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listening. There were looking and 
. ... was a sound in the

air like a bad boy drawing the teeth 
of a saw across iron. The nearer he 
5°*..*° h°me the buder and more 
chilling the founds. As he went up 
the front steps his teeth were fairly 
on edge, and he said to Mrs. Bowser 
at the door:

For Heaven's sake, why haven't 
you telephoned for a policeman to 
stop that noise!"

She beckoned him to follow her 
down the hall, and to a back 
dow in the sitting room. She threw 
it up and pointed to the pigpen and 
said:

"Your pig is there, and he has kept 
this noise up for three long 
without a break."

“Oh, it’s the pig,* eh? Well, 
didn’t you feed him?”

-»an effort to spring high enough to 
Mr. Bowser. Seven or eight 

ys gathered on the alley fence. 
Four tramps entered by an alley gate 
and proffered advice. A policeman 
came along and observed that what 
the pig was sighing for 
seventeen thousand whacks > with a 
club.

The Bowsers went in to dinner. 
They didn’t have music by the band 
as they ate, but music from the pig. 
An African savage would have found 

win- sweet melody in those squeals. They 
' were as monotonous as a deaf and 
dumb boy pounding on the bottom 
of a dishpan.

"Well, what are you going to do?" 
hours asked Mrs. Bowser, after half an 

hour of it.
"When we have finished 

shall go out and scratch his back 
with a chip. It has just occurred to

money together, and the last $10 
had been raised on the family sew
ing machine. Just as the'lung seem
ed to be growing better her dear de
parted had been taken off with, ty
phoid fever and buried Afnong a race 
of people who drank absinthe in
stead of buttermilk, and chrugged 
their Shoulders instead of sweating 
right out. She resorted to tears as 
she finished her plaint. Mr. Turner 
spoke consoling words. He reminded 
her that in the midst of life we were 
in death, and that human nature was 
so constituted that it could not go 
on grieving forever. As' a matter of 
fact, the widow felt quite chirked up 
when ho took his departure, and dur
ing the next two weeks they were of
ten seen together. They 
quite confidential before the widower 
decided to trust the widow with a 
secret. He wanted to do something 
for the minister and the Sunday 
school class at home. Deacon Pe

ar# would be expecting some sort 
of a present, and there was his sis
ter, who kept house for him. Taken 
altogether, he would be expected to 
make a score of presents. While none 
of them would be of great value, 
each one Wbuld be cherished for the 
sake of the giver. As the two were, 
going home on the same steamer, 
and as he had only a small trunk 
with him, would the widow kindly 
take charge of. the packages as he 
brought them to her?

The widow would and did. While 
she was financially hard up, she was 
also buying a few presents, and all 
could go into her trunk together. 
The two didn’t go out together nor 
shop together. For some reason 
they didn’t prqpose such a thing to 
each other, although it would have 
been perfectly proper. The French
men realized that it would have been 
proper, and when it didn't occur 
they shrugged their shoulders and 
muttered something about American 
eccentricity. By and by sailing day 
came, and the widow and the widow
er took the train for Havre and 
found themselves on board of their 
steamer. They were hardly settled

"And only one towel a toy I”
"And he heat and mosquitoes at 

night!"
" And the equalling young’una next 

door!"
“And the fool folks prancing 

round at 6 in the morning, and then 
up at all hours at night.”

"And the meals! Why I scarcely 
tasted of them!"

"And the wigglers in the water ! 
bord, but how did we в Wind It?"

"I don’t know. I was bo thankful 
to get away that I cried.”

"We ought to have come away a 
week sooner."

