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RESEMBLED HIS BELINDA

MODERN COMEDY OF ERRORS,
PLAYED UF TO DATE.

Harrowing Hesnlis of Delng Mis-
taken for Somebhody Else Because
of Fancled Faclal Likeness,

I suffer under a singular misfortune. It
will not seem much to you, when you
hear it stated. 1 dare say, if you are
sentimnetal you will fajl to understand
the hardships of my case,

It -8 simply this: Evreyboly knows
somebody who looks like me The worda
1 am surs to hear, as soon after an Intro-
duction as etiquette will allow, are: “You
80 sirongly resemble a friend of mine™”
or, “You remind me so forcibly of ana
sbsent cousin, aunt, sister or sweetheart,”
a8 the case may be; or, “Pardon ms, but
your likeneas to my oid friend So-and-So
jends me to treat you with the famillar-
ity due only to o longer mcqualntance.™

If you are of the sentimental turn, you
ssk: “Where is the misfortune? Very
agreeabls, you think, for me to find mine
always one of the “old familiar faces”—
charming never to appear a stranger Lo
any one: to be “hall fellow, well met!™
with every newcomer; to have a special
resemblance everybody’s particular
friend! You think so? Well, 1 object Lo
it for the following reasons— But no; 1
will give no reagons. 1 will Jet you de-
duce them from my experience.

Put the case as yours. How would you
ke to find the resemblance generally
unflastering? I have seen some of these
facsimiles of myself. They are about as
much like esch other as Laps are lke

n, or Turks ilke Frenchmen. I
don't know how they can all be me! I

fmve not, generally, feit elated by the
compurison, when confronted with my

wery pletures.” They may posaibly have

experienced the same dissatisfaciton, but

1 hope not, at least to the same extent.
Another View of It,

Or, how woev'd you like to have no per-
wonality of your own; to ba forever pre-
judged by the same quallties of others;
to de sneered at because Mlsx A Is =0
wain: to be hated because Miss B Is 80
maligneot; to be laughed at because Miss
«C is so ridiculous?

This is to have no identity: to be per-
petunlly obliterated in others having
stronger tralls, like sugar In a dose of
<castor oll

1 have had shopkeepers look sharply at
e as I stood by the counter. One asked
a friend of mine if I “was not that lady
who had & fancy for taking things and
not paying for them.™

Oh, my counterparts! do condpet your-
eslves with propriety, or & harmless suf-
ferer will haunt you, If she can

1 asked one of the trustees of & mu-
seum for a permit to visit it These per-
saits are glven to all applicants who are
deemed respectable, What was my dis-
moay to hear, 3o Teply, such words as
thesea:

*“No, ma'am; we must refuse.”™

“Why?' 1 stammered,

“You are so oareless, and 4id so much
dnmuage while handling the specimens,
the last time you were there, that my
duty to the soclety compels me to refuse
the permit”

1 had never visited the museum, but
pome rough copy of me, doubtiess, had
done so.

1 have occasionally tried to prove the
mistake about my identity, but have gen-
ormlly been considered unblushingly per-
sistent in wying 1o galn my object, at the
expense of truth. If T meet with no con-
tradiction to my representations and galn
sny point, those I address usually let ms
sse that they are not “gulled” but are
only intalent or indulgent

Walking gently along a San Francisco
thoroughfare 1 ses blustering old Dr. —
driving along in hia buggy. He pulls up,
and calls out to me, & perfect stranger
to him, though, a5 bhe is a distingulshed
mman, I know him by sight:

“Go home; g0 home! 1 never saw such
& perverse woman! Any person of sense,
sick as you are, would be abed, Buch
& patient abroad epedks {1 for her doctor.
Jd won't have it; go home.”

I—the picture of health—ordersd home,
&8 4 sick and unreasonable patlent! and
That, too, when the old novellst, Mr,
Blank, is just passing and hears every
word, a» a perceptible sneer on his face
gells me! A month or two afterward, I
so¢ some fling nt womankind in his Intest
work, which I trace clearly to this inci-
dent. And all time, no doubt, the
poor, =ick woman s groaning Indoors
and hoping to win golden opinlons of her
ghysiclan by her obedience.

