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< THE BACHELOR TEA. musiache for wmy Iips, and planted | lightful that I ecould not speak the|THE LAY OF THE CITY PAVEMENT

A bachelor man and a bachelor maid
" Rab sippiag #oeup of tea,
said the bachelor man: “Elizabeth, dear,
Mt certainly geems to me
at never a eup of nectar rare,
Or wine from the vaults of kings,
Was equal to this faicy eup you brew,
Wihile the bright little kettle sings.

e
“qt roxtnI me well, and it soothes my
soul,
.. And it comforts me through and through,
I'is & magical cup, and I'm fair spell-
hound :
As 1 eit and sip it with you,
Shall we sip it together thro' all the years
The future is bringing our way?
Wa (‘r‘lfllld meet right bravely its hopes and
CATS,
So pray do not answer nay.”

The bachelor maid, with a sigh content,
Stirred the nectar about in her cup
And thoughtfully paused to ponder a bt
Before looking merrily up,
And saying: %’hy, where will vou go, my
; dear,
1}*.)':» o nice little haven of rest?
or if we are married, don’t you see,
You never can be my guest,” :
So these bachelors twain sat quietly down
And talked the matter o’er,
While the kettle sung, and the fragrant
herb
Its part in the couneil bore,
And the story ends, as stories should,
In wedding bells and laughter.
Of course they married--you knew they
would—
And lived happy ever after.
~—Woman's Life.
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and His Counterparl,
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By CLARA AUGUSTA.
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20, 1D it ever oceur to you what

:! k gfrange things might hap-
o © pen to you if you looked
7‘ ?} just like somebody else,

wiow> and were liable to be taken

by this other morial's
friends for their friend, and to receive
treatment secordingly ?

A little awkward sometimes, though
(here arve pleasant features about it,
as an experience of mine last fall leads
me to believe. Having nothing better
to do, suppose I give it to you.

“Bmith, my boy,” sald old Harland
fo me, one day—Harvland wasg my cin-
ployer, and I was head elerk in his
great importing house--“"how wonld
you like to go West, to Chicago, St.
Paul and Omahn, as our agent? Ir-
portant business 'relnfions in . these
localities will eblige soie employe of
the house to gy, and Hendlels J§
down with the rhenmatism, and I had
25 lief be shot as sleep in any bed but
my own. What ¢o you say¥i,. .

1 was delighted; and told the old-fei-
low s7 at once. I IMd betdi'in New
York: five veuwrs, without -thking any
other holiday than.the law preseribes,
“Fourtit of July, -Chfistmas; ete:, and
the prespect of a Joupney made.me ag
happy/as ‘he prospective fivst pair o
irousers makes a four-year-old bey.

I o few days it was all settled. T
packed my satchel, received my in-
s‘tuctions, and sald goodby to my land-
lady, who, as I always paid my bills
promptly, slied a tear ¢ two on fhe
corner of her aproz in honor of my
exodus,

Everything went o swimmingly.
The day wag lovely, the ear a new one,
nobody in it was scented with musk,
the conduetor was a moidel, and there
was such a pretty young lady a seat or
two ahead of me, with a ravishing hat
and feather, teatly arranged hair, apd
oyes ns bright as diamonds.

And she had such a coguettish way
of cutting the pazes of her book, and
presenting her railroad ticket fo the
eonductor, and asking him in a sweetly
imploring volee “if we were almost
there,” that she quite took my Tancy,
and I resolved that If one of those
inevitable smnshes took place such as
we are regnled with ir £rst class nov-
ols, I would threw a!l personal consid-
erationg aside and “‘go for her.”

We hed nearly reéached Rochester,
whpen two strangers catered the ear.
‘Thoy aeted like men who were hunting
gomething, They took seats just
hefore me and turned around back to
haek, and read their newspapers and
Jooked at me over the tops of them.
Now., men generally do not look over
tiie topss of thelr newspapers at any-
body but handsome women, and their
persisiency made me nervous. 1
changed my seat, but did not get out of
range

I went to the smoking ear, amd my
shadows suddenly developed a taste
for smoking. I returned to the car I
had left, and they followed me, and as
1 was about to take my seat, one of
them laid his hand on my shoulder,

o UM Smith," sald he, "“you are my
prisoner.'’

1 exhibited a specimen of the “clear
it which President Roosevell speaks
of and knocked him down.

Thom the other one, and half a dozen
of the passengers, pounced upon me,
and 1 was handcuffed, and done for
rencally,

Thep overybody

for

flocked around me
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tn‘t-vm:u-k on what a despern te-looking
criminal I was. o

“Might have known by his face that
he was a rascal!” said a short gentle-
man, with a bald head. “Got a regular
hangdog expression. Was it murder
sir?" to the constable. '

“No, it was cmbezzlement,” sald that
gentleman,

“Got his empioyer's money, eh%”

“Exuctly! One of the most daring
rases we've bad on our hands for a
long time. But we've worked it vp
succosstully, and now we've got him.”
~ “Shocking!"”, sald an elderly woman
in a pink bonnef. “Thank Heaven I
never was gled to a man. They're al-
ways turning out bad.”

