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EFF PETERS must be reminded. |
Whenever he is called upun.l.

peintedly, for a story, he will |
mantain that his life has been as de- |
vord of meodent as the longest nf!
Trollope s novels. Bat. lured, he will
Therefore I cast many and |
divers flies upon the eurrent of his |
thoughts before | feel a nibble. |
“*I notice,"" said [, *‘that the West- |
ern farmers, in spite of their pros-|

old

diviiige,

perity, are rutimng after their

Populistie idols again,"”

“It's the running season,’' smid
Jeff, *“for farmers, shad, maple frees
wid the Connemaugh River, [ know

[ thought
struck one once that had got ont of

mething about farmers,

the rut; but Andy Tucked proved
I was mistaken. *‘Ones a farmer, al-
ways 8 sucker.' said Andy. *He's
the man that’s shoved into the front
row among bullets, hallots and the
ballet. He's the funny-bone and gris-
tle of the country,’ smid Andy, ‘and

1 don’t know who we would do with-

ont him.’

“One morning me and Andy wakes
up with sixty-eight cents between us |
in a yvellow pine hotel on the edge of
the predigested hoecake beit of South-

]
|
ern Indiana. How we got off thei
train there the might before I can’t |
tell you; for she went through the |

village so fast that what looked like
a saloon to us through the ecar win- |
dow turned out to be a drugstore and
Why

we got off al the first station we could

a water tank two blocks apart.

belongs to a little arcide gold wateh |
and Alaska diamond deal we failed to |
pull off the day before, over the Ken-
tueky line.

“When I woke up I heard roosters
erowing, and smelt something like the
and
the
floor below us, and 8 man swearing.

nitro-muriatic

heavy

fumes of acid,

heard something fail on

‘Cheer up, Andy,” =ava 1. “We're

in a rural community. Somebody has

just tested a gold brick downstairs
Ve'll go out and gel what’s coming

to us from a farmer; and then yvoicks!
and awav r

‘“‘Farmers was always a kind of a
reserve fand to me. Whenever [ was
in hard luek I'd go to the erossroads,

g
%
|
|
|
\

hook a finger in a farmer’s suspender,
swindle |

i & mechanieal kind of a way, look

recite the prospectus of my

over what bhe had, give him back his

and
10t it-"!\"l'l"._'_ any ques-

no value except o owner,

stroll away witl

nns. Farmers are not far

|

keys, whetstone and papers that was |
game ]l)!

|

1

|

nen as high up in our business as
ne and Andy was; but there was
imes when we found “em useful, just
15 Wall street does the Secretary of
he Treasury now and then.

*When we went downstairs we saw
the finest
About

was & bhg

wé Was midst of the

larming secllon we ever sce.

iwo miles away on & hall

winte house in a grove surrounded by
a widespread agrienltural agglomera-
tiwn of flelds and bams and pastures
and outhouses.
*Whose house is that?' we asked
thie landlord
““ ‘That,” says he, ‘is the domicile
and the arboreal, terrestrial and hor-

Lowltural accessories of Farmer Exra

FPlunkett, one of our county's most I
progressive citizeus,’ |
After brenkfast me and Andy,

with might eents capital left, easts the |
horescope of the rural potentate.

““ “Let me go alone,” says [, “Two

neg againsi one farmer would look
ded as Roosevelt using borh
hands to kil aserizzly.’