Laughable Results,

Sometimes the mistake produces only
isughable results. At a plenle, 1 wandered
mlone In a shady, cedsar grove 1 was
dressed as all the woman were, in white,
31 lenned over o little, babbling brook and
became much interested tn the minnows,
3 heard a step behind me, but that im-
parted nothing to me; I expected no fond
surprise. Suddeuly mn arm stols about my
walsl

*“I have watched a whaole hour for this *
oald 8 man’'s volece. 1 knew the gentleman
wall; he was supposcd to be o stony. old
bachelor. I looked up:; met a prompt
kiss; gave a prompt scream, and saw my
astonished swaln take a prompt departure,
aler a close, hasty, frightened look into
my face.

Walking along a country lane, I waa
overtuken a young gentleman In a
atyllsh buggy. 1 never saw him before;
et he smiled bowed and stopped hia
horse suddenly,

“Come, jump in™ h
Foe sent for you. She Is glck, and
you have not a minnte to lose"

Very much flurrled at being summoned
by a Miss Monroe I never heard of be-
dore, 1 hastily I seized the extended hand
and spraug into the buggy, without tak-
ing palns to look agaln st the messinger
who, meantime, s carefully averting his
fuce.

Ko snoner am ] seated beside him than
I perceive that he ghaking with laugh.
ter: and, suddeniy, bhe turns to me, saying,
while he sturts off his horse with a brisk
touch:

“All a Tuss, Lizzle!
want you—but I &

I lift upon him a blank, amazed fnce
He starts, stares, colore: stammers out
e&n apology and sor hing about expect-
ing to meet “Lizge”; saye 1 am “not the
Jady,” stops the horse and lets me get
out, in wviolent eonfosion, and while he
drives off. sheoapishiy recovering hls coun.
tenance, I walk off Inmenting mine, which
plays me such tricks

At an evening part

the

b

< arvey

i Mon.

Miss Monroe dom't

el

¥. 1 was introfduced

to a Mr. st his request. He gazed
a8t me in a very confusing manner; grew
pale and te . T huestensd to draw his
attention from myself to the music, the
plotures, the dancing. But though he was
sufficiently polite. I saw that hiz mind

was fully occupled !n dwelling upon me
From being embarrassed and annoyed ]
began to feel flattered, as his attention
seemed  delicate, almost reverentinl, and
quite Involu projonped. He acarce.
Iy left my side that evening. and when he
took leave, asked permission to eail upon
me. 1 grante Iy, as 1 knew his
family and antecedents.

The very next doy he omane, and the
pext. 1 was fiattered 2 Me. 1 had been
through such affalry before, and knew
what thia devotlon fareboded; besides,
ald not every friend 1 bhad congratulate
gne upon my conguest?

Tufalteringly Devoted.

At parties he scarcely eft my side, for
no coldncss on my part could daunt him.
At home, he sal as near to mo an oir-
ceumsiances and etiquette l-rm!!!ni.' tor-
menting me with his long gaze. He sent
gne flowers, anonymousty; lent me books,
pung with me, and came dally.

Ho was woll efucated, bandsome, of

sultable age and good estate. 1 began
to ook upon him with favor, but yet al-
ways feit that the whole affalr was rather
inexplionble, and probably founded upon
some mistake, though 1 knew & could not
be one of ldentity this Ume.

One moming he asked for a privat
audience, and I was arradd the time had

come when I must give him a positive |

anFwer, yes or no. | was pot prepared
to do this, and concluded to be gulded

by circumstances whether to say “wait”
or "o “Yes” was decidedly not 10 be
uttered nor implisd,

He came, and 1 fluttered down to the
parior. He rose to mest me: ook my
hand and led me 1o o chalr, remote from

& window. He took another and sat fac-
ing mea It made me pervous—this cere-

mony—and “No! No!! Noit!" waps on the
tip of my tongue before he sald o waord.

*] asked to see you slone” he sald at
last, after mastering some emotion “that
I might open my heart 10 you.™ T smiled
a willilngness to preside at the uncovering
of that casket.
have seem—have you Dot? that for the
lust month, you have been the Celight of
my eyesT’

“Dioes he expect me to answer that?™ 1
sald to myself, as he paussd. I put up
my fan to hide lipe quivering with amuse-
ment.

“The delight of my eyrs and of my
heart! For years I have not known such

refreshment; such pure joy as you have |

glven me™ I was touched, moved; DO
lavghing now-—-nearer crying.
“You have comfortad my nmost

the world looks bright because of you. It

has been dark and desolate enough, God |

knows! But all clouds fly before your
presence. 1 never expeoted o be so happy
in this worlid as you have mado me.”

