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VARIABLE.
To know her nationality
1 really am at sea,

For Mabel, when we thread the dance

The German is to me.
But when a buming love for her
Possesses all- my soul,
liry Yo plead my suit, but lo!
1 find her then the Pole.
But this | know for certainty,
A pretty whim she hath
To daily demonstrate to me
She is a maid of Bath.

+  McLANDBURGH WILSON
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Beauty and the Bug.
By Edna McCaughtry.

BGINALD imagined he was It. He
had never been up against a soulful
being like Gwendolynne O'Hullohan,
who besldes being very nlee In some
directions, was nevertheless a “"Maid-
en's Pearls of Palpitating Poetry"
gort of migs: Neverineless, Reginald
was sure he bhad the propesition worked out
to u halrline finish. He was It. How conkl
It be otherwlas?

It wis sunget. The curfew of labor had long
since sounded across the Selds and fenpes.
And already the evening minstrelsy was
atune in the grass and air, the languorous
masquito making a sweel unfertone In the
mysterious chorus,

They reached the top of a gentle rise and
turned to look upon the sun, called to bed by
his erooning Jullaly of color,

“My long lost throne,” she said softly, and
climbed on to a much bebrambled wall by
the roadside. Reginald leansd lagily by her.
He wasn't built for playing muotinee hero
parts, bt he was not yet wise to the fact.

“T used to sit here when T was yvoung, a
little girl, and wateh the sun go down be-
hind that great purple hill,” sald Gwendo-
Iynne.

“And no painter sought you for ‘Alohe? "
he said, wonlering whether he had said
something smart.

8he shook her headl and smiled to heraelf
a way this capricious ‘besuty had. Her eyes
were turned '‘fir out to sea’—the sea of
culor where thie daylight drowns, She had
redd this smile in o buok and was ready to
spring it on Reginali.

“How large does the sun look tp vous'" he
nsked, his eyes folded small, Evervthing
folded with Hlim-—n store counter pectBarity
ha ecouldn't uyercomme.

“Abount us large asa promised orange to
the eyes of un apgei ohild,'" she mused in
dreamy retrospection ss she smzed.

“But 1t Iz not ormnge” His words were
round, bright aud positive. Of unreallty he
was never giillty, He thought hdmeelf the
reg] fhing.

Across tho distant etiliness, rife with the
perfume of clover atid brier, cxme the chime,
chime of a home oalling bell, 1n a distant
dining room there was » foothall vush for
places ai ‘the table, But what aid these two
highly sensitized souls care? Food, for-
sooth!

Cradling her chiln ‘in her palms she gazec
with warm full eve: desp into the glory
of the sunset, She always did daring thing=

“It looks," she sald, “like the glory of day
waodding the mystérs of night; ke the pur-
ple blessoms an the pathways of forsaken
souls; it looks Jike the beauty and @eslpe of
life solving the unanswered guestion.™

Reginald was stimned. “'1 wonder where
she cops off that sort of stuff?" he dsked
lilmself. “Muybe 'she's guying mea."

“But that Is not praoctical,” he said aloud.

“It is only & jumble of fancles and pretty
words, while mine'"'—

“Ts & tumble to vealities, And now what
eolor would you eall the atmosphere?

“Blus,” sald Gwenfddlynne soulfully. "As
blue as the eyes of a young mother's fist
wea one before it has turned its eyes on
lite: blue, with red streaks of pain, ifks
sashes around the walst of Love.

Regingld nearly went down and out, She
was handing him out the ramantic in & ter-
rific enslaught,

“Te be plain,” he spoke groggily, “you
would c¢all it blue?”

“Yes."

‘"Well, you are wrong. It iz orange, The
red stranks are but modifications.” Reginald
had been a country echool teacher befors he
was called to ‘the forum of the ribbon
counter. "And the change vou See taking
place now, the rad'—

“Red, llka the ¢rims=on heart of day. con-
fessing - blood at the high aitar of the
sky." she murmured.

