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' Hand That Riles the World |

Copyright, 1907, in the United States | nail file, potato masher and Multum
and Great Britain, In Parvo tuning fork. Andy had the ar-
“M ANY af our greatest men,” sald | tstlc temper. which is not to be Judged

I (spropos of many things), | s = preacher's or a maral man's s by phone with one hand, and drinking tea prompily and spread a report that the | postal cards to the Chiness Miniater
. . ave doclared that they owe | purely romtr,nn-ml deflections. 2o  we | with the other. other candidate’'s wife had once been asking him to get Arthur a job in =
Lheir syocees to the ald and envourage- aceapted Bill'n offer, and strﬂlws out for “* "Well, boye' says wshe after a bit, | 5 shoplifter. They are na mors adapi- AN AT

ment of some brilllant woman.* - Washington. ‘what s > o . #d for business and politics’ says I, -. y p

“1 know.” sald Jeff Peters. “T've “Bays 1 to Apdy, when we get located “1 told her in as few words as possible | ‘than Algernon Charles Swinburng is ‘Then' says Andy, ‘you don't think
read In history and mythology about | at a hoiel on Spouth Dakota pvenue, G. | what we winted for Blil. and the price | o be floor manager at ong of Chusk Mrs. Avery will land the Marshalship for
foan of Arc and Mme. Yale und Mra | 65 8 W.: 'Now. Andy. for the flrst time | we could pay. Connor’s nnnual balls. 1 know,' says | BN
Caudle and Eve and othe) notad | In our Hves wo've got to do & roal dis- * “Those Western appointments.” ®ays | | to Andy, “that wometimes a woman “ do not.' says I. ‘I do not wish to
females of the past. But, In my opin. | honest act. Lobbylng is somsthing we've slie. ‘are casy. Le'me see, now.' RaVE | gaemg lo step out futo the Jalsoming | be asentic, but I doubt if she can do 'as
lon., the woman of today s of little | never been used i6: but we've got to scan- | she, ‘who could put that through for us, Hght as the charge d'affalres of her
Han In palitics or business. What's she | dallze ourselves for Billl Humblie's sake | No upe fooling with. Territorisl dele- " man's political job. But how does It
pest In, anyway?—man make the best
cooks, millinera, nurses, housckevapors,
stenographare, clerks, hairdresaors and
launderars, About Lhe only Jjob lefl
that women can Iwat & man in is
irmale Inpersonator, in vaudevilie,

“I would have thought,” =ald 1, “that
occastonally, anyhow, you would have
found the wit_and Intuition of woman
valuahle to you in wvour Hnes of-er-
businesas T’

“Now, wouldn't you,"” said Jeff., with
Aan emphatic pod—"wouldn't you have
imagined that? Butl 4 woman is an ab-
aolutely unreliahle pAriner in any
stralghit swindle, She's liable to turn
honest on you when you are depending
upon her most, L tried ‘em once”

“Blill Humble, an old frieand of mine
in the Territories, conceived the illu-
gion that he wanied 1o be appointed
United States Marshal At that tlme
me and Andy was Jdoing & square,
legitimate businese of sgiling walking-
canes. If you unmorewed the head of
one and turned it up to your mouth a
half pint of good rye whiaky would
go triekiing down your throat to re-
ward you for veur &of of Intelligencs,
The deputiss was anhnoyving me and
Andy some, and when Bill spoke to
me about his uff.i-.'lou! aspirations, |
saw how his appoiniment as Marshal
might hdlp along the firm of Petera &
Tucker.

v Jeff,’ says Blll to me, ‘you are a
man of learning and education, besldes
having knowlsdge and information
concerning mnot only rudiments but
facty and sttaloments.”

well as you and me could have done’

T don't agres with you," says Andy.
. T bat you she does. I'm proud of hav-|],
ing a higher opinion of the talent angd the
powers of negotintion of ladies.’

" 'We was back at Mrs. Avery's hotel
at the time she appointed. She was look-
ing pretty and fing snough, as far an that
wenli, 10 make Any man let her name
every officer in the country, But 1
hadn't much falth in looks, so I was
certalnly surprised when she pulls out a
document with the great meal of the
United States on i, and “Willlam Henry
Humbie' In & fine, blg hand on the back.