He was deeply In esrnest, trembling
with magretic emotion. He paused ngnin.
If his next question hed been whether I
would marry him, I think “Yes" would
have been inevitable,

“l have comeé now to bag you o oom-
plets my happiness. I know you can, You
are the mage of my former wife—my
angel Belinda, in heaven, who is walting
for me thers, after a most blissful unlon
here—cut too short, alas' 1 know she will
not be jealous of you, for you nre bul her
image here below, and | am compliment-
ing her in marrying you.*™

As 1 listaned to his fatulty, the angry
spark In my eyes burped up the softness
he bad &t first evoked. I had half a mind
to marry h¥m, so as to svenge mysell
upon his angel, Belinda.

But, after all, I could not. "Come!"” 1
gald cheerlly, “1 wonder if I am really ke
your wife"

Like as Two Peas.
“You are like her Iz every lovely fea-

ture—in glossy halr, dove-like evyes, hap-
py lps, sweet, dimpled chin, telling of
gentleness. Then, in expression, jyour

face is like hers, all filied with the loving
submission of woman, of hér Fweet help-
lessness and graceful dependence upon
man's stronger mind.”

“Ah sl 1 dryly.
there was glamour on his eyes, and that
he could not see me A3 1 was, “Suppose
we look allks; but are our characters
simllap—our turn of mind ™

“Yea, 1 think so; you are both the
humbiest moekost most refined of
women. Pelinda wans & true woman 1
bellove swhe never had a positive opinfon
on any subject out of her household. Bhe
knew woman's sphere. Bhe sald, with
woman's instinctive dellcacy, that she
hited mewspapers, and would never read
them."*

“Humph! Ahem!" I choked a UNitle
““Then, our clrocumstances, surroundings,
experiencs! Were ours similar? Did ghe
ever, belng Jaft penniless, ensrn her bread
by her own exertion, fighting hard for
it with ¢the men who denled her a chance
because she was & woman; and when she
had won i, eating it with bitter team,
becausa she was bated by her bLrothers,
despised by her slsters for baving had to
fighe for L™

*“Belinda wae averse to strife, and would
have ded of starvation mther thanm con-
tend for food. Bhe was all meek submis-
sion to whatever good or {ll God sent to
her, as woman should be."

“Was Belinde,” I asked, “an authoress
a type-setter?™
da shunned notoriety,”
froeaingly, eyelng me askanoce.

“1 sot types in a printing office once,
and then bectme a small ou
which dlgalty 1 try to maln

ho =aid,

now. Did Belinda study medicine? 1
went through two or three courses of

lectures, at the Female Msdieal College,
and would have pursued the eslling if I
had npot had other claims upon me which
forbade L™

He rose suddenly, stared at me with
glaring, ghastly oyoea

*1s it possibleT" sald he. “Have 1 near-
ly—yes, quite—asked a—8—a—woman doo
tor to be my wife? I beg your pardon—
I—1—1 4id not krnow.” He shuddercd,
and with a frightenad look, Iwrwed him-
self out. He thought I was ltke Belinda!
What an cecape!

A Clowe Calil

The gray-balred stranger bent
deslc.

“Are you the sociely editor? he Ques-
tiomed.

"] am the ldentical” sald the flippant
young man,

“Are you the person who wrots up the
accourt of the Munn reception?

“Yea Anyihing wrong about §t7

*That's what I want to find out. Look
here. You notice that in spea g of my
daughter you use thia paragraph: ‘Bhe
swept about the room with an inherited

over the

grace that caught every one.” Now, what
was your purpose In writing thet™*
“Why, it struck me st-class

aF a8 Ors

He eontinued: “You must |

moul; |

I knew mnow thal l

g 1 We

'ARIZONA’S LOST BONANZA

STORY OF SAN JUAN COUNTRY TOLD
OVER FOAMING FILE.

| White Captives of the Moguis Make
[ Rich Gold Find, but Fall to Re-
| discover the Spot.
|
|
|

—_—

One balmy and beautiful Spring day 1
was seated outsids of my hotel in Bolse
| 3gaho, sunning myseif, and SOMB-
| what lost In reverle. Over in the North-
| ern country [ eould discern the lofiy peaks
of the mountains, which towered up bigh
| above the horizon. I becames more later-
ested in them after & litte, and wondered
why and how nature eame to bulld those
majestic giants up thare. The yerdant
vallay of the Bolse stretched qut east and
west as far as the eye could see. Na-
ture seemed in love with the world, and
the world In love with Nature

1 was trying to collect the threads of &
story I bad beard down In the San Juan
country. It related to the eariy history
of that section of Colorado, and, mors
| particulariy, to a very %ich bonanza that
| some prospectors were 2ald to have found
and lost, and which has never beem dlis-
covered since. However, I was soon dis-
turbed. Cal. Wellen, an old friend, came
upon me unnotived, and ehook me out of
my trance.

