o,

Swect Molly labored with courage high,
With steady band and watchful eye,
Tl the duy was ours, and the slnking sun
Looked down on the fleld of Mounmouth won,
Apd Molly stonding beside her gun.

Now, Molly, rest your weary arm!

Safe, Molly, all Is safe from harm,

Now, woman, bow your aching head,

And weep In sorrow o'er your dead!

Next day on that field so hardly won,
Stately and calm stands Washlngton,
And in-nlw where our gallaut Greene doth
ead
A figure clad In motley weed—
A soldler's cap and a soidler's coat
Masking a woman's petticoat,
He greets our Molly In kindly wise:
He blds her ralse her fearful eves:
And now he halls her before them all
Comrade and soldier, whate'er befall,
“And since she has played o man's full part,
A man's rewurd for ler loyal heart!
And Serieam Molly Plicher’'s name
Be writ henceforth on the shleld of fame!"
Oh, Mally, with your eyes so hluel
Oh, Molly, Molly, here’s to you!
Sweet Honor's roll will aye be richer
To hold the name of Molly Plteher.
—Laura E. Itichards, In 8t. Nlcholas.

A LUCKY FOURTH

BY WELDON J. COBB.
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OTIIING had bLeen talked of at
NI"III'I“HH" for a week but picnies,

bugey drives, ice eream and fire-
works, for Fonrth of July was near at
hand, but to pretty Nellie Boyd [ndepen-
dence Day meant ansiety and dissatis-
faction.

Nellie had two lovers—Iloy Newton
and Hugh Deunison. Roy was full of
“smart talk,” fashing like a meteor.
Hugh was plain, honest and earnest, a
giunt in athletic sports, and with inborn

reverence and respect for all womankind.,
Nellie was in a gquandary, Roy had
asked her to go on a steamboat excur-

slon on the Fourth, Hugh to the picnic
of the local Veterans' Club, She knew
not which invitation to accept.

On the 1st of July Nellie kept out of
the way of the luckless swains, July 2
she reecived an unexpeeted letter, It
cut the Gordion kool, In great relief
ghe indited two dainty notes.

That evening two young men entered

the postotlice.  When they came out each
had a letter. Roy went around one cor-
ner hurrledly—Ilugh tnrned another, his
heart beating like a trip-hammer,

Absorbed, these two young gentlemen
unconsciously walked around the block
and met, Hugh stammered, Roy flushed
—both looked sheepish,

“Hr—golpg anywhere
Fourth?” fuquired Roy.

“I was,'” replied Hugh, “but this set
tles it," and he frankly exhibited Nellie's
missive,

“I reckon we are in the same boat,”
pursued Hugh, “We're left on the same
girl, but that don’t blot out the Fourth
of July entirely, does it?"

“Too late to ask aunother girl,” grum-
bled Roy.

“Oh, I wasno’t thinking of another girl"
answered Huogh, lovally, *1 was won-
dering If you and 1 couldn’t go off some-
where and have s pleasant day of it? 1
put aside some money for the Fourth,
and I guess it's patriotic to spend it.”

They arranged to take the train down
to Dirocton the next day and put in the
Fourth at that place.

Nellie's letters had told them that a
distant school frlend had written asking
her to spend the Fourth with her, and
she had nccepted the invitation,

They reached Brocton, got a meal at
a restaurant, and here Roy left his sateh-
el, promising to return and arrange about
& hotel later.

particular the

Hugh wished he was back home, for as
soon #as Roy had found out he had
brought ounly five dollars with him, he

had acted very coldly,

Hugh was wandering down a rather
ill-looking street when he noticed a bar-
ber shop.

*1 believe I'll get a haircut,” he de-
cided, and entered the ]\lih‘i',

There was solid luxury In the velvet
chair, and soothing influence in the bar-
ber's deft tonch. Hugh fell asleep,

When he awoke he looked into the mir-
ror startled. His hair was a creation of
art, His incipient mustache was a
streak of glittering black. He was oiled.
scented, pomaded from sealp to throat!

