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T'iyfe
Pitfalls TKat
Beset th.e Ancients.

Gruesome Horrors of Food
Testing in the "Grub Age."

-

"Of all great mysteries In this world,"
remarked the Hungry Man, as he save his
order to the 'waiter, "that of food is one
of the most fascinating. "We modern
folks who enjoy the benefits of other peo-

ple's experience and discoveries, seldom
give to this fact a thought, but never-
theless the fact remains. Let me illus-
trate:

"There is our good friend, the mush-
room, for instance, and likewise our arch
enemy, the toadstool. They are so like
each other in appearance that even to
this day luckless mortals occasionally eat
the wrong one and join the ranks of the
toadstool-eater- s of the past. Before folks
learned to distinguish the difference,
therefore, what a lot of calamities must
have been brought about through the un-

fortunate resemblance and man's equally
deplorable ignorance. To the Stone Age,
the Age of Reptiles, and the other pre-
historic periods, there should be added
still another the Grub Age.

'Jt strikes me that the Grub Age that
Indefinite epoch when the human race
was making the acquaintance of Its daily
fare must have been a very trying, not
to say painful portion of the world's his-
tory. "We are told in tradition that the
ancients very generally were hardy races.
They needed to be, for. compared with
the discovery and conquest of new food-thi- ngs

to eat you and I of the pres-
ent day regard, as common the discov-
ery and conquest of strange lands was
mere child's play.

"Was, Indeed, a Hero.
"Show me, for example, a portrait of the

first man who ate an oyster soft and
wabbly and I'll show you the portrait of
a brave and dauntless hero, willing to
sacrifice his all for the benefit of the
family bill of fare. In those days, every
man was a sort of government experiment
station.

"Of course, I have no positive infor-
mation, but I shouldn't be at all sur-
prised if one of the worst punishments
meted out to prehistoric man by his fel-
low beings was a sentence to serve as
food tester to the village. It would be
worse than hanging, a great sight, be-

cause of the terrible uncertainty attached
to the job. "With everybody testing, no
man's 31fe would, be safe, but with one
man condemned to test anything and
everything which was brought before him,
the danger would be minimized to all ex-
cept the unfortunate taster. This, I have
no doubt, was practiced among the very
ancient, else how happened it that so
many of the patriarchs of old were play-
ing golf and bridge whist at the age of
BOO.

"No doubt.the doctrine of expansion was
then applied to eatables. The man who
believed in supplementing the family fare
with something new and novel was re-
garded as dangerous to the health of the
community, and old men loudly cried out
for the days of the 13 original foods.
Progressive ideas, however, prevailed then
as now, and that is why we of today eat
soft-shell- crabs, lobstersk frogs' legs,
calves' brains, 6nails, eggs, terrapin,
clams, potatoes and other delightful dain-
ties with Impunity.

Matter for Reflection.
"But, as you eat, consider the pains,

the nerve, the fortitude which your an-

cestors had te display in order to estab-
lish the reputation for honesty of the
etuff which you enjoy. You who like ap-

ple fritters, how would you like to have
been the man who first overcame the
prejudice against the apple? If I remem-
ber rightly the apple was the fruit which
helped to destroy the peace of the Gar-
den of Eden.

"How about potatoes? What was the
prehistoric person poking at when he lit
upon them? Is it In the realm of possi-
bility that he had the nerve to eat one
of the ditry brown things? I think not
And it'e the same with turnips, asparagus,
beets, celery and so on to infinity. May
blessings be upon the heads of their dis-
coverers and early patrons. Beside them

.the occupants of the Hall of Fame, mere
historic personages, fade away Into the
deep gloom of insignificant obscurity. Trot
out the benefactor who first pickled pigs'
feet! Oh, show me the martyr who first
boomed sauerkraut!

"It is to the residents of the ancient
sea coasts, however, that we should sa-
laam the lowest. To them belongs the
greatest credit, for the conquest of the
vegetable is as nothing when compared
with the conquest of the shell fish. What
was It about the crab's physical appear-
ance that suggested he was good to eat?
How many prehistoric people broke their
teeth on the shell of his relative, 'the
lobster, before learning that the Inside
alone was eligible for InteriS.1 use? And,
anyway, what do you suppose the man
who first boiled a lobster said when he
saw the ugly beast turning red? For all
we know, however, the very ancients may
have had even worse times than we give
them credit for, as I doubt whether any
man living today would care to go and
gather material for a Pleosarus pot pie,
a Megatherium steak or Pterodactyl stew.

