going to get a divorcel”

finst
awfully fresh.”

“And so she 15 go:ngfto marry Dij-
He's small as a peanut and

“Never mind, dearie, he'll soon be

well roasted.”

B o B o L b o e e o o

A Mistaken Idea.

4 R. PIROY MILEBERTON, in hiz new
b qu:umhbi]g, was the pieture of heslih
\ wind strength 28 he dashed pp to the

dpor where Miss Mabel Pumpton stood
waltlng fae him.

Perey asslatad her Into the machine, and
sittipg beslde her, his Band on the cluteh,
they were s00R SpeRding awmy opt 1o the
rural gistriets,

“Mubel,” said Pﬂl‘ﬁ}:.‘"';hii is thiPp:ﬁu:llwltl.

1 4 Yide, ast e are alone,
m‘c"ml:t olumliuti.! clsnking pound?’ osked
Mabel.

“wothing that need worry you,"” snid
Percy. "This Is a new machipe, and =&
u}'t}?u:t::.“r; you sure you know how to work

S
11"Suﬂa! I am pesitiye. Why 1 have been
praciiging on & gasolene éngine down o my
cellar for weeks, and pow that we ars at
1ast alone, let me say to you —

A dog!" ericd Mabel, “¥ou will run
over him.” Perey slowed up #o rapidly that
they both left their seats and plunged for-
warid. The dog g0t away.

Wkt o marrow escapel’
bel as the feeting form of the dog
a““";{lthing.“ gaid Perey, nonchalanily, as
they gontinusd on thelr way.

Mabel felf the seilt beneath her growing
h?}l.:}n you notlee it?" she said to Percy.

Percy slowed up and iInvestigated. He
eould see nothing Wrong,

Once more he got In and put his hand
on the clutch.

Theras was a fierce pounding, but no re-
sult, An ordinary government mule was
an: angel compared with this autombobile,

Wil you take me home?" said Mubel

Percy furned red In the t'a_c-: wlu_l»- he
nammered and swore under his breati. 'If
that agent who had sold him thg machine
had only beep present!

“Npnsenge!’ hp lnughed, striving te eon-
cen| his annoyanee. ‘'She's pesting, that's
all. Don't we &l hawe to rest?”

“Take me home!” sald Mabel, bysterically,

At that moment there was a crowd around
them of &bout 8 hundred, apd IL was ln-
creasing every moment,

They went home in a hansom eah,

One the way Ferey sald to Mahel;—

“Dearest, I'm sorry that maghing broke
down, but will you bs my wife?”

And Mabal replied, with & cold stesl
glitter in her eyei—

“Never! Why, you don't even know any
more gboufl & woman than you do aboui &n
automobilal" TOM MASBON.

The Nightly Farewsell,

Father—Mary, aleven o'clock i altogether
too late for that young man to stay; he
ought to start for home et ten.
Daughter—But Hs does, papu.

murmured Ma-
apad

Theophf[as the Theorist. By Horace Seymour Ke[[af.

HEOPHILUS was thegretical if
anything, and could Boeld forth for
bours—3f he could met & vietim o
listen to the wepdreus lore that
Wig germingting uynder his skull—
aboyt how thlngs should or shog)d
noi be doae,

It never made him tired to lean for geveral
hours with crossed arme upon the top rail
and wateh the man pusbing the pleugh
while the Borses exercised, Pheophilus
would gond his braly to the polnt of des-
perntion evolving plans whereby man might
puike stern, herd, tellsome labor a riot of
pleasure and a long hollday of joy serene,
It worrled Bim 1o se¢ man sweating and tug-
ging at work when he ghould be about t
lask with & glad smile of delight. Just be-
fora the saw mill whistle tooted, and while
the slave balted near to gather up a buneh
of angle worms for the tin can which dangled
from the plough handle, the terrific theorist
sild with his old drawl'—

“1 may, Poots, this pushing a sl
day is hard on a mnn.‘? % it

“Dern gight harder on the hosses. Guess
the bullhesds'll bite to-night.”