*“You might have had it the naxt day,

hoye" says Mra. Avery smiling. ‘T hadn't
the slightest trouble In getting it." mays
she, ‘I just asked for it, that's all. Now,
I'd like to talk to you a while," she goes
on, 'but I'm awfully busy, and 1 know
you'll excuse me. I"va got an Ambassn-
dorship, two Consulates and a ‘dozen
other minor applieations to look after. 1
can hardly find time to sleep at all, You'll
give my compliments to Mr. Humble
when you get home, of course.’
. “Well, T handed her the 3600, which sha
| pitched into her desk drawor without
counting. ' I put Bill's appointment {n my
pocket and me and Andy mads our
adisus.

“We started back for the territory the
fame day. We wired Bill; ‘Job landed;
M sttt the tall glasses ready.' and we felt
preity good,

“Andy Joshed me all the way about
how little 1T knew about women.

‘Al right,' says 1. ‘I'li admit that
alie gurprigsed me. But it's the first tims
I ever knew one of 'em to msnipulate a | read. Andy read it. but dldn't add any | tle Rock and sent Hlil's appointment

"SELLING WALKING"CANES’

YT do so, eays 1, ‘and I have naver pisce of business on time without gatlng | remarks to my silence. | him by mail Then we struck norths
regretted . I am nhot one,' says I, It bungled up in some way," says I, ‘“The paper was for Bill, all right, and | toward Lake Superior.
‘whoe would cheapen education by “Down about the edge of Arkanszas I |ga Fenuine document, but it appointed him “I never saw Blll Humhble after that."
making It free. Tell me,' says L got out Bill's appointment and looked it | postmaster of Dade City, Fla {Copyright, 107 by 8. 8. Mc(lura Co, in
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which Is of tha most valus Lo man-
kind, llterature or horse racing?™

‘“Why—er—, playing the po——v 1
mean, of course, the poets snd the
great writers have got the call, of
course,’ says Bill,

" Exactly, says L "Then why do
the masier minds of finance and phil-
anthropy,' says 1, '‘charge ua 2 to get
Into & race track and lef us Into & M-
brary free? ix that distiling into the
massen.' skys I, ‘a correct ontimate of
the relutive value of the two means of
salf-rulture and disorder?’

You are arguing oulsida of my
faculties of senme and rhetorie, says
Biilk, ‘What 1 wantad you to do is to
g0 to Washington and dig ount this ap-
pointment for me. I haven't no ldeas
of cultivation and Intrigue. I'm =
plain eltizen; and I need the job, I'va
killed seven men,” =maye Bill; ‘I've got
nine children: ['ve been a good Re-
pulican ever since the first of May: 1
ran’t read nor write, and 1 sea no reu-
ron why I ain't lllegible for the office.
And I think vour partner, Mr. TuckarS
goes on Bill, 'ls also & man of suffl-
cient ingratiation and connacted syna-
tem of mental delinguency to: mssiat
vou In securing the appolntment. I
will glve you prellminarily,’ savs Bill,
‘$1000 for drinks, bribes and carfare
in Washington. If you Iland the job
1 will play you $1000 more, cash down,
Aand guarantes vou .impunity In boot-
legsing whisky for 12 months, Are
vou patriotie to the West snough Lo
help me put this thing through tha
Whitewashed Wigwam of the Great
Father of the most castern flag station
of the Pennsylvania Rallroad? says
B, E

“Well, I talked to Andy about 15, and
he likad the ldeda immense, Andy was &
man of an Involved nature He was
never content to plod along., as I was
selling to the peassniry some little tool
like o combination steak beatfer, shoe
horm, marcw Waver, mankey wrench,

"TM A PLAIN CITIZEN:AND I NEED THE JOB "

In A straight and legitimate business.’
says L ‘we could sfford to |ntroduce a

little foul play and chicanery, but. In =
disorderly and helnous ploce of malpric-

tice like this it seems to me that the

straightforward and abovebourd way Is
the best. 1| propose,” says 1. “that we
hand over 00 of this money to the
chalrman of the Natlonki campalgn onm-
mittee, get w receipt, lay the receipt on
The FPresident's dosk and tell him about
Blil. The President ls a man who would
appreciate a candidate who went about
gotting pffice that way instead of pull-

Ing wires

“Andy agreed with me, but after we
lanlked the schieme over with the hotel
clerk we give that plan np. He told us
that thers was only one way to get an
appointment In Washington, and that
wias through a lady labbylet. He glve us
the address of one ke recommended, a
Mra, Avery, who he sald was high up In
socleble and dipiomatic rings and clreies.

"“The ngxt morning st 10 o'clock me and
Andy called at her hotel, and was shown

up to her reception roon.

"This Mrs, Avery was a solace and n
balm to the evesight. EBhe had halr the
calor of the back of a twenty-dollar gold
certificate, blue eyes and a system of
beauty that would make the giri on the
cover of & July magazine look like a coolk

on & Monongaheia coal barge.