“Monsienr nodded *Yes,” when I asked
shampoo? hair dye? sea foam? extract
rosa-de-rose? curl mustache?’ explalnad
the wily artist. *“But—view monsieur's
superb ensemble!  And only three dol-
lars and cighty-five cents!”

“What!" shouted Hugh,

Glibly the barber ran over the items.
They tallicd. Hugh got boisterous. The
barber called a voliceman. Hugh adjust-
ed the infamous swindle, and wrathfully
returned to the restaurant. Roy had
called for his satehel and departed.

“He's too mean to train with!” com-
mented Hugh, bitterly—*he has given me
the slip purposely. I'm too common for
him!”

Hugh had just enough money to pay his
railroad fare home, but the evening train
had departed. He was not hungry, but
he was slecpy. He walked to the city's
edge, and turning in among some bushes,
slept as he had often slept at home—
on the soft grass, uuder the quiet stars,

. . - . = . .

It was about 5 o'clock Fourth of July
morning when Huogh aweke. In the dis-
tance echoed ftful spurts of explosive

sound, but nearer noises disturbed him.

A horse, riderless, but heavily saddled,
had slipped down the enibankment,
Struggling to right itself, the steed roll-
ed almost over on Hugh, He grasped
out and caught the saddle girth, It snap-
ped loose, he fell back, narrowly escap-
ing the Hying hoofs, and the horse sprang
up into the road again and dashed off
wildly.

“A runaway!” muormured Hugh—*"and
Bome one after it."”

Into view galloped a horesman, who
halted with a shock, He glared down at
Hugh, leveling a pistol.

“Quick!” he demanded—*“did you sce
a horse?”

“Of course 1 did,” answered Hugh,
boldly facing. *“Don't you hear him?’

In the distance sounded the hoofs of
the runaway. With a growl the man
started In pursuit before Hugh could re-
fer to the saddle.

This the horse had left behind him In
the bushes. Hugh examined its bulging
flaps. The leather pockets were burst-
ing with baok notes, silver and postage
stamps,

Hugh did a heap of thinking. "Then
he covered the saddle with brush, and
went into the city.

Early editions of the morning papers
were just out. Newsboys were shouting:
“Full necount of the postoflice robbery!”
Iugh purchased a paper.

Amid the rising pop and bang of early
fireworks, he read of the burglary ot the
local postollice—booty secured, twenty
thonsand dollars; reward offered, ten per
cent,

Hugh went to the nearest police station
and told his story. There wias no doubt
but that he had in hiding the plunder-
stuffed saddle of a runaway horse of
the thieves,

As Hugh left the station, two hours
after the saddle had ben sent for, and
the stolen booty identified, he earried In
his pocket an order for two thousand
dollars.

A patrol wagon just then drove wup,
londed with young men. He started as
he recognized among them his recreant
comrade IRoy, one of a coterie arrested
in a gambling haunt.

Hugh secured his release and loaned
Bim twenty-five dollurs to get to a dis
tant relative in temporary humble retive-
ment,

That was a lucky Fourth of July for
Hugh. A few evenings later, when he
modestly told his story to the Boyds, Nal-
lie looked pleased, and her father ob-
served:

“You showed yourself no spendthrift
with your five dollars, Hugh, if yon did
get tricked out of most of it—and as yon
have two thousand in bank as a nest egz,
why not settle down and ger married ¥

This was plain and pluomp, Nellie
blushed. IL.ater, she hid her head on
sturdy Hugh's shoulder as he nsked her:

“Roy or Hugh, dear: which is it to he?%”
There was no hesitation in the answer.
and brave, loyal Hugh was made happy.

The Patriotic Spirit.
Every boy and girl in Ameriea may
well be proud of the bright flag which

waves above so many school housss to-
day; and the youth of other countries
also love their national flag and their
pative land, so that the patriotic spirit
is not- confined to any one people mor to
any one period of human history.

