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DRAMATIS PRBBOSJC — Henry Holt («» 
blind veteran of the civil war.) 

Maria Holt (blswife). 
Molly (their daughter; a child). 
A "Lady (name unknown). 
People in the street. , 
Tux—The afternoon of a bleak De-

eemberday. 
- . SCENE—'The main shopping thorough* 
fare of an American city. A crowd 
block (he sidewalk In front of a large 
dry-goods store in whose windows glit­
ters a splendid holiday display. A wax 
dummy enveloped: in brocadc and er­
mine confronts another in evening 
dress of white satin and rose chiffon. 
Gorgeous fabrics of silk and velvet 
drape the sides of the window. These 
are all akin in tint; the colors of the 
window resemble a cluster of roses, 
KhnjHngr from bride to blush and jacue-
minot. In the' rear is seen the interior 
of a luxuriously appointed little room; 
it is labeled: "A boudoir," and is ar­
ranged to advertise the prevailing 
fashions in furniture ami upholstery. 
The room is furnished in rose an^~ 
silver. Its dressing-tabic is covercu 
with the elegant conveniences, of a 
lady's toilet, costly in value and dainty 
in design. Tall candles of pink wax 
burn in silver sconces at the sides of 
the long mirror. The draperies of rich 
lace are carefully looped back from the 
glass, to avoid contact with the flaming 
candles. The mirror reflects the street. 

A ' lady, plainly dressed in black, is 
tirying to push her way through the 
crowd, but is blockaded by the. women 
-who are studying the show Window. . > < - - - „ . , • 

engine and the chinoixdummies, across ̂  
^ the splendors of the rose and silver' 

decorations. He^ey^TesFypon the. ^ woulddisown o^-foceireQ 
andaaC-expresKlon of- trouble -
Jtm. counwtoance^ .Ift'the glass 

pereefvea- two 

* Wife-rWe. always have, dear—most 
always.: 

Husband—That's so, most always. 
But w£ can't afford to talk. Time to 
talk is for rich folks. Yoii've wanned;: 
my fingers up nicely In your shawl, 
girl. I'll goat again. ^ . 
. The street musician plays. 

"How can I bear to leave the®* . T 
One parting kiss I'll give thee, \ 
And thon what e'er befalls me - ' -
I'll go where duty oalls me." 

f *ady blockaded in front of the shop* 
window starts and stirs. 

The musician, reflected in the mirror, 
plays on: .•»,/ 

"Farewell, farewell, my own true love. 
Farewell—Fare—well" 

Lady turns her back, on the show 
window and urges her way through 
the crowd towards the man and the 
woman. In the mirror her figure re-, 
places for the moment those . of the 
street-players. The light of the pink 
candles is obscured. The dummy in 
ermine and the dummy in rose chiffon 
exchange haughty glances over her 
head. 

Woxan in the Crowd—Now, there's 
an-air abput-that brocade. 

Second Woman—Give me the chiffon! 
It's the fashionable shade. 

First Woman—I'll tell my husband he 
shan't have any peace till he fits me 
up a room like that yonder. He's goin' 
to begin with the silver hairbrush 
come Christmas. 

Second Woman (sighing)—But then 
the children clutter and muss so! Do 
you think it would pay for the bother? 
I'd rather have that real ermine opera 
cloak. It's marked four hundred dol­
lars. 

Ilenry Holt plays: 
"In the beauty of thelUies . 
Christ was bora across the sea 
With a glory in Ills bosom 
That trans!laure3 you and me." 

(Lady with sighs of emotion stops in 
front of the street musician, and silent­
ly observes him). - , _ J 

- ' —" 

Henry—Mft'amf 
Maria—Oh, madam! Dont youiee? 