AL

he a

right.’ «ays Andy. ‘I like |
aven when I'm |
v collecting rebates from the ruta-
bag

to true asport,
_—|n'
A What bait are von go-

to use for this Ezra thing?' Andy

TRISETE.

asks me,
‘the first thing that |
to the I
I the
new income tax receipts; and the re-

*Orh," savs 1,

comes hand 1n

suitease

reckon take along some of
ve for making clover honev out of
i and the |

order blanks for the MeGuffey's read-

clabber and apple peelings

, which afterwards turn out to ba

MeCormiek reapers; snd

necklace found on the train; and a

the pearl
pocket-size goldbrick : and a——'

** *That'll be enough,’ says Andy,
‘Anv one of the lot ought to land on |
F And, say, Jefl, make that sue-
entash-faneier give clean,
It's & disgrace to our De-
partment of Agrieulture, Civil Sarv.
Pure Food the kind
stuff soms of these farmers hand out
ns. I've had to take rolls from
'em that locked like bugdles of mi-
erobe cultures captured out of a Red

~ra
you nige,

balls.

ice and law of

to
Cross ambulance,’

‘So | goe=s to a livery stahle and |
hires a buggy on my | I drove |

'

out to the Plunkett farm and hitehed. I
Thera was a man sitting on the front
steps of the house. He had on a while
flannel suit, 8 diamond ring, golf cap
and a pink Asecot tie. ‘Summer board-
er,” savs 1 to myself.

*4+1'd like to see Farmer FEazra
Plunket,’ says 1 to him. [
““ “You see him,” says he. “What |
seems to be on your mind?’ |
““]1 never answared a word. [ stood

still, repeating to myself the m]iivk-'..
ing hines of that merry jingle, *The |
Man With the Hoe.". When [ looked
at this farmer. the little deviee I had |

in my pocket for buncoing the |
pushed-back brows seemad as hopeless |
as trying to shake down the Beaf

Trust with a mittimus a&nd a parlor
rifle.

ENTLUE

““Just ‘then a telephone bell rings
in the house.

““*Come in, Bunk,” says the farm-
er, ‘and look at my place. - It’s kind |
of lonesome here sometimes. 1 think |

that’s New York ealling.’

“We went inside. The room lonked
like & Broadway stockbroker’s—
light-oak desk. two phones, Spanish-

leather chairs  and |
eouches, oil paintings in gilt frames|
: T s |

a foot deep and a ticker hitting off |
|

the news in one eorner.

upholstered

““'Well,” says he, looking at me! . ** ‘Hallo, hello’ says thiz funny
e '
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‘““THE LEAD IN IT 1S WORTH MORE THAN THAT"
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close, ‘speak up. 1 =ee the left pock-|]

| et of your eoat sags a good deal. Ont |

I'm rather |

bricks than I

with the goldbriek first,
more

intéerested in the
am in the trick 60-day notes, and the
lost silver mine story.’

**1 had a kind of rerobral sensation |
of foolishness ideas of
but

unwrapped

in my ratio-
the little

handker

cination;
briek
chief off 1t.

I palled out

rnd my

cents,” |

**One dollnr and eighty

says the [{armer, hefting it in his
hand. ‘Is it a trade?’
“ iThe lead 1n it s worth more

than that,” says [. dignified.

|
I put it |
back in my pocket |
‘But |

colleetion

“* LAll right.” says he 1 sort
wanted it I'm

I got a 25000 one last week

of for the
starting.

for $210,°

| home in time to see the ehickens go |

| tine

farmer,
Yes;

Center.

*Is this the Regent Theater?
this is Plunkett, of Woodbine

Reserve four orchestra sents

for Friday evening—my usual ones, |
| Yes, Friday—goad-bye.’
**1 ran over to New York ey ery

| two weeks to see a show,’ savs llu‘!|

farmer, hanging up the reeeiver.
catch the IB-hour flyer at Indianapo-

ig, spend ten hours in the hevdey of
night on the Yappian Way, and get|
|
to roost 48 hours later.
Hubbard
eave-dwelling period is getting geared |

Oh, the pris-
squasherino of the
up some for the annual meeting of |
the Don’t-Blow-Out-the-Gas Associa- |
tion, don't you think. Mr. Bunk?’