Just because that spirit is sweetest
where the people are most earnest te
seek the happiness of all their country-
men, it is right that we study the his-
tory of other countries and peoples, to
see if we can learn from them that which
will make us more blessed and prosper-
ous.

Sometimes we think that there never
was a country where everybody had so
much canse for being happy as In these
United States. And sometimes we forget
that mearly all the laws, maxims and
incentives to patriotism which move our
own hearts and bless mankind had their
real origin long before Greece and Rome
were known to history.

The trals of our forefathers when they
first landed upon these shores and during
their gradual attainment of national in-
dependence mever fall to awaken sym-
pathy. And yet the most noteworthy
adoption of a new country by 2 wander-
ing people was that of the Hebrew. The
devotion of his Hebrew ancestors to their
native land when they were captive ex-
Hles, far away from home, is a sublime
type of the patriotic spirit in its noblest
and best expression: “If I forget thee, O
Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her
cunning! If I do not remember thee, let
my tongue cleave to the roof of my
mouth!"—Gen. Henry B. Carrington, U.
8. A,

AMUSING POLITICS.

Our Fathers Knew Something About
the Game Themselves.

From the vantage point of 126 years of
observation the mutations of politics
strike the observer as something ex-
tremely amusing, We have a habit of
leoking down upon our forefathers from
our superior height: but the old fellows
knew a thing or two about politics them-
selves. We haven't improved on their
thorough manner of abusing political op-
ponents. In volubility, in vindictiveness
and in fertility of invention, the politi-
cians and journalists of 100 years ango
seemed to be very close to the original
well springs.

Even Washington was not exempt from
shafts of ridicule and vials of vitriolle
calumny. He was one of the best abused
men of his day. The partisans of Jeffer-
son did not leave the great George a
shred of reputation or a vestige of char-
acter, and bitterly did he resent the at-
tacks. Jefferson is on record as saying
that Washington was the most gensitive
to criticism of any man in public life.
And it is of record that the stately Fath-
er of His Country, whose icy calm and
remarkable self-control are matters of
more or less apochryphal history, gave
way to ungovernable rage and made the
air sulphurous with the violence of im-
precations when a particularly caustic
criticism of his acts or personality ap-
peared. There was a well-defined vein
of old Adam in the first President, and
his enemies delighted in working It for
all it was worth. The things said about
Washington would give pause to a reck-
less partisan of this age of license of
speech,

But every dog has his day, and Jeffer-
son had his, Jefferson was accused of
nearly everything that an exuberant fan-
cy could invent. The clergy of New Kng-
land contributed a falr share of the ob-
loquy heaped upon the sage of Monti-
cello, They called him an atheist and
intimated that he was in league with
Satan to destroy the body and damn the
soul of the nation. Time has proved the
clergy in error on both counts, but the
circumstance is offered in evidence to
establish the fact that the religious teach-
ers of the present day who assume the
burden of regulating public affairs and
who volunteer to furnish pedigrees for
public men on demand are mnot ploneers
in the field, but are only following in
the rut of precedent.

When Jefferson was elected President
he referred to the matter as a revolution
as important In its way ns that of 1776
had been; which goes to show that there
has been no change in partisan clap-traps
since Jefferson set the fashion, When-
ever the ndministration is turned over to
the other party, the event is hailed as
a revolution of the utmost importance,
and most far-reaching effect. The result

does not always bear out the prediction,
but as nobody expeets it to do so nobody
is disappointed.

Aflter the Fourth.
Hurrah! hurrah, for the fiurlous Fifth,
And our boys who survived the fray;
Who wear the sears, of the bloodiess wars,
They fought and won in a day,

The shouting, screeching, howling mob
That rent the heav'ns with nolse!
Are these sweet things, tled In  leading
strings,
Those same distracting boys?

But yesterday they were soldler lads,
Marching to fife and drém;

While with frownlog brow each told us how
He was going to make things hum.