Henry, she don't understand. She 
didn't mean it. She ain't that kind of 
lady. • Madam— . • , {•„ f 

Henry—Begging? 1 

His face flushes from white to pur* 
pie. His flute drops to the pavement.' 
His wife picks. it up and, wipes it with 
her shawL She sp^ks In a crooning 
tone. j. "V**.',- ' 

Maria—There, there, dear! She don't 
know. She dont tin4erstand. Madam! 
my husband is a musician. He is not a 
beggar. . He works hard for a living. 
Try it and se»—air weathers. -

Maria Holt raises herself with dig­
nity and with a trembling forefinger 
points at her husband's eyes. *t v ^$'4 

Lady—Blind? ^ 
Maria nods silently, i-, v 
Lady (overcome)—Oh, I beg your par­

don! Oh, you poor people! I beg your 
pardon with all my heart. 

Street .Musician (bowing with a 
fine grace)—Midam, you have it from 
mine. 

t&dy—Tell me bow It came about— 
this great misfortune. Do you mind 
telling me? I will try not to hurt your 
feelings so stupidly again. 
"Henry Holt (drawinghimself erect)— 

Yes,. ma'am, I will tell your It hap-, 
pened thirty years ago, but it don't 
need thirty ^ptfts to tell it. Seems- to 
me,v|a'ain (smiling) If you'll excuM 
me, you're the one that doii't see of us 
tWO! ' ' '• ' 

The street musician lifts his purple , 
fingers to his sightless eyes and then, 
with a -superb gesture, points in dieice 
to a faded decoration pinned upon his 
shrunken breast. It is the badge of-
the Grand Army of the Republic. • 

The crowd about the group has slow­
ly incrc&sed. Silver begins to fall into' 
the street-player's cap. There is a gap 
among the women at the show window. 

Maria Holt looks through this gap. 
Her wan eyes raise themselves to the 
ermine opera cloak with instinctive 
feminine attention; she glances at the 
pink and silver room. The blind man's 
pale face turns blankly in the same di­
rection. To him alone of aU the peo­
ple before the window its luxurious 
display appeals without arousing in­
terest. The dummy ill ermine and the 
dummy in chiffon regard him scorn­
fully. 

The First Woman in the Crowd—It's 
a hand organ, I guess.. Isn't there a 
monkey? I dote on monkeys. 

Second Woman—It Isn't a monkey;* 
It's .only a little man with a flute* 
Let's move on to the millinery window. 

First Woman —Wait. - Ifve got 
f ¥4?.ex 1 

Wrann-rhe spent 

yputhf his manhood, his health, win 
eyesight for his oountry, and he gets ^ 
turkey and cranberry sauce on Christ*^ 
"as.. , 
Veteran—Ma'am, there was thirty-five 

thbupand of us the last time I inquired. 
I'm only one of the delayed list. Don't 
take it to-heart so. We're kinder used 
to it. * Some weeks we get on very 
well. It depends so much on the 
leather! 

Manl^from the Crowd—How do you 
know that he ain't one of the fraudu­
lent claims? There's been a good sight 
more than,, thirty-five thousand of 
thenu 

Lady^X don't know, but I don't bcr,-
lieve It; and I can look him up, 
( Gentleman from the Crowd—Til 
spa re-you the "trouble. I know the 
man, I'm a neighbor of his, in a way. 
I teajch in his ward. His children come 
to school. I know about the fam­
ily. They arc honest people. It is all 
Just^as hd Says." • 

L4dy—I will see you again.5 You 
sha)| hear from me. I will remember 
—and the children!^ The holidays are 
com: 
„ M4ria—Yes.»- We do mind it when 
we can't make Christmas for the chil­
dren. ^That's the hardest. Now," ho 
talks about 

Henry plays and sings: 
Oh, though the world turn s cold shoulder, 
I'll take up my march and I'll fight. 
Fori wife and for home and for children » ' 

Readme frommorntag till night <-
wife Mid tor home sodtor bablea— .• 

love me from morningto night 
--Isn't that a new song, father? 

H^nr^yYes. Jcomposedit last week, 
after tkcie^ thljfr* eame from the lady. 
I fett so cncotu&ed. I neve? can write 
poetzry when dpwn. 

Molly—S6 it's oneof your own poems, 
father? 

Henry—Yes, it's one of mine. ' 
Molly (proudly)1—It is a pretty poem! 