"But it will be a lesson that we 
shall never forget. Next Summer—”

"We stay right here."
"You bet!"
"We won’t dven talk of a 

tion."
"Not a blamed talk!"
"And if any One asks us why-----”
"Tell them none of their business."
And eleven months later they will 

pack their trunks and hie to the 
country or the seashore to go 
the same old thing again.

heeding her. "You must have read 
or heard that appendicitis has be- "r 
come almost as prevalent as measles 
or chicken-pox. Why? The doctors 
and the medical journals are asking 
the question, and yet the answer is 
plain. Too many cucumbers and too 
many cucumber pickles. No other 
cause in the world. It's the seeds 
and the rind that we accidentally 
swallow. Every summer a perfect 
wave of malaria sweeps America 
from end to end- Why? The doctors 
talk about east winds, too much 
dampness and all that, but they 
have only to turn to the cucumber.
Ho or she lies there on the ground 
and soaks up all sorts of poisons, 
and the eaters of them have chills 
and fever as a consequence. The
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HE WANTS CRISPY BACON 

FOR THE WINTER.
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They looked upon Aaron Turner at 
the family hotel In Paris where he 
was stopping at something of a cu
riosity. .He did not look at all like 
the man who travels. On the 
trary, they set him down as a tiller 
of the soil, and wondered how he 
had ever found his way 
Atlantic. He was slow moving and 
slow spoken, with what seemed 
ligious turn of mind. Hè had quot
ed scripture to az waiter who had 
overcharged him, and- he had ex
pressed the hope to the landlord’s 
face that he was walking the straight 
and narrow path while charging five 
times the ordinary price for candles.

They had looked to see Mr. Turner 
register as "Judge” or "General," 
and they had expected him to boast 
of his herds of cattle in Montana or 
his oil wells in Texas, but he had 
disappointed them. His name went 
down as plain Aaron Turner, 
though he' added U. S. A. after it 
the letters were not conspicuous for 
their size and flourishes. After, a 
week or so ft came to bo understood 
that he was a widower, having lost 
his dearly beloved about a year be

fore, but that was about 
could get out of him.

When plain Mrs. John Gates 
rived at the same hotel a few days 
later than plain Aaron Turner, she 
also proved to he something of an 
enigma. She had no~dfamonds and 
no style. She was dressed in mourn
ing and was often found with tears 
in her eyes. The head waiter said to 
himself that
might have occupied adjoining farms 
in the county of Podunk. She had 
little to say and was 
with her funds, and it was almost by 

me that he has been raised a pet, accident that a chambermaid found 
fu s4uea-ling because he misses out that her husband had died at a
the little attention»-he is used to. small village in the south of FranCfe, 
The minute he feels a chip raking a* and that she was lyigering behind 
long his spine he will be as quiet as for a few days before setting sail for 
a lamb. You know I must have ba- home.
con for breakfast, Mrs. Bowser,v and In due time, which in this 
you know that it must be crisp meant two days after her arrival, the

widow Gates
plain Mr. Turner. His first 
for presenting himself befpre her was 
that both were Americans; his sec-, 
ond was that both had lost their be
loved partners, and that there 
should be a bond of sympathy be
tween them. The widow admitted 
with tears in her eyes that both ex
cuses were good, and alter a bit 
they grew friendly. Mr, Turner 
plained that the hotel people made a 
mistake when they took” him for a 
farmer and an exhibitor of prize 
pumpkins at the county fair. He was 
a -villager, owning the only house 
with a mansard >oof in the town, 
and he had a warehouse and sold 
chilled-plows and land fertilizers. He 
had made the trip abroad 1ц order 
to forget his grief, ,In this he had 
only partly succeeded. «Every time 
he remembered how his Sarah went 
down to the millpond to draw water 
for the Monday wash and fell In and 
was drowned his
back to him in a way that made him 
want to die and share her grave 
with her.

The tearful widow Gates was also 
communicative. She had made the 
trip with her husband in hopes that 
It would improve his left lung. It 
had been hard scraping to get the

Mr. Bowser had been humble and 
nice and sweet and contrite for five 

1 long days, and Mrs. Bowser was be
ginning to hope that the cure would 
be permanent, when a carpenter ap
peared In the ' back yard soon after 
noon with a load of lumber and two 
workmen. The cook was told to ask 
Mrs. Bowser to please step to the 
back door, and when she appeared 
the carpenter asked:

"Madam, where will you have the 
pig-pen located?”

"The—the what!" she gasped.
"The pig-pen. I received instruo- 

|tions from Mr. Bowser by telephone 
an hour ago to come up here and 
build one. I suppose you want it 
against the back fence?”

