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KWith the proper apologies to Ru
T s spriad
x the swest. of northern springtime,
far awRy scross the ses.
Sits a Yankew girl & waitin® an’ she
ts, for word o me—
Mo a-fightin’ o° the Spanisrds down in
old Manilia bay,
With onr nearest cable station some
six hundred miles away.
Here in old Manila Bay,
Where the Spanish ron lay.
Down in Davy Jones’s lockerithey-
‘re a-iying, sir, to-day.
Pown in old Manila day,-
Oughter seen us fight that day.
When we sunk the Spanish war~

shipg 'long about the first o' May. |

But she won’t be long a-waitin® fer her
boy, what’s gone to war;
We'll be startin' out ter home socon,
though it seems almighty far.
‘When there's loving tears a-waitin’,
lips a-waltin’ to be kissed—
When a man's away a fightin’ guess he
knows when he is missed.
'Way from home across the geas,
Take me back, sir, if you please,
Set me down in old New England,
‘neath the dear old shady trees,
Down in old Manila bay.
Oughter seen us fight that day,
‘Whken we licked the Spanish sailors
"loBg about Mzanila bay.

I am gittin’ sick o' fightin'; sinkin®
snips 18 such a snap,
An’ the forts they have down this way
only needs a gentle rap,
Arn’ I'm comin’ back, my sweetheart,
comin’ home to love an’ you.
Fer the war was all but gettled down
on old Mauila’s blue.
Down in old Manila bay
Oh, it's weary miles away,
Where the Stars and Stripes are
wavin’' over old Mantla bay.
Down in old Manila bay.
Qughter seen us fight that day,
When we sunk the Spanish syuad-
ron down in old Manliia bay.
x —Detroit Tribune
Wa.

THE PROMISE =

“No rent again this month? This is
the third time it has happensd withia
the half year. I'll go there mysell and
get the money, or I'll know the reasaon
why!”

Mr. Matthew Deane was in particn-
larly bad bhumor this raw December
morning. Everything had gone wrong.
Stocks had fallen when they ought to
bave risen—hlis clerk had tipped over
the Inkstand on his special and pecu-
liar heap of paper—the fire obstiuvately
refused to burn in the grate—in short,
nothing wen’ right, and Mr. Deane was
consequent) and  correspondingly

Cross.
¢ i

“Jenkins!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Go to the Widow Clarkson’s, and
tell her I shall be there in half an
hour, and expect confidently—mind,
Jenkins, confidently 'o receive that
rent money. Or else I shall feel myselt
obliged to resort to exireine measures.
You understand, Jenkins?"’

“Certalnty, sir.”

“Then don't stand ihere starin’ liko
an idlot,” sparled Mr. Deane, 1n a sud-
den burst of irritation; and Jenkinas
dieappeared like a shot.

Just half an hour afterwards, Mr.
Matthew Deane brushed the brown
hair just sprinkled witn gray away
from his square yet not unkindly brow;
putting on his fur-lined overcoat ha
walked forch into the chilly winter
air fully determined, figuratively, to
annihilate the defaulting Widow Clark-
80n,

It was a dwarfish little red brick
house which appeared originally to
have aspired to two-storyhood lot, but
<ramped by eircumstances nad settled
down into a story and a half; but the
windows shone like Brazilian pebblea,
and the doorsteps were worn by much
scouring. Neither of thege circum-
stances, however, did Mr. Deane re-
mark as he pulled the glittering brass
door knob, and strode into Mrs. Clark-
son's neat parlor.

There was a small fire—~very small,
as if every lump of anthracite wasg
hoarded, in the stove, and at a table
with writing implements before her,
eat a young lady whom Mr. Deane at
once recognized as Mrs. Clarkson's
njece, Misa Olive Mellen. She was not
disagreeable to look upon, though you
would never have thought Jf classing
ther among the beauties. with shining
black halr, blue, long-lashed eyes, and a
ivery pretty mouth, hiding teeth like
rice kernels, so white were they.

Miss Mellen rose with a polite nod,
which was grimly reciprocaced by Mr.
Deane.

“l have called to see your aunt, Miss
Mellen.”

*1 know t, sir, but as I am aware of
her timid temperament, I sent her
av;'?y. I preter to deal with you my-
self.”

Mr. Deane started—the cool audaoity
of this damsel {n gray, with scarlet rib-
dons in her hair, rather astonisted
fhim.

“1 suppose the money is ready?”"

“No, sir, it is not.”

““Then, Miss Olive, pardon me, I must
speak plainly, I shall send an officer
here this afternoon to put a valuation
on the furniture and—"

“You will do nothing of the kind,
sir.”

