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HE reporter armed himself
with a double-barreled shot
gun and plenty of ammuni-
tion, besides an axc and a
knife and a pair of trusty re-
volvers.  Tle went straight

to Mr. Paul’s wigwam and

rushed in.
¢ My brother,” he said,

“you are skilled in wood-

craft.

tarians to be found in these
woods 27 ‘

Are there any prole-

““Plenty porkypines,™ ob-
served the sagamore.

‘“Nobody,” said the re-
porter, ‘“ever ran away from a porcupine.  That is not the
game I seck.  But show me the trail of a proletarian and
s'death ! but Il hunt him to his hole and slaughter him
though it takes till spring.”

““You mean ground hog ?” queried the sagamore.

 Death and Destruction !”” eried the reporter. “No! A
ground hog, forsooth ! Okl man, thou drivelest,”

“You got me there,” said the old man with a shrug. < If
you talk some scnse mebbe I know what you're talkin’
about.”

I am talking about proletarians,” cried the reporter once
more—*¢ pro-le-ta-rians !”’

“Well,” quoth the sagamore, ¢ what about “um ?”

¢“What about them !” ejaculated the reporter with deep
scorn,  ¢* Is it possible you have not heard?  Are you not
aware that they are driving our children to the States—that
our people flee before them?
where are your cyes ?”

¢ Right here,” said Mr. Paul.  ** T kin sec and I kin hear
——but I never heard anything “bout them things afore.
They wolves—bears—Injun Devils—what arc they, any-

Where are your ears -and

way ?”

¢ That's just the point,” said the reporter. ¢ Nobody
seems to know. I have asked a dozen people to-day and
they all said they had never seen a proletarian that they
knew of in their lives.  But there can’t be any mistake about
it.  The labour congress met in QQuebec last week and they
declared that the people were being literally driven out of
this country by proletarians, and they passed a resolution
calling on the Government to put a stop to it.  As soon as I
heard that I took down my gun. Now if you can show me
a proletarian, or even the trail of one, I'm ready to bleed for
my country.”

“So'm I, declared the warrior, reaching for his fighting
¢ If iUs bad as that they got to be cleaned out right
away. I never seen none in these woods, hut mebbe they
come there lately.

gear.

We kin go sce.”
¢ Then, in Heaven's name,” cried the reporter, ““let us
go!'”

The sagamore arrayed himself in his war togs and they
went forth.  For the rest of the day they scoured the neigh-
bouring woods, routing three squirrels, a flock of partridges
and innumerable bluejays and other birds—but nothing
more. If there were any prolctarians abdut they prudently
kept in the background, for there is not a shadow of doubt
that, had they encountered onc.or a dozen, the reporter and
the sagamote would have rushed to the attack as cheerfully
as some people rush from -the dictionary to the platform,
armed with words that paralyze their hearers and make sad
havoc in the ranks of every day Linglish.

Our Biographical Goluma.

[Many Canadian papers furnish their readers every week
with portraits and biographical sketches of more or less dis-
tinguished citizens of the Uunited States. Not to be behind in
s0 patriotic a particular, the DOMINION JLLUSTRATED has ac-
quired the exclusive right to publish a series which, it is
hoped, will be found both interesting and instructive.}

No1k.—Letters from St. John, Halifax, Moncton, Ottawa,
Kingston, Hamilton, London, Winnipeg, and a host of other
places have been rcceived, congratulating the publishers of
Tue DoxuNioN ILLUSTRATED on their wisdom in publish-
ing a really good biographical column, just as daily papersin
those places do.

Hon. Cribwork Slatherback.

The air of freedom is especially favourable to the develop-
ment of genius, and that the zephyrs of Liberty fanned the
childhood of Cribwork Slatherback, of Gougeville, Texas, is
doubtless a fact to be taken ldrgcly into account in summing
up the causes that have made Gougeville famous thmugh her
gifted son. Famine would undoubtedly have swept that
vicinity as clean as the wishbone of a Christmas goose but
for him. Tt was many yeais ago. There were no railroads
and bread ran short.  ““There ain’t enough flour in the settle-

ment to make a dozen loaves,” cried one of the citizens

despairingly. *“ There won't be cnough to go round.™
Then it was that the genius of Cribwork Slatherback shone
like the gleam of a scimetar. *‘Make ’em eat biscuit,”
quoth he to the citizen, in the words that have since been
blazoned on the civic arms of Giougeville.  And itis but just
to him to say that Mr. Slatherback was wholly unacquainted
at that time with the history and literature of France. Ilis
knowledge of that country’s language, even, was confined to
the ability to say * mercy, mushoor,” when he wished to
acknowledge in his best manner some act of courtesy on the
part of a lady.  His brilliant solution of the problem staring
Gougeville in the face averted the threatened famine and won