Should Lead the Host.
Prime honors, notwithstanding, let us

bestow upon him who first ate a snail.
What courage! What originality! Leav-
ing a long and luminous path behind it
as it goes, the snail is suddenly seized.
Its captor looks at It meditatively and
than did he take It home and cook it,
tnat first snail, or did he eat It

"Ah," said the Hungry Man," interrupt-
ing himself, "here" comes the waiter with
our tripe and ice cream." A, H. F. in
Brooklyn Eagle.

WHES WITH THE GIRLS.

If You'd Profit by Experience, Let
Poetry Alone.

Boys don't read poetry to the girls.
There isn't one in ten who appreciates
it. They will rave over "The rose is
red, the violet blue," etc, but when you
deal them out some huge chunks of real
good verse, with the brand blown in and
the trademark, "Apollo being led to the
'cooler' by the Muses," they stick their
fans before their faces, sigh and wake
up when you finish. Many a promising
young man has ruined his life by reading
poetry to the wrong girl. Her father
overhears him, perhaps, and thinks:
"Darn It, that sort of stuff ain't going
to keep the wolf from the door." But he
4s mistaken. I have heard lots of poems

PVllf
that I would guarantee to keep him away
eternally.

One of our poets who has. not taken out
a regular license from the Sinking Fund
read some soulful songs on the ocean to
a dear girl he was edging up to. They
were all about the wild waves, gray skies
and so on.

"Did you ever. Miss Daisy," he aked,
"think what those vast heaving billows
melting on the shore and then receding
sing as they come and go what the sound
of their ebb and flow means?"

"No, I never have," she replied calm-
ly; "but when my brother and I were
on the coist of Maine last summer we
used to listen to the waves breaking, and
he said they sounded to him "

"Poetical?" interrupted the poet.
"Yes, I suppose so," she said. "They

went 'Slosh, b'gosh, slosh, b'gosh,' from
morning until night." Louisville Times.

SUCH A LOVELY LIE!

Roundlle Outdoes Himself at Club
Revamping a Chestnut.

Boundlie was narrating some of the
scenes and incidents of his European trip
to his circle at the club. He said:

"As you know, they lock you into the
railway carriages over there for better
or for worse. Occasionally the result Is
anything but harmonious. Putting some
kinds of people together is like mixing an
effervescent salt there must be a vent for
the ensuing trouble or an explosion.

"I was traveling out of Berlin one day.
Going through a suburb we picked up a
heavy personage who was enjoying a huge
cigar. After we had been locked in he
disappeared in smoke.

"A station or two beyond a woman was
locked up with us. At once she began to
sniff at the fog created by our fellow pas-
senger. When he discovered that the
woman was annoyed by it. he threw
away the remains he was smoking and
lit a fresh one, just to show how vicious
he could be when challenged. He went
to work on it like a bellows, taking pains
to blow the smoke into her corner as
far as possible.

"She began to make remarks to her dog
about it and the Intelligent animal looked
at the enemy fiercely. The latter was
annoyed and the surrounding smoke got
thicker.

"At last the remarks to the dog waxed
threatening and suddenly something hap-
pened In the mist. The angered lady with
the pup reached over deliberately and
pulled the cigar from her neighbor's face
and tossed it through the window. The
indignant victim got back at her like
touching off a keg of powder.

"Quick as a flash he seized the dog and
hurled it after the cigar. Not a word
had been exchanged, but each made up
for it when we pulled into the station
a moment later. Bent upon mutual re-
venge, they overwhelmed the guard. She
demanded satisfaction for the outrage
upon her pup. He declared that he had
been robbed of the only cigar in Ger-
many worth smoking!

"Of course, the everlasting military
swarmed around. The one with the most
gold braid promptly suggested a mutual
arrest to settle the matter. Just as the
arrest bid fair to be official the dog
blandly returned upon the scene.

"The lady uttered a cry of relief and
might have gathered the pup Into her
arms had not the enemy run out. You
see, the dog had brought the offending
cigar back with him, thinking that he
had been thrown from the coach to
fetch It!

"Well, according" to the guard, the prop-
erty
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having been restored, the culprits
were released. And both were satisfied.
One might have expected such a conclu-
sion In Ireland, but In Germany never!"

The audience was silent until Roundlle
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Reddy Dear.
If he's just a little over Ave foot four.

An' Just a trifle shy o' nve foot ten;
II he's sand an grit an' muscle to the core

An' kin lick his weight In any breed o men;
If he's yeller stripes down his legs,

If he curves a trifle out'ards at the knee.
If he slouches when be walks. If he cusses

when he talks.
Then he's Trooper Reddy, U. S. Cavalree.

Chorus
An' I lifts my gloss to you, Reddy dear!
An' I gives the road to you, Reddy dear!