“Sha had on a low-necked dress cav-
ered with sgllver spangles, and diamond
rings ang ear bobs Her arms was
bare, &nd she was using a desk tele-

‘that Senator
would be about
from somewlieres
how he staods on my priviate menu enrd.”

with the letlter
=tar; that means “ready to sorve.”
YAge B married twice:

likes blondes,

‘Yen," she goas
have your frlend,

i third bottio of wine.”
‘I am_sure [ can

States Marshal was the barth’
"0, yen' says Mrs, Avery.
deals - of Lhig sort
times get them confused.
mamoranda you nave of tha case,
Mr. Petéra, and come hack In four days,
I think it can be arranged by then.'
“Sno me and Andy goes back to our
Andy walks up and

“'A woman of high Intellect and per-
fect beauty I8 a rare thing, Jeff,’ says

made from: the thn fabulous

bird known as the epldermis,’ says L

‘ought to lead a man to the highest po-
sitions of cpulence and fame'

1 misdoubt, says 1, 1f any woman
ever halped & man ts secure a job any
to have his meals ready

come out? Say, they liave a n:nl'. It~
tla berth somewhera ns foreign Con-
sl of record o Afghanistan or lock-
keoeper on the Delaware snd Raritan

Canal One dsy thls man finds his
wife putting on her overshoes and threa
months' supply -of birdseed Into the
CANATY's cage. ‘Sloux FallsT™ he asks
with a kind of hopeful llght In his

eye. ‘No, Arthur.” says she, "Waszhing-
ton. We're wasted here. asays she.

‘You ougntl to be Tozds Extraordinary
to the Court of St. Bridget or Head
Porter of the Island of Porto Rico. I'm

golag to mee abhout it.’

““Then this lady,” I says to Andy
‘moves agalnst the guthorities nt Wash-

ington with her baggage and wmuni-

tions, consisting of flve dozen indls-
criminating letters written to her by a
member of the Cablnet when she was
15! a letter of Introduction from King
Leopeld to the Smithsonian Institu-
tlon, and a pink sllk costume with

canary-colored spats,

T'Well, and then what? I goés on.
‘She has the letters printed In the aven-
ing papers that metoh her costume, she
lectures at an informal tes glven in the
palm room of the B. & O. depot aund
then callis an the President. The nintj
Assistant Secretury of Commerce and
Labor, the fiyst alde-de-camp of the
Blug Room and an unldentifisd colored
man are walting there to grasp her by
the hands—apd feeot They carry her
out to 8. W. B, streat and leave her on
n aellar door. That ends it. The next
time we hoar of her she is writing

)

(=

over, and then 1 handed it to Andy to

“Me and Andy got off the train mt

!Remarks by John L. Sullivan

Y father was m typlcal Irishman,
M and I'm giad he was, I don't mean

he was the kind you see on the
vaudeville stage, but the real articie. He
came over here becauss the Britieh gov-
ernment was hgnding him and his tribe
so many lemone that he wanted a change
to healthler food. After he landed the
country may have owed him a living, but
he had to go out and show them .before
the bread and butier wus passed to him
and the ple was a long time coming. Af-
ter & while he got along falrly well, his
old uge was comfortable and he was sat-
infied. )

But whila he wan for America against
the world when it came 10 & show-down,
he hiad an Irishman's love for Ireland,
and thers wasn't much over hers that
enuldn’t be hettered In Jreland, let him
tell it. When [ became champlon he was
plgased, but he didn't get chesty over i,
ard he liked to remind me of the great
men that represented Ireland In the ring.
and wished that some of {hem wore over
hére to ahow thelr style.

One time a friend of my father's met
him, and, as they hadn't met in a long
time, the friend began to throw bouquets
my Wway. He rubbed the taffy in pretty
strong and wound yp with this:

‘My, Oh, my, Mr. Sulltvan, but it's =«
proud man you ought to be with a son
that’y champlon of the .wur-ruld’*

#0Oh, T don't know,” suid my father,
“John is good onough In{ his way, and ha
has put away some good men over here,
but 1 could get a domen men In Ireland
that could knock the head off him.”

Calls on Cardinal Gibbons.

L called on Cardinal Gibbons at his pai-
ace In Baltimore some weeks ago, and
during the visit, as he treated me hand-
somely, T got back by telllog him some
funny storles and got his mind off his
troubles—If such & good man has troubles
—for the time balng. One story that
made the Cardinal lnugh to tha limit was
ona that & friend of mine named Madigan
in Milwaukee handed me.