“A sad thivg,” sald a sleek-lookinz
individugh = h

“Will Jt:be State prison?” asked a
.m:l:‘mn-;“:m-cl' old lady, with a bundle
‘.'l papers under fier arm. “Because, if
it is, yvoung: man, ¥ will give thee &
tract "to ¥and, and prefit h_v."‘

And shie handed me o lear of p&-per'
with the somewhat stavtiing title, “Liyes
Road fto Hell!”

I rvewarked that I had no wish to
learnanything in regard to that routeg
andgthat rought up a clerical gentle-
mwan ina white choker, who ingulred:

' “Young friend, hast thou a mother?”

“T hast!" sald T; “lkewise a grand-
mother, two aunts, sixteen cn,m:dill;:, and
a father-in-law!”

“Beware,” said he, “of sitting in the
seat of the scornful!™”

He was just going to read me his last
sermon on total depravity, when we ar-
cived at Rochester, and I was taken
to the lockup.

I did not like my quarters. I was
impossible for gny decent white man
to like them. Dirfy and ill-smelling,
and I would have been glad to clar ;.:-9
the bed for any clean pine plank, '

It seemed that I was charged with
approprianting the funds of ons AMr.
Junins B, Streeter, of Syracuse, who
was represented as wv conflding em-
ployer, but T had never heard of him
before, and certainly had not the pleas-
ure of being possessed of any of his
funds.

L tried to impress flls fact upon by
captors, but they ouly lavghed, and as-
sured me that Mr, Pelham and M
Ball, the detectives who had seized e,
had a very accurate deseription of the
rascally elerk, from Mr, Streeter him-
self, and wmy appearance tallied with it
pertectiy.

I wats to have my examination next
morning, and then, if I could prove
thar I was anybody but John Smith,

I was at liberty to do so.

Just as I had finished my breakfast
next morning, the Keeper eame in to
say that a young lady wished to see
me,

A young lady! I was horrifled, for
I had neither combs, brushes, or clean
collars, 1 smoothed down my refrac-
tory locks with my fingers, flirted the
dirty towel acrosa my face, rubbed
my boots with my handkerchief, and
my tollet being thnus completed, was
ready to recelve my visitor,

Shades of Hebe amd Venus! The
morning star itself was no comparison
to her! Blue dress. blue ribbons. blue
eyes, blond tresses, and a voice sweeter
than a fifty-dellar musie box!

She rushed toward me, fiung her
arms aroumnd my neck, put her soft

cheek against mine, hunied under my |

there such a regiment of kisses as to
take my breath away., 1 was quite
willing to have her take it away, and
did not care a picayune if she kept
up this sort of thing till Christmas.

“Dearest cousin John!" eried she; *“it
is such a shame for you to be here!
But it is just like those blundering of-
ficers! They fancy themselves won-
derful in the detective business! They’d
arrest their own grandmother If they
had one, darling!"

“Yes,” said I, seeing that she paused
for breath, “I have no doubt of it!"*

"I ‘read about your arrest in the
paper last night. It gave yvour name as
J, Smith, but J, stands for John, and
I knew it was you! I teld papa so,
but he said ‘Pshaw!" But I always
have my way, and so T came down to
see you, without even stopping to
dress. Dear me! I expect I am just
horrid in this old wrapper!”

“Horrid!" said 1. ‘“Why, T thought
sour dress was divine!"”

She laughed, and kissed me again.
I hoped she would keep on doing so.
[t seemed fo me the nicest thing she
could do.

“Papa is coming down In an hour
or two to bail you out, for, of course,
you are innocent, and old Streefer is
mistaken about your taking his dirty
money

“Of course he is,” said I.

“And vou'll come up with papa to
dinner, dear John?"

“Yes, darling.”

“Then, goodby,

i3]

said she: “I must 2o
home and order your favorite roast
duck, with oyster sauvce!" and she
kissed me again, and vanished.

Of course I knew that I was playing
the part of a contemptible hypocrite,
but I could not resist the temptation
of keeping still and letting destiny
work for me, especinlly when such a
lovely girl represented destiny.

Papa eame down, as she had told me
he would, and how he managed it I
do not know, but the thing was settled
in the course of a couple of hours, and
I was riding with him in a handsome
carringe, drawn by a pair of high-step-
ping bays, going to dinner,

Alice—=that waswhat her father called
her—received us cordially. She was
“@ressed” now, and I suppose all these
flounces and puffs wonld not admit of
Her kissing me, since she did not do it.
My heart sank. I wished mysclf back
in_prison, it prefty Alice were so much

imore affectionate in prison than out

of it.
Put. Alice had me sit near her at the

table,. and.she sweetened, my coffee,

and dished out my roast duck with
oyster sauce. And I adored her, and
was very near telling her so.