"When the times Is glttln' hot
Oh, ye' re Johnny on the spot
An this ain't no poet's rot,

Reddy dear!
He kin ride his hoss on top or underneath

Which you sees afore you ever understands
He kin guide him wld his Angers or his teeth,

An he's shootin all the time wld both his
hands.

Oh, nothln' makes no difference to him.
He's a Cossack, he's a Injun, an he's more,

For you shoot him through tne head an' kill
the piker dead

An' he just keeps on like afore!
Chorus

An my regards to you, Reddy dear!
I duck my ntt to you, Reddy dear!

Tou ain't so much to bluff.
But when the weather's lookln' rough
Tou bet you ye're the stuff,

Reddy dear!
The Injun come an learnt him how to ride,

The cowboy come and learnt him how to
shoot;

The Injun tried to do him up an died.
The cowboy done the same an follered suit.

Oh, It ain't no use o' showin fight to him,
"When he calls around to bring his little bill.

Just throw away jer gun an take It on the
run,

Or else sit down an' make yer final will.

have a drink on n.e, Reddy dear!
An' take the best you see, Reddy dear!

Te'er a darlln', ye're a dandy,
Te're neat an quick an handy.
An you don't feed no one candy,

Reddy dear!
rve seen a heap o sogers In my days

Wot made a better showin' on parade-So- me

Prince's Own, or Some One Else's Grays,
All chivied up In fussy gilt an braid.

I've heerd the kids 'em like mad
An the gals exclalmln': "Wot a lovely

sight!"
Reddy dear ain't much on clothes, but Gawd

A'mlghty knows
He's hell an' flyln' brickbats In a fight.

So, here's a toast to you, Reddy dear!
We'll always swear by you, Reddy dear!

On some fine day, mayhap,
Tou will meet this dressy chap
"Where somethln's got to drap

Not Reddy dear.
Maurice Brown KIrby, in Chicago Tribune.

Summer Girl's Good-B- y.

It seems as though the morn Is hushed,
A somber halo hangs above;

A dozen throbbing hearts are crushed,
A dozen silly men in love!

And all because her trucks are there.
Her golfing bags and telescopes;

The grinning "Boots," the coach and pair,
All seem to mock their once fond hopes.

She comes at last, they stare the men
A dozen bosoms rise and sigh;

She climbs aboard, unhelped, and then
A smile, a handshake and good-b-

They stand and gaze far down the road,
The little sad and lovelorn crowd;

Until the coach and precious load
Are but a distant, dusty cloud.

Ontouched are line and rod and reel,
Deserted are the fishing bights;

The gong sounds forth the noonday meal,
But twelve have lost their appetites.

Oh. cheer up, chaps, forget her soon,
Xet not her absence cause you pain.

For she'll be back again nest June
To whettle on your hearts again.
Victor A. Hermann, in New York Herald.
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had departed. "How lovely he can He!"
said some one. "In the day3 of old
Barneses that story had paresis." New
York Herald.

Behaving: Like a. Lady.
A little girl from an East End slum was

invited with others to a charity dinner
given at a great house in the West End
of London. In the course of the meal the
little" maiden startled her hostess by pro-
pounding the query:

"Does your husband drink?"
"Why. no," replied theastonlshed lady

of the house.
After a moment's pause the miniature

querist preceded with the equally bewild-
ering Questions:

''How much coal do you burn. What Is
your husband's salary? Has he any bad
habits?"

By this time the presiding genius of the
table felt called upon to ask Tier humble
guest what made her ask such strange
questions.

"Well," was the innocent reply, "moth-
er told mc to behave like a lady, and
when ladles call at our house they al-
ways ask mother those questions." Spare
Moments.

What He Said. j

"Oh! He swore so!" sobbed the young
wife. "I think he must be getting some
terrible mental trouble. Oh. my!"

"Tell me all about It," said her mother,
soothingly. "Did he really swear?"

"Indeed, he did; frightfully. It was at
the table. He had just started to eat a
nice dessert I had made for him, when
all of a sudden, for no apparent reason,
he jumped up and yelled: "Jumping

What the deuce!" Catholic
Standard and Time's.

In Watermelon Tlnie.
"Wen de twilight come, Ih crush

Fro de ghostly yaller cohn;
In de breeze, hit rustle 'hush,'
Lak a 'cunjuh' has been bohn!
Ben between de stalks Ih slide

Till Ih see de darkish rln',
Fo Ih takes an' hones' pride

In de watuhmllyun vine!

"Wen Ih taps on Mr. Mllyun
En he ansuh, 'Plunk-a-lunk- !'