"He—he telephoned you, did ho?”
"He did, and he said he didn’t 

want any delay over it."
"And he’s bought a pig?"
"He probably has, or ho wouldn’t 

want a pig-pen.”
Mr. Bowser had not dropped the 

slight-hint of his intentions around 
the house. He had departed for the 
office that morning as meek as a 
rabbit, and now all of a sudden he 
had broken loose and was telephon
ing to have a pig-pen rushed to 
completion! Mrs. Bowser’s first idea 
wa* to protest to the carpenter and 
jput her foot right down, hut she 
realized that he would have thoughts 
and do more or less talking. She 
therefore pointed out a place tor the 
pen and retired into the house.

"Is It a grizzly bear that he is go
ing to pen up here to be thirsting for 
tiro blood?" asked the cook In anx
ious tones.

"It’s only a pig, I believe.”
"And what do we want of a pig? 

Is it a grunting, squealing pig of a 
■pig that’s going to add to the har
mony of this household?"

"If Mr. Bowser wants a pig he 
must have a pig," said Mrs. Bowser 
es she passed up stairs.

"Yes, and if Mr. Bowser wants a 
bellowing elephant he, must have 
one!" muttered the cook to herself as 
she began to wrestle the pots and 
pans about.

That pig-pen was planned, erected 
end finished in two hours, and when 
It stood completed was gbod enough 
for any pig that ever walked on four 
legs. The last nail had scarcely been 
driven when a man came up the al
ley driving a pig before him. He had 
e long rope attached to one of the 
animal's hind feet, and he had the 
look of a man not afraid of 
thing in the hog-line. He also sent 
word by the cook that he wanted to 
tee the mistress of the house, and 
when Mrs. Bowser appeared in the 
back yard she was asked:

І:con-

; J\across the
becamewhy

"We have carried out everything
dinner I a re- vaca-

rF*7 V
gr

Vi - I
mover

I I
f

I

THE PERIS FAMILY.andI I
N

;

iii *№
MRS. PERKINS RAISES ? 

THE POINT OF CUCUM- , 
BER PICKLES.

Л-».Q
УУ.7 X all they vTjr Ml/J"' ІЯ

Ilk.' ar-V Mr. and Mrs. Perkins were sitting 
on the side veranda of their homo 
after dinner, when she looked up 
from the evening paper she was read
ing and remarked:

"Mr. Perkins, if I am to put up 
any cucümber pickles this year now 
is the time to do it. There won’t be
a cucumber in market in a week statement is made by a statistician 
m<>re- - - q that the men of America are becom-

Mr. Perkins heard her, but as he a race of humpbacks. Why? Sim-
was looking at a cow on the other because they eat cucumbers, have
side of the Street- he made no reply. wlth ш twinges thereof. Find 

"J)id you hear me, Mr. Perkins,” straight-backed man and I will find 
continued his wife. "H we are to you a, man who abhors the {esculent, 
have any cucumber pickles this Win- ^ prefers a cabbage-stalk in its 

. ,. place. I could go on for an hour—"ter we must put .them up now. You -But you JLdn’t wa8te
always want to eat a cucumber breath. You are simply trying to 
pickle before beginning your dinner. . wriggle out of buying cucumbers for 
Will you send me up a bushel to- plcltles,” 
morrow and the vinegar and spices?" "My dear Mrs. Perkins, there is no ‘ 

"I can’t say now whether I will or wriggling about it. Wrigglers are the 
not,” he slowly replied. "I should only things in this world that wrig- 
like- the evening to look up some sta- gle. I am simply bringing forward a 
tistics." mass of evidence that can’t be dis-

“But what have statistics go to puted, preparatory to asking you if 
do with cucumber pickles?" the game is worth the candle. In

"Nothing, perhaps, and yet they other words, shall we run the risk 
may have much. The government, of malaria, appendicitis and other 
as you perhaps know, has been con- ailments pretty certain to end in 
ducting a series of experiments un- death for the sake of having cucum- 
der the Pure Food law. I want to her pickles on our dinner table? I 
read up on what is said about cu- can buy one bushel or five, but I am 
cumber pickles, і According to vari- looking at results."
ous doctors----- " "You know they have never hurt