Sing it again, father. 
Henry (sings)— ^ / 

"Oh, the wife* and the home, and the bableal 
X love them from morning till night." 
Molly (in an undertone)—Mother said 

it was juist as well tihat new baby died. ^ 
But she cried when she said so. £'• 

Henry (dully>—Yes, that's the woM'; 
of such things. 

* Molly—But* it's been so much easier," 
since we had the lady, father.!̂ .", - • 

Henry—God bless her! ~' 
Molly (quaintly)—Yes, I should think -

He'd enjoy that. 
Henry plays: -7 

God rest ya merry gentlemen, 
Let nothing you dismay.  ̂

fTifr Jesus Christ our Saviour^ '" ' 
Molly (interrupting softly)—leather," 

The Veteran (confusedly)—Fair Oak% 
Bull Bun, Malvern Hill, Antietam. 

The Crowd—For their sakes! ' 
- Molly—Father! I cannot hold the 
eap. It is so heavy it will break me! < < 

The Lady-rCome, come, Henry! Give 
them a song. > 

The Crowd—Give us a tvy^p! Give ui 
a  s o n g !  '  .  ' 1  ̂  . 1  

The Veteran (trying to compose hlnW 
self)—Ma'am? Yes. 1*11 try. Molly? 
Here, little girl. Molly? I wish your 
mother was here. Ma'am? Yes. I will 
try again. (Sings) 

My country, 'tl« of thee, 
t~.v% Sweet land of liberty— 
Choices, and begins once more, trem-

; ulouslyi 
"'iP r Saviour, 'tis of Thee— , .-J-

Hetitops, and removes his hat again.' 
yMadatq, I've lost my head. I don't 

• know which is which." 
The Lady (smiling through herlears) 

—It doesn't matier* Either will da 
"i;The face of tlfe street player fall^ 
into his hands. His bowed figure bends 

Molly. I don't see how I 
can let; that child go on the street with the people at the window nroi turning 
him! Her little winter sack'js worn to this They're looking at us. I 

*10: 

'cuirlMone -IfeddHajf- together^ the 
'Woman holds the, man's arm; both are 
sthinly dressed aSd are seen—in the 
mirror—to shiver. The man is pale 

undersized; he has a consumptive 

Henry ploys:. 
1st cents." 

Lady (to herself^4Ju>'t stand this! ^Second 
I suppose the Conglbii^rate Anti-Pau- , cent I've got in the world on wm* wr;,; 

sfi^a would 4iaown me forever,-fttrick- plume and my jet trimming ' 
but I cannot stand itt (Empties her ^e «^:to bwrow pf jrow to^et " 
purse of ita silver int^ ihe musiefaln's^I fe# klnd- of ashamed, " 
cafe^Aa^g^te ̂  sh^ I*tV move alcftj 

keep a car lare to get" to "thle station, the array? 
I'm late to my trains too bad 
there is; no more. Oh, I'm sorry 

see throt^rh the crowd of 'em. Ok, fir 
ther! There's:a baby Christ in the win*.; 
dowl - ' 

The Street - Player (wistfully)—Is. 
there', MoUy? f . 

Molly, (plaintively}—I wish you could 
see him, father] 

Henry (slowly turning his' ^laiik' 
eyes toward the window)—It seems as 
if, I did, Molly. (He removes his faded 

tireet player<gro^s^^a'g6o'd-b '̂>- -kat, and bends -his uncovered head be-
l shan't forget you. Your coun- ^e the window. Several men in the 

• - Crowd seeing the action of the blind you,, either, t 

rag?* it!s' past mending, and I've cut 
overjall the. flannels I've got. It's no 
plad^ fcjir MoilV, anyhow, but I ain't 
verjfotroritf.: •. Widam—(she whispered)'. 

t '!^ly—Ohf 4She wrings the woman's 
bsbu) . - - * % 

:H< ory (mechanically^ counting- on the 
stop of the flute)—Fair Oaks, Malyern 
Hill, Bull Bun, Antietam—' " 

;• r I^fly (extending her band, for which 
the 
now 
try iasn't forgotten 
don' believe it! i 