“Working &5 bhard as you do, Poots, is
faplish. My theory Is this:—Put some dyns-
mite in the soil, explode it, and prasto! your
plougliing Is done, Sea?"

“Yep, anly the stuff blows down {nstead of
up. Theory's no good. & dap, Jim; &' lonz,
Kafe," And Theoplilus wandered from the
scene with another exploded theory in his
skull,

Teorrific Theophilua was so busy thinking
that he had to work evertime to keep his
theoretical brain In trim for passing events,
The only lfe affairs that he disl not seem
to eare to lmprove upon were eating and
gleeping—he was A ‘past master atl both
and had graduated with hlgh honors In each.
Buch gtrenyous labor as splitting wood,
milking eows, weedlng the gurden and
menial tasks like those omly gerved to keep
him bugy workleg gut preblems on the the-
oretion] plan while the rest of the folks at-
tended to hard Loil. /

At the village gtore he bulli up a great
reputation telling about how man eould best
elevate himss)f, how the government should
be run economically, how the tax rateg pould
ba legrened, and why all of the goad people
shoyld rise wp and protest -agalnet the new
railroad erossing the flute—beeausa it gpolled
tha scenle effect, therehy lowering the value
of property from an artistio point of view,

Onge of hig strongest points was telling just
how he should aet if & husky fellow attacked
him and wanted a fuss. “Before he gonid
reach me Pd step back two paces and fasten
my cvas on hls, daze him Mke, you sees, My
hands would hang by my =ide as §f I wasn't
expeoting Him to come at me, Then just as
hoe made a rush 1'4 lift my right lez and
presto! he would fall to the @arth an Inert
mass of clay. Kilaked right under the jaw,
you ses, he'd earry his head In n sling for
six months, such would be the terrifie impast
of my pecret astroke, Buslest thing ih the
world to do'”

That eyening when he stepped from the
Post Office pa big husky c¢hap rushed st him
and gald, with angry voiee:—"'1I've been walt-
ing for & month to thamp you. Now I've got
youl” He made several passes sl Theophi-
lug, who finally escaped and ran Bke g deer,
The next morning the terrific theorist teld
the gitters In the yillage store thal rheums-
tism was the only thing that saved the
husky man’s life.

“Ha made sevoral passes at me, but I
cagily evaded them all. 1 was just about
to give him the geerel stroke under the chin
when a twingé caught me in the right knee,
and I'm glad It did, for I hate to give pain
to 4 single human being: besldes, the man
has six small ¢hildren and a wife who is an
orphan.”

The mighty theorist was In his glory when
the old school house was about to be moved
down the strest, he was on the job bright
and early each morning with his advices and
theorles, Fe was very busy—with his jaw,
a8 usugl=—and pnever falled to go In and "liker
up"” when the hard workers were Invited
into the tavern. Theophilus knew jast how
the rollers should be placed, where the haul-
Ing chain must be hitched and In what di-
rection the horsps should be started.

He was the fellow who stood by and velled
“Ho-haw-he!” in a voice you could hear jn
Oriskany., The old bullding would ereak and
groan as It slowly moved along inch by ingh
down the street, Finally, out of paticnee
with the whole affalr, the boss of the jeb
told Theophilus to sall in and take commapd
of the work, which he dld, telling the men
just how to arrange the rollers, hitch the
chain and start the horses.

All went well for a few feet, when, at the
top of the steep hill, the horses took & wran
turn and jerked the structure to the left. [
wobbled, groaned, weaved and tumbled down
the hill, rolling over and over until it struek
the sfone bridge and hroke Into g thoussnd
pieces and floated down stream. When the
bosa looked for Theophilus be was walking
\i‘a.piﬂly homeward, shaking his head and gay-
ngi—

*If that voller badn't have hit a stone the
thing would have gone as slick as grease and
na misteke, The theory of the plans I had
in my head was according to all seleptifio
teachings, coprect, but somathing spojied the
working of them.," :

The next morning the boss mover mel him
and gave him a yery fine r of binck eyes,
telling him at the same time that he would
kijl him i he ever showsd uwp at another
moving affair. For & while Theophiius was
et explaining the old theorstiesi
rroblem ebout the stlck of kindleg wood.
"“That stick just buckled and gave mse a
crack In the eyes quleker than wyou ecould
a:t{f‘imk :ilubii-m,’ 44

ter a timo ho married a sty lady, who
kept him so busy with lifs strenuons, hust
ling wood, mowing the grass, miliking cows
and dolng menial labor, that he never got
much c¢hancg to alr his usual amount of

theorizing sgoip, and in time ha become
quite a serviceable eitlzen, strange to be-
lieve.