“Let me introduce Mr. Anin,” said he.
| T aross in & dreamy manner, shook my
newiy-made scquaintance by the hand
and invited him to a seal beslds me.

Mr, Anin, I soon discovered, was a
| *character” and went by the appellation
of Old Zelum Zed. I saw at a glance that
| he was one of those old-fashloned Rocky
mountalneers who are fast becoming rel-
lcs in theses United States.

A Character.

He was tall and raw-boned and his halr
was grisaled and so long that It covered
his shoulders. lHe wore the usual mus-
tache and goatee, and had an expression
in his gray eyes which one never sees
exXeept the eyes of mountaln people,
Ho had been in nearly all the early mining
camps, from New Mexlco to Caribou, and
from Pike's Peak to Callfornia. He was
in a talkative mood, and commenced:

“Yer a strapger In thess parts?™’

1 had to admit that my experience In
the great Rockles was npot very extensive.

“Wel’, that's no disqualification to yer,”
he went on; “yer wil' git broke to it by-
an'-by,” and with that he lsughed and in-
vited us to one of the clubrooms, where,
| after ordering a bottle of champagne, he
| became reminiscent.

“Yes see, awany along back In the six-
ties" =aid he, “I wus down on the Ban

Yan, prospectin’ "round. Me an' Joe
Bhlelds an' Bob Dixon wus pards. Wa
ralled Joe, ‘Schemer,” fur ahort an' fur the

‘r(.n_am:z that he was chuck full of them
brililant idees which sometimes pan oul
all kerrect an' more times gits a man in
a hele.

*“Bob, we called "Wilecatl’ fur nearly the
same reason, only he wus more of a
worker. These two wus grest boys an’
came somewhers from the Lonoe Star
State. They wus good-hearted boys, Jist
the same, and’ me an' them got along
mighty wel’, beln’ throwed, as we wus, In
each other's soclety promiscu’sly, as pros-
pectors wus in them dayan

“Wel', we wus panniln’ gold |n them
diggin's down there on the Ban Yan, aw’
was doln' respectfully, though we didn't
strika it rich. We had to put up with a
wight of mishaps an’ hardships., There
wus no place whera we could git provis-
fone, ‘cept at Highpolnt, some # miles
from the diggin‘s, an’ we allusg brought n
enough raw material to Jast a while,

“Bchemer wus the man whe alles went
out nfter the provislons, when our stock
commenced to show signs of peterin’ out.

"The Injuns wus mighty troublesomo
in them daye, an' we never saskly knowed
whether we would wake In the mornin’
on the San Yan or in Heaven.”

Here he helped himself to another glass
of champagne and then continued.

Schemer After Grab,

“Oh, yes, miners git to Heayen, Wel',
we had got out some yeller dust an'
| Behemer wus ‘spriched out fur grub, an’
‘ he took most of our dust with him, Wile-
cat volunteered to go along, but Schemer
thought he could bring the gold diWm out
an' the pre ns back with him, with-
out any Irouble.

"The dust that belonged to us he wus
to deposit with the store man at High-
point *‘ul’ we would come out. Anyvhow
bhe went It alone 1o feich In the grub, ap’
fur this purpose he took two cayuses be-
i Eides the one he wus riding, fur to pack
the g » back with,

“Me an' Wilecat kep' right on working,
nn Lhe days sorter dragped slong. By-an-
by we commenced to git a Hitle skeery, fur
the time had rum out hemer to git

|!r;:.ck. r provisions d mighwy nigh
ig;va out, too, an' yel Schemer 414 not
come, We began to git alarmed, both as
| to Behe " ourselves, fur we wers
| etttin® ighty tight box, ‘cause we
had r left Lo eat "copt & Hitle chunk
of bacon an’ & Httle flour, We held a
conncll of war, as it wers, an’' me an'

at ‘ciuded to saddle opur cayuses an'
hunt "bout & lttle Maly the Injuns
{ had lald Jow an' corralled Schemer, on hia
{gay out or In. Anything of the kind

ould not have s'prised us.

t hid our dust under a big boul-

LENT, AT THE BOARDING-HOUSE.

arder—Why &

admnce for a pow compliment
teomed parepts, that's all.”