Vt tcran (smiling "slightly) Don't 
you, ma'am? , v - - * -

Lr —Well, Idoh't-blame you for 
l o o k  t i g  t h a t  w a y . g ?  - V - ^  

Ms j-ia—Ma'am,; hfe sfngs," too. You 
ougl t to hear him sing before you go. 
My uisband is a born 'musician; He 
give his money's _worth. Vbu ought 
to ki ow about that. . / ,* 
, He ary (flattered)r^Now, ma^am!- My 

wife :1s so foolish about-me. '̂ rVomen 
are, _ rou know. (Plays and s 

• My country, 'tis of thee, 
• - Sweet land of liberty I 

V 

Of tffee laing. 

player, do the same.) \ 
• , Mollys-It's such a pretty little 
Jesuk, father! And there's presents 
hung round over His head. I wonder 
if He'll get any. Dp you s'pose the lady 
'.will send us any more come this Christ­
mas? 
"• Father (beginning to play restless­
ly)—! guess likely, Molly. But I'd 
.tfather get 'em myself. (He plays 
eagerly:) „r. 

. For Jesus Christ our Savtout— 
' Molly—Father! Father! Look, look! 

"V Henry—Molly, ber still! •; I shan't 
i£^caru'you. a supper: if you go on like 

thlsu (Sternly) I shall lose my reputa-
ly, vWitl* - emQtioU, turns ^w«^^ ti^S iu a musician, MoUy! (To himself) 

froft tE» ;Singer and disappears in ther ^he says, look, look! Lord. if I could 
lookf I never see the chUd lose her 
^it^tol^fore. 

4,»IADAM, I'VB LOBT UT HEAD. I DOS'* 
KSTOW WHICH rsou WHICH." 

before the lady. With a fine gesture 
she steps aside. The crowd parts. Ther 
light from the head and face'of • the 
child in the manger falls in a broad 
white ray upon the veteran. The sol­
dier can.be heard sobbing. 

A Voice from the Crowd—Lord, I 
could cry myself I , 

The Lady-—Let us pass, good people, 
if you please. 

MoUy—Father, father! Wh^t will 
mother say ? The lady says she'll lead 
you home. May" I run on before? *1 
only want to stay a minute to see that 
cunning little Jesus—there! Good-by, 
•little J (Throws a kiss at the child 
in the window and xxiWdon.) ; 
; - Ike lady and th^ veteran follow alow^ 
13p, smlling as they got 

Henry Holt (cheerily playing iTankeeM? 
for Doodle. Finishes the strain consdenv 

r t . /  

& 

you!" ~ 
The lady hurries away. Maria Holt 

looks after her wlstfuUy, as she deftly 

^ftiously before lib speaks)—Excuse me 

oar, tu so BORBY FOB rou!'* 

look; his hands are cold and blue; he 
raises a flute to his lips, then puts It 
down, and tries to warm his fingers. 

The woman has a delicate face; she 
kolds out a. cap, somewhat timidly or 
proudly, aaif idle shrank from the act. 
Now and then a passer drops a nickel 

^, or a penny into the cap. -The woman 
removes her other hand from the man's 

?#• ^ arm, and wraps his fingers in her shawl 
to warm them. ' ; " " 

The Man—Cold, Maria? . 
s^ Wife—Not BO very, Henry. 

S&U Husband—Tired, girl. 1 

Wife—Standing hurts me a little. 
But I don't mind. 

Husband—It Ispretty cold. It comes 
hard—draggin' you out; If I could 
eome by myself! Oh, Lord, if I could 
get about alone! 