Den he's ripe; but w'en he's flllln..
Hit come back, 'Tunk-a-tunk- !'

"Hits de watuhmllyen's song,
Full o' honey summuh days,

En de sunshine all day long,
En de coolln' dew "draps praise;

Sweeter dan de possum fried,
Wen Ih taps de soundln' rln';

Fo Ih takes an' hones' pride
In de watuhmllyun vine.

"Wen Ih taps on Mr. Mllyun,
An' he ansuh, 'Plunk-a-lunk- !'

Den he's rlpef but when he's flllln',
Hit come back, 'Tunk-a-tun-

"Ih watched de blossoms grow
T de mllyun green en prime;

So Ih'm tappln' eof an' low,
Fo' de 'plunk of mllyun time.

Heah's one Ih'll put inside
No. bless yuh,' dey aln' mine-- But

Ih takes an' hones' prldo
In de watuhmllyun vine!

"Wen Ih taps on Mr. Mllyun,
An he ansuh. 'Plunk-a-lunk- !'

Den he's ripe; bnt when he's flllln.
Hit come back, 'Tunk-a-tunk- l' "

--Peter T. Shevlln, In New Tork Herald.

Same Old Story.
I made me a tale of the tempest at sea,

Full of thunder and lighting above,
And the terrors that be when the storm

winds are free
But the end of the story was love!

I sang mc a song of a raid in the glen.
With a lilt of the pipers who plaed.

Strike again, strike again, and die fighting lika
men!

And the struggle was over a maid!

I planned me a play of a monarch of fame,
And his courtiers In silken attire

And his statesmen, who came like a moth
to a flame

For a pair of bright eyes were the fire I

I paeaned the praise of a hero so calm,
And so strong in the tumult to stand;

When I found me the charm that had strength-
ened his arm- -It
was only, the touch of a hand!

And I? If my heart for a moment be strong,
If my tale for a page ring sincere.

Or If merits belong to the play or the song
They are only your' echoes, my dear!

Black and White.

Lights Out.
Farewell to him who by Columbia's side
Watched hlst'ry's lengthened shadows past her

glide,
And wore the blue, and laughed at pain,
And saw- - the long years glide.
For noblest manhood has he borne
And followed where the flag has gone;
But all the echoes, answ'rlng round about,
Have bidden him to sleep,

Lights out! Lights out!

And deep In Mem'ry's heart, that through the
years

Still keep her thoughts of patriots and her
tears,

Thy name lives on for evermore
Till God's great morn appears.
So, brightly. In that farther land
Look down from where all martyrs stand;
See how-- foul murder's work has banished

doubt, i
And hear, hi that sweet, solemn note of pain,

v

A glorious benlson. a Joyful strain;
Lights out! Lights out!

John R. Rathozn io Chicago Reeerd-Heral- u.

TooK Ye "Wise
Editor Into Camp.

Mr. Hobo Earned AH He Got
With His Pedestrianic Yarn.

The hobo, seating himself by the road-
side as he apprqached Marmalade Fork,
la., cogitated:

"Dls won't do," said he to himself.
"Nuttin' doin' in de way of. a handout
since ylsttddy, an' I haln',t had a sit-do-

In a kitchen since I lef Illlnoy. Dey's
somet'ln' got to be done, dat's all."

He pawed over his head reflectively and
continued his musing.

"I hain't had a seegar nor a butt f'r
free days, an if I'd see a can o mixed
ale I'd have de hydrophobia. It's bin so
long since I piped ofT s, bowl o' suds, I
got t' push de game along somehow."

He picked up a handful of pebbles and
began to toss them Into the middle of
the road as he continued his day dream.

"I can't bust fnto a cage, f'r I ain't got
no tools, an' I don't want t take no
chanstes on goln' over de road f'r bolg-lar- y

annyhow. An' de bunch in dls state
won't stand f'r no kind of a touch. Dey
gives yo' de Nansen gaze we'en yo' hit
'em f'r a chanst' t' do free days' plow-I- n

f'r a breakfas', an' w'en you rap on
a back door dey sic's four blue-ribb- bull
terrier mutts on youse. I dont see dls
t'ing no longer, dafs what, an' somethln's
got t' be put over or it's me f'r de bug-
house."