"I don’t care a fig for the doe- either one of us. Why, I have seen 
tors,” tartly interrupted Mrs. Per- you eat half a dozen pickled and half 
kins. "We have had the , cucumber a mince pie and go to bed and sleep - 
pickle with us ever since Noah’s Ark like a log."
ceased to float around, and it’s too "Granted, my dear, but are you 
late in the day for the doctors to prepared to say that, the mince pie 
find fault with it. I suppose some didn’t offset the pickles?’ It is the 
of them have discovered that It is cucumber and the cucumber pickle 
responsible for about half the all- that is under discussion now. The 
ments of humanity, haven’t they?" mince ‘pie will come later in the sea- 

"My dear woman, nothing is ever son. I don’t say that I will not 
gained by impulsiveness, while every- send up a bushel of cucumbers to
tting is gained by logic. In the first morrow. I say that I would like the 
place, what Is the cucumber? It is night to think the matter over. Mrs. 
an esculent—a sort of cross between Perkins, you are my second wife, 
a fruit and a vegetable. It is some- "Oh you have got around to twit 
times referred to as the long green, me of that, have you?" she exclaim- 
It grows wherever you plant it. It is 
ninety per cent, water, five per cent, 
rind and five of colic. At the gro
cery you can buy three for five center.
At the restaurant pr hotel they 
charge you thirty cent» apieçp and 
extra for the twinges. The only ani
mal besides man that will eat a cu
cumber is a jackass, and he cats it 
because he is laboring under the de-' 
lusion that it is a bull-thistle. You 
find them on the tables of the farm
ers, and at the same time you find a 
good share of the farmers in the 
graveyard."

"Since when did you discover all 
this?” asked Mrs. Perkins as he 
paused for breath.

"Some of it years ago and some 
only lately. I was never a friend of 
the cucumber as the cucumber. After 
he or she has Tjeen pickled and placed 
on the table at my elbow I have 
sometimes dallied with him or her, 
but always against my better judg
ment. Let me give you a few pointers 
that I have picked up in the last few 
years. I have not advanced them be
fore because the subject has not 
come up for discussion.

"The downfall of Rome can be 
traced directly to the cucumber .Too 
much water, you see.

“Greece led the world until the cu
cumber was introduced. Then she be
gan to decay.

"Hannibal died years before his 
time from eating too many cucum
ber pickles.

"Caesar would have been a differ
ent man and juqjped the world a 
thousand years ahead but for the 
long green. He went looking, for cu
cumbers when he ought to have been 
attending to the king business.

"Alexander the Great met defeat 
and downfall because of cucumber 
colic. He had to pause at a critical 
moment to put mustard plasters on 
him as a counterirritant.

"Napoleon sat on his horse at 
Waterloo and ate a raw cucumber 
and let the battle go against him.

"What took our own George Wash
ington off? What killed Shakespeare?
What brought about the death of 
John Hancock, HSnry Clay and Ste
phen A. Douglass?"

"1 don’t believe a word you say," 
anùounced Mrs Perkins as Mr. Per-

V іt ШJ)"v I- Xm4L
"NAPOLEON SAT ON HIS HORSE 

AT WATERLOO AND ATE A 
RAW CUCUMBER.”

:she and Mr. Turner H:1"THE PIG CIRCLED THE YARD THREE TIMES." economical
we could think of. but he won’t even 
look at food. Why on earth did you 
go and buy a pig?"

“Come, now, my dear woman, 
don’t get excited. I was offered a 
Wiltshire pig at a bargain. You know 
we have quit buying bacon at the 
butcher shops, if we have any for 
the Winter we must raise it for our
selves.

She beckoned him to come out and 
look at the pig. Their presence 
greeted with a shriller edge to the 
squeals, and the animal began leap
ing up and gnashing his teeth.

"How many years do you think it 
will take you to get bacon 
that?"
like a plank with four wooden legs 
under him."