Wife—Now, Henry! . Dear Henry! 
Why yon know Tdon't mind it—much. 
I like to come aiong of you- 1 think it 
does me good toget ttie air. Only the 
stormy days—and you ain't fit to play: 

Wkeu iiiti^s, y^Mslf. You will kave 
to give i| up this winter, I'm. thiiikia*. 

turns the-, silver from the cap into 
Henry's pocket.-; 

Her eyes filL Henry plays and sings: 
"Let us die to make men free! 
For-God is marching on. " 

Lady, (unexpectedly returning) — 
Never mind my. train. I've given it 
up. I can't bear this! I mnst know 
something about you—why, what's tho 
matter? Why, you poor woman! What 
ailsyou? ^ 

Maria Holt (bunting into tears)-? 
Oh, it's the words you said! It's the 
words you raid! Nobody else—for so 
long—and we have had such a hard 
pull!—Oh, don't mind me! Oh, I am 
ashamed—Henry, Henry, I'm ashaofed 

ma'am,, it seems to be- silver that's OODOM 
ing in. I know it. by the note it strikes*! 
I want to earn what I take. I don't! 
beg. lama musician. I used to plajr \ 
in bands. IVe always been fond o# ; 
music. .Yes* ma'am. I lost my eyes in •* 
the war; one of 'em. - " •J- * 

Maria ' Holt—The other followed, 
come live-years; That was when wo : 
was first married, so I. know. I was 
young then, a slip of a girl. It came ' 
dreadful hard on us. 

Lady—Is he quite blind? • 
Ilenry—I am quite blind. One eye-

don't look it, they say. Some folks 
think I'm shamming, but they're folks 
that don't know anything. I got a 
piece of a shell at Antietam. - — 

Lady—But the United States does not 
leave its blind soldiers to be—play on 
the streets—on public sympathy—fcr a 
living. What Is yottr pension? • 

Henry (smiling)—I don't get the. pen* 
sion for serious disability. What I get 
just about pays our rent." It don't 
clothe nor feed us. I don't get a blind 
man's pension. But we get along 
sometimes quite well. It, depends, 
some on whether my wife can get a job, 
and then there's the weather. I ain'tso 
strong as I was before the war. I don't 
stand bad weather. I have the pneu-
monia—and that's expensive.'-There's 
a hitch about my pension, you see. I 
used* to think it would come round: 
But we've given up bothering, haven't 
we, Maria? .. , >. ,; * 
- Maria(apatheticallv)—Yes,itonlyriles 
you up and disappoints you. Nothing 
comes of it. ; 

Lady— Weren't you honorably dis­
charged? ~ 

Veteran (proudly)—Madam? 
- Lady—Well—of course—but I mean— 

Wife—It's something- about a^-sur-
geon. lie -died. 

Henry (recovering himself and" smil­
ing)—So he doesn't find it convenient 
to testify. His testimony is lacking. 

Lady—Ah! A flaw in your pentdon 
papers?. 

Veteran—That's about the size of it. 
: Lady (gentlyj-~Hi*rd! f 

Veteran—Well, yes. But we're kind 

"r, t-'- - -

• ••-Sit ^ w -

m . ; .V-

roB FREEDOM'S SAKE AIM THOSE BLIND EYES HE GAVE FOR IT. 
and children's wear, all of white, ex­
quisitely trimmed with costly lace.. 
Holiday gifts for very young children 
are scattered among the baby clothes. 

• The rear and floor of .the window are 
given up to a solemn spectacular ef-

- feet. There is a grotto; and a manger 
rudely carved in rock. Oxen are chefw-
ing their hay on one side. On the other 
kneel the three Magi , in gorgeous tur-
bans and draperic^; they present 
myrrh, frankincense and gold, tum­
ble Jewish figures—a - man ,and ^a 

; wopian—lean over the manger.'' Ttie 
woman: is young and fair.- In the mana­
ger- lids a sleeping babe, r A powerful 

But it's the .words you.i 
Lady (muck mOvei(|)*t:The words I 

said? Ok—tkatl ( Suck a little com­
mon kuman-^-ok, you poor woman! 
| Henry H^lt puts down kis fi^ute. His1 

pinched ftee workl pathetically. $.e 
rolls kis eyes helplessly totnrard£ Marm, 
Then, with the most exquisite motion 

cau takeme in tbw like a little , ""J"161®® 
Sbtto tk« smartest of the blood, I^ol^r ^ his . wife,- and strokes it 
la I'd Heel bad if we shouldn't mako 
Out a. Ch»i%tmas for ' em. this year, 
Jiiaria. So;ii|Bi)64x may seiid a turkey 
.«vbut that don't go Into Utile stockin's. 
^^ife-^-H f get another dresato make 
ov«rwe catf nM^iage* Don't you feel 
a3ta£<WS, HeUry1 That iat cu9tomer I 
had weaMont dtoadfully/ on .her ride 

