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IS visit to Toronto had
certainly not improved
the sagamore’s appear-
Itis head was
bandaged, his arm ina

ance.

sling and a third ban-
dage encased one of his
feet.

““ Your train,” said the
reporter, ¢ must  have
gone through a terrible
collision or something.
Were you riding on the
cowcatcher 27

“Trainwentallright,”
replied the Milicete.

“What hapypened,
then?  You are pro-
perly done up, old man.
House fall down 27

*“No,”
sagamore.

“Perhaps,” suggested
the reporter, ““you got
out at Montreal to have a look through Mayor McShane’s

replied  the

model temperance city, and sec for yourself how much bet-
ter a license system is than prohibition.”
“No,”said Mr. Paul--“if I tried that T git kilted.”
“Well, you nearly got killed, anyhow.
at Quebec and mention boodle to anybody 2 If you did, T
They
can stand anything but the mention of hoodle, just now.”
© No," said Mr. Paul, ** T didn’e.”

“Did you go into a tug of war against a team of Mont-

can understand how quickly you would be thumped.

real policemen 27
“No”
“Then I give it up.  How did youget that head and that
arm and leg
*“Got ‘um in Toronto,”
¢ A Saturday night bang, of course,” said the reporter.

T answered the sagamore.

* [low many times have [ told you—--"

“ Didn’t happen Saturday night,” interrupted the saga-
more.  ““lappened Sunday.”

““In Toronto 2"

““ Ah-hah.”

« Bnt Toronto is the hest behaved city in America on the
Sabbath,” objected the reporter. It has that reputation.
You know it has.”

¢ Can't help that,” said Mr. Paul.
I got there.”

“But you told me you were going to Toronto to settle
that little difference of opinion between the aldermen and
the park preachers as to the best means of elevating the

““You kin see what

masses.”

Did you stop ofl’

““So I did—and I come back agin.” The last observa-
tion in a very sorrowful tone, as the speaker solemnly sur-
veyed himself.

*“Tell me all about it,” said the reporter.

“T went out in that park, Sunday,” began the sagamore,
‘“to see what I kinsee. Good many people there.  Bimeby
one man he gits up on a bench and asked meif I'm saved.
I said I felt pooty good. He said I belter git saved right
away. Then a p’liceman he come up and that other man
got down.  Crowd jammed in tight all round me—some-
thin’ sharp stick into my back.”

““ That,” said the reporter, ** was the sting of conscience.
The park preachers had a good case in you if the policeman
hadn’t come up just then. Well?”

““ Then,” said the sagamore, *‘ bimeby crowd thinned out
a little, and that p’liceman and that other man went off to
play hide and go seek on the other side of the park.  Then
‘nother man he got up on that bench and told us this world’s
been cursed with superstition long enough—he’s gonto let
in some light on this fool talk in them churches.  Jist then
I got hit with big stone on my head—almost knocked me
down.”

““That,” said the reporter ““was a shaft of reason. It
must have mistaken you for a superstition or something.
Did it tumble all your preconceived ideas and opinions into
chaos ?”

¢ Made me pooty near crazy,” answered Mr. Paul.
¢ I thought s0,” said the reporter.
Well 2

¢ It always does, in
a crowd like that.

*“Then,” said Mr. Paul, *’nother p’liceman come “long
and him and that man went oft to play hide and go scek.

Pooty soon ‘nother man got up on a hench and hollered out
he wants to see people git their rights in Toronto.
arm broke then.”

““You must have been struck by the breath of Liberty,”
said the reporter.  *“ When it blows on a crowd like that it
always does blow hard on sagamores and other smvivals of
tyranny and one man rule.

*“ Ah-hah.”

““Well,” said the reporter, ** that proves conclusively that
Britons never will be slaves, anyhow. What happened
next 27

Igot my

Broke your arm, did it >

“’Nother p’liceman he come up and that man got down
off that bench and they started off to play tag. Bimeby
‘nother man he climbed on the bench and said the Pope he
was Antichrist.  ’Nother man he hollered out Orangemen
was thieves.  Then I'got knocked down and was tramped
on for a good long while.”

