
WHEN THE cave man found that he
needed grub to fill out the bill of
fare, he went out doors with his

trusty club, and slaughtered the nearest
bear; and thus he avoided the butcher's fake
of selling a pound of bone, and charging it
up as the sirloin steak that you ordered by
telephone. The cave man wore, as his Sun-
day best, the skm of a sheep or goat, and a
peck of whiskers on his breast, in lieu of a
vest or coat; so he nothing knew of the
tailors knack of sewing a vest all wrong
and making a coat with a crooked bac'., and
the pants half a foot too long. The cave
man swallowed his victuals raw, as he sat
on his nice mud floor; and his only tool was
his faithful jaw, and he wanted for nothing
more. He took his drinks at the babbling
brook, and healthy and gay was he; and he
never swore at the bungling cook for spoil-
ing the pie or tea.
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