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down in Joliet.

A Wi

1 raymimhber Andhrew Jackson as Hl‘ man “‘lat ]if‘k@d {h’

British at Noo Orleans be throw:in®

Hoan ravmimbers him 4§ th' man thag cudden’s spell an’

had n wife who smoked a corncob pipe.

1 Julius Cayzar wos ah"o mday he'd be doin’ & lockstep

They niver leave th! ladies ont iv these stories iv th grreat.

yman that marries a janius his a fine

hair becomin’ more immortal than his greatest deed,

cotton bales at thim, but

chance

iv her false

(Copyright 1807 by H. H. NcClure &

ELL, sir," .
ley, “Hogan has b-‘ﬂn in

I'va heo

(13 siid Mr, Doo-

here thias afternoon an’ rd

ml-rn geandal talked thin i iver

1 he wurruld.

betther

izht was in th”
4 []u;;m had
said Mr.

circulatin”

about me ].“-—-”

Y e T mnid M.

Daoley. “We didn’t condisind 0

tnlk mbout annywan iv ye"

kpop

0

storics

aquiet,*”
he

Hennessy .

rOes annyw

in 't worry,””

er infee-
rvor station, If ye want to be W’

subyic
ve'(dl betther go out an’
L]

sk iv our scand “lous diseoorse

make a

No. sir, our talk was
th”™ gr-reat an’ it-]

repytation.

entirely abont

into ehurches, fooled around with

other men s wives, eurled his hair
with a }-ukvr an' smelled iv: par-

fumery like a Saturday night ear

An’' his wife was a suspicyous

charackter an’ he tumed her

AWAY. Napolvon Bonypart, nn-

l'_rmr iv th™ Fr-rinch, was far too

gay even f'r thim friv'lous people
un'. had fits. His frst wife was no

batthar thin <he shud be an’ his

second wife didn®t care £f'r him.
Willum Shakespere is well-known

as an author 1v plays that no wan
can play, but he was betther

known 48 4 two.handed dhrinker,

a bad actor, an’ a thief. His wife
Wwas a common sceld, an’ led him

th' life he desarved.

““They niver leave th” ladies ont

REGINS TO SEARCH YAE BUERA DRAWERS.

[usthrees an’ it ran all th® way [iv these stories iv th’ grreat, A

fr'm Julinus Cayzar to

virant,

Ulyss

dear. but they ware
Thank th” I.ord no-

hody knows ahout me. Thank th’

l.ord T had th® good sinse to retire
fr'm pollyticks whin me repyta-

“‘ Dear, oh,
th"™ bad lot.

tion had spread as far as Halsted

'n fart hnr I'd've honn gorry frit th’

a [t her me ll( ath.

“T wanted to be famous in thim
days, whin I was fool-

ich. "Twag th' dhream iv me life

to have people

Foung an’

“Therg goes Dooley, th”™ gr-reatest

and have
sthreets,

0 hnnlq nnnal hoats an” five.cint

rgars afther me, an® whin I died

!n- ave 1t Fut ir th”™ books that “at

his age,’
bBunbies

stntesman it

thian T1ATTLE

this critical peervod in th' lhisthry
iv America there was need iv o

man who combined strenth iv

charnckter
thry.

with love iv ecoun-

Such a4 man was found in
. L)

Martin Doolev, a prom’nent re-

tail ligquor in Ar-rchey

road, That's what I wanted an’
I'm glad

If 1 had

dealer

T didn't get me wish.
“tis little attintion to me

charackter that th’ books iv what
Hogan calls bi-ography wud pay

bhut & good deal % me debts

Though they mintioned th' fact
that I risked death f'r me

adapted fatherland theyv'd make

th' more inthrestin” about

th' time I almost met it be fallin’

down stairs while running away

fr'm a polisman. F'r wan page

they'd print about me love iv
counthry they'd print fifty about

story

me love iv booze.
“*Th” things thim gr-reat men

done wud give.thim a place in

Byrnes' book. If Julius Cayzar
was alive today he’d be doin’ a

lockstep down in Joliet. He was

a corner loafor in his youth an'a

robber in his old age, He busted

say as I wint by - |

2 | woman that marries a janius has

A fine chance iv her false hair be-

comin” more 1mmortal thin hig

gr-reatest deed. Tt don "t make anny

diffrence if all she knew about

her marital hers was that he was
n consistent feeder, a sleepy hus-

band and an indulgant father to

his childher an’ sometimes ta him-

self an” that she had to darn his

socks. Nearly all th'
had something th’~ matter with

their wives. [ alwava thought

Mrs. Wash'nton who was th' wife

iv th’ father iv our counthry,

thongh childless hersilf, was about
right. She lookn good in th*

pitehare with a shaw! avond hep

neck an’ a frilled mighteap on her

gr-reat men

MR DOOLRY, BY HARRY MURPHY.

until eight yeara after his death |
®= *® * 1In sixty-siven his foster

el
brother that he had neglected 1n

HKansas City slipped on his ball-

room flure an’ broke his leg, * °

®* Tn sivinty his wife died, afther

torturin’® him f'r fifty years. They

wera a q;ngulﬂrl\ lmllx ma{m]

couple with a fam'ly iv fourte

childher, but he did not live long

to enjoy his happiness. F'r some
reason he miver left his home but

within & month, one
gr-roeatest men th'

passed away
iv th? cinchry

has projooced. F'T further details
iv th' wrong things he done, sce
th’ notes at th’ end iv th’ volume.’