Olive's cheek had reddened and het
eyes flashed portentously. Mr. Deang
iturned toward the door, but ere he
knew what she was doing Olive had
walked quietly across the room, locked
sthe door, and taken out the key—then
-she resumed her seat.

‘“What does this mean?” ejaculated
the astonished “prisoner of war.”

“It means, sir, that you will now be
obliged to reconsider the question,”
-said Olive,

“‘Obliged 7" ,

“Yes—you will hardly jump out o
the window, and@ there is no othe:
ymethod of -egress unless you choose te
go up the chimney. Now, then, Mn
?Deane, will you tell me if you—a Chris.
'tian man in the nineteenth century—
intend to sell a poor widow's furnttura
because she.is not able to pay yow
iment? Listen, zir!”

Mr. Deane had opened his mouth t«
-remonsfrite, but Olive enforced hej
words with a very emphatic Mtth
stamp of the foot, and he Wad, as 1l
igwere, stricken dumb.

‘You are what the world cails a ric}
man, Mr. Deane. You own rows o
houses, piles of bank stoek, ratiroa

X and mortgages--win

iting. ¥ou are not a.bad " msn,
Deane; you have a great maay nod
- qualitien, and I like yvou for tham.*

She paused an instant, and iooked o
tently and gravely at Mr. Deane. The
color rose to his cheek—it was not diy-
sgreeabls to be told by a pretty young
girl that she Hked bim, on any terns,
yet she had indulged in pretty plalp
speaking,

“I bhave heard,” she went on, “of
Your doing kind actions when you were
in the humor of it. You can do them,
and you shall in this instance. You
-&Fe--cross -this-morming you KGow ¥ou
are ! Hush, no excuse; you are selfish
and irritable and overbearing! It 1
were your mother, and you a little boy,
I should certalnity put you in a corner
until you promised to be good.”

Mr. Deane smiled, aithough he was
L getting angry. Olive went on with the
Unost composyre,

“But as it is, I shall only kesp you
here & prisoner untll you have behaved,
and given me your word not to annoy
my aunt agaln for rent, uncil she is
able 10 pay you. Then, and not until
then, will you receive your raoney. Do
You promise? yes or nol”

“I certainly shall agree to no such
terms,” said Mr. Deane, taruly.

“Very well, sir, [ can wait.”

Miss Mellen deposited the key in the
pockel of her gray dress, and sat
down to_her copying. Had she heen a
man, Mr. Deane would probhably bave
knocked her down-—as it was, she wore
an invigible armor of power in the
very fact that she was a fragile, slight
woman, and she knew it

“Miss Olive,” he =sald, sternly, “let
us terminate this mummery. Unlock
that door!”

“Mr. Deane, I wil] not.”

“l shal]l shout and xtarm the néigh-
borhood, then, or call a policeman.™”

“Very well, Mr, Deane, Jdo su, if you
please.”

She dipped her pen in the ink and be.
gan on & fresh page. Matthew sat
down puzsled and discomfited and
watched the long-lashed eyes and faint.
ly tinted cheek of his keeper. She was
| Yery pretty—what a pity she was sn
obstinate.

“Miss Oltvel” | g Lol s

s, ¢ ool Nhw

‘“The clock has just struck twelwe®

“I heard it.”

“I should like to go out to get some
lunch.”

“l am sorry that that luxury is out
ol your power.”

“But I'm confounded hungry.”

“Are you?”

“And I'm not going to stand this
sort of thing any longer.”

uNo?n . -

How provokingly noochalant she
was. Mr. Deane eyed the pocket of the
gray dress greedily, and walked up and
down the room pettishly.

“I have an appointment at one.”

“Indeed! what a pity you will be un-
able to keep it.”

He took another turn across the
room. Olive looked up with a smile.

“Well, are you ready to promise ¥’

“Hang 1t, yes' what else can I do?”

“You promise?”’

“I do, because I can't help myselt.”

Olive drew the key from her pocket,
with softened eyes.

“You have made me very happy, Mr,
Deane. 1 dare say you think me un-
womanly and unfeminine, but indeed
you do not know to what extremities
we are driven by poverty. (ood morn.
lng, sir.”

Mr. Deane sallled for:h with a cor
lous complication of thoughts and emo-
tions struggling through his brain, in
which gray dresses, loag-iashed blue
eyes, and scarlet ribbons played a
prominent part.

“Did you get the moray, sir?” asked
the clerk, when he walked into the of-
fice.

“Mind your business, sir,” was the
tart response.

