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the scribe reluctantly pulled the
: 20d even as he was commanded so did he.
his eyes fixed studiously upon the floor and
Other UP to the roots of his eyebrows. For seated
Come .- ; Side of the fire was something that did not
Sterng) mn Several yards of cloth of his ideal of the
Was o Pers:ss of things, To put the matter bluntly, it
Ment 0: t:hOSe E.l[')parel was not a very marked im-
B was € traditional costume of the savage. And
arat 5 1 abas: female, Nor did the forest maiden ap-
ary, ¢ at sh:d. The reporter was conscious, on the
N ac@ncy regfﬂ'ded herself with no small degree of
Urbeq is 30d pride, Nor was Mr. Paul at all dis-
;as Perfecy) mlnfi.‘ He smoked with the air of a man who
tDt e ‘epor}; Salisfied with himself and his surroundings.
he CitiZen’ €t who had been nurtured under the eye of
Shocj o :.ag'uej this revelation came with the force of
:thly, 2nd 'S Infinite relief, the forest maiden rose pre-
;lt s aime;“ a C?quettish movement, which the scribe
°t“ tSon ang ::nlt"(l::;t.threw a blanket gracefully about
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Prige, aughter,” said the sagamore, with evident
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“Goy all W't the poor thing any clothes ?”

* Thep, whe wants,” said Mr. Paul,
? Yy in Heaven’s name, doesn’t she put them
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R nxht,,” s2id Mr, Paul, assuringly, ¢ That’s
He's dressed up to-day,”

proudly replied the grand-
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said Mr, Paul, after a critical
murmured the reporter, drawing
zl?d brow, ¢ that that girl had
D in the way of costume, And I

¢ A very convenient toilet,” said the reporter, grimly.
¢Old man, are you crazy, or am I ?”

¢« Nobody,” replied the sagamore. ‘I been thinkin’
this thing over since I come home from Toronto and
Monireal, and I’'m gonto make stquaws put on style.
Gonto what you call civilize "um right away.”

¢« What did you see in Toronto and Montreal ?”

¢« I went to.them playhouses,”” said Mr. Paul.

«“Ah! the theatres. Did you visit more than one ?”

* Ah-hah”

¢ And what did you see ?”

“One place 1 went heap girls come out on platform
showed their legs.”

« Displayed their shapely limbs,” corrected the shocked
reporter.

“Same thing,” said Mr. Paul. ¢ One old bald-head
’longside me said it’s best show he seen this winter.”
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“Then I went to that other playhouse up town. Good
’eal more style up there. Got to pay more money git in

there. I got up in that gallery place. I seen women in
them boxes. They show their arms—their necks—their
shoulders—

“Yes, yes,” interrupted the 1eporter hurriedly, ¢that
was a fashionable theatre. The ladies were in evening
dress. Those were private boxes.”

¢ Well,” said Mr. Paul, ¢“that’s best place go to.”

¢« It costs more,” said the reporter.

¢ But you kin see more,” said the sagamore.

‘¢ And it was at the theatre you got your ideas of dress ?'’
queried the reporter,

¢ Ah-hah.”

*“And from the display at one and the other, you con-
cluded that a correct and complete costume would be such
as your granddaughter wears,”

‘“Ah hah,” rejoined the sagamore.

¢*Shades of Venus and Detective B -ers of Montreal 1"
ejaculated the horrified reporier.

¢ That’s all right,” said Mr. Paul.
more like white people every day.”

The blanket at the door was pulled aside at this mo-.
ment. As the Indian maiden re-cntered the reporter took
to his heels. He resolved at the very earliest possille
moment to acquaint the people of Montreal and Toronto
with this latest phase of the effect of modern civilization
on the savage mind.

“Us Tnjuns git

This is the effect as far as it had gone at the time of his
last visit,

SOME USE.

¢¢ There’s one thing about Stanley's rear column.”
¢ What's that 1”
«¢It ’s about the most successful advertising column on
record.”
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THEY ARE NOT REPEATED SO OFTEN.,

¢ Have you ever noticed how the last words of great men
cling to our memory ?”

¢“Humph! They don’t stick half so wel as the last
words of small women ”’
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AN OBSERVER’S OPINION.

¢ What do you think the most notable feature of Ameri-
can literature to day ?”
¢ Uncut edges.”
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HIS FIRST LESSON.

PLuMBER’s BoY (out of breath from running)—Here’s the
solder—I found it on—the bench—’n’—ra-ra-raced back—
all the way !

Boss PLUMBER (Biff—biff—biff 1),—Take that ! Th’ idea
of a plumber’s ’prentice running! Do you want to set an
example that will ruin the trade ? Go on back to the shop
'n’ fetch me some rosin ; 'n’ if ye git here in less'n’ an hour

and a half, I'll discharge ye.
~Puck,