LI bend overjjs' ;me a

case

fm V
was sought out by 

excuse
+ yourThe squeals from the back... yard

had become heart-rending and the 
was dinner was left unfinished. No 

er had Mr. Bowser made his 
ance at the back door than 
thing ran agains£ him and sent him 
sprawling, It was that pig. He had 

out of jumped the pen at last and was tak- 
asked Mrs. Bowser. “He’s ind » canter around the yard. His

squeals had become shrieks, and 
there were more than fifty specta
tors to applaud. Mr. Bowser scram
bled up and armed himself with a 
clothes prop and beaded the proces
sion. The pig circled the yard three 
times and then went out of the al
ley gate with a farewell squeal, to 
be seen never, no, never again. The 
crowd gave three cheers, the boys 
rushed in and tore the pen down and 
escaped with the boards, and as 
twilight settled down and the cricket 
turned up Mr. Bowser entered the 
house and said tp Mrs. Bqfwser:

"Madam, this is the' deadline, and 
you can drive me no farther! Your 
object was to assassinate me, and 

got bout milk. He went to the feed to-morrow morning we will telephone 
store and got corn. He went to the to our respective lawyers and have 
grocery and got meal. The pig the divorce settled once for all!”
would notice none of them. He sim- j , _____
ply stood and squealed and squealed, (Copyright, 1906, by the McClure 
interrupting himself now and then n

Цsoon-
appear-

some- ii
.щт\Ш!й

4щ-Л

ех-
апу-

1 X.

"But that’s the way with all Wilt- 
shires, my dear. Four weeks of food 
and contentment will make a roly- 
poly pig out of him.- I want to kill 
him along about Thanksgiving time. 
I’ll make the sweetest, nicest bacon 
out of Mm you ever tasted. Think 
of sitting at our own table and eat
ing bacon of our own raising!"

"And think of those squeals last
ing night and day for two months!” 
she replied as she put her fingers in 
her ears.”

"Y-e-s. He wants sour milk.”
Mr. Bowser went to the dairy and

I

лу-:
VI■Vf*

"HE DID NOT LOOK AT ALL LIKE 
A MAN WHO TRAVELS.h

loneliness c*me when the widower made a proposi
tion. There was nothing matrimo
nial about it. He had discovered 
that there was a passenger on board 
who kriew him, pud if he was “ seen 
acting as escort to the widow there 
would be talk about it at home. He 
therefore proposed that they should 
seem to be strangers for the voyage.

The widow was agreeable. Shetdso 
had a reputation to preserve.# On 
landing in New York she would go 
to a Certain hotel, and the widower 
could call there and say farewell and 
receive his presents. As neither had 
brought along anything dutable there 
would be no trouble at the Custom 
House. Things were settled this way 
and no one aboard came to known 
that plam Mr. Turner and plain,Mr^ 
Gates had spoken words of consola
tion to each other on the soil of 
France. It was only when the Steam
er had sighted Sandy Hook .that the 
widower looked at the widow 
peculiar way. She interpreted it to 
mean that the Custom House officers 
would soon be aboard and asking for 
declarations, and she returned 
look with one calculated to put 
at his ease. Plain Mr. Turner 
one of the first ones ashore when the 
steamer docked. He had nothing to 
do but to disappear. As thfe widow 
Gates had a mournful and innocent 
look the inspector passed her bag
gage after a perfunctory inspection, 
and then she disappeared.

Two hours later the widowfr call
ed at the hotel agreed upon. There 
was no widow there. He called a- 
gain and again. He called until he 
learned from a clerk that the custom 
officials were after a woman who had 
smuggled $15,000 worth of laces and 
silks on her own account, and $30,- 
000 worth of diamonds 
of a "pal/* and then he made him
self scarce. He was on a still hunt 
for the woman for ttiè next 
months, but he didn't find her. They 
were both liars and deceivers and 
smugglers. It was a case of dog eat 
dog, and the big dog had been eat-
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off by a certain date and sent to the 
Caliph to trim his new coonsldn cap 
with, there was instant and great 
excitement all along the line.

The Elephant declared it the crown
ing outrage of the nineteenth 
tury, and vowed that he would per
ish before he would surrender his 
caudal appendage, though it didn't 
seem the rest of his body.