"I pity her husband.” thought Mr,
Deane as he turned the papers over on
his desk. ‘“How she wl.| henpeck him,
By the way, | wonder who her hus-
band will be?”

The hext day he called at the Widow
Clarkson’'s to assure Miss Mellen that
he had no idea of breaking his promises,
and the next but one after that, he
came {0 tell the young lady she need
entertain no doubt of his integrity.
And the next week he dropped in on
them with no phrticular errand to serve
&8 an excuse!

“When shall we be married, Olive?
Next month, dearest? Do not let us
put it oft later.”

“I have no wishes but yours, Mat-
thew.”

“Really, Miss Olive Mellen, to hear
that meek tone, one would suppose you
bhad never locked me up here, and
tyrannized over me as a jaller”

Olive burst into a merry laugh.

“You dear old Matthew, I give you
warning beforehand that I mean to
have my own way in everything. Do
you wish to recede from your bargain?
It is not too late yet.”

No, Matthew Deane didn’t; he had a
vague idea that it would be very
pleasant to be henpecked by Olive!

o

Had Enough War,

An aged colored veteran was depre-
cating another war recently.  “I don’t
want ter see N6 mo’,” he said, *I had
enough er de las’ one.” .

“In the war, wers you?"’

“All threo it, suh; follered Gin’ru)
Lee.”

“You did?”

“Yes, suh; I was right ’'long side et
him all de time.,”

“A% the surrender, too.”

“On de spot, suh!”

“Do you recollect what passed
tween Lee and Grant?”

“Bver'thing, suh! Ginrul wuz stand.
in’ heah—"

uYes?l’

“Wn Gin’rul Grant wuz standiit’ yon-
der—"’

“Go on.P!

“En I passed betwixt 'em, runnin
lak de devil befo’ day!”

“Here,” sald the listener. “Talkse
this money and go and get you a dram
The drinks are on me."—Atlanta Con:
. stitution.

be-

Kitohen Quoen.

Jeweler (excited)—Vhat became o
those diamond earrings whiie [ wa
out? They’re worth $400!

His Wife—The cook saw them, deas
it's her day out, you know, and ru.i
she’d leave i I didn't let her wea
then this afternoon.

. g‘lg‘i

“Hello, 018 man, you look ssil. Hax
your wife Seit you for the summer?
“Ng; she sprained her ankie,
Eo."-~Clavelind Leader. :

“Stimpsqp doesn't cut his grass A8
often as he did las: somymer.” “No.
Both his next deor neighbors hxve koRs
away and left thelr lavn mowers kaoke
ed up.”—Cleveland Plaindealer.

sfrald of work.

' that abont.~~Tit-Bits,

at home? Servant—Nao, sir, Yount
Callowe—Why, she came in only a mo-
ment ago; I saw her. Ssrvant—Yes,
gir, and she saw you.-Tit-Bits,
Hospital Physician (with a view ta
dizgnosis)—What do you drink? New
Patient (cheering up at the proPosal)~
Oh, sir—thank you, sir—whatever you
—1I leave that to_you, sir.—Tit-Bits.
Cashier at Bank--You'll have to
bring some one to identily you hefore
we can eash this chedkk. Got apy
friends in the town! Stranger—No:
I'm the dog lcense man.—~Comie Cuts.

“Popper,” asked the Young WORKSD,
“why is it you have pever done any-
thing to make you famous! “Neva
thought of it,” said the old man
*What had I better do—bolt the tickel.
or take seven battles of patent medis
cine?”’—Indianapolis Journal

Flowery Fields—Is there any demand
fer farm ' laborers hetween here an'
Bquedunk? Farmer Jones—Naw; |

help they need by this thme. Flowery
Fields (shaking his partner)—Wake up
Weary! We've siruck de right road af
last—Judge.

“Thass cool nighta are great,” sald
Mr. Wallace to his visitor, *‘Fellow
can sleep to beat the band” “Yes,'

he sottled down to his favorite trom.
bone effects In snoring, any ordinsry
band would find itsell pretty closely
crowded,"—Cincinnat! Enquirer.

Mrs Chafa—T'm 2frald thers’
gomething the matter with Johnnie
Mr. Chafie—What makes you fhink so':
pira. CraMe—He &its In a corner al

reckon th’ farmers hev hired all th'

fnterjected Mra, Wallace, “and when:

rmer's Wife—I hope you mre wotf
raid o wor Tromp (unexsilyl-3{ wan
ain't exactly afrald, mum, but T siways}
feel fidgety when there's apything like} !

Young Callowe—Is Miss Stuyvesant].

day, and doesn't say anything to any:
body. Either he i going to be a graal
poet, or he ia going to kave the mew
ales. 1 can't declde which It Imes
Texas Sifter.