“You bet we wil.” And you bet they did!
They're now the Invalid Corpa,

With blackencd stalns, and powder Eralns,
But safe at home once more,

Then hurrah, hurrah, for the glorious Fifth!
Hurrah for our patrlot klds
Whe are laying low—for repalrs, yon know.

And doing as mother blds,

PUZZLE PICTURE—PICK OUT THE PATRIOT,

FIRST AND ONLY ONE THE ISLAND
EVER HAD.

Bo-ght_ by Colonel Prentiss Ingra-
ham for Five Dollars, It Was Never
in Any Armed Encounter — Confis-
cated at Wilmington, N, C.

“While there is a good deal of talk
these days about Cuba,” said the man
who likes to converse, “it should not
be forgotten that the man who was
first to float the Cuban flag over am
armed deck is in the United States
and is not bloviating about it, elther,
He is Colonel Prentiss Ingraham, au-
thor, traveler, soldier, sailor, and a lot
of other things. In the summer of
1869 Colonel Ingraham bought, In New
York City, for the large sum of $5, the
steamer Hornet, which had once been
the Lady Sterling, a blockade runner
captured by the United States govern-
nent and made a dispatch-boat for the
service of President Lincoln. A
wealthy Cuban lving In New York
had bought her from the government,
and he sold her to Colonel Ingraham
for §5 because he wanted to. You see
she had to belong to somebody and
Colonel Ingraham was the best man
because he knew his business. She
made two trips to Cuba as a filibuster,
carrying arms which she took on board
at sea so as not to !mplicate the Unit-
ed States in any act against a friendly
government, Spain being on terms with
us at the time. Colonel Ingraham was
in command.

“In October of 1869 she cleared from
Philadelphia-for Liverpool and put in
at Halifax under stress of weather, or
50 it was stated. Here she was met
by Admiral Edward Higgins, an ex-
Confederate officer, and formerly of
the United States navy. The Hornet
remained in Halifax until suospiclon
pointed so strongly her way that the
English authorities were about to seizse
her a second time, though she had al-
ready been searched and rothing had
been found on her which she had no
right to carry.

She left Halifax in such a hurry
that she was fired on from the forts,
but got away all right, making the
Tun to Cape Sable, sixty miles, in three
hours. At sea Admiral Higgins order-
ed her course southward, and the forty-
five sallors on beard mutinled, and
there was a fight for the ship, the offi-
cers winning. Off Martha's Vineyard,
the ship was met by several small ves-
sels carrying arms and men, and these
were taken on board, and the Hornet
became a fully equipped vessel of war,
having twenty-six officers, 300 men,
and nine guns, one 100-pound bow
chaser, two sixty-pounders, four thirty-
pounders, and two twenty-four-pound-
ers. Once at sea with this equipment,
Colonel Ingraham, who had been in
command of her since her purchase,
turned her over to Admiral Higgins,
the officers received their commissions,
Colonel Ingraham becoming command-
ant of marines, her name was changed
to the Cuba, and Colonel Ingraham,
with his own hands, raised the Cuban
flag over her, Heing the first Cuban
flag ever to go up over an armed deck
of a Cuban vessel, and, by the way,
there has not yet been another one,

“Not long after this, a month or so,
the Cuba was caught in a hurricane
and had to put in at Wilmington, N. C.,
for coal. Bhe had hard coal, which
would not make steam, and soft was
necessary. The Spanish mail steamer,
with $3,000,000 In treasure and 200
Spanish officer from Cuba, had got
away from her on this account, and
this was worse than a hurricane, She
was suspected by the authorities at
Wilmington, and, though every effort
was made to get away before she could
be searched, It was Impossible, as her
engines had been wuncoupled for re-
pairs, and she was captured. Admiral
Higgins surrendered her to Colonel
Frank of the United States army, but
refused to pull down his flag until he
had been tried wnd the ship was finally
confiscated. The trial lasted a month
and resulted in the acquittal of Hig-
gins and Ingraham; the other officers
were sent to Washington under bond,
and released later, and the men were
paid off and discharged. The Cuba,
however, was held and sent to New
York, under command of Captain Maf-
fit, formerly of the famous Confeder-
ate privateer Florida, and shé was
Iater taken to Baltlmore, where she
was left to rot. I understand she s
lying in the mud down there now, and
if she is, the Cubans ought to resur-
rect her and take her home. Colone]
Ingraham is now living in New York
City."—Chicago Inter Ocean.