“She has swallowed the guff book,” sald
he to himsalf. “Then he sald to her:—"'In re-
allty It is not red,'’ He was iragically bland.
“1f you had been noting carefully you would
hive been able to observe In what order the
colors faded."”

*1 saw them g0,” she quoted, ‘like falries
out fnto the night.' ** But she sald o her-
self:—“Well, wouldn't thls chump Jar you
with ‘his bum conversazione?”

Gwandalynne had a plaln, direct manner
when ne one wiis lstening save hersell. Bul
it was I her heart to have fun with Regi-
nald, s0 she thought the time ripe to mak=
herself & living picturs. Bhe took off her

hat, =nd the suniight fairies f£11 tn work
polishing the bright bands of her halr unth
she wore o balp of rad gold. Yes, she knew
it, for she had rehearsed this bit of business
over anil over agajn far flve seasons.
“‘Around the horlzons of my life are hung
ibe gunsets of meny days past and dead.”
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Sunflower Smiles from Kansas:

A standing sgreement—the wedding.

“Wow, watch me cut a swell,” said ong
rugal Fansas girl to another, as she declined
to dance with the olty dude.

In enumerating the political parties that
have fallen behind, don't forget the green-
back party.

An Indian who asked me for a quarter the
other day sald he was strapped, but 1 found
on close inspection that he had a red sceni.

Geo. Washington was . great. In fact, any
young man who signs himself Geo. and de-
sires 0 do something great oan succeed,
If he will simply eliminate the letter e
from his mame he will make a Go of 1t.

The color blind man is not always a blind
colored mgn, but the bilnd colored man is
always a color blind man.

From buyway to byway—once a spend-
thrift, now & tramp,

A Holton woman has been annoved re-
eently by her husband's visiting kin, who
seem to be in ne hurry to leave. Her hus-
band submitted gpians the other morning

for Improvements on their home and asksd
if there was anything about tho premises
she was especlally interested In,

““Yes," she veplied, I am Interested in the
flight of siayers."”

The close fisted actor in life's drams is
usually succeedod by an open heir performer,

New air Une—from the latest song.

When o girl has hysteries It Is'an evidence
of some kind of a miss fit,

A Holton man, fifty years od, said:i—"I
expect to hemr Pattl's forthcoming farewell
zopgs through force of habit acquired when
a bhoy.*"

The resson Bossie ls so0 easily subjogated
iz because ghe is constantly cowhided.

Songs without words are net often In-
dulged In at church cholr rehearsals.

The first water rent when Moses smolte the
Red Sea.

The late spring frosts threw ssveral West-
ern States out of plum.

Remember, Freston, if you mm an lnou-

By T, C. BPCONNELL, “*Hal Ha! Man of
Hoiton,”” the County Wit and Pablcist.

bator, the more eggs act the better the re-
snits.

The wheels of maching politles don’t
amount to much unlezs they are Incog,

Latést assessors’ pun:—He is o poor man
who does not occasionally kick over his
tacks.

Humerous literature is eonsidered betler
by being conglse and to the point, yel many
etjoy o Numoroius cut In Twaln.

A millionnatra I'd like to be,
Alack! "Ts scarcely fair,
The others get the millions
And 1 only gat the ajr.
—BExchange,

I know o millionnaire who has
An ‘only daughter falr;

il deem myzell In Tuck If I
Can only g#t the helr.

No, Mrs. Dash, it is not good form for a
grass widow to wewr weods—except smort
weeds

S0 many women of my town wear tight
shoes, T oflen wonder at the survival of the
fitlist,
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alone so much.”

“Oh, no; you see, her husband's

here for the week.”

PUTTING ON.

“That actress puts on no airs.”
“True. She puts on very litlle.”

She was taking like a nove! again; but, of
gonrse, she didn't mean & word of it. She
had been the village cut-up once and the old
spirit posgessed her.

“You disooncert me," he zald.

“Tt 8 mutaal"

“But 1 am in earnest,” he insisted.

I {id not think you were—in love.”

“And what, pray, has love to do with sun-
gets?"  Fe looked al her with keen, clear
eves and shook His hyperion locks In thes
soft twilight.