I calculate shell need another 
M & O B U ' ^  ' '  :  

Hu8band^(more_cheerfully)-Yes; Henry (interrupting)-New 
That's one tking about it. You can born and bred. 
trays sew wken you can get tke job, Lady—You don't look as if you ougkt 
A*d MoUy can t*nd to itte. I guess to be doing this. You look above beg-
j^ell manage. -' ging on the street. ' } 

of myself! I -don't know whenever-he's . .a «_ j —r...0 ——. .. . 
heard meC17 before—have you,Henry? ^ol1^ some- eiec^ic jet,, concealed belpwi throws a 

he words you Baid! „ glory tfpon the face and head of the K 

We 
The 
We 
We 

with tke palm of his blue hand. 
A/erowd has begun to<thicken' around 

Henk^, Maria and the lady; but neither 
of the three appears aware < 

«uily aa if. she Mid - ke - wdre 
the world. He skpws no consciousness 
of the presence of obiervers? k. ' \ r 

, - I<ady—Tell me all about 4tl. ?e^.me 
. kow it happens. : Why j^re you'll&e 
'.this? You are Americans—• i.ijssvj'1 

- Lady^-rSlow many ckildreu hafe.you? 
Henry (eagf$rly)r-;There'8 ^lolly! 

, Marja—And.thetwo little onei 
had two oi4&*b<^fK: ''They lifted. 
drainiage waa bad Avherer werltve^l 
tried to save £m rent those daya 
don'tr-stnee. 

tiady-^Do1 you tciake a living? tio 
you suffer? Hav^ you clothes? A flre? 
Food enough? ^ Howjniny hpitles did 
you fe^ lU? M , A llittl^ girl leads him by thehand. 
and number. I must look toto this Skeis decently dressed a,nd of a mod-
matter., How, many battles,^ you est appearance. The t>liyef Wears ra 

glory tfpon 
child. Ail thfe light- in the-window 
comes from this jet. A crowd is col­
lected before the window. The people 
talkfsoftly. Aude men and delicate la­
dies Stand side by side. ~Not an oath is 
heard nor a peevish exclamation. Many 
people look silently into the window. ; 

: Tfte'stree^t player comes; to his stand 
upo9 the curb-stone. His wife 'Is'not 
beside him. 

crowd parts before her. She 6peaksa 
word here and there to right and left, 
as she comes through. She looks agi­
tated and happy. Her delicate face 
has a beautiful expression. She Comes 
up to the street player and lays her 
hand upon liis arm. She speaks: 

"Mr. Holt, don't be too much disap­
pointed—"• '1 

Henry (patiently)—I've lived too long 
to be disappointed. That's for young 
folks. 

Lady—If It shouldn't come out as I 
hope—but I do hope. And the senator 
says I may hope. In fact he writes— 
here is the letter—that he is just as 

assure. 
The Veteran (flushing pitifully)—Oh, 

you dont mean the pension. 
Lady —Yes. I mean the pension—the 

full penslQti. All that belongs to you 
—that part of what the country owes 
to you. - That part of the big, deep, 
terrible, debt.^ The letter. says he 
hopes it isn't too late to set a great 
wrong right. He h<Spes before long 
—perhaps by New Year's—sooner than 
we expected— 

The Veteran—Oh, my God! 
The soldier weeps upon the street, 

before all the people. They crowd 

rfeniinols frou his 
plantation home in the south, and wiu( 
so well satisfied with "God's country,". 

, as he was pledged to term it, t^at W 
settledpermanentlyinifcLeaai coiint^ 
becoming a fixture upon fKp farm of 
Ezra Miies, a well-to-do planter. 