‘4 ¢] seem to pereeive.” 1 says, ‘a

kind.of hiatus in the agrarian tradi- |

| the penny-in-the-slot affairs.

ders, accidents and

|
- |
|
|
|

‘1| puints,’ says he,

posed confidence.’
“ ‘Bure, Bunk,’ says he. ‘The yel-
low primrose on the river’s brim is

G-

tions in which, hertofore, I have re-] you understand by now

getting to look to us Reubs like a

holiday edition de luxe of the Lan-
guage of Flowers with deckle adges
and frontispmeee,’

‘“Just then the telephone ecalls him |

again.
‘¢ ‘Hello, hello!” says he. “Oh,
that’s Perkins, at Milldale. I told

von $800 was too mueh for that horse.
Have you got him there? Good. Let
me see him. Keep the receiver down.
Now make him trot in a ecirele. Fast-

er. Yes, I can hear him. Now lead

him up to the phone. Closer. Get

| hit nose nearer the transmitter,
. »

No; I don’t
Whsat? No; not at

Thera. Now wait.
want that horse,

| any price. He interferes; and he’s
| windbroken.

(Good-bye,’

f¢ {Now, Bunk.,' says the farmer,
‘do wvou begin to realize that agriecul-
ture has had a hair-eut? You belong
in a bygone era. -Why., Tom Lawson
himself knows better than to try to
catech an up-to-date agriculturist nap-
ping. It's Saturday, the 14th, on the
farm, you bet. Now, look here, and

see how we keep up with the day’s |

doings.'

‘‘He shows me 8 machine on a table
with two things for your ears like
I puts
it on and listens. A female volcs
starts up reading bheadines of mur-
other politieal
casualties,

¢4 “What you hear,' says the farm-
ér, ‘is a synopsis of today’s
the New York, Chicago, St. Louis and

news in |

San Francisco papers. It is wired |
in to our Rural News Bureau and |
served hot to subseribers. On this

table you see the principal dailies and |
Also a spe- |

wesklies of the countrv.
cial serviee of advance sheets of the
monthly magazines.'

T pieks up one sheei and sees that
it 's headed : ‘Special Advance Proofs.
In July, 1909, the Century will say’
—and so forth.

““The farmer rings up somebody—
his manager, I reckon—and tells him
to let that herd of 15 Jerseys go at
600 n head: and to sow the B0}-aere

. : . |
field in wheat; and to have 200 extra |

cans ready at the station for the milk
trollev car. Then he passes the Hen-
rv Clays and seis out a boitle
green chartrense, and goes over and
looks at the tficker tape.

# ‘onsolidated  (Gas up two
‘Oh, very well.’
**Ever monkey with copper?’ 1
psks,

‘iStand back!’
his hand, ‘or I°ll eall the dog.
vyou not to waste your time.’

‘i After a while he says: ‘Bunk, 4f
vou don’t mind my telling you. your
company begins to c¢loy slightly. I've
zot to wrile an article on the Chimera
for a magarine. and
atiend a meeting of the Rare Traeck
Aszociation this afternoon. Of course,

says he, rawsing

[ told

of Communism

of | but T am not convineced.

|

|

that
can't get my proxy for yvour Remedy,
whatever it may be.’

““Well, sir, all I vounld think of to
do was to go out and get in the bug-
by. The horse turned round and took
me back to the hotel. I hitched him
and went in to see Andy. In lus
room I told him this farmer,
word for word; and I sat picking at
the table-cover like one bereft of eon-

¥ou

about

scientiousness.
“f1 don’t understand it, says 1,

humming a sad and foolish little song !I genee.”

to cover my humilistion. |

an uitimatum design of Providence. |

Farmers was made for a purpese;|says he.

and that was to furnish a livelihood
to men like me and you.
was we given brains? T is my belief |
that the manna that the Israelites
lived on for 40 years in the wilder-
ness was only a figurative word for
farmers; and they keep up the prae-
tice to this dey. And now,’ says
Andy. ‘I am going to test my theory,
“Onece a farmer, alwavs a come-on,’’
in spite of the vensering and the ori-
fiees that a spurious civilization hss
bronght to him.’