AN INTERNATIONAL TOWN.

Nogales on the Mexican Border—How
the Laws Are Enforced.

It would be incorrect to date a letter
from either Nogales, Ariz., or Nogales,
Mexlco, alone, for the town belongs so
thoroughly and completely to both that
neither half is a town at all. It Is the
most completely and curlously interna-
tional place that can be conceived of.
There Is no separation of the two parts
visible as you look down on the town
from the hills, and the life and the or-
dinary traffic of the place flow back and
forth with no one, apparently, to say
them nay. However, it must not be
supposed that there is free trade across
the thoroughfare, which on one side is
called International street and on the
other the Calle International. :

In the middle of the street, where the
Calle Elias, or main business street,
crosses the International avenue, stands
a stone obelisk abeut twelve feet high,

;and in the vicinity of this are always
, one or two guards in clvilian dress, who
'pay mno attention to empty-handed

passers-by, but will stop any carriage
or any person who offers to cross with
a burden that might contain dutiable
material. Occasionally, on the Mexican

- side, one sees a Mexlcan soldier in unl-

form, but the cuartel near by is too

' emall to hold more than a small detach.

ment, and neither soldiers nor uniform-
ed customs guards are ever In evidence

' along the border.

The Americans live apart from one
enother in Individual houses of all
grades, most of which are Very mneat,
and some of which are quite fine and
must have been costly. Their streets
run up the sides of the mountain glen

CUBAN BATTLESHIP,

In which the town is situated. They
have, of course, one large and fine pub-
lic school building and one or tweo
smaller ones; churches they seem to
have little use for. In among their
houses are the adobe cabins of the Mex-
icans, who are their hewers of wood
and drawers of water (these terms be-
ing literally correct here, for the fuel of
the country is knotted and gnarled
wood brought from the hills on don-
ekys’ backs, and the town water won't
run up to the higher elevations).

The air, either with the scent of the
burning wood or without it, says the
New York Post, is deliclous and exhil-

without any chlll at all—the day from
10 o’clock on till sunset hot In the sun,
yet cool enough indoors and conducive
to slestas. The place seems to have
exactly the climate for a winter and

spring resort.
SECRET OF OLD ST. PAUL'S.

Mystery of a Man and Woman Who
Meet Daily in the Churchyard.

A man about 45 years old, silk hatted,
frock coated and shod in patent leath-
er, goes into the old churchyard at St
Paul's at noon every day. He passes
through the Broadway gateway, walks
around the path on the north of the
church and with eyes fixed on the clock
waits for the hands to polnt to half
past 13. Then he crosses his hands
and walks down the path on the Ful-
ton street side of the church.

Then a woman appears on the scene.
She wears black silk and a dainty hat.
She passes around to the rear of the
churchyard, takes out her purse and
leaning upon the gray stome of the Ben-
jamin Haight vault, takes money from
her purse. This appears to be a signal
for the man to turn and go back along
the walk. As he goes along the walk
the woman starts from the rear of the
churchyard. As they pass each other
she slips a coln or a bill into his hand.

Not a word is spoken by either. Not
n smile wrinkles the face of either. In
fact, if their countenances depict any-
thing- they deplet scorn. The woman,
who is about 30 years old, has large
black eyes, which have no more
warmth in them than has the wind in
winter. She stares coldly, gloomily, ai
the man as he passes. As to the man;
hateful to nim is the coin or note she
passes to him—at least that Is the way
the crowd on Broadway figures it out.