“What has love tp do wih sunsats? T do
not know, Perhaps nothing. FPoor sunsets!
But what sunsets have (o do with love—ah,
that 1s another matter.”

Heavens! Biut how his heart did bheat.

And she bent the bow of her mirth to the
fittlng of her arrow of thought. He was
saber. He coulin't heélp . They were In &
prohibition summer resort. 8he was shent.
And the breeze which was born of the sun-
gat blew up and coovled her tender cheeks,

“And—and do you love?” he assked, bend-
Ing toward her,

Then the e¢arth rose up snd struck her

and bounced baclk. But she was used to i
She laughed. And her eyes were merry,
weore quizzical and sad. Then the fire of
her mirth was klndled from out the #mbers
of her deeams. Her laughter was pyro-
teohnie! And@ she goswered his guestion
with another.

“Pio vou like measuring bugs—bugs which
live ®lwaya in the dreariest of plapes—
measuring bugs which tease you and tease
vou when ‘vou would a Iitte slumber take'—
a ghaymber in which you might dream = Iit-
tled?"

11-{5 locked at her. Was she mad? Meas-
uring? Did she seek to flaunt him with the
ribbon counter? Measuring bugs? He had
some experience with snukes, hut this was
thelimit. “I do not Know what you mean,
he gald, hoarsely.

“I mean—that we will be late to dimmer
unjegs—we hurriedly be messuring hugs and
caloulate—the diatance to dinner.”

The sun had set. The birds were shaking
aut thelr night robes In the branches of the
trees, The mother bugs were doing up ilie
baby bugs In curl papere—you could hear

“She must be very unpopular—
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Soubrette—I'm not surprised, He
<ven thinks he can play comedy.
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them screaming with pain down in the Eriss,

And they, these two, went homa, For they
could ‘go nowhere else together.

She knew! Bhe was 2 wise young person.
Yes, she knew, but not why.

And the shadows came band in hand
across the meadows.

“But T want to tell you,” he began—

“You have told me much to-day., 1 fear
you are tired."™

“No, not for this.
that T"—

“Wait until T @igest my sunset—and my
dinner,"” And she laughed ot him in a way
she had, a way which all the men at the
summer hote] knew; a way which teased,
allured, distracted and forbade A%, but
Gwendolynne O"Hullohan was & madpeap!

Dioner came and went, gs dinners will
And while he walted she walked i the
garden—with another man who knew noth-
Ing of sunset= or colors, but had an autome-
hile and unlimited oredit at the store where
Reginald toiled.

“And what made you at last decide that
you loved me?" psked the other man.

I wanted to tell you

TWO THINGS.
The  Star—Gaggs, the comedian,
thinks he can play tragedy.
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She demurred, and she nestled a bl

“Wa all thought It would surely be he.
He s a great man,''

She was as stlll as ons of the sleepy birds
in the trees over their heads. Then she

chirped. *“1 thought so myself, once, but
1 ehanged my mind. Something told me
to."

“qWhnt was 1t?" softly. Hse was very near,
a0 speaking above a whisper was superflu-
ous,

“A—p measuring bug."”
‘an happy to wondsr,

Reginald, however, wondered concerning
the measoring hug. But thls time he didn't
know that e was Tt.

Believed I,

In submitting his jokes the cantributor
wrote:—"The enclosed are original atid un-
pubilishad.™

In returning the manuseript the editor
wrote:—"We can quite helimye IL"

But the man was

A Love Affair.

Sha kissed me—fhose sweet lips of hars
Touched mine and Ungered thers,

I placed my hand upon her head
And stroked her galden hair,

She kissed me—ah! ‘twas jong ago!
Yes, that's her photegraph.

Those merry eyes, those parted Hps,
Y¥ou alimost hear her laugh.

Blie klsseqd me—yet my pulses beat
No faster than before.

You're right, 1 was a cad; bat walt
And 1 will tell you more,

She kissed me—she wis sweet sixteen,
But I was only two.

She's married now and has a brood.
Oh, yes, the laugh's on you.
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