“Sure you $idn't mean 1o insipuate that
her father Iald the foundstion of his for-
tume by eelling brooms T

to her es-

“Certainly not."
“Becnuse I did, you know.™

“] didn't know IL"

“Then that's all vight. Good-day."—
Coilier's Weekly.

Ia n Predicament,

“1f you think he wants to marry you for |
your mmoney, why don't you tell him that
your father has falled and that you are

consequently peanilessT”

do you enjoy Lent?
Boarder—It'e & pleasant chapge from hash tn fishballs,

der,

on the north side of our cabin, an’
ted out to hunt up Bchemesr, an'

tiy some provisions,. We anted
" hunted an’ hunted, an' nagy iemet
d we find. We slept anyw? night
overtake us, samong the rattie

" horned-toads, but all prospect-
used to this kind of thing.
wWore on, an' ye! nary sign of
Schemer. There wus nothin' fur us to do
but to ¥o back to our cabln an' git our
gold dust an’' go out afler provialons our-
selves, This we 'cluded to do. fur It was
root, hog, or die with uwe then,

“We mooeed along fur several days, an'
still nmo tidin's of Schemer. Bo, one even-
In', as we were peggin’ ahead on a sort of

“I'm alrald I'd losy hlw."—Clicago Post. | o foreed march, goln' up Shelf Crosk Can-

yon, we were suddenly atartled out of our |
bools by an unearthly yell up over the
rim of the canyon. BSure the Injuns had '
us now. We wus goin' to make a defense,
but yer know it's a much different proposi-
tion of goln’ to do a thing, an’ really doing
"

“We held another council of war, en’
‘cluded that, by the size of thelr pile, we
had Dbetter throw up our hands. So we
surrendered saxy an’' throwed ourselves
on the charity of the fo.' Neapoleon did
that once en' got nicely slipped up on It
an’ mahy we would git slipped up on It
too. But it wus the very best we could
possibly do, though we never would have
showed the white feather if we had had
half an equal chance, fur we old pros-
pectors are not sakly bullt on that style. |

"Wel', there wus one consolation, any-
how, fur the Indians had plenty muck-a-
muck with them, an’ as long as they would
leave our hides Intact, there wus no danger
but we would git something to eat.

“The Injuns belonged to the Moquls, an’
they carried us off to Arizona; but, never
mind, we were equal to the ‘casion, There |
came along a very dark night, an' mo‘

|

an’' Wilecat gave each other the wink.™
Hero old Zelum Zed orderad anather bot-

tle of champagre, and then he continued:
“Yen, they earrled us to Arizona, and |

one dey we stopped fur dinner, an® to give

RARE FINE MARE WAS SHE

SQUIRE SCOLLOPS DRIVES SEVEN
MILES IN SIX MINUTES,

Novel Mode of Progression Inaugu.
rated by an Accommodating
HKunsas Cyclone,

“I have been perusing.” sald the Hon.
Henry Clay Pidgkins, laying down his
paper at the club, after having attentively
read the sume for an unusual length of
time, “I have been perusing the sporting
columns of this medium of general knowi-
edge, and I have reached the conclusion
that, whereas the Intention Is undoubted-
Iy good, the experience is lacking.'

“Has your favorite fighter besn beaten
for want of proper tralning, or has ha
jost by a foul blow?

“I am not referring to pugilistis encoun-
ters,” answered the Hon. Pldgkins, “but

THE BOA, THE LION AND TOMMY ATKINS.

Three. »

canyon. We an’ Wilecatl went down 1o
the lttle creek that wus runnin' aleng
down them mountains, with our gold pans,
an’ we 411 a ltle pannin’, an' maby yer
don't believe it, but, Inside of a half an
hour, we had several pounds of yeller dust
ench. Then we were made to git aboard cur
cayuses an' march on. We wrapped our
yeller stuff In some mullein leaves an’
stuffed it down In our bootlegs. We had
managed to blaze a fow trees, an' thought
we could easily find the place again. Yer
see, ma an' Wilecar bad fig'red out a
acheme to give the Injuns the go by, an® on
that dark night I speak of we both lald
down an' enored as loud ss any of them!
but we wus not asleep—not by a long shot; |
we wua only playing ‘possum, yer see.