Bustling Broadway stops here dally
to see the couple meet in-the church-
yard. Messengers, bank clerks, brokers
and typewriting girls stop and peer be
tween the ralls of the iron fence. They
have long noticed this financial trans-
action In the graveyard, for the strange
couple have appeared there daily for
many months,

Typewriting girls, anxious to get a
gllmpse of the woman's face, go into
the churchyard with novels and sit
reading, while they wait for -the
strangers to arrive.

‘When the eouple go away Broadway
moves on its way too, speculating on
the secret that these two persons pos-
sess.—New York Sun.

HOTBEDS OF BRIGANDAGE.

The Numerous Bandit Bands of RBul-
garia and Macedonia.

Bulgaria and Macedonla are the hot-
beds of brigandage, known as such for
ages. The territery Is mountainous,
crosse«l by no regular thoroughfares
except the paths worn In the ro2ks hy
the fect of the caravans of centuries.
These districts sie populated by Bul-
garians, Albanlans, and Turks, living
In small towns among the mountaine.
where a hard and precarious living can
be wrung from the stony soll only un-
der the most favorable conditions.

With little or no protection from the
government, and subject to repeated
and heavy assessments upon their
scanty crops and straggling berds by
the rov'ng bands of brigands, whose
strongholds are in the same mountaln
fastnesses, It Is not a surprise that the
people become restless and learn to
look upon the brigand leader as a great
and powerful man. Fathers appren-
tice thelr sons to these leaders of law-
lessness and crime to learn the profes-
sion, with the earnest hope and prayer
that by thelr prowess and strength,
they, too, in due time may be at the
head of a robber band of their own.
The reglon, moveover, Is especlally
adapted for brigandage, because It is
the meeting place of Europe and Asia,
where lawlessness and rapine are fos~
tered by the intense race rivalry and
hatred that™ consequently prevails.—
Rev. Dr. James L. Barton, In Womag's
Home Companion,

A Drug Store Story.

The present rate war which is raging
among the local druggists recalls the
old story of the man who rushed into a
drug store lale one night and inguired

OUR BUDGET OF FUN.

HUMOROUS SAYINGS AND DO-
INGS MERE AND THERE.

Jokes and Jokelets that Are SBupposed
to Have Been Recently Born—Sayings
and Deoings that Are Old, Carious and
Langhable—The Week’s Humor.
“Now here is a show case,” said the

dealer, “that is bound to become popu-

lar. It magnifies everything put in it
to double its natural size.”

“Can't use it iIn my business™ re-
plied the prospective customer. “What
I want is a case that will seemingly
reduce the actual size of its contents
fuly one-half.” _

“What Is your line?’ asked the deal-
er,

“My speclalty is ladles' shoes,” re-
plied the other, with a half-suppressed
grin.—Chicago News.

Knew Who He Was.
Spatts—Who is that gloomy-looking
misanthrope over yonder?
Bloobumper—That is Spowter, the
celebrated lecturer of
How to Enjoy Life"

He Knew.

“Sunshine, or

Teacher—Now, Johnnie, in this sen-
tence, “John Shoes the Horse,” what
does horse stand for?

Johnnie—Horse Is a noun, masculine
gender and stands for John.

Teacher—Nonsense! How could that
be?

Johnnie—So dat John can shoe it, of
course.

A Comparison.

Grandpa—I had a fellow out walking
yesterday, and—well, I guess, I tuck-
ered him out. But then he is old.

Bobbie—Why, grandpa, you are 82
yourself.

“Well, maybe I am, but this fellow
was at least n year older.”

Seasonable Signs,

“I'm in court,” reads a sign on the
lawyer's door; “At the hospital,” ap-
pears on the doctor’s slate; “Be back
in an hour,” say several more, while
others invite one to “Bit down and
walt.” *“Gone to the bank” is the
broker’s sign; “Back soon” Is found on
the ice dealer's hook; “Out collecting”
says a dealer; “Sick In bed"” is the
dentist’'s—so says his book. 'Twas
everywhere thus, so, with nothing to
do, I hied me away to the base-ball
ground; and there, strange to say, yet
none the less true, each of the above
In the grand stand I found.—Chicago
News.