The Lion roared and gnashed his 
teeth and declared that whoever laid 
hand on his tail with selfilh intent 
would find something coming to him.

The Tiger came out of the jungle 
with a growl and said that he could 
die. but once, and he proposed to die 
for his tail.

The Wolf said that he had found 
his tail rather handy during his few 
years of existence, • and if love of 
couqtfy would keep it where it

ГЖМ J — ■ ^

ed... was a great assemblage from all 
parts of the forest, and at the pro
per moment the Hare called the meet
ing to order and made a speech. Hé 
went back to the Mayflower and 
made the dust fly. He came down 
as far as the American Revolution 
and. splinters filled the air. He be
gan to shout of tyrants and freemen 
and things grew red-hot. He had 
just offered to head a revolution to 
depose the Caliph when the Raccoon 
rose ,up and called him to order and 
explained:

"I call the attention of the meet
ing to the fact' that the Hare has no 
tail to lose, and this being so he can 
have no interest in the proceedings 
of this meeting.”

Thereupon, with all manner of hu
miliations, the Hare was driven far 
away and made ' to feel his worth
lessness.

Moral—It is the man who 
owned a foot of real estate that is 
the greatest kicker against taxes.

"There Is no twitting, my dear. I i 
am simply stating facts. I had been 
a Widower over tWO years, tnalHng 
my own bed and cooking my own 
meals and sewing on my own but- I 
tons, when I met up with you and і

I don’t 
rain. Hav-

4UNCLE Ell'S FEES,'/\ MiI »
I cen-FEPPER PEOPLE WITH MO

RALS INSTEAD OF BUCK
SHOT.

fiyou gave me your he, 
want to have to try it 
ing got you, I want to keep you for 
many, many years. At my age I • 
might as well look for the pot of 
gold at the end of the rainbow as a 
third wife. The case being as It is, 
do you suppose" I want to stand by, 
and see the cucumber or the cucum
ber pickle bear you off to your long 
home? I am not that kind of a man, i 
Mrs. Perkins. If yo 

“There will be no cucumbers this 
Fall,” she said as she rose up.

і
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THE TRAVELER AND THE PEAS
ANT.fA MAN CAME UP THE ~ ALLEY 

DRIVING A PIG BEFORE HIM’’

: "Shall I dump him right into the 
|en, ma’am?" r

"Who is the pig for?”
: “For Mr. Bowser. I was in hie of
fre yesterday telling him about my 
fmtshlre pigs and he bought one to 
>e delivered to-day. Did 
be anything, finer, ma’am?"
It was a pig about a year old. In 

act, he had arrived at that stage 
if life when he might properly be 
lermed a hog. He was long-legged 
jnd long bodied. His ..back came up 
|o an edge, and all the meat on him 
rould not make a full dinner for 
fne crow. He had a cast in one eye 
jnd tite mouth was screwed around 
to the left, and he was not altoge- 
her a lovely picture to gaze upon, 
ts. Bowser started to say so to the 
og man, but she checked herself. He 
lad worked Mr. Bowser for 
pap and got his money, and why 
iurt his feelings by telling him that 
f he had glued a few more hairs to 
he pig’s tail the animal would have 
jassed anywhere for a hyena? The 
fjg was squealing while coming up 
he alley. He squealed while enter- 
bg the yard. He stood there and 
boked about him and squealed. 
"What does he mean by that?" 

frieried Mrs. Bowser.
'It's just his playful way. ma’am. 

That pi£ fe like a kitten. He’ll be a 
by to the house. You’ll hear him 
he first thing in the morning and 
he last thing at night, and there 
ton t be any need to keep parrots 
Pr canaries around."
, i8 it a little. German band that 

_m to listen to* all day long?" ask- 
n the cook of Mrs. Bowser, but the 
Hter made no reply. She couldn’t 
hmk of anything to say.
Two hours later Mr.' Bowser 
ed off the car half a block

Kin a
One night, when the rain fell and 

the highway was deep with mud, a 
Traveler who was making his 
across the country arrived 
banks of a stream and found a lan
tern hanging on the limb of a tree, 
as if to guide him.