“Will you kindly remove your hat
he sald. “Certainly not,”” sald she,

“And a beantiful hat like that,” he sald,
*geems awfully cheap at *3.'" But she
only sald—though her face Rrew red:
“You cannot playtag with me.”"—Cleve
land Plaindealer.

b

Fish With a Jag.

“Did you ever see drunken fish?” fn.
qQuired a Sonoma County wine grower.

No one would confess that he had
seen intoxicated fish, and the silence
indicated a predisposition to incredul-
ity.

“Well, you ought to see them up OB
sy ranch.”

about

ing a bird?" suggested one.

“Do you think T am a 's&r?” demand.
ed the tammper, indignenily; but he was
left in ign~rance as tb the belief of hie
hearers. ‘'My wisery {8 right on the
bank of a little creek. Thia time of
the year the water stands in pools, and
every pool is full of trout, suckers and
pike. All of the waste from the winery
is thrown into the creek, and that 1s
enough to discolor the water; but the
other day a big vat of soar claret burst
and nearly all of it ran down into the
hole of water just beslow the winery.
In half an hour the pool was crowded
with fish floating belly up. 1 thought
they were dead, and pulled a big pike
out, but he wiggled and flopped around
Just like an old drunk trying to get uj
without anything to lhold to. One by
oneg they disappeared as they sobered
up, and waen the waler cleared twe
days afterward there wasn't a dead fish
in the pool. They had just bDeen
jagged.”—San Franclisco Post,

A Reallstio Uromm.

l

Broques—I dreamed one night dat )
dwelt in marble halls, an’——

Soques—An’ what? )

Brogues—1 woke up an’ found mesel
in jail.

Completealy Fxtihnguished.

The passenger in the tweed clothes
got up to get a drink, and when he go
back he found his seat occupied by thit
man in the $7.88 suit who had beer
gitting on the wood box.
~ “I'd llke to have my seat, please,’
said the tweed man.

“Your seat?” repeated $7.88, ‘“Whey
did yom get a reserved seat? Whem
are you from, anyway?

“New York,” answered tweed, im
pressively,

“New York? New York? Huh! I'n
from Canton, Ohio.”

And the train rolled on with tin
New York man sitting on the waor
box.—Cincinnati Enquirer.

Was Not a Monopollist,

Bogsh — “Here you ars, giving yom
money to the saloon-keepers again

hink whai you might have bough
with it

Booze—*"T"ink w'at 1 have bough
wid #t! Here I've be'n & millionaire
twict fer one dollar. D'ye think ¥ wan
the earth?-—Up to Date.

Better Thuu Levrning,
. “I Mlisa Gay devoted as much timg
to mental cixlture as she does to dres:
she would beé a very learned woman.*
*Yes, but, ghe wouldn't have the sat

l

¥ ' and my next husband would ba rolln
“] in wealth an’ I'd drive my own oarriage
thought that maybe you would,” ht Yet. It was .;!ult wonderful the
said; “the price tag shows” sald he she told me.

i

!

1

w»&

says, ‘Your hushand is _a _man who
 wrould Tather be away from h?%ﬁl

won SXPerienc
$2g it 2o her companton Ina
exough to M Seard by every o
reporrar sat opposite, |
iswhathehentds . - -

“*§ don't ‘m‘mm?

“Do tell me shout i
*An' mind you, sha never
ep mé until to-day, an’ ghe
things no hivin' human belog
told hen” .
“What did she tell you?"
“Well, firat she wunt olfint

1hid eyon; .

¥,

5

»

married, cren’t you?" Nt
know T waa murried? Buo

‘¥ told her T was, “The

tave ohildrew, _ha
how did 3he know
“It was wonderful.”- = ..
15, Fo0r bagiAne. it & Wbpeing
says, “Your hushand iy a Jahorin
fsn't he? Now, how'd ahb:nk_g

P

waen't a clerk or a dostar or-me
bank prosident? I told her Fim was
Iaboring man, an' she says, ‘He dess "
not know that youi' hve come bere to*

A

dxy, and he didn't know A thiag AbGay: @ -
ot Toud aho kaop tmera s &t

“Sure snough.” . | s
" “Then she says; “Yan have sn semy; &

& tall, dark-eyed woman, and I know: .

exsctly whom she meant. ‘And;’ ake; .

o home! Now, how did whe know, that

about Jim? For he ln agnn,u

80 s:‘;?vzﬁh@re. ‘B;iejnm ;hﬂx

an’ that, an’ I Jaw him

that,  But how' dtd ahe know bR

was & teg'lar home granny?h B
“That's 80.” ‘ B8 3
**Then she says: *Yon-are fond of gos .

ing to the thexire-and tesding novels); -

and [ am, You give me s bag o’ candy: -

&n'A good, excliin® novel an' lat me gt . I

to see a resl stirrin’ drammy like the, |
“Twa Orphans,’ an’ 1.am happy, bul’
how did she know that!  “Then she”
told me to baware of a smasll, blue-eyed
woman, an’ I know exaclly whom she*

meant. She sald I'd bs married twlce, !