“She’s preparing 0 go on fhe
“Grac 1 1 didnt know she was

“|
wmklrecﬁ‘h

the latest

@ masculinic treat.
and torm qrw divine—
that 1 could call them mine!
i a7
es :

m but a unit sad
in an army of the glad- :
Handed chaps who follow where
E'er she might chance to appear,
Looking at her with their eyes
Just expanded saucer-wise.
Fairy she in every dress
Where the fabrics don't suppress
Charms to fascinate a king
And to make a IEOC[ sing!
Picture she of shoulders white—
Any sculptor’s deep delight;
And of arms and throat and neck
Any peace of mind to wreck
Yet | love her best when she
Splashes in the summer sea;
She’s most generous by far—
Aphrodite, avatar!
gikc the goddess of sea caves

he arises from the waves,
Showing thus wg;h‘gul w:desarve
Beauty in both fine and curye;
And there follow in her wake,
‘ of some great snake,

%&?ﬁiﬂcw eCs—

Jifmmbmwm

» Just Imaginary.

Eve—1 wish you would put things back in
thelr place.

Adam—] wish 1 gould put my rib bagk in
its plags,

Bhade of Shakespsare—That idea that you
wrole pome of my plays scems to be dying
out,

Shade of Bacon—Well, T didn't care to
keep it allve; there wasn't anything in it;
there weren't any royalties coming from the
plays.

Carrie Natiop—1 think I've done a charil-
tahle act in smashing things.

Mr. Natlon—I'm glad charity didn't begin
at home.

BShade of Nathan Hale—I'm sorry that I
kad only one life to glve for my sounkry.

Bhade of (George Washington—It wasn't
your country; please remember that T was
the father of it

Roosevelt—-You're the only living ex-Pres-
ident.

Cleyeland—Well, I wen't be long.

Roosevell—Going to die?

Claveland-—-No, geing to be Presideat
agein, Then you'll be the only living ex-

Fresident.
Pregiden H, 1. HORTON.

One Thing Lacking.

He wrole aut;hm fw I!brr::,ox
And such sparkling oporetios
Fhat y;mpwould jugt die a-laughipng to hear
the jokes explode,
Fils lyries they were tuneful
And his love songs very moonful;
Where'ey hiz Jocund sopgs were beard duil
eare could not corrpde,

He arose In bis pajamas
And turned eul thrilling dramas
8o full of sericus lnterest they would turn
an gudlepce wild,
Or a piese with pathos brimming
With teers would set eyss swimming,
When the persecuted heroine cried out,
“Me child, ma cheelld!"

He could peel extravagansas
With guy rhymes for gll the slansaas,
As many yards as you would wish st so
much push per yard,
Or with tragedy could harrow,
Melodrama freeze your marrow,
Or eweet bucollo dramas with nasals good
and hard,
His pen was never tirad
While with ferver he was fired,
And he wrote and wrote the livelong day
and also half the night;
But though be used much postage
Fle stufl wes held in hostage,
For he didn't send fhe sort of stuff the
macagers thought right,
—H. W R.

“Yes, you are pretly sure to have
one.”

A FEW NEVERS:

EVER {fall to oceupy two seats when

N:.‘-Ju bove paid for only one sen _ in a
car or somebody may sit at your side
whip may not be congental

Neyer yse bad lspguage—in private.

Never fail to bully wymen, ¢hildren, horaes
and dogs, for they cannot fight back,

Never fall ' unlead your ilT_ 'l.eampar on
some good netured, sasygeing friend, for he
won't resent it

Naver use “dress” for “gown' and “frock"
for “dress” Is sp homely and old fashioned,
and “gown' aod ‘‘frock’ show you to be at
the area door, at lsast, of the smart get.