"That lantern must have been plac
ed there by some considerable hand 
to guide me to the ford," ho mused 
as he halted for a moment. "I know 
not who it was, but I thank him.”

Next moment, as he entered the 
stream, his horse was swept off its 
feet, and ft was almost by a miracle 
that the rider managed to finally 
reach the other shore himself. He was 
lamenting and making a great to do 
over things when the Peasant <S.me 
wading across the stream a few rods 
above and asked what was the mat
ter.

■■

:V"way 
on the

.
his

him ■*
was

"No?" Siwas
"And no cucumber pickles.”- 1
"No?"
"And as I can’t stay out here 

without being twitted and Insulted I 
am going in."

And in she went, and after a long 
five minutes Mr. Perkins scratched 
the back of Ms neck and said to Sira- 
self; і

"What is the use of any man try
ing to 
whims?"

you ever
vgnever

m47
ТЙЕ LIAR ON WHEELS.

Ananias did" not invent the auto
mobile. He was liar enough without 
its help, which is said to have gra
duated a crop of prevaricators that 
can discount the slickest and the 
biggest lie he ever got off. It is giv
en on the authority of- a member of 
an auto club in Milwaukee, that 
every* one of the forty members of 
that club is a liar when speaking of 
the cost of his machine, its speed 
and what it has accomplished in the 
way of hill climbing. Men who 
wouldn’t lie about anything else on 
earth will lie about these things and 
expect to be believed. It they strike 
a twenty mile clip they will make it 
forty in telling each other, apd if it 
is a thirty mile gait they will go In
to court and swear that ft was only 
fifteen.

In its halyon days the bike educat
ed thousands of liars, mostly young 
mep, but ft seems that the auto is 
knocking truth galley 
America. Between wanting a record 
for dare-devil speeding and keeping 
clear of tÿe law against it, even the 
most dignified bankers and brokers 
are trying on the garments of Ana
nias and finding them a perfect fit. 
There is only one more thing to be 
added: "The auto has come to stay.."

йЩ(»3
t

account for a woman’s I

(Copyright, 1906, by McClure, Phil
lips &'Co.)

on accountV
"Why, my horse has been drowned 

and I had a narrow escape from 
death myself,” was the reply.

“But why did you seek to ford the 
river at this, the most dangerous 
spot?”

"Because of the lantern hanging on 
the tree. I could not but infer that 
it was placed there to show* the 
ford.”

"Oh, as to tha$^£ replied the Peas
ant, "I placed the light there that 
you and others might see that it was 
a spot to be avoided, and that the 
safe place was above.”

a soft
three

ТВДЗ GOLDEN EGG.
■4A man in Bay County, Mich., was 

looking for something goox when it"4, -fien. mcame to him. He found that one of 
Ms geese had laid an egg of gold 
weighing over a pound. Heron with 
it to the village jeweller, and was 
told that it was the genuine thing. 
Thereupon he sold his farm to a man 
who came along ns it by ' accident, 
and sold it for half its value, that 
he might start a gooseiarm and 
gather a ton of gold per week.

His golden dream lasted just four 
days. Then the gold paing began to 
wear off the egg, the egg proved to 
be a stone, and be has got a lawyer 
at work to see if he can't get his 

kins came to n stop and bent over j farm back. He doesn't blame any of 
of that little, tucked-up to scratch ■ Ms ankle. the geese, but after this none of the

• “Lot ul соті down nearer the pro- flock can work that racket on him 
. sent date,’’- he continued without and escape a Thanksgiving

(Copyright, 1906, by McClure, PML 
lips &Co.)

.

WHEN THEY GET HOME.
There is no record to show whether 

Adam and Eve went on a Summer 
vacation or not, but if they did they 
returned home to say just what the 
average man and hie wife have been 
repeating ever since:

“Doesn’t it seem like Heaven!”
"Why were we fools enough to 

think of going away?”
“All that money wasted, and what 

have we had out of it?”
"Think

bed-room, will you?’W.
-‘And that corn-husk hedi"

Î .If
Moral.