“*You'll fail, same as I did,” says
1. *‘This one’'s shook off the shackles
of the sheepfold. He's entrenched
behind the advantages of electrieity,
literature and intelli-

education,

410U try,” says Andy. ‘There are

Eise why | guy me,

y HENKY,

‘“Eight hundred and sixty dollars,”
‘Let me tell you. He was
He looked me over and hegan to
I didn't say a word, but
got out the walnut shells and began
to roll the little ball on the table. I
whistled a tune or twe, and then I
staried up the old formula.

 ‘Step up lively, gentlemen,’ says
I, ‘and wateh the little ball. It costs
vou nothing to look. Thers you see
it, and there you don’t, Guess whers
the little joker is. The quickness of
the hand deceives the eye.”
‘1 steals at the farmer

1 see the sweat coming out on

n,

ook
man.
his forehead. He goes over and closes
the front donr and watches me some
more. Direetly he says: “‘T'll bet
you twenty 1 can pick the shell the
ball 'z under now.??

s tAfter that,’ on Andy,

roes
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GOD BLESS YOU”

“Andy walks up and down the |
room for & long time, biting the left |
end of his mustache as he does when
in the aot of thinking.

t¢ tJeff,’ says he, finally: ‘I believe
your story of this expurgated rustie,
It looks in-
credulous to me that he could have
inoeulated himself against all the pre-
ordained systems of bueolie buneo,

Now, vou never regarded me as a
man of special religious proclivities,
did vou, Jeff 1" says Andy.

‘CiWell,® says I, “No.
I, not to wound his feelings, ‘I have
also observed many chureh members
whose said proclivities were not
outwardly developed that they \\'nﬂl:i’,
show on a white handkerchief if vou
rubbed 'em with it.”

4T have always been a deep stu-
dent of human nature, from ereation
down,’ savs Andy, ‘and I believe in |

But,” says

ED

certain Laws of Nature that Free|
Rural Delivery ean’t overcome.’

“‘Andy fumbles around a while in
the closst and comes out dressed in a |
snit with brown and vellow cheeks as |
big ss your hand. His is red
with blue dots, and he wears a high
silk hat. I notieed he'd soaked his
sandy mustache in a kind of bloe |
ink.

‘ ¢Great Barnums!' says I. “Yon're
for a

vest

a ringer cureis thimbleng
man.

‘¢ ‘Right,’ Andy. ‘Is the
buggy outside? Wait bere till I
come back. I won’t be long.’ |

“Two hours afterward Andy sjeps

EAVE

in the room and lays a wad of money |
|

on the table. H

| When 1

| ties.

‘there was nothing new to relate. He
only had $860 in eash in the house,

left he followed to the
There were tears in his eyes

me
ghte.
when he shook hands.

¢ fRBunk,” says he, ‘thank you for
real
It brings up happy old days

the only pleasure I've had in
years.
when T was only a farmer and nofl an
agriculturist, God bless you.' 77
Here Jeff Peters ceased, and I in-
ferred that his storv was done,
“Then you think——"" 1 began.
“Yos " sald Jeff. ‘‘Something
like that. You let farmers go

ahead and amuse themselves with pol-

the

Farming's a lonesome life; and
they've been against the shell game

bhefore.’”
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Persons Against Whom Destiny

Has Been Waging a Vendetta.

’ PRESIDENCY SEEKERSWOE
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"AGRICULTURE HAS:HADA HAIRCUT"

Leslla's Weekly,

Fate has a feud with
who seeic the Presidency too early and
too often., This Is & truth which some

the persons

of tha presant Republlcan and Demn-
cratle aapirants, especially Mr. Bryan,
should grasp. "I am tha most unfor-
tunste NAND in the whole ]‘-iETf_‘f} of

sald Clay to Henry
A. Wisa, just after the nomination of
“Tippacance’” Harrizon for the eam-
paign of 1840. "I am alwaye put up
in the years when no Whig can carry
the country., but whenaver any Whig
ean win, the candidary alweys goess to
somebody elza” Clay recelved eléc-
taral votea in ths gquadrangular comn- i
test of 1824, when the victory went to
John Quincy Adams. In 1832 he wan
the Whig candldate, and Jackson gewept