Make Thelr Escape.

“8o, when everything wus nice an' atill,
an' all them blg bucks wus sound aslesp,
an' the guard which had been set over us |
wus leaning forward on the log by the
campfire, Wilecat sprung onto that buck
an’ belted him such & blow on the heand
that he pever even grubied once.”

“Then we very sicalthily got our
cayuses, and, In a Utitle more, we wus
scooting away. They never found us

agaln. No, «lr, nary; yer can bet high
cards on that

"“Wae pegged ahead, day after day, an’
came very near starving to death. Wile-
eat shot A coyote, an' on that we feasted
fur six days We wus making our wiy

northward, an' In ten more days we
reached a Mormon settlement In Utah,
Well, sir, we tock that yeller dust to

an assay office, an’ T kin tell yer that
our oyes bunged out when the man told
us that we bhad 3800 In pure gold: thal's
what wa had, Wilecat, he just nearly
went crazy, an’ nothin' would do but we
must go an' hunt up that great bonanzz |
at once. So we organized a kKind of pros-
pecting party of six, an’ we took plenty
provisions an' started out to hunt for
that bonanga. We searched the moun-
talns high an’ low all summer, but could
git no sight of them blazed trees, nor
them pecullar mountains where came
trickling down that creek; no, air, nary!
“Oh, but she wus a bonanza; riche: nor
an Alder Guich nor a Klondike!"

“We hunted all the next summer fur
that creek, but it wus no use. Wel", Wile-
cat took pneumonia, an' we had to plant
him. an’' 1 have spent every summer since
hunting fur that lost bonansa, an' 1 am |
certain that I will find it yet. There 1s
no doubt about it nary.”

I wveniured to lquire as to what had
becoms of “Schemer.”

“Wel'." he replied, “Behemer flew back
to tha Lone Star State with the gold dust
he had carried out for us, an’ I he'ersd
he became a succasaful politiclan.”

There was o pause, and Old Zelum Zed's
head slowly and eoftly drooped on his
bosom.

And thus, by strange colncidence. came |
the story of thoe “lost bonansa' to me, told |
by one of its discoverers and without my |
seeking. M. W. STROUSE.

Womnn's Way.
Her love proved false unto his vows,
And, while her heart was sore,
The mulden vowed that ane would dress
in stmple sackeloth evermore.

Tiut she married a rich banker scon;
Her wounded heart did guickly heal;
The smckeloth that she's wearing now

b & vury bacdrome sacgae of seal
=Chlcago

|
our cayuses t!me to graze a liftle in a ! to the trials and endurance of our equine | that stumped me and put

friends; In other words,
“The old story,”™
with

to horseracing.™
volunteerad the man
the unlit clgar, “a sure tip and a

| walk home.”

“Sir,"" responded the Hon, Fidgkins,
with some asperity, "you misconstrue my
intended statements befors they are ut-
tered. What I wish to say s, that In
today's papers, supposed to be a full and
necurate description of the trials of apeed
batwesn the noblest examples of our
horses, great siress s lald upon the fact
that So-and-So trotted & mile in 2:06%, and
This-and-That did the same in 2:04%,
whereas to my certaln knowledge &
friend of mine. Squire Scollops, who usad
to live in Kansas, had a mare that once

traveled a mile In Bl $-T7 seconds and kept |

it up for seven miles."

“Was she in & locomotive that was go-
ing to wreck when she did that?" sald
the man with a far-away look.

Never Hroke Her Galt.

“No, sir, she was nol"™ answered the
Hon., Pldgkins; “it was on an ordinary
country road, and she never broke her
gailt, sir; never.”

“Let us hear about this wonderful steed,

that s running such a close race with the

measured, I presume, sald the man with
the uniit cigar.

“They undoubtedly were,' answered the
Hon. Pligkina, “as my informants pos-
seased the highest characters in the com-
munity where they lived. ™

“Did they lve thors long?' ingquired the
man with the far-away look.

“They did, sir,” responded the Hon.
Pldgkins, “consequently the facts may be
taken éxactly as I state them, But to
continue: Sqguire Scollops proceseded from
his home to Hood's Corners, and naturally
stopped there for a moment to get & snifl-
er before tackling the seven miles stralght
road which leads to Muggs Junetion

Struck by a Cyclone.