“Tt seems to me, Hinnissy, that
this here thing called bi-ography

is & kind iv an offset ' histhry.

Histhry lies on wan side. an® bhi-

D nhy comes along an’ makes it
ogTaph) along

rowl over an’ lie on th' other hi(l

Hishtry mayes n man is nearly

(vawd: biography says he's mn

Th' his-
bi-ograph-

a poor kind iv a man.
toryan says, go up; th’

Inot in th' nature 1w things that

malke some up £'r thim. We allow
D0 man to tower over us, Wan
| way or another, we level th' war-
ruld to our own height. If we

ous deeds an' serves him with a
warrant f'r batin” his wife. "Tis

e i We'd all per-
ish iv humilyation if th’

th’ wurruld didn’
nachral low-down thraits,

gr-reat

men v t have

If they

t']nn‘t }lumwn to possess ”wm wa

hero's head we

< = It always makon
me feel aisier about mesilf whin I
r-re

An’

can’t veach th'

eut off his legs

ad how bad Julius Cavzar was,
it stimylates compytition. If

gr-reatness an'
hand-in-hand,

g IL')J ness

amall

wera

chanos
anny 1v us wud have 1v seeln’ our

pitchers in th*®

*tis

papoers."”

‘But,” says I, “no wan wud iver
thry to be L!\"\mzc; if he knew
that he was on'yv openin®™ up th'
way f]'ﬂ fdl!"[ll ILIUIHH 10 iy

personal habits,’
catech me leadin’

sayvs 1.
an’

‘Ya'd
ar-rmy again

head. But Hogan says she had a

tongune sharper than _George's
sword, she insv!ted all his frinds.

she was much oldher thin him

an' she liked food that they ecud-
den’t keep anny longer in th’ ice-

box. As #'r (Georpge, ha was a
case. I wish th' counthry had got

itsilf a diff’vent father. A gr-reat

moral rellijous counthry like this

desarves a betther parent.

“They weare all alike.
iv Bobby

I think

Burns ns a man that

wrote good songs, even if they

were in =& bar’brous amceint, but

Hogan thinks iv him as havin’ a

lond all th’ time an’ bein’ th'
scandal iv his oarish. T raymimber

Andhrew Jackson a8 th’ man that

licked th” British at Noo Orleans
be hrowin’ cotton bales at thim

bnt Hogan ravmimbers him as a
man that eudden’t spell an” had a

wife who smoked & corncob pipe

I raymimber Lincoln f'r frecin'

th” slaves, but Hogan rayminbers

how he unsed to out loose yarns
that made th"™ bartinder shalke th”

stove hardor thin it reeded. [

raymimber Grant f'r what he done

ar-round Shiloh whin he was

voung. but Hogan raymimhbers
him f'r what he dons around New

York whin he was old.
“*And so it goes. Whin a lad

Wwith nawthin® else to do starts out

to write a blography about =a
gr-reat man he don’t go to the

War Departmint or th' publie

bbry. No, sir; he begins to search
th” bureau dhrawers, old pigeon-

holes, th” records iv th’ polis coort
an’ th' recollections iv th’ hired

girl. He likes letters betthor thin

n.nny‘t.hit-':g elae, I.-I'n u:lcrn'l.l eare
much fT th° Kind Dbeginnin’;
‘Dear Wife, T'm settin’ in front iv

th™ campfire wearin®™ th” flannel

chest proteeter ve mads me an’

dh H‘.'Ill:liﬂ'hi\l' _:_t'e.' but i‘f hes can find
Wan Deginnin’; “‘Little  Bright

Eres, th' ocld woman has gone te
th’ counthry,” he’s th” happiest bi-

ompher ye cud see in a month’s

thravel.

“Hogan had wan iv thim books

in here th' other day. "Twas writ.
ten be a frind, so ye can see it

W.Ilﬂl'l.‘t 'pre]'ua;ced Wan way or an-

other. ‘At this= time.” aays th"

Dok, ‘an ivint happened that was

destined to change th’
| coorse iv our hero’s life.

whale
Wan day

while in a sthreet car whers he

lay doxin” fr'“.‘ dhrinlk, he nwo“ku:
t0 see 8 Deautiful woman thryin

to find & nickel in a powder-puff.
Th” brutal conductor towered over

her. an' it was more thin the G-

t‘l_ cud bear. Risin® to his ff:e:t.
with an oath he vulled th’ rope iv
th’ fell off th’

car, incident made a deep

impression on th’ (in'ral. T hava

no doubt he often thought iv his

beautiful Madonna iy th’ threlly

although he mniver said so. But
wan night as he staggered out iv

th' dining-room at th’ Germgn

Ambassadure's. where he had con-
sumed his custom’ry four bottles

iv brandy. whe shud he run acrost
but th' fair vision iv th’' surface

line. She curtsied low an’ picked
him up, an’ there began a frind-
ship so full iv sorrow an’ happi-

ness to both iv them. He seldom
mintioned her, but wan night he

was heard to mutter: ‘Her face
is like wan iv Rembrant’s saints.”