Inference is as often wrong as 
right.

In seeking to benefit our fellowmen 
we often injure them.

«___------ _ L-^___^ .•o/rmnwi
"THE HARE CALLED THÉ MEET

ING TO ORDB2_"

it would never adorn any man’s cap.
The Leopard, the Jaguar, the Jack- 

all and other animals had their lit
tle say on the matter, and then a 
call was issued by the Haro for all 
interested parties to meet at a cer
tain spot on -a certain day. There

Bill

west all over

•ШШґШTHE TAILLESS HARE,
An edict having gone forth along 

the animàls of the forest that the 
tails of ten of them were to be cut

drop-
from

massacre.
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he case. tnla
■ehnemann in custody at Han

isode as well as . of the
..„tion of the gang Wtic/has 
!e Boston its headquarters fni. 
imuggling.
1 officers saw nothing 
in Herbert F. Colby, who 
as soon 

vere landed.

today
... - dts-

as the first of the 
It waslis wife In South Bosto/had 

a. letter from him and that he 
his vicinity, but not in Bos-

Casey, former first assistant 
>rney, attorney for Edward 
I of South Boston, who is un- 
; at Providence, said tonight 
would not object to the 
his client to this district, 
ORK, Oct. 13,—At the

re-

ench Cable Company іп°Шз 
'■ ft waa stated that there had 
resh-eruption of the vplcano 
>elee on the Island of Martini- 
iorts of such an eruption. , came
ideloupe and St. Thomas in 
Indies. Supt. Sweeney, of the 
able Company's office said- 
his moment received the foi- 
rom Martinique: ’Stories of 
iption of Mont Pelee false, 
s calm.’ ”

'S BROKEN 
HEART WAS HEALED

Oct. 13-А curtous'Uttle 
■ wrapped up in-a wadding 
which took place at Havre 
day. Some weeks 
emigrant in New York 
etter from his fiancee at 
Ing that she intended to kill - 
cause her parents wanted 
rry another man. 
oyard whose name is Cen- 
aok the first available ship 
bring his intention of shoot- 
tf on his sweetheart’s grave 
have carried eut her threat, 

volage, however, he met a 
Qtry woman, who was re- 
ime with a comfortable lit- 
*• They fell in tové with 
r, and on arriving at Harve 
aptly married.
ini’s happiness was unmixed 
arse, for awaiting him at 
found a letter stating that 

, instead of carrying out her 
kill herself, had married the 
I,” and was satisfied that she 
the right choice.

ro-

ago a
re-

LONS OF '‘DREAD
NOUGHTS.™

(Engineering.)
beets, says Engineering, are 
> no Continental nation will 
Khtlng condition one single 

Dreadnought type; where- 
British Admiralty continue 
I construction attained with- 
k be tried next week, they 
ftve one squadron made up- 
Ldnoughts, and, in addition,
I com'posed of eight ships of 
toward VII. class, and two 
hs. The first squadron will 
112-in. guns, with the enor- 
ktage of a short and easily- 
I fighting line, while the 
toron will have forty i2-ln. 
Ifty-two 9.2-in. guns. Both 
rmously superior to any 
I an equal number of ships 
br navy. By 1908, too, the 
bn will know whether for- 
Ь accept the olive branch 
F held ont in this year’s па
ру a relaxation of naval 
I without any diminution 
Ltion to ultimately maintain 
[the sea. It this desire for 
[laments is not reclprocat- 
htinues Engineering, there 
Li unanimity in continuing 
rations to maintain our su- 
lall costs. There should be 
[about this view. The Sea 
I after all, have the confl- 
| nation, will not waver as 
I principle of supremacy, 
[ons, and notably the Ger- 
I may realise that their 
In the development of their 
Lmme—involving as It does 
toot only an enormous sum 
p something like 10 millions 
[the widening of the Kiel' 
pt win even the mastery 
|m Ocean—the ambition of 
I of the Atlantic.”

IGES THE CASE.
wouldn’t you like to read 
fc of mine?
, thank you.
i’s Cleverly’s latest novel.
it.
let’s have it. I thought 

iu wrote It.
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