“When he returned to hls wagon, had
taken his seat, and barely had the reins
In his hands, one of those Kansas cyclones
came along and struck the back of the
wagon square in the cénter. The wagon
having been struck first, naturally maved

Illung before the horse started. and with
| sach force, gentlemen, that it flew clean
over the horse without touching it, and the
first thing Squire Scollops Knew. he was
| bending In a semi-circle ower the seat,
| with the reins passed under the wagon
and dragging the horse along after him.'

*Quite an wuncomfortable pesitlon to
measure distances and caleulate time”
vouchsafed the man with the uallt <i-
gar.

“Now." continued the Hon, Pldgins, not
heeding <he interruption, ‘‘remember, the
ground was frosen hard, the road 4
straight as an arrow and the distance
between Hood's Corners and Muggs Ju
tion exnotly Seven r
clons streck the wagon, It woas exaclly &
o'clock and 13 minutes A, M. The canvas
folds on the sides aspread out and made
salls and away went Squire Scollops’
wagon and mare In the position described,
on the wild race. Without diverging to
the right or left that wagon salled on.
Bquira Bcollops doubled up on the seat
| st holding on to the relns, and the muire
behind striking fire from the ground with
every hoof beat.”

“The 8quire didn’'t take any more enift-
ers en route, d'd he?' sald the man with
a far-away look,

*] was not Informed on that point, sir*
answered the Hon, Pldgkins, ““but com-
mon sense would demonstrate th
not In a positlon, elther me
sically, at that time, to partake

lants. But to proceed:

Reaches His Destination,

“At exactly B o'clock and 1) minutes.
the oyclone, by an aerial phenomi
hove naver had eatisfactorily
veered off at right angles, and wt
Scollope Talsed his head l«
sition, he found himself sta
of the store at Muggs Junct

“A most accommodating
the man, looking out of t

“It certainly was an exceptic
Harity of Nature,” responded the
Picgkins, "“Now, genllemen, you
fly verlfy my statements. Hood's ¢
nere & exactly seven mlilea from Muggs

t he wis
¥y or phy-
of stimu-

Junciion, The Bguire left the former at
6:13 A. M. and arrived at the latter
at 519 AL M. Actual time six o 5

or Bl 37 seconds per mile.”

“You are sure this cyclone did not reach
th4 Sqguvire’s vest pocket and blow
works of his watch out during thelr ple
ant journey T sald the man with the un-
lit cigar,

“I am sure of that, alr, for T have seen
tha watch since the aforementi
perience. Now, gentlemen, whe
of the reconds mades at Sheey
the Gradd Prix of Pr
Derby, remember S £
mare Bess, and that Amerlea la stll] In
| the lead.
| "If you insist, gentleman, T shall take
pleasure In joining you. Bring me the
same, walter.”"—Brooklyn Eagle.

FOOLING THE KID,

Washington Father Plans to Retaln
Good Opinilon of His Son.

“Colng 1o take ths day off. ¢h?" =uid
the chief of division to ihe clerk, when
the latter reported at the office at 8 o’clock
and put in a slip for a day's leavs. “"Noth-
| ing the matter, 1 hope? No slckness at
home, i there?™

"No,” replied the clerk, drearily, lean-
ing hsavily on the chief’'s desk “No
sickness, or anything like that. But Ive

got to put In a day of research
wiay: That H-year-old boy of mine sp
a lot of 'em on me when
over his lessons after d

out of business. This was one of them:
One of "Em.

I * “Three-slghths of a pole stands In the

mui, one-fifth In the wat r

| mainder of the pole,

| water, What la the

| pola?

| “Bounda dead easy, doesn't I
on the clerk. *“"Well, It just stood
my head, that's what 1t did

took my civil
10 years ago,

service examination

I've

and tried earnes

| and prayerfully to forget the diggins
|T bad o do to sque through that.
| *“Then he asked me how old George
| Washington was when he died; how oid

the Polick Kowsclusks
fored his sword to the Revola

ns

"mil_l'.df‘f_ the date of the battle of Bunker
| Hill: the nature of the Mlesouri compro-
!mige, and ten or 15 nice Uttle ones

| that, 1 had te extinguish him

him 1 was reading my | L

| Isad him I'd give him I

| tomarrow—3s e T

| right on them &t s n

i Thinks Dad's *“It."”
“Now that kid thinks T'm
thinks I know He brags t

th

wrhood  ths

| other kids In

HAVE YOU EVER NOTICED IT?

Before they are married one nme
brelln Is enough.