Better Consult au Anrist,

Bhe—Tell your mother I'm so sorry
I haven't been to see her lately, but
the distance is so great and the weath-
er has been so bad I haven't dared
venture.

He—That's all right. Don't mention
it. She'd be very sorry if you had.—
Puck.

They Were.
Muggins—See how attentive he is to
her. I don't belleve they are husband
amnd wife.
Buggins—ON, yes, they are. She has
a husband and he has a wife.

A Tmnse.

Judge—You were arrested for biting
& piece out of your husband's cheek.
You will be held thirty days to keep
the peace and—

Prisoner—Sure, your honor, Oi lost
th' piece. u

Between Friends

Maude—So you are really engaged?

Clara—Yes.

Maude—Is he handsome?

Clara—Yes.

Maude—That's good. Is he wealthy?

Clara—Yes,

Maude—That's better.

the price of a certaln patent medicine,

“One dollar a bottle,” replied the!
Iruggist.

“But I haven't a dollar,” replied the
man, “and my wife is very sick.”

“It will cost you a dollar,” insisted
the druggist, but without further par-
ley the customer, made desperate by his
wife’s plight, snatched the bottle, and |
putting down a dime on the counter
turned and ran out of the store.

Following him as far as the door, the
story goes, the druggist bawled after '
him, triumphantly: |

“Never mind; I've made a hundred
per cent on the medicine just the
same.”—8yracuse Herald.

Time Saving.

A unique time-saving device s said
to be used In the office of one of New
York's large drug companies. Over |
the desks of each member of the firm
and each manager of a department are
four incandescent lights of different
colors. When the individual is at his
desk and at liberty to consider ques- '
tons from others In the office, hls white
light Is turned on. When he is In the !
building and must be hunted up, he
leaves his green light burning. When
he is engaged and not to be disturbed I
except for vitally Important matters,
his blue light is in evidence; while the |
display of his red light means, prac-
tically, “Danger! Will not brook In-
terruption upon any consideration.”

Do you roast people to their face, or
behind their backs? The last trick is

cowardly; the other foolish.

His Weakness,
Albert—Why, don't you recollect that

| girl? That s the girl you used to rave

over last summer—call her a “poem”
and all that.

Edward—By Jove! 8o it Is! I never
could commit a “poem” to memory,—
Harper's Bazar. a

Music Thrown Iu,

Summer Rentgrs—You bhaven't any
plano?

Owner of the Furnished House—No,
but that girl next door plays all the
new rag-time from morning till night.
—Detroit Free Press.

Ought to Be.

“Did you notice Miss Sprightly’s su-
perb teeth? By George, old man.
they're gems!"

“They ought to be. You can buy a
pretty good gem for what they cost
her.”—Baltimore News,

Dead at His Post.

“I hear Jones was found dead this
morning bhanging from the head of hlis
bed‘ll

“Well, he always said he'd die at ais
DOBt-”

Wisdom of Experience.

“Do you take this man for better or
for worse?"' asked the parson of the
widow who was taking unto herself
No. 3.

“Onlr time can tell,” replied the fe-
male whose wisdom was born of ex-
perience. “I can't give you the Infor-
matlon asked'for until I have had uim
a few weeks,”

that darling little angel loves me. She
takes me Into her confidence, and tells
me all her troubles. .

Same Man (some years later)—Con-
sarn it all! From morning tM night,
and night till mornin, when I'm at

{ home, I hear. nothing but tales about

the servants, the butcher, the butler,
the baker, the candlestick maker and
all the rest of 'em.—New York Weekly.

Similar but Different.
“Don’t be too ambitious at the start,
my boy,” said the old doctor to the
youthful graduate. *“You must have
patience.” .
“But that is my sole ambition,” re-
Joined the young man. o

“What is¥" queried the old plllmaker.

“To have patients,” answered the
youth. -

Land of Promise,

Short—I wish 1 lived in the vicinity
of the north pole.