“I should say s80.” sttt

“I'l admit that I've been taken In.
once or iwlce by these clairvoyants:}
but I dldn’t hegrudge thia one a penny;
of the $2 I paid her, for she was gequ-|
ine, But Jim'd make an awful fuss i1°
ho knew I'd spent $2 that
wouldn’t dare tell *im 'hout my second.’.
hushand, He ain't what you might oal}:
one o the jealous kind, hut.I don't}
think he'd like it. It was a wonderful. .
sxperience.”—Detroft Fros Press, 4

4
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Kaew At putit. 1.
A conssguential young man--called at:

<N

way and1 | /

“I suppose you are going to tell ut’ the marringe license offiye yeaterday,; ="
a drunken catfish staggering gave the mecessary Information andf- -
down through the orchard and catch- was given a pink certificate. diracted to! .

the tremsury department, .
“Now," said - Clerk, Danfoxth, “you'
take this to the fee depariment of the' §
treasurer's office, down stairs;
other end of the main corridos, pay #1
and get your receipt. Then—" |

“Thanks. I guess [ can t.ttgn,_d to
the rest of the affair myself sir” |

Danforth only smiled.’ Last nighl.
at 10 o'clock there wis % ring at his'
door. He thraw on enough clothes|
to make himseslf presentabls and hure|
ried down. At the door he found the|
young aan who had aalled for the li-
cense.,

“What kind of a confounded blunderﬁ
did you make?”" he demanded. "I aske’
ed for a license and got this,” and he
waved the treasurer’s recsipt for $3. >

“That s only the receipt for your. .
money. If you had@ brought that back §: 3
to me, I would have isined the licenss,”; ;
sald Danforth. ,!‘ iy

“Why didn’t you say so?"

“1 tried to, but you knew it all and §7 /
wouldn't let me.” B ;

“Well, I want a licenzs, The gueais
are all at the house, waiting, and the

" minfster won’'t marry us till I got & Iis

‘with envy."~~Brooklyn Life," . ok

ARER.

censde,” 1
“All right, let them wait, Come t¢
the ¢ity Hall to-mdrrow duifing offfce’
hours and I'Il issue a licens®, Good.
night!” And the young mat who knew . B
all about it wasg shut out in the coll
last night.—~8San Franclsco Post, -

He Wantad a Suitable (ostmme
“It was your sign that reassared me”
the said to the clerk in the stors whert

to the ' §>

It LW

they sell men’s clothing of all kinds, I
have passed a dozen ‘gents’ furnishing
stores’ to get to you.” ’
“I'm glad that we are go favoradly:
consldered.” .
“It was your apnouncement £hat wot |
me. You call yourself ‘an adviser In
gentlemen's apparel,’ and what I wan
now wmore than anything else i3 ad

vice.” E
absolute

“We can show you what Is ‘ -
1y correct in every department of yous J:
attire” ‘ i i

“That fan't what ¥ want. It ks a mat B
ter of moral couragé. Do you thin}
that {n this climate, whera the “weithe) IR
changes so often and so much, & mas -
would be justified in disvegarding the -

comment of the untutored mob and . PNV

dressing himself in such 3 way as ¢
Insuré séasonableness?” .

“Certainly,” was the answer.’ “Sea PN
sonablafiess s the first requisite of ¢con B
rect attire,” ‘ .

.

“All right. That relleves my mind ‘BUSARE"

and I'll get right down to business ue
& purchager. Gimme a stray %t't;ea,u,{ :
a furlined overcoal"~Washingtor

Lid
€

The Last Ftrswe ' &,
' "T{le tgsal;gra lgé;g mugx Iarge a?;?‘ ;
usual whet you topk your btk yeuten  §
day,” remarkéd the h‘é{ql f:,lﬁii,gl, hly & |
“1 dom’t cars it they wers,” " replie¢
the sad-eyed ‘mdn who was ARG b |
bill, “I didn’t-order ’ém. that wiyskng
P11 servq notlce right hera: thuk ;ﬁgg ;

b



ave.fi*