We had just got to pudding when a
servant opened the door, and ushering
in & gentleman, announced:

“Ar. John Smith!™

I turned, and confronted the visitor,
1t was like looking in a glass. He was
my exact counterpart in every partic-
ular. Our own mothers could not have
told us apart.

Consternation was on
reckon it was nlso on mine, Alice was
white with horror. Papa stood rub-
bing his glasses and trying to convince
himself that the frouble was In his
eyes.

“Jupiter!?' said the newcomer: “who
are you?”

“John Smith, sir,” said L
you:"

“Jolin Smith, sir,” said he; and thien
e saw how ludierous it all was, and
burst ont laughing.

“What have I done?”’
“Oh, what have T done?”

“Don't ery, cousin,’” sakl John Smith,
the nephew; “I'll have an explanation
at once.” Then he furned flercely to
me and demanded one, 1 told him I
shiould be very happy to accommodate
him, and I did so.

Papa Gordon—that was his name—
Inughed heartily. But Alice erept out
of the room, and I was sure her eyes
were running over with tears, and [
telt ke a malefactor—yes, indeed! like
n pair of them,

But John Smith, the nephew, gave us
very zood news after all. Mr. Streeter,
who wius the sald John's employer,
had Deen mistaken in his suspicions re-
warding his eclerk, and it had been
clearly established that Streeter's own
gon was the guilty one.

So, altogether, we had a nice time
congratulating ourselves—John and I-—
and Mr. Gordon rubbed Lhis glasses,
and seemed highly delighted over the
opisode.

It was a long time before Allce came
back to the room where we were sit-
ting, and then I managed to draw her
aslde for a moment to ask her pardon
for not having nndecelved her at onee.

his faece—I

“Who are

eried Alice.

“Really,” spid I, “it was all so de- |

words which would drive you away
from me."”

And whaf more I said would not in-
terest anybody.

I went abount my business the next
day, but on my return 1 called at the
Gordon mansion, and two months ago
I prevailed on Alice Gordon to accept
the name of Smith; and I own the
sweetest wife in the world to the fact
of having a counterpart.—New York
Weekly.

HORSES' HORSE SENSE.

Fquine Facial Expression That Suits the
Ocenpation.

“The man who does not think that
horges have good, lhard sense simply
does not study them."” remarked a
well-known liveryman to a Washing-
ton Post man. *“I believe they are the
most peculiar as well as the hest-na-
tured of all animals.

“Now, look at those two horses
hooked to that hearse. That is as
good a team as one would desire, yet
look at the animals. They look like
they are tired of life; notice how their
heads droop, and look aft the sad ex-
pression in their eyes. They know as
well as you and I that their work is
gruesome and sorrowful, and It makes
them disconsolate. Their downheart
edness is shown in thelr very walk—
wilking like they were going to a
funeral, as the saying is. Yet I can
hook that same pair to a stylish vie-
toria and you can almost see them
sneer at dray horses and drawers of
common vehieles. Hiteh them to a
handsome rig and they realize at once

that they are members of the four
hundred, and it is not necessary to
use ¢hieek reins to keep their hends

up. Yet some peonle say horses can-
not think. I have horses right here in
my stables with =ense enough to do
almost anyihing and they can show
more ovidences of sound sense
gome of the men who drive them.”

The * Hold-Over *" and Business.

Never but once did I go to my task
with a blear., That morning my com-
putations were so riotous amd I was
go set on distributing my checks into
the wrong pigeonhwles, that I went to

They took a little gravel,
. And they took a little tar,
With various ingredients
Imported from afar,
They hammered it and rolled it,
And when they went away ¥
They said they liand a pavement °
That would last for many a day, °

Bul they came with picks and smota it
To lny a water main; -
And then they eajled the workmen
To put it back again.
To run a railway cable
Thev took it up some more;
And then they put it back again
Just where it was before.

They took it up for conduits
Ta run the telephone,
And then thev put it back again
Ax hard as any stone.
They took it up for wires
To feed the 'lectric light,
And then they put it back again,
Which was no more than right.

Oh, the pavement's full of furrows;

There are palches everywhere;
You'd like to ride upon it,

But it's seldom that you dare.
It's a very handsome pavement,

A credit to the town;
They're always diggin’ of it up

Or puttin’ of it down. i
i —Chicago Inter-Ocean.

0ld Gentlerzan--®'Waiter, this meat
is like leather!” *“Yes, sir. Saddle of
mution, sir!”"—Punch.