A few historvans contind that

what he said wn=: ‘Her
looks like a remnant sale,’

fara register an’
Th*

faca
but I

cannot believe this. They ex-

changed brilliant letters for many

years, in fact, ontil th’ enchantress
was locked up, I have net been

able to find anny iv his letters, but
her’s fell into th® hands iv wan

iv his faithful servants, who pre.

served an’ pu_hliahe:d thim. (Love
an’ Letters iv Gin'ral Dhread-

naught an’ Alfaretta Agonized:- JULIUS CAER

AR AT JOLIET.

Stolen, Collected an® Edited by

James 8nodgrass.) ¢ ® ¢ Noxt

venr was mim'rble £'r his glorvous

yicthry at Punkheim, all th” more

wondherful because at th’ time
our hero was sufferin’® fr'm deleer

yam thremens. It showas th'’ forts.

tude iv th’ ‘_‘r'in"r-n! an® that he
Wod 66 gr-reat a liar as I have

indicated in th’
that, with th’

er says, come down among us. 1

thim.
Father

don't believe avether iv

‘I was talkin® with

Kelly about it afther Hogan wint

out. “‘Were they all so bad, thim

men that I've been brought up to

enys 1. ‘They
says Father Kelly. “Ye

think so gloryous?’
were men,”

musn’t believe all ve hear about

thim, no matther who sayvs it,

he.

toe pmil down

sthrong, Th’

precedin’ pages.
cheers iy his sojers

ringin’ in hig earg an’ pmk mon.

keyan dahein’® befonre his eves, he

cud still write home to his wife:

" aaye

‘It’n & thrait iv human nature

th* gr-reat an’
hero sthruts through

‘01’ girl, T ean’t find annything | histhry with his chin up in th ar,
fit to dhrink down here. Can't | bis secipter i:n his hand an’ 'hi_n
ve sind me some eider fu'm th'|evown on his head. But behind

- - -

farm 7 In eighteen six-
{Y{iV6 hie Was acyused of embezzle

ment, but th’ charges mniver
reached his ears or the publie’s

him dances a boot-black imitatin’
hig walk, an’ makin’ faces at him.

his

cerowned £'r hin glory-

mvites a man out 1v
to bhe

Fame
house

WMOGAN THINKS OF FHIM AS HATING A T.OAT ALY, THE TIME.

a lot iv la-ads with cannons if »

thonght that it was goin’ to maka
some fellows begin to eall on me

dentist to find where | bnugl\f ma

teeth,” says I. *Ya'c

to think,’ says he. ‘No wan iver

does, Glory th'
other thing. or

i miver stop

is n chance lika
It &ll comes

L]
doesn't come out in th' da}"s an.

an” yo ean 't sthop or help it. An"

no wan will talk bad about ye

afther ye arre dead onless ye've

done something that makes peaple

"
I'd have some
nn agjienca €'+ o

story abont Hopan, but lave me

whisper: *‘Did y= hear thnt warn

gbout Grover Cleveland?” an”® I

tallkt good v ye.
throuble gettin®

- L]
can go on an lie tc ma heart's con-
tint. An® so it is that th' batties

ve win, th' pitehens yo paint, th

th' childher that

di&grat‘-c l\‘t“ th’ Talse m_pp iv y'er

people ¥a free,

vouth an’ th’ false tooth iv ye'er
age, all go thunderin® down to iin-

mortality together. An afther all,

isn't it 2 good thinz? Th'® on'y
bi-t;grap]il\' I care much about is

th'! one Mulligan, th' stoneceutter,
will chop out £'r me. T lilkke Mulli-

ean's style f'r ho's no flatthrer,

an' he has wan model iv bi-ogrn-

phy that he uses £ old an” young,
v

rich an’ poor. ITe merely writes
something to th” gin’'ral effect that

h' deceased was a peach, an’ lets
it go at that. PRut if anny wan
%\V&H[F\ to write a bi-ography iv me

lan’® conthribute some fun to this
weary wurruld, let him do it, says
. Nawthin’ wud please me bet-
ther thin to know that some day

ve will think ye ar-re a betther

man thin I am. But not f'r th?
pr:sint,' says he.””

“Which wud ve rather be, fa-

mous or rich?'"" asked Mr. Hen-
eSSy,

“1'd like to be famons,'’
Mr. Dooley, ““an” have

said
money g

enough to buy off all theeatenin’

bi-ographers "