For a little while longer he pondered,
and then he slapped his thigh with great

The Automobile Coat.
Oh. Automobile Coat;
Not that that man wears
On his fiery, untamed steed
Which chews up oil and steam
And busts a brltchen strap
At Intervals,
But that that woman wears
When she doth promenade
The thronging thoroughfares,
Or crowds the bargain counter
To the wall;
Oh, Automobile Coat,
Who first suggested jou
As garniture '

For shapes divinely all
And most divinely fair,
Or dumpy as the duck's?
What hypnotist of Fashion
Patterned you,
And worked his spell ,
On womankind
That she should make
A clotheshorse of herself,

,To be so blanketed?
Was he a minion
Of the shapeless ones
Who sought to hide beneath your folds?
Or friend of those
Whose clothes were old,
Or out of stjle"?
And was his price
Less than the price
Of plumpers and of pads,
Or of the new things '
Woman so admires?
God wot,
This much we know,
That woman looks a sight j
In your encircling widths;
A lumpy, lumbering thing
That wabbles when It walks;
A buttoned bag t

Of gracelessness;
A figure in a freakish garb
That fits a barrel
With the grace
That It would fit a barber pole.
That woman does peculiar things,
And those we least expect
Is woman's wayr
Is woman's pride;
But not so with her looks.
To look all right and regular
la what she most desires. ' t
She'd risk her hope of Heaven
For a whim I

Of head or heart.
And give It little heed;
But If her hat
Be not on straight,

'"Her'very soul cries out In pain,
And you, . k
Oh, Automobile Coat,
Are worse than If she wore
Two hats
And both were on crooked.
Oh, Automobile Coat, go to;
You cause us special wonder
That woman wears you, when you know
Tou make her look like thunder.
Avaunt; vamoose, you shapeless thing
That casts your spell on woman;
Get out of sight, and once more let

'Her look like something human.
W. J. L. In New Tork Sun.

Fall Has Come.
Pods arc the popples, and slim spires of pods

The holyhocks; the balsam's pearly bredes
Of snow are little sacs of seeds
Collapsing at a touch; the lote, that sods

The pond with green, has changed Its flowers
to rods

That balance disks; and all the
weeds,

Around the sleepy water and Its reeds.
Are one white smoke of seeded silk that nods.

Summer Is dead, ah me! sweet Summer's dead!
The sunset clouds have built her funeral

pyre,
Through which, e'en now, runs subterranean

fire;
While from i the east, as from a garden bed,

Mlst-vlne- the dusk lifts her broad moon,
like some

Great golden melon, saying: "Fall has
come."

I Madison Caweln, In September Century,

force. There was a grin of victory on his
unshorn chart.

"Just de game f a T," he' murmured,
as he rose up William Riley. "If I don't
git dat one over de plate, den nuttin'
ever was put over, dat's all."

Whereupon he pushed on. toward Mar-
malade Fork. When he reached the
town he hunted up the office of the Mar-
malade Fork Clarion-Kazo- o. He found
the staff engaged in digging the remains
of the sticky fluid out of a half-poun- d

can of ink.
"Hey," said the staff, roughly the staff

wrote, set up and printed the paper
"what d'ye want? Clear out o here!"

"Walt a minute," put In the hobo, per-
suasively, yet with proper dignity. '.'Walt
till I tell you who I am," and then he
proceeded to announce himself to the

staff of the Marmalade
Fork Clarion-Kazo- o as a citizen of New
York, who had on a wager of $25,000, set
out two months before to walk to San
Francisco without a cent in his pocket.

It never occurred to the Clarion-Kazo- o

man to Inquire of the hobo the name of
the pulp-hea- d who had made such a
wager with him. The features of the
Clarion-Kazo- o man lighted up cordially,
and he conducted the hobo to the speak-
easy In the rear of his shack and blew
him off to numerous high ones in quick
succession. Then he conveyed him out
to a feedery, where the hobo ate yaller-legge- d

chickens and pork chops and water-
melon until he could barely see out of his
eyes.

Has to Talce a Rest.
Then the Clarion-Kazo- o man dug for a

dollar's worth of cigars for the hobo, In-

troduced him around town as the famous
pedestrian from New York who was hik-
ing It to 'Frisco on a $25,000 bet, and when
the hobo left town three hours later on
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The Fairy Cobbler.
On a shrivelled bohalaun stump,
By t a withered hawthorn clump.

Where the sighing wind sounds only,
Up to the side of SUeve-na-mo-

There I found the Leprechaun
Sitting very sad and lonely.

And said he, "My work's at end,
I have sorrow a shoe to mend.

For the fairy folk are vanished;
Nevermore their feet shall trip.
In a lovely fellowship,

From their ancient kingdom banished."
And said I. "It's plainly seen
They will bring no more broqueen,

But come tell me now, by token:
Tou can cobble ragged shoon,
Ah, Leprechaun aroon,

Can you patch a heart that's broken?
"Myself could give you work
No decent Shee would shirk.

But I'm thinking you must leave It
For the hammering jou'd do
Would' but break It more In two, ,

And no stitching now could save It."
And said he and looked so sly
"If a new heart I supply.