Medigan is a contractor and he had &
couple of Irishmen working for him. Ons
day Madigan askéd them what two men
in the world they'd like best to mes.

"The Pope and John L. Sullivan,™ was
ths answer from one Irishman.

“Them two'd sult me,"” sald the other,
“but if I couldn't sea both I rather ses
John L.

“Why would you rather ses John L7
asked Madigan.

“"Because,” sald the wise Mike, ‘‘they'll
bs Popezs all the time, but they'll never
bs only one John 1.

I showed the Cardinal that I was ac-
quainted with & lot of blg men In the
church, and I told him soms things about
priests I'd met In Ireland, passing out a
fow corking good stories about the Batter.

“There ufed to be & man named KIi-
raln ln your profesalon? asked the Car-
Ginal, but I'll tell about that another
tims, When I was leaving the Cardinal
sald he had had a plessant time, toid
me I'd be weleome to call again, and gave
me his blessing. He's & fine genileman,
is Cardinal Gibbons, ong of the salt of
the earth,

How to Cure Promoters’ Itch.

Tommy Burns, the patriot. is going to
defend America, against Bob Squires, the
invader from Australia, on the Coast July
4. Tommy was aiways patriotle, and darn
the expense._ Thers's another bout com-
ing off en the Comat, the night bafore tha
Fourth, between Britt and Nelson. They
&re saylng that bout for the nigbt before
was put together to gqueer the one on tha
glorious. I don't know how that is, but
these ducks of promoters sught to stop
their foollng with anniversaries llke the
ona to ba pulled off. April 1 | the tims
for them to shine, not July 4,

Some dmy we're goin' to trass & loL of
théese fakea to the promoters, and not
put so much blame on the boxers. Of
course, superior gents, llke Phillls Jack,
Tommy Burn®2 and Jim Corbett, who
cliim better bhrains than some of us,
snd are business men. are never under
tha thumb of any promoter, aud they
can =quirm away from ths dirty work
they've besan [n, But |Us different with

‘Fromoters and managers

some of the other scrappers, who are just
plain tools for the sharp managers to
play with.

By and by we will have to make the
promoters give bonda for good bLehavior,
and if they break parole, pur the bootls
to them. They ought to be licensed, too,
and If they had to wear miuzzles there
wouldn’t be so much bad language loose.
T mude me
lose any sleep when I was a eolt and
able to kick up my heels. Aftar I dropped
ona fellow, who thought he was a fight
manager, over the bannister, the vest of
them wera good ever alter, and 1 never
let anybody go out to put up Jobs

against the publle with moe a party to

them.
Thert are 100 many “practical” men

minagiog fighters. It would be a lot |}

better If there was less managing and

maors stralght fighting. Ths promoters' |
itch ls costing the American public a

heap of good scads.
Where Search for an Old Friend Led.

I've never figured it out but in my time

T must have travaled half a milllon
miles. There's hardly a large town in thls
country I haven't been in at least once
and all the places across t water that

are worth while ['ve seen. As I go about
I find that a lot of my old friendd have
pussed (n. a lot of them who expected Lo

oury me. But 1 foolad them all. Whils In
vtown In Michigan, I nsked a hackman
It he could take me to Mike ——'s
place,

“I's about half an hour's drive, but [

can taks vou there all right, all right.”
snid the coachman.

“He's moved since I was here,”

0, he's moved, no doubt about
replied the hackman.

I tod]l him to go ahead. As wa drove
elong 1 noticed that we wers Eetting

awany from town and I wondered why
Miks had moved aso far awny from the

push. Next, I noticed that we turned

and soon we slopped
antonen. The hackman
pened thea door

r, bas the nag gons
am
g0 to Mike — n
bere it o' and he polnted 1o
one with Mike's name on it
i - friend under
eaw him lass
than two vears bef he warned me 1o
lake care of my health, thift T conldn't
stand the puce I'd been golng. The hack-
man wouldn't take the & nots I off d
him, wotiidn't take a cent. e sald
was i friend of hia and he'd 1}
me na a friend of Mike's

Inte & ocemet

among the g
g0t down and

“What's the
on a strike?’

the sod. al

some Negro Opinlons of Salllvan.

A negro in Jacksonwville Florida, had
somao hard luck during ona of my visits o
that town, hisx wagon falling to pieces ay
the str The chocolate-colored brudder
looked & broken np ns hin wagon It
was about all the coon had in the world,
that wagon, and when I heard the story,

1 sild: the moke 0 to buy A naw wagon
There was o funny story out of thie, as
I heard afterward A colored preachar

heurd of me halping out tl brogetts and
he began to say all kinds of nice thinga
about me. He was teiling about it to &
gation.