Long—Because why?

Short—Because the nights are six
months long there; and it would be
some satisfaction to request one’s cred-
itors to call again to-morrow.

Setting Him Right.

The Victim—Wow! I thought youn ad-
vertised to extract teeth without pain?

The Dentist—So I do.

The Vietim—It is false.

The Dentist—That's right. It is false
teeth that I extract by the painless
method.

Apace with the Times,

“Yes,” sald the landlord of the ple-
turesque old tavern, “I am going to
alter my ‘Accommeodation for Man and
Beast' sign.”

“In what way %"’ querled the tourist.

“Why, I am going to uut up: ‘Accom-
modation for Man and Automobile. ”—
Chicago News.

Looking for Luxuries.

“Mabel, love,” sald young Mr. Ten-
spot, by way of proposal, “let me be
your bread winner for life.”

But the girl, wtih her eye on the ca-
pacity of the Beef Trust, answered:

“I want some one who can win me
some beefsteak.”—Detroit Free Press.

A False Alarm.

Doctor (who has been sent for at 2
4. m.)—Maidam, pray send at once for
the clergyman, and, If you want to
make your will, for the lawyer.

Madam (horritied)—Geood graclous! Is
it so dangerous, doctor?

Doctor—Not a bit of It; but T don’t
want to be the only one who has been
disturbed in his sleep for nothing,—Tid-
Bits.

Carrying Reform Too Far.

Chorus of Hungry Boarders—Hav-
en't we meat to-day?

Landlady—No, gentlemen; I've join-
ed the Antl-Meat League, and we're re-
solved not to buy meat until the price
is cut In half.—New York Journal,

Was He?
“Told the barber a joke the other day,
and he didn't laugh.”
“So I sald, ‘See the point? "
“What did he say then?"”
“‘Next.' "—Detrolt Free Press,

The First Case ou Record,

Smythe—Higgins has a queer kind of
a hired girl.

Browne—How so?

Smythe—Why,. she came and told
Mrs. Hlggins the other day that she
had broken something, instead of say-
ing that it came right apart when she
picked it up.—Somerville Journal.

A Matrimonial Recommendation.

Mr. Mack—If I find an eligible young
man, what shall I tell him about you,
Miss Amy?

Migs Amy—Oh, tell him I'm very
accomplished and agreeable—tell him
you saw me running the lawn mower.

A Cleansing Process.

“How clean and fresh the landscape
looks to-day,” said Mrs. Hiland to her
husband. =

“I read something in the paper about
detectives scouring the country,” ex-
plained Mr. Hiland.—Pittsburg Chron-

icle Telegraph.

Favorite Left at Post.

Slobbs—What! She refused you?
Why, I thought you were the favorite.

Blobbs—Yes, but the favorite didu't
win.

He Had tMrul Idea.

“What Is the first law of nature?”
asked the teacher,

“Knockin' the other feller down be-
fore he gets his coat off,” answered lit-
tle Edward.—Chlcago Record-Herald.

Much Easier,

Miss Minx—There are some words
over which I always stumble. Now,
for instance, how do you pronounce
Mephistopheles?

Binks—I don't,
his home address.

I always mention

Columbia’'s Little Sister.
Miss Columbia has a little sister now
Who looks as if inclined to be afraid;
The curls are dark that hang about her
brow,
And the Lord has heard a prayer that
she has made,

There are hollows in her sunburmed lit-
tle cheeks,
Bhe is ragged and her little feet are
bare,
But there's music in her soft tomes when
she speaks,
And when she smiles her little face is
fair,

Oh, little Cuba, cease to be afraid,
The road o’er which you've come is
rough and steep,
But a fair way lies before you, little
maid,
Where flowers bloom and happy foun-
tains leap.

A little hand is on Columbia's arm,
A little maid 'ooks anxiously ahead;
Let bim beware who seeks to do her
harm,
And God protect the Leader and the
Led

—8. E. Kiser, in Chicago Record-Herald.



