ees e recent utlerances or recent hap-
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i with mingled amusement and <dis- |

may that the present writer reporis
an. unexpocted sequel to what he had’

esteemed 4 harmiess jest,

Bome weeks ago, lotending to burlesque

‘R oo comman trick of present-day jogke- |

pmiths - that of refurbishing an old joke
RNiid putting It in the mouth of some prom-
Wment personage of to-day--he published
19 his departiuent & pories of aged chest-
«‘lﬂu. avowediy modified and modernized
froan Joe Miller and other authorities of
the past, and newly credited to some of
the men at present in the public eye.

And now he finds that at least half a
dazen of these burlesque Jjestsi-severed
from thelr context, and thus from the
axplanation that originally preceded them
are making the round of the American
presg, bhelng put forward in all serious-

penings. '
To ke A single example, The Ullca

republishes the following slory
s ithout comment or explanation, and, of
colrse, withoot giving any eredit to ity
BOUrce; .

[

Alone In Cuba.

An amusing story about Mr, Roosevelt
hits Just become public, after many YEars.
Dolng the honors at the White House to
an KEnglish guest, the President regaled
the latter with stories of his prowess dur.
l,l!] the Epnﬂl’h-f\lhrrhlll WAar. KFI’H‘IH.
who had been. Hstening attentively to Lthe

monologue, finally btroke in wilh the &nX-

“ Say, popper, couldn’t you get anybody
o help you lick the Spaniards? -

A% the composer of thiz self-confessed
take, (pelf-confessed, that is, in the Sun-

day Timer, where it originally appeared
us an acknowledged ilavention,) 1 deein
it only right to re-explain toat no such
incldent ever occurred in the White House,
but that the anecdote was a reminiséence
of .a Jest which orlginally appeared in the
Editor's Lrawer of Harper's Magazine
about forty years ago. It referred to some
garrnlony veteran of the civil war whose
Min wWhs represonted as wquelching the
paternal braggadocio by asking, " Fopper,
couldn t you get anybody to help you in
Utting down the recellion? ™ '
< But what is the use? Gravely is it to be
feared thut this and other stories belong-
ing 1o the same cyele will go down to pos-
writy as legitimate and historic ana. De-
nikl can never overtake a lle once set go-
Ing 1t was only the other day that a
casurl corregpondent of Tue Times had
to be #et right In the matter of a persist-
ently long-lived libel on Chief Justice
Taney. That great jurist never affirmed
that “ the negrd has no rights which a
white man is bound to‘respect,”” he mere-
ly stated and condemned that proposition
as one which had unfortur ately been held

“In the diviized amd enlightened portions
of the world at the thine of the Declara-
tlon of Indepundence.”” Yet the Aboli-
tlonists never tired of repeating the oft-
exploded slander, Numerous other in-
ptances of this sort of long-lived anecdot-
‘e (lock Lo the memory.
When Charles Spurgeon of the London
Tabernacle departed this life a cerialn
Washington papér attributed to the de-
‘unct clergyman a story to the following
‘erffect. ' '
One hot Eummer day he began his ser-
mon with these words:
“It's 8 damn hot day -
He paused lowg envugh to startle his
audience out of all aciual or potential
somnolence, and then hlandly eontinued:
w2 1 heard an irreverent young man
WAy at the doorstep.™
From this he passed on to preach a
powerful germon against the sinx of lev-
ity and blasphemy.
The day after the appearance of the

chltuary the same paper published a pro-
et from & corrcspondent vwho showed

how anclent and eripatetic a. rounder
. Was the story which the writer had quot-
¢d as a fact;

Spurgeon and Beecher.