““You must have got a lick with the flat side of the sword
of truth,” said the reporter. ‘¢ It’s always dancing around
at a time like that. Did they tie you ?”

sth SEP’IEﬂiER’/
““No,” said Mr. Paul.

¥

*¢ Strange,” said the reporter.  ‘‘ There are 3lw?ysaﬁ'
of bonds of love and brotherhood lying around at
that, and people often get bound by them.” ,q,uli

‘1 had to git tied up afterwards,” said Mr. paul,
was done with stickin’ plaster,”

¢“ And did anything else occur ?” queried the 1¢

“I come away,” said the sagamore, * jist whe™ ITa
man got up on bench and hollered out ¢ Let us pray*
hit with more stones right away.” ¥

“ More stings of conscience,” said the reporte’ '3
air is full of them at a time like that and in 2 &°
that.” a

I got away quick’s ever I could,” said Mr. pauh
come home.”

““Didn’t you sce the aldermen ?? i

‘“ Them aldermen,” said Mr. Paul, ““ain’t gont® ilﬂé
chance at me. I scen Mr. McDonald. 1es first
me when I got in town. He told me *hout them ald? o
They're bad men. Far's I kin find out they g0t o
thousand six hundred million dollars and forty-0"¢ =
boodle this summer.  S’pose 1 g0 near them? * :k
Donald hedidn’tsayso, but from what T kin hearthey®!
and when they go on their holidays farmers finds the! |0‘d
gittin’ scarce.  Mr. McDonald he says they ]‘u"l w )
reople’s eyes, anyway.” 911#‘

It seems to me,” said the reporter, * that yot m* o
left Toronto very much as you found it. I lho“gh” k¢
tended to fix things up and restore harmony in the
Sundays.” i

¢“If they ask me to do that,” said the sagamo’®
agin. I been there—I know what to do.”

*“ What would you do?”

PO e

The sagamore took down his tomahawk and
knife. .

““Igo up there,” he said, ““camp in that pall‘ tf
man comes 'long and opens his mouth on Sunday pb’
ligion, politics, free speech or anything clse—1
right away.”

““And if you die in this noble work,” said the re
*“ you shall have a monument 500 feet high.”

The Wrong Nose. ) o

He went into a chemist’s and asked for som
a headache. )

The druggist held a bottle of hartshorn to his ? .
he was nearly overpowered by its pungency.

As soon as he recovered he began to rail at
and threatened to punch his head. he ®

“But didn't it help your headache?’ asked !
pills.

*“Help my headache ! gasped the man.
headache.  It's my wife that’s got the headache”

the &

ot
] has?

»

Seized for Rent.

A gentleman in the West Indies was agfce“b]y(;“d'“""v
the other day to find a plump turkey served up e
and enquired of his black servant how it was Ubtmeﬂ 'df"

““Why, sir,” replied Sambo, ¢ dat turkey has | ¢ b?
ing on our fence tree nights, so dis morning 1se¥
the rent ob the fence.”

Stray Notes-

P’

SPEECHES To BE LiIveEp Dowx, 1F P”SSI};:TII“;;
pathetic Lady Guest; “ Don’t be unhappy abot ;m‘Jf‘
dear Mrs. Bounderson; it will soon be 0"er’_ Go! 4
garden will be lovelier than ever.” Little Mp’, : ot
Bounderson (who is giving her first garden ])artz“csﬁ
but I am afraid it will keep my most desirable &
coming.”— Dunch.

* * L4

“ Tugsk firemen must be a frivolous €U
Spillikins, who was reading a paper. &

“Why so ?” ,,nd“diy‘

“Iread in the paper that after the fire wastYédJ
trol the firemen played all night on the ruifS gt
they go home and go to bed like sensiDl€ e
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