It's to pay me you'll be wlllln'?
Katty Moran left her own,
Badly hurt, here, to be aswn:

Tou can have It for a shlllln'!"
"Katty Moran! Saints!" says 1

"Put your thread and hammer by,
Take my purse and all that's In It;

'Twas herself with cruel dart
Pierced and tattered my poor heart!

Give me hers this very minute!"
Pall Mall Gazette.

Unguarded Gates.
Wide open and unguarded stand our. gates.
And through them presses a wild and motley

throng
Men from the Volga and the Tartar steppes,
Featureless figures of the Hoang-H- o,

Malayan, Scythian, Teuton, Kelt and Slav,
Flying the Old World's poverty and scorn;
These bringing with them unknown gods and

rites,
Those, tiger passions, here to stretch their

claw s.
In street and alley what strange tongues are

these,
Accents of menace alien to our air,
Voices that once the Tower of Babel knew!
O Liberty, White Goddess! Is it well
To leave the gates unguarded? On thy breast
Fold Sorrow's children, soothe the hurts of

fate.
Lift the downtrodden, but with the hand of

steel
Stay those who to thy sacred portals come
To waste the gifts of freedom. Have a care
Lest from thy brow the clustered stara be torn
And trampled In the dust. For so of old
The thronging Goth and Vandal trampled

Rome, - '
And where the temples of the Caesars stood
The lean wolf unmolested made her lair,

Thomas Bailey Aldrlch, In Atlantic Month-
ly, April, 1S92.

Arabella.
When Arabella looks at me
Jus' as lovln' as can be.
An' my arm slips 'round her waist
An' of dem coral lips I taste,
Den I'm sure as I can be
Dat Arabella b" longs to me.
When she's slngln' In the choir1
An old Jim Jones Is standln' by her,
An' she looks up sweet at him
An blushes an' looks down ag'ln,
Den I feels It ain't no use,
An' dls old nigger is a goose.
When Arabella sings with Jim
An' makes goo-go- o eyes at him.
When Arabella has a beau
On de night I alius ,go.
An squeeze her han' on de sly
As I bids dat gal good-b-

Den, I tells you, I ain't sho
Whe'r dat gal loves me or no.
When Arabella's rushln two
Den I don't know what to do!

Madge Seme, in Galveston News.

the pike he was so gorged with good
things and so somnolent from the effects
of the good tobacco he had acquired that
he had to He down and rest himself for
nine hours before proceeding on his way.

There are good things scattered nearly
everywhere around this country,, and the
walklng-on-a-b- et hobos are learning how
to exploit the field these days. Washing-
ton Post.

HIS FIRST KNOWLEDGE OF IT.

And Then He Wouldn't Believe His
Neighborly Informant.

Two of our prominent citizens who live
within a thousand miles of where the
writer is domiciled met in the public road
the other day, when the following conver-

sation occurred:
"What's the news?"
"They've captured Agulnaldo."
"Captured who?"
"Agulnaldo."
What's he been doing?"
"Killing folks."
(Excitedly) "Who has he killed?"
"Oh, lots of people."
"Where Is the scoundrel?"
"He's in jail."
(More excited) "Let's get a crowd and

lynch him."
"It would be too expensive."
"Expensive! What's going to make It

expensive?"
"He's too far off."
"Why, ain't he in Moultrie jail?"
"Not a bit of It."
"Well, where is he, then?"
"He's in jail at Manila."
"You mean Camilla, don't you?"
"No, I mean what I say."
"How far is it?"
"About eight thousand miles."
"Get up, Jack!" As he moved on he was

heard to ejaculate: "Got no time to talk
with every fool I meet in the road. Eight
thousand miles! Why, that's clean outside
of Gregory. Agulnaldo? Don't believe
there Is such a" man in the world. Never
heard of such a place as manhlller before.
These fellows what don't do nothing but
read newspapers are mighty smart. Get
up, Jack; lost half an hour talking with
that slophead when I ought to been home
planting 'taters." Moultrie Observer.

Wu's Wholesale Wishes.
Wu Ting Fang, who was a guest at a

recent wedding in Washington, was ap-

proached after the ceremony by the best,
man and jocularly asked to go over to
the young couple and pronounce a Chinese
parental blessing. The obliging Wu

compiled. Placing his hands on
the blushing bride and shaking groom, he
said:

"May every new year bless you with a
man-chil- d offspring until they shall num-
ber 25 in all. May these 25 man-childr-

offspring present you with. 25 times 25
grandchildren, and may these grandchi-
ldren'

It is said that the little bride grew hys-
terical about this time, and the best man
made another request to Wu this time to
desist'. New York Times.