Edith—*I believe he only married
her for her money.” Edith—*Well, he
has certainly earned it."—8t. "aul Pio-
neer Press,

\ Gladys Beautigirl—"0h, mamma.ob-

than |

the cashier about 11 o'clock to ask per- |

mission to 2o home. Fe looked at e
keenly, and said, not anRkindly:

“East night 18 respousible for this
morning. Let me tell you right here
that youn ecan’t do that sort of thing
and make a banker of yourself, no
matter what your name, is. No; Keep
at your work to-day, make your er-
rors, face the conseguences of .them,
even if you are fined for them. 1
guess your morlification will he the
best cure for you.™

What a wise man he was. I never
presented myself in  that condition
again. It was paying too much—

From ‘““The Antobiography of a Bank
Cashier.” in Everybody's Mngazine,

A Sclentisgt's Proposal.

When Lord Kelvin was on his
gceliooner yvacht Lalla Rookh, in West
Indiun waters, he got up a system of
gsimplifying the method of signals at
sea, He asked Miss Crum, whom he
greatly admired, and who was the
danghter of his host, if she understood
his code. She said she did, “If I sent
you a gignal from my yacht,” he asked,
“do you think you could read it aund
could answer?”’

“Well, T would try,"” she responded.
The signal was sent, and she did suc-
ceedd in making it out and transmitting
the reply. The question was, ““Will
yvou marry me?' and the answer was,
“Yes.,"—QGolden Penny.

Civilian Genoernls.

In the long line of men who have
been and who will be at the head of
the army until the retivement of Wood,
in 1924, none since Schofield has been
or will he West Point men. Neitier
Miles, Young, Corbin, Chalfee, Mae-
Arthur nor Wood is a gradunte of the
famons Military Academy. All except
Wood came over from the Civil War.

A Freak of Natare.

One of the strange freaks of nature
is that the horse, when it becomes old
and blind, has the normal condition of
its coat changed. It is then smooth
in the winter and rough in the sum-
this would

mer.  An explanation of
be highly Interesting.—New York
'ress.
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the
Belgium
combined,

The amount of gold In
States Treasury exceeds that in
banks. of Russia, Germany,
and the Netherlands

The typewriter {8 more largely used
in Mexico than in France,
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| bachelor girl and an old maid?"’

jects to kissing!” Jack Swift—"Well,
I am not kissing your mamma, am
I17"—Town Toples,

Lenry—"Horace s too confiding.™
Farveyr—*I think so; he tries to catch
his irains by the clock out at his coun-
try hotel."—Detroit Free Press.

And have vou ever noticed,
With a feeling of surprise, =

You really cannot recollect
The color of her eves?

Editor—*This stuff isn't poetry! It's
the worst rot I ever saw!" FPoet—"0h,
come now! I tried to sell it to a popu-
iar song house and they wouldn't take
it!"—Puck.

Mr. Borem—"I ean't fmagine why
she was out when I called.” Miss
Pert—"Why, didn't you just tell me
she knew you were coming?’—FPhila-
delphia Liedger,

Elsie—*You know, Dorothy, Bobby
is our first cousin,” L orothy (on whom
Bobby has made an unfavorable im-
pression)—“Is he? Waell, I hope he's
our last, that's all!"—Funch,

“T wish,” she sighed, “that I conld
see myself as others see me.” “Gra-
clous,” replied her fond friend, “why
aren't you satisfied to let well enough
alone?'—Chicagn Record-Herald.

“YWhat in the world are you doing
with & phonogruph, Harker? Thought
you hated them?" *“I do; but we use
this one to keep our neighbors away
when we don't feel like entertaining.”
There are plans that are wrong, there are

hopes fairly set

That flutter aloft and then die;
Ambitions are crushed into wrecks of re-

gret;

They are flying machines that won't fly.

—Washington Star.
difference between &
“Well,
a bachelor girl thinks she could get
married if she wanted to, and an old
mald knows she couldn't”—Scottish-
American.

witherby—"I made the mistake of
my life this morning. I told my wife
I didn't like her new gown.” Plank-
ington—*What, was she apgry?”
Witherby—*"0h, no, it wasn't that] but
she wants another.”—New Yorker.

“At what age do you consider wo-
men most charming?” asked the ingui-
gitive of more or less uncerfain years.
“The age of the woman who asks the
question,” answered the man, who was
a diplomat from Diplomatville.—~Chi-
cago News. .

“What's the

Remarkable Apple Cluster.

Arista Webber of Auburn, Me,, has
fn his office a branch of an apple tree,
two feet or a little more in length, on
which grow, by actual count, 99 ap
ples, which spuezgle so closely together
that there is not room for even ona
more. These apples are natural fruit,
not very large, of a soft pinkish color,

and are covered with a bloom, so that
at 8 short distance they resemble
peaches.