Afterward twa are found to be
preferable, 5

telegraph, the flash of lightning and the
glimmer of the sunbeam.' sald the man

\whu reacds magazine poetry.

“Well, gentlemen, It was lilke this" re-
sponded the Hon, Pldgking My partica-
lar friend, Bquire Scoliopa, had a mare
which he called Bess: he also had a wagon
in which he would load his garden truck
and take It to Muges Junction for sale.
This wagon was an ordinary farm wagon,
with a covered canvas top, such as you
alwnys see on market days. Now, on the
special oceasion to which 1 am referring,
Squire Scollops wans proceeding from his
home to Hood's Corners, & matter of some
two miles, and from there intended going
to Muggs Junection, seven milea farther,
where ha would find a market for his

produce.
“aAll of tho distances were oarefully

| dad can

give thelr «

| and big casino a
when It comes to I
cise B. Well, I war
right on thinking =o

young one's exnlted

| & house and lot. It' a4 soinr plexus
finish for me (o h Um  direct the
blizghting gaze of suspicion at me.

“So I'm golng up to the lbrary, yank

out a bundle of books of refersnce, get
| the answers to that list of questions, and
tonight I'll spring "em on the kid In an
offhand sort of way, as If I knew "em
nll the time, but just didn't have time
lto give "em to him. [ couldn't stand it

|to have that kid get onto me, Not Just
lyet, anyhow. He'll have time to do that
| when he grows up."~Woshington Fost.

ONE HOBO GETS A ROAST

WEDGED U'SNDER LOCOMOTIVE Pl.
LOT OVER BED OF HOT COALS,

Resents Implication That He Would
Not Crawl Out, When Ordered
te Do So, If He Couli.

“In 1883 sald Mr. Henry Hooper, &
rallroad man of 8t. Louls, to a Memphis
Scimitar Reporter, the oth day, “I wus
running on a frelght between St Louls
and Bedalis, Mo, and it wae during that
winter that 1 ran across something that

leid it over all I ever saw In the way
of hobolng. Now, of oourse, [I've meen
bums riding In all ways and pinces Ime

aginabie, and to see & man hanging to the
is of o fast frelght or perched on tha
is not surprising (o me, but this—

well, et ma tell you.

“We had been some time out of Sedalla,
hitting a pretiy good g townrd St
Louls That winter the hob along the
line of the "Mop' were a fri and the

wWhole crew was kept busy
61T traln, As far as [

ng them
wiks cuncerned

1y, they could have all had ‘trans-
“for 1 have bDeen on the road
and beileve that w a man s
y take such blg ¢ 2 of life

fellow
s way to find
nid differ-
r, anl we
it night,
42 whise

Ver a

dozen
poor devils ‘dacks’ and
rods ru;'i fe ne of them
when th :h the snow.
J : like ‘plpe,’

, buf it's so,
Backed Too Far-,
““Well, it wasn't
Jeff City,

rd around

ong Hefore

» pulled

and w

I started «

wl back ton
wiuy over the
Rad just raked

half
hi

» T thought old man

throw o fit, and I
hock myself. Pefore
ro the throttle, It sremed

: loose under that

some one. "Lem-
Oh, 'm
wne fram under

A
the front

Lord

NE WArc

¢ his binzing copat-

ching all tha while

1 oid

Jown

Bren-
the
i1 did you

How He Got There.

*+ got here when ton-
kittle wna over de pit but
vouse fe=llows neod try t WCus me
far dat, need you?

“Oh, but old Hrenpan was wrathy

r porch-climber
fire.*

dis track un-
‘Tink I

‘Come oui o' dat,

yeo

he was ¢
burned

ETOERY
nndd,

hils sweel

that he'n Joved

@ his shanty, hangin’

or plunik yer by

And b s peady fer 2
k yor y, #cn, ter shoot yer
Al ® ter down
er, Jumt
Fer hearted
He'a s a kitten, and bis pastime,

s flag-er-treoe men 28 a sori or

L
—Joe Linsoln

Done With Forever.
“Ah." he moanal, this Is not the kind
of bread mother used to make.™

“Perhaps,’” his falr young wife
preparing 1o abolish one joke firy
family forever, “it s not the ki

used to make, but it's the kind she makes
now. She brought over o lcaf this after-
noon, saying she kraw you would bes o
glad to get another laste of It!™

hen there orept Into his eyes tho wild,
hunted look that people read about—Chls
cago Times-Herald,