Pointed Paragraph!.
Pessimism and revenge always have a.

kick coming.
A wise man Is known by the fool things

he doesn't say.
The darkest horse Is entered just before

the nomination.
The stroke of lightning that spares the

rod spoils the house.
The sun shines for all. but the moon

Is reserved for spoony couples.
Silence may be golden, but the prod-

uct of the st'II causes loud talk.
An optlm'st Is a man who lnvariably

asks for cream at a boarding-hous-e.

The man who declares that he never
made a blunder Is not to be trusted.

No Longer Wild and Woolly West.
We are cultured to the limit In thl3 famous

Western land.
Christianity upon us has a cinch.

And refinement In our actions always plays a
winning hand

We are getting there, dead certain, inch
by lnrh.

As an ornament the pistol Is completely out
of date,

Very raely do we have a schutzenfest.
We are up with the procession and we mean

to hold our gait- -It
no longer Is the wild and woolly West!

We are short of desperados, scarcely ever see
a tough

With a yearning craze for shooting up the
town.

And the tenderfoot from Jersey when he tries
to run a bluff

Undergoes a rather hasty calling down.
We are drinking better liquor than we did In

days of yorp.
And we go about more fashionably dressed;

The advancing wave of progress quenched our
burning thirst for gore

It no longer is the wild and woolly West!

Not a Christian man among us wears his
breeches In. his boots.

And the old wool shirt 13 but a memory now.
And we look with disapproval on the tender-

foot galoots
Who arc sporting big sombreros on the brow.

Wc are seen at church on Sunday ere the
trout begin to bite

With a holy flame alight In every breast.
And we're always In our couches at the stroke

of 12 at night
It no longer Is the wild and woolly West!

And our ladles, heaven bless 'em, are so
modest, nice and sweet

Tou would think them truant angels from
the skies;

Never see them dash on their bron-
chos through the street

Making hosiery displays for staring eyes.
Not a slangy word or sentence ever ripples

from their Hr-- .

For a high old time they never go In quest;
Not a gun Is peeping from the pocket

on their h s;
It no longer Is the wild and woolly West!

Oh! you bet your filthy lucre, we're refined
to beat the band,

We hae culture to distribute to the birds.
And the brand of fresh morality we always

keep on hand
Couldn't be described In common rhymy

words.
We In every moral attribute are strictly

recherche,
Arid that same's no pipy visionary Jest.

And wc love the rugged country into which
we've come to stay- -It
no longer la the wild and woolly West!

James Barton Adams In Denver Post.

The Clovcr-Storre- d Meadow.
When the ciover "bloom vhltened the pastures.

And whcatflelds gleamed bright in the sun.
When the meadow-lar- hid by the roadside,

Sang In Joy of a new day begun
When the wlldro3e bloomed In the thicket,

Half hid by the tall, dewy grass.
To ride the horses to water

A barefooted laddie and lass.

When the sun trailed his crimson and purple
Behind the tall poplar trees.

When the bird note was hushed in the thicket.
And the clover bloom dreamed of Its bees.

We hastened away to the meadow,
Down the path,' thro' the soft, warm grass.

To ride the horses to water
A barefooted laddie and lass.

Oh, my beautiful clover-starre- d meadow,
How far oft you seem today!

And you, little path on the hillside.
Were never so far away;

My heart ever cries for the children
And the stir of the wind-blow- n gras3,

As they rode the horses to water
A barefooted laddie and lass,

Detroit Free Press.

"Bill" Scruggins,
J. P., of "Waco, Texas.

He Conducts a Christening
With Bizarre Innovations.

"There used to be some funny ones down
by the Rio Grande," remarked the tall,

d Texan, when it was his.

turn, to the group which had been swap-
ping lies over a number of long, iced
drinks. "Yes, there were 'some mighty
funny one3. I remember particularly an
old Justice of the Peace down there, who
performed all sorts of offices, particu-
larly those of a religious or seml-religlo-

nature, In the absence of a minister. Ho
made some awful break3 in his time, but
he didn't reach the height of his origin-
ality untiL the day he christened the newly-b-

orn child of a cowboy named "Wilson.
I'll tell you about it.

"In those days were were worried much
about christenings and such in Texas.
"We simply slapped a name on a kid and,
If a minister happened along, we had him.
go through the regular form; If not, we
let it go at that and the kid never knew
the difference. This "Wilson, however, was
strong on religion, though I reckon ho
didn't know so very much about It, and
when his pretty little wife presented him
with a son, he set about to have the
child regularly branded by some one la
authority. There was no minister within
negotiable, distance, and so he brought
the child, accompanied by Its mother and
the intended sponsors, to our Justice of
the Peace and asked him to perform the
ceremony.

