
GOODWIN'S WEEKLY. 13 H
COMING HOME IN THE DARK

Tho tunnel was dark, the tunnel was
long,

And tho lights had all gone out.
The temptation was assuredly

strong
Of that there could be no doubt.

She was sitting by me, a portly miss
Of thirty summers, or less;

When a notion struck me that I
would kiss

That vision of loveliness!
Though the risk was great, I thought

it worth while,
For il was full of romance,

And to steal a kiss in a furtive style
The pleasure could but enhance!

So when we had come to the darkest
part

I gave her a silent smack,
When I didn't expect if bless my

, heart!
If she didn't kiss me back!

We gazed at each other in shy sur- -'

prise,
When from the tunnel we sped,

I The other passengers must have got
wise,

For our cheeks were burning red.
At the same depot we left the train,

I When I lost my charmer fair,
I thought

again,
I should never see her

For which I didn't much care,
But, when I got home, there was the

maid,
. And she gave me such a look,

"Who is that, mother?" I asked. She
said

"Why Bobby, that's our new cook!"
New York Times.

.
' SPICE

One night a traveler in the south
secured accommodations at the only
dwelling in sight the log cabin of an
old negro. Wlien bedtime came the
old darky asked him to join in the

I family prayers. So he knelt down
I with the members of the household
I upon the hard puncheon floor. The
I negro closed his eyes and threw his
I head back and opened his mouth and
I began. He began with Genesis and
I worked gradually downward, and
1 prayed for twenty minutes without a
I pause. Tho traveler's ' knees were
1 hurting him like the toothache and ho
I got desperate. He nudged the per- -

1 son nearest to him a twelve-year-ol- d

Q boy, who had his head on a chair seat
1 and was peacefully dozing through tho
1 ordeal. "What is it, boss?" whisper- -

1 ed the pickaninny, waking with a
I start. "How long is this prayer goin'

I to last?" he whispered back. "Has
I daddy donr tuck do chillen of Israel

'crosst de iRed Sea yit?" "Not yit."
1 "Well, den," ho whispered back,
1 "we'en he git to de Red Sea he's jest
1 half done."

I The night that David Belasco pre- -

I sented in Chicago "The Case of

I Becky," a play having to do with dual
I identity, two dramatic critics met in
I the lobby of the theatre after the sec- -

I ond act. "Say," inquired one, "Isn't
1 there a medical word that describes
I this play a scientific descriptive

word?" "Yes. Psychotherapeutic."
"Geo whiz!" exclaimed tho first. "I
wasn't going to write that much about
the whole show."

Larry Harris in an unguarded mo-

ment accompanied some friends on a
yachting trip down the coast, during
which rough weather was encounter-
ed. Finally the genial Larry was dis-

covered hanging on for dear life with
scarcely enough interest remaining to
care whether port was made or not.
"Feeling pretty sick, old man, aren't
you?" said one seasoned salt, sympa-
thetically. 'Sick?" he moaned. "Why,
thousands have died who were not
half as sick as I am now."

Molly, the new Irish girl, was one
of those heavy-hande- d creatures who
was forever dropping or breaking
things. Hearing a crash of glassware
one morning, her mistress called in a
resigned voice from the next room:
"Well, Mollie, what are you doing
now?" "I ain't doin' nothin', mum.
It's done."

Having come into sudden wealth,
and feeling that he owed it a duty to
himself and his fellow-me-n to climb,
a man who had been engaged in some
queer business transactions induced
one of the younger members of a
rather exclusive club to put up his
name. Some of the old guard fell to
discussing the applicant. "I can't
place him," said one. "Is he a mem-

ber of any other clubs?" At this
juncture another member, who had
suffered heavy financial losses
through the sharp, not to say ques-

tionable, practices of the applicant,
declared: "Club? Winy that tellow
would be rejected by the Y. M. C.

A."

The managing editor wheeled his
chair around and pushed a button in
the wall. The persdn wanted entered.
"Here," said the editor, "are a num-

ber of directions from outsiders as to
the best way to run a newspaper. iSee
that they are all carried out."

And the office boy, gathering them
all into a large waste basket, did so.

Willie came to his mother with an
expression of anxiety on his face.
"Ma," he asked, "if a poor, hungry
little boy was to come to the back
door and ask for something to eat,
would you give him that piece of pie
that was left over from dinner?"
"Yes, WJillie, of course I would," said
tho mother. Willie's face cleared.
"All right," ho said, "just wait a
minute till I run around to the back
door."

Two mothers each with her child
visited the Chicago Art Museum.

As they passed the "Winged Victory"
tho little boy exclaimed, "Huh!" She
ain't got no head." "Sh." the hori-fie- d

little girl replied, "That's Art
she don't need none."

iMrs. Burns had found some house-
work for an old negress, but after
working a day or two Mandy said she
must quit.
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"I done haf to go out collectin' foh
de missionary society," she explained.

"But I have work for you o do,"
said Mrs. Burns, "and you need all
the money you can get."

"I know," said the old mammy, "hut
I done haf to collect foh de mission-
ary society."

"What do you get paid for collect-
ing?" asked iMrs. Burns.

"I don't get paid," said Mandy. "I
only gets what I collect."

It was a very fashionahle concert
and the artists very well known ones,
hut the two young things were too
busy with picking out their peculiar-
ities to hear the music.

In the midst of a beautiful selection
the pianist suddenly lifted his hands
from the keys and one of the young
things was heard to say cleany:

"I wonder if that hair is his own?"
The old man who sat beside her

was slightly deaf, hut he turned with
a benevolent smile.

"No, Miss," he imparted pleasantly, H
"that is Schubert's." H

There was recently brought before H
a police magistrate in the south an H
old darky who had fallen foul of a H
bulldog while in the act of entering Ht
the henhouse of tho dog's owner. H

"Didn't I give you ten days last H
month for this same offense .' ' asked H
the magistrate. "It was the same H
henhouse you wore trying to got into. H
What have you got to say for your-- H
self?" I

The darky seemed perplexed. "Yo' H
honah," he said, "yo' sent me to the H
chain gang fo' tryin' to steal some H
chickens, didn't yo?" I

"Yes; that was the charge." H
"An' don't de law say yo' can't be H

charged twice with de same' offense?"
"That no man shall be twice placed H

in jeopardy for the identical act, yes." I
"Den, yo' honah, youse gotta let me

go, suh. I waB after de same chick- - I
ens, suh." I