1
for him the undying veneration and love of the PC.OPle'dJ
was for twelve years a member of the town counct ageod'
three times Mayor of Gougeville, His name is “(’we§it'J
ally mentioned in connection with the next COPE™ "j
election, and should he consent to be a cand! ’ st
triumphant return is assured. Hon. Mr. Slatherba®
moderate mugwump, and believes in the princip!es o
lying Buclid. e also favours a law permittingcame Ho*
on the common in all sparsely settled districts.
Cribwork - Slatherback is a warm admirer of Can® It;
thinks of visiting this country in the summer of 189%16#
yet undecided whether he will be the guest of Count
or Mayor McShane. »

What He Didn’t Have. oi?
He had a lot of fly traps slung over his should®” fiid
he heaved in sight through the alley gate the Ia Yr 1 4
house saw him from the kitchen window and 1aid o
#Good afternoon, mum,” he said, taking off t
and spreading them at her feet as she stood in the
¢« I have here a”’——— 1l
“Yes, Isee,” she interrupted, ¢ but I don’ wat o f
Have you a machine that will make old eggs f"esh“ln/
¢No, mum,” replied the astonished peddlers eﬂf‘
““Well, then have you any freezers that will o
ice cream ?”’
¢“No, mum, I”"——
““No? Have you any recipes for making stron
weak ?”
¢ No, mum, but I”
¢“No? Have you any scales that will make hea?
light?”
¢ No’m, not to”
“Indeed? Have you any spectacles for crd
potatoes?”’
““Well, mum, its this way, you”
¢*Certainly T do. Have you a nice, light stra¥
the head of the kitchen flour barrel ? ‘
“ No, 1” b’
¢ Gracious me ! ”’ she exclaimed sharply. “.wb‘:i3'
you got anyway? Nothing in the line of vats I
tan a tomato skin, bave you ?”’ odlf
The man began to gather his traps together hur? ﬁ“
g € ps 10g wh
« What’s the matter ?” she asked pleasantly:
you going to let me have a” .
¢ Nothink, mum, nothink,” he muttered, * xcjs

¥

I
whole back yard to yourself, and may Heave? tbgl]w
and keep you in it,” and he fled out and slamm¢ bcf'dt
gate as she smiled softly to herself and resum¢
peeling potatoes.—Detroit Free Press,

She Was Mad. »’

s

Mrs. M'Girn, a very much country lady, who w:vcn‘
visit to (ilasgow, hailed a tramcar one wet, slopPY le v
The conveyance promptly stopped, and the irase™ 4
M’Girn, after beckoning vigorously, and scream?? be #
to the driver, at last walked across and got oﬂ“wb,( f
board, ¢ Man,” she shouted to the conducto® It ’h;
did ye no pu’ up by the side o’ the road, as 1 *¢ ot
no hae me strampin’ through a’ that glaur?’ b
might be, the worthy official was pertect!y flab w; d’
and answered :—¢ Mercy, wummin, ye kefs lik‘rt
leave the rails. I wunner that a parteeklar b y ndcd:,
disna tak’ a cab.,” Mrs. M’Girn wrathfully 'e”:yc ’o"
 Leave the rails, ye scoondrel | What for €%, j
I suppose it’s because ye're ower indolent 10 cgiiwi
maunna think that ye’re a locymotive engit® &
Let me doon, see; ye’ll get nae tippence oot w‘r‘
dinna encourage laziness!” Amid a fusilade obtef!ﬂ"
invectives from the conductor, and roars /
the amused passengers, the indignant Mrs.
off in search of an accommodating ’bus.

He was a Bad Writer-

Mrs. Green (to young physician, whom she v
haste) : ¢ Oh, Doctor ! Doctor! I fear you ‘hi“on,
terrible mistake ! My daughter had that pl'esc"‘pt‘l {he /
you sent her last night, filled, and took a dose © 0550““
cipe. Now she exhibits every symptom ° y
Oh ” wb]v

Young Physician: ¢ Prescription, madam ?
was an offer of marriage !”

#
pas cl"‘a '
o

[0
THE PAPER, ON WHICH “THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED” IS PRINTED, IS MANUFACTURED BY THE CANACA PAPER

12th SmLMBER/ {

/] </