Not Fazed a Bit.
Now old Bill Scruggins that was the

Justice's name had never witnessed a
christening. He remembered having seen
a book about the house years before with
a form, of christening In it, but where
it was he could not remember. A man
with less nerve would have faltered; but
not the Justice.

" 'Hats off In the presence of the court!'
he commanded.

"All being uncovered, he saldr Til
swear you In fust. Hold up yer right
hands.'

" 'Us, too?' asked the sponsors.
" 'Of course,' said the Justice. "All wit-

nesses must be sworn in.
"Then, looking at them all with comical

dignity, he began the strangest christen-
ing ever performed. 'You an' each one of
you do solemnly swear that the evldenco
you shall give in this case shall be tho
truth, the whole truth, an nothln but the
truth, s'elp your Gawd!

" 'You, John "Wilson, do solemnly swear
that to the best o' yer knowledge an be-

lief, this yer child Is youm an yer wife's
to have an' ter hold for yourself, yer heirs,
exekyters, administrators, an' assigns, for
yer an' their use an Behoof forever?'

" 'I does, answered the father.
" 'You, Mary "Wilson, believe this man

an boy; lt, John "Wilson an son, to
be yer husband an' child; an you do fur-
ther swear that you were lawfully seized
in fee simple, are free from all Incum-
brance, an' hcv good right to sell, bargain
an convey yer own an husband's name to
the principal In this case; to-w-it, yer son
an heir, his heirs, administrators an' as-
signs?'

"Where the Fee Cornea In.
" 'I does,' answered the mother, sol-

emnly.
" ""Well, John,' said the Justice, wiping

the perspiration from his brow, 'that'll ba
about three dollars.'

" 'Ain't the child christened yet?
" 'Not yet he ain't,' replied old Scrug-

gins; 'but this 13 where the fee comes in.
"The money being paid over, the Justice

put It In his pocket and went on as fol-
lows: 'Know all men by these presents
that I, "Wlllyum J. Scrogglns. Justice of
the Peace of "Waco, In the State of Ttxas,
being In good health an' of sound an' d!s-pos-in

mind. In consideration of three dol-
lars to me In hand paid, the receipt
whereof is hereby acknowledged, do. an
by these hev declared, the child's name
to be "Wlllyum J. Scruggins "Wilson, dur-
ing good behavior an' till otherwise or-
dered by this court, which now stands
adjourned.' " Chicago Inter-Ocea-

DISMOUNTED "WITHOUT ORDERS.

But Then He xfan Really Excusable
Under the Circumstances.

No originality claim is made in connec
tlon with this story, and It may hava
gone the rounds, but It was well told tho
other evening by a Detroit minister who
was engaged In a very earnest debate
with an Army Colonel over the alleged ar-

bitrary methods of those commanding tha
rank and file.

The Colonel had warmly contended that
there was every effort to be just, and
that departures from the equity were ex-
ceptional. "You have given this matter
considerable attention, and I venture that
you cannot give an Instance of abused au-
thority toward a private.

"Can't I?" and the dominie's eyes twin-
kled. "Did you ever hear of the case of
poor Tim Murphy?"

"Never did, sir."
"Tim enlisted in the Cavalry service,

though he had never bestrode a horse in
his life. He was taken out for drill with
other raw recruits under command of a
Sergeant. A3 luck would have It. Tim
had one of the worst buckers In the Unit-
ed States Army.

' 'Now, mln, said the Sergeant, in ad-
dressing them, no man is allowed to dis-
mount without orders from a Superior
osslfer, molnd thot.'

"Tim was no sooner In the sadle than
he w3 propelled through a lengthy par-
abola, and came down so hard, that he had
barely enough oraaUi to subsist upon.

" 'Murphy!" shouted th. Sergeant, as h
discovered the offender spread out on the
ground, 'yez dismounted.'

" I did, sor.
" 'Did yez have orthers?
" I did. sor.'
" 'From headquarters? (with a sneer.)
" 'No, sor, hindquarters.'
" 'Take him to th g'ardhouse. "St.

Louis Republic.

He Still Has the Dopr.
Somebody gave the boy a dachshund.

The boy's father doesn't like dogs.
"How did that cur get in the house?''

he shouted when he caught sight of th
long, low, rakish canine.

The boy hesitated. He didn't want to
lo?e the dog.

"He looks as If he might haev come In
through the water pipe, daddy," he said,
with an anxious grin.

He still has the dog. Cleveland Plain
Dealer.