Never read the Bible all day. every day, or
you will have no fdme for Hall Caine,

Wever fall to “dear” your wife or Husband
In company, or Fou svil] be thought & genu-
inely married gnd mated couple.

Never fall to thapk the ggan who glyes yop
his seat in @ car, for a “thepk you™ Is what
he gives up for, and not because ¥eu are &
wormdin and need it more than hbe.

Nevar think that ﬁqtm,l does npot tell, for it
tells more tales thoan Shakespears, Balzac.

By John Ernest McCann.

Dickens nnd Hugo combiined, und leaves; un-
like them, noihing™o the imagination,

Never fall to open your mouth in'company
to ejaculate if you are lacking in ideas or
real knowladge,

Mever be a sham, or, if yvou must e one,
keep it ko vourself—don't confide your secrot
to even the darling of your walstcoat, for if
you gan keep the palnfw fact drom her you
can hide it from the world

Never condemn a book on the first nesd-
ing, nor a play or comic opers on the night
you first hear and see it, If the guthor Is
“great,” for he has given perhaps @ month
to the work which you have the impudence
to condemn In a day or a couple of Hoots.

Never forget that the “roaster” is bound
lo be “reasted,” the “knocker” "knocked™
the slanderer slapderegd, and that ohlckens
gome home to die,

Newer fry Lo logk Ll_l'kt.r a famous man, nor
to imitale his eccentricitles, but b voursell,
ng matter how you apd others suffer. 5

yoyr cardined virtues,
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IN THE SECOND BALCONY; By Murie Ruc

£ ASN'T that first agt grand? I think

that the tenor I3 just levely, but 1

don't like the goprang, gha

hasn't any soul, Look at that
1ady In the box, the ane with the Jiggaboks
in her cqiffure.. Wall, I must say that if ]
had such thin hair I wouldn't wear a tiers.
My! Hesn't she loyely jewsls, though! I
guess that thing on her waist is what they
cal] g stomacher—'stomach achsr 1 should
think they'd say. , . . Yes, that's her
husband with ber. He's awtylly old, Well
preserved, you gay? In alcohol, | guess i
he were any bettor preserved he'd be
pleklod. I've read all sbout them In the
papers, . Hasn't that young maen ovar
there got splendid showplders? T wond

you ever suw? When I was a llittle bit
of @ girl | went to see Joseph Jefferson in
“The €ritde on the Haarth,! What is that?
You say it is "The Cricket on the Hearth?

Of gourse it iso't ‘Cricket, goosle, It's
Critle—C-r-i-t-1-¢, Jefferson plays Lhe tille
rie,

"Did you go to Mr., Wilson's fuperal?
His death was such a shock to his wife.
Why, he was washing his hands two min-
utes before he died. . . . Yes, he was
ermmuted, I remember pnos we were taiking
about that sort of thing, and he Juughed and
Baid that whep he died he was golng tw be
cremated, but that his wife was sych & good
housskeeper that she probably n't
want bls ishes sround even In an urg.

if I stuck & pin o them if it would hurt.

e+ 1 should think that mon would
gel tired of plways wearing dark colors
Their clothes aren't half 'so showy as thoke
that girls wear, and [ helleve they're mors
sxpenElve, for women ean make thelr old
gk dresses Into petticoats, but of course
men can't use up thelr trousers {n any way
like that. What wasa the first play

der what the folks behind us are
talking about [ just heard the man say,
‘All the trees In the Oarden of Edep should
have been npple trees, or none should Bave
heen,’ Now, whal do you supposs he mesnt?
1 guess he must be s minlster or & professor,
hut he Inoks more ke & man about town,
“In the next met the here . . . Oh, the
eurtain is gelog o go vp! ., ., . nex.
aot Is Just simply thrilling, Hayve anothel
chocolate, Mame."

=)

Neyer full to logl at yourseM i overy!
plate glass window fipd you pass or finiends)
wiil begin fo think that self ove 15 not ane of

-