American politics.”

the country. In 1844, when he wan
once more the Whig nominas, Polk
won. Had he been nominatad Instead

of Harrison In 18§40—and & large m=-
jarity of the Whig voters wanted him
for the candldacy—he would have
bean overwhelmingly victorlous at the
polls. |

Webster's &nd Calhoun®s long and
futile endeavora to veach the Presi- |
dency are well known to the country. |
S5 are the persistent offoris and fall-
ureaa of Seward., Chass, Casa, Dougins, |
Blaine, Sherman and others. When the
Republican convention of 1860 met a
large majority of the country, Lin-
eonin incluoded, belleved that E-;nwntd,l
Instead of Lincoln, would be nomli-
nated. The candldacy came= to Linceoln, |
Grant, and nil their succesgors, includ-
Ing Cleveland., without much prelim- |
inary working for it by themselves or
by any of their suppartars. The can- ‘
digacy c¢ame to BEryan In 1896 unex- |
pectadly to himself and to everyvbody |
else, but he hes heen a Presldency-
scekar ever since that time, and now,
aftar 11 years of officasesking, he has
placed himssif in the category of per-
sons agalnst whom destiny bas been

waging = vendstia from the beginning.
No persistent Presldency-seeker aver
reached the Presidancy except Van

Buren and Buchanan. Van Buren woh
through the ldiocy of his Democratic
rivals and hecause of the stupldity of
his and Jackson's Democratic and

got the
on  duty

Whig enemies Buchenoan
Fresldency beciuss, belng
abroad (he war Minlater to England)
when Douglie, in 1854, flung his dy-
namite bomb of a HKansas-Nebraska
bill Inte Congress, he saved himself
from the necesgrity of taking sldes on
that digruptive lasus, and thus was
the only availability in 1356. When
the Presidency came to him Iin that
vanr he had cesned 10 expect it or to
aspire to It, and ha was too old to
enjoy 1t or to riss adequately to its
dutles and responsiblliities

Peeled Off.

The wise doctor had been ecxplaining to
hix lttle dauzhter about skoletons

“Now can you tell me what & akeleton
{s, Mary?’ sald he when through,

Mzary tried hard to remember all she
had bBeen told. It wae bhard work.

“A akeleton,” smid the tof, “is a man
who has hiz Insides outside, and his out-
eldes off.”

The Madern Milkomald.
“Whera are you going. my pretty maid®™
“I'm going a-mlkin", LT shie sald.
May I xo with youo, my pretiy maid?™
"Gel a doctors rwetificate freat” whe sald.
“Uan‘t bring becteria on any Terma
Fows are o apl. =ir, at pleking u
Take a carholie plunges and
Dot wtacillized rubber clothes—ihen,

EATIME.
prroxide epray,
six, You

may.

I you ean prove that your gorme are aill

Arad

Go with me milking, sir." she said;

mald ™

it
wp

My Pretiy
licerine.’” aha
you help clean

“Might 1 asrini L,
“Het a lactologist
wiil e
wiable;

tha [loors
ab)e;

them well down with sterilised straw,
have such fondness for milk A the
TAY
Then treat the
A bath In hot watsr,
Polish thelr teeth with a sterilized hrash,
Bpray out thelr throats and do all with

2 rush
Ten billion mors grrma il be born sre Xou'rs
through
starilized
twe,
Put a Etate seal on the sterilized doar,
Spray the whils place with carbaile onse

more,
Then we'il be wure that the germs are all”
Annd,

my

Polish Just as bright as ¥ou‘re
Bed
Germa

cowa to A lively shampoo,
and cartollie, too,

Gat milk pails and stoola for

you may mo with me, sir™ ahe said
—Garret Smith in Hartiord Times

Tew,