Neptune was gray-haired and lazy 
when he bargained for this place, and 
time' did not improve bis value as a 
servant. He was good natured, faith­
ful after his fashion, and apparently 
much attached to Mr. Miles, but noth­
ing could persuade hfan to imitate the 
bee in industry. * 

One year passed and another, and still 
Neptune remained, while his content­
ment was a real comfort to behold. 
Nothing in the world troubled him ex­
cept a delayin. serving his meals, an^ 
as this rarely happened his serenity 
practically remained rinbroken. 
j The negro was coal black when he 
uirst entered Mr. Miles' home, and he 
Beemed to take on deeper shades as his 
hair whitened. Hut the latter was the 
only sign he gave of advancing age. 
He was thin, talL, erect and active—• 
when moving toward the house at din-
tier , time. Day after day, though, he 
became lazier; yet there were those 
who knew him that declared\he had-
reached the lowest possible descending 
point in the first year. Mr. Miles even, 
who was one of the most forbearing 
men in the world, could finally stanct-
it no longer and resolved on drastric 
measures. Coming up with the darky 
in the barn when he should have been 
out in the field, he said sternly: 

"See here, Nep, you are not worth 
your salt. You are discharged. Get 
yourself off at once." 

The old negro, who had been leaning-
out of a window looking dreamily upon 
the landscape, now turned about, re­
garded Mr. Miles half curiously for a 
moment, and then shoqk his head neg­
atively. 

"Kain' do it, Marse Ezry. It teck& 
two ter meek er barg'in, *n' I ain' er 
gwine ter fling erway er Job I'B hilt 
nigh outer twenty -year, comin' nex* 
Jinnerwerry. I laiks de place mighty 
well, V reckons I'll'stay ontwell I-
dies." Here Neptune turned to go 
away, having rejected what he consid­
ered an undesirable proposition. 

"Coine'iback here," cried Mr. Miles, 
angrily. "If you talk to me that way 
I'll thriash'you." - •* * • -

The negro halted, moved half about, 
and answered, reflectively: 

"Dat yro kin do, M^rse Ezry, bekase 
it on't tebks one tea* do the Jau^uin,> 
but it shoS'fy do tek~ two ter mc&kli bar­
gain, *n' I ain't sich er blame fool 'a ter 
frow up dis er plara." 
: And Btay old Neptune did to the end 
of his day a, pereuaded W the list that 
tke right of the eSnjrtoye'to reibiiM waar 
as potent as that of the employer to 
discharge.—Chicago Tribune. 

at AAtteffetn I^g6tthe skelL .. Henry Helt»-Molly, did 
ftuot rfgk|i motherseemed quite bright, 

The country—patriotic people ought to wektlNUik, aiier ybu left' n 

yousay 
when you 

. , me on that 
do something! ' ~ : I ^coimer to. wait, for you? She's ^een so 

Veteran—Oh,^ folk^-are kind1 etiougkf 
I get a turkey most every Christmas. 
Laist year we had cranberry sauce and 
fixings. 

. lady (notto Voce) — He gives ktaf 

up!, It worries me. 
silver, fatkiert 

She told me to tell you. She said she 
was sure she'd be out again by Christ­
mas. Play something jolly, fatherl 

heavy I ean!t ^old it! And there's 
bills— Oh*jikey'll blow aWay! -

A Void? p^oiil the erowd)—That's 
for Christmas'.sake! 

Another Voice—That'a for his own 
6ake! 

The Lady—For honor's sake. 
A Voice—For freedom's sake, and 

them blind eyes he. gave for it! 

, Strictly Honest. _ < 

,the, thihgs |̂ u 
wash are torn to pieces... . .... = 

Washerwoman—Yes, mum; Tint^rhen. 
a tking is torn in two or more pieoes,. 
mum, I count^^em r̂ s only one piece, 
mum.—N. Y. Weekly*, —j--

r -• 4; • " A' '(M;. *. 
- Goavtnclng Proof. -

Morton-rAre you sure that Penman 
is really reconciled whk kiti wife?;! j 

Crandall—Yes, I am sure of it, forsh<^ 
reads what he^ writes and he eats what 
Hit cooks.—TrtftlL 