Mr. SBullivan am suah
d  race,” sald the

member of his cc
"1 (!H‘.I.‘.r"_ dis ye
de tran

ob de ot

pren
“What dat gr Sallivan, he no {ren’ oh
de cullud race Why he nabber wouldn't

fight with no cullud r suld e other,
“Ynh, dat's 1 he glb= me 1oy
cullud people o wop't fight b T
dem, he am suah de cullud man's N,
said the preacher
Yo' am a fool nigger, an'-doan know
who's & fren’ who ain't Sulllvan

may glb soms mor

he won't fight wid e

“Bat’s whnto Ab say.” sald the praacher
“ha certs am in do clasa wild Aba
Linkum

The story finishes with the meamber of
the congregation slagmming the

acrose the Jaw with a market basket he
had on his arm.
(Copyright 1807 by John L. Sullivan.)

' The Maxims of Methuselah ’

¥ BON, wouldst thou flatter wom-
M an? I counsel thee, avold gen-
eralities, say not unto her, Thou art
fair, my lowve, thou rejoicest my henrt
with thy comelinean.

3. But lat thy words be dafinite; go
thou Into detalls, and It will cause her
much joy.

3. Bay unto her, Lo, thy nostrlis are
proud, they show thy caste; and thine
ear Is like unto a senashell, it is far too
little. How cunning are tha tips of
thy fingers, and the line of thine eye-
brows, naught can excel

4. For she knoweth her points; good
and bad knoweth she them all, from
the greatest unts the smallest, Thou
canst not teach her.

5. Her mirror inatructeth har, lo, sha
knoweih her frame. Axk her and she
shaill tell thee, that thou mayest con-
tradlet.

6. She knowsth the excellencies of
her rivals, and if she hath & thicrk
wrist of every other woman's wriat
shall she be sequalnted.

7. She weareth a number thres shows,
for 1t is 8 comfort unto her feet; but
If thou asketh her will she say; Lo,
a two-and-a-half, it Is my siza,

. Knowesat thou a woman who eritl-
cizeth not her sisters” attire? T say
unto thee. there Is not one of them
Ignorant, nay., not onsa who ahall not
polnt out their faults, and counsel them
what they should wear. -

#. Though zhe dresseth like an art
student, Yet Ia mhe A competent au-
thority.

10. Bhe whom thou loveat must Inugh
‘when thou Ilsughest, and wesp when
thou weepest; but If ahse weep whan
thou laughest and laugh wheéen thou
weepant, woe be unts thee!

11. Like the alrrm ciock that gosth
off at 7 A. M, 80 la she who sayeth:
I told you so!

12. But & woaman who dallleth and
is tardy, she Ip like an upper stair that

Is not thers: she shall caliss thee to
cursn.

13, Now 1 ealled upon a matron: at
her house 1 paid my vinlt, and I found
a4 hore thereat

14, And he tarried,

5. And he tarried,

And he tarried,

While his hack was turned, while
he discoursed of the weather and tha
theater and of Bernard Shaw, whila he
puffed himeelf up and vaunted his wis-
dom, lo. she yawned In her handker-
chief; ven, she winked at me, wishing
that he might depart; for we desirad
much to be alone together,

The Saperior Famiiy.
New TYork Times

Pop's on tha Grand Jucy, probing for grafe

And A has gone' ta the clab;

are dencrted at nome fors and

There's no one but me, Bill and Bub;
My Ma's at ths nelghbor's for all after-
noaoan
The fifth of a coursa of pink teas:
They're playing bridge whist, or they will
be right soon,
And we're growing up as we pleaws.

Bub, he crawled up on the top of the shad

And aglimbed the roof gloar tn the rldae,

And just as he sllpped and fell down on

his head
“T'Il bridge ™
4 at Bl and made fast ta ki

Anfd Bt out a quite lavish pie

About tha samg time Aunly
tpeak

Her place on the "Lays of Old Grases’

Pop saves the coun'ry by prabing for graft,

Whila Aunty grows cullured each dav;
And Ma clngs s Lridze as superinr craft
That hrings all her wite into play

But me, Bill and Bub—wall, we aln't of

muopch uss
Barlfle of auch prohiems as thenrs:

Wa can't go along, so they turs wue el lones,

And we're growing up as we pleass

Yearniog, with no object in wiew, Is
bound to grow monotonous.