“ In 1848, sald tnls correspondent,
vear before Mr. Spurgeon entered the pul-
pit as 2 boy preacher, | was the youngest
apprcatice In & printing office the fore-
man of whaeh vsed 10 repeat a story ex-
actly identical with the above, except

" IMat he lald it to the charge of a min-

".
B o
:- .

isler who had labored and died in Erle,
Penn.,, vears before, when the foréman
Wi a boy, Twenty vears later the story
Was revived with Heary Ward Beecher's
name in It After it had gone the rounds
severdl years In the face of explicit de-
Alnls, 1 mentioned to Mr. Beecher my first
acquaintance with thd stofy, ander cir-
cumstances which carriod it back to a pe-
rlod betore his birth,

e maliingly replied-that he was tired
of dﬂ:a:.'tng the truth of the stery as ap-
PHed 10 himsell, and felt compelled to let
iHrun. And now that same old lie comes

o the surface again, with Mr. Spurgeon
a8 the principal actor: It will never die.
in the dim future, when some dusky
woholar from Central A frica sits upon the
erumbling arches of the Congressional
Library and views the ruins of the Capi-
tol, it wiil siit) be In circulation, modified
~only by inserting the name of the latest
renowned preacher.”

This Is not the anly gtnrx‘thnt was
wionglully fathered upon Charles |pur-
Feon. Hiwm fellow-laborer In the Lerd's
'.u_nu:rlrﬂ. Lhe Rev. H. R. Hawels, insisted
" giviog him eredit for a net entirely
gteditable story. |

| A Clerical Wager.
“Once In the middle of a sermon,

sa
Mr. Hawels, Spurgeon shouted out: e

" What's that thee says, Paul, I can

d9 all things? 'l bhet thee balf
o that™ ' R

b‘»o Lhe preacher took ou

!If JUL M on the B'ble
However,” he continged.

t balf a crown

ﬂml. see

~ What the apostie has to sa¥ for himseir. ™ .
Christ that | Freak situations aboupd. Through the

80 he read on, " Through

l
i
|
l

limtthomth me.” “Oh!"™ cries he, "if
that's the terms of the bfl, I'm off.”
And he put the half crown back into his

pocket.
Now the same story, 1n almost the same

!l'ﬂl'dl. is told by the “ New Joe Miller "

about Rowland HIll, who flourished a
century before Bpurgeon.

| BStories about Mr. Roosevelt are now &

la mode, s0o I dig up this anecdote from

an elght-year-old number of The l.ondon
M. A. P., the more readlly because It 1s
easy to find a paraliel for It:

A Candid Critic.
President Roosevelt has been telling an

 amusing story of a criticissn he once re-

celved from a small bookseller in Idaho.
It was just after Mr. Roosevelt had writ-
ten his work, “The Winping of the
West,” and seeing a copy of the book ly-
ing on the counter, he picked it up and
sald: “Who Is this author, Rooseveilt?"

Of course the bookseller was quite un-

| aware of the identity of his visitor, and
|

he replied: *“ Oh, he's a ranch driver up
in the cattle country.”
“Oh, Indeed,” sald Rooseveltl,
what do you think of his book?”
* Waal,™ sald the dealer, thoughtfully,
“I've always thought 1'd like to meet
timt author and tell him that if he'd

#tuck te running ranches, and not tried
to write books, he'd have cut & heap
bigger figure at his trade, and been a
bigger mah.” :

veedless to say, Mr. Roosevelt was
highly amused at this candid speech, for
he knew that the general public did not
share his critic’'s views.

“and

Now for the parallel. Wil H. Low
tells the story. of a similar happening in
which R. L. Stevenson was the her?..or
the victim, as you please.

it was at: the period of the second
meeting In Parls of the American artist
and ‘the Scottish' romancer., Stevenson,
ever ready for a bit of harmless hoaxing,
suggestied that the palr should go together
into a_bookstore, where he would ask for
& French transiation of ‘' Treasure Isl-
and,” and, without revealing his own

identity, lure the salesman into criticising
book and author,

Stevenson and the French Salesman.

So the palr entered the store. Steven-
son elaborately described the book he de-
pired. He explained that he was not
qui*s sure of the title, or even of the au-

the s namea, except that the latter ended
in “son, as 40 s0o many of our Englisn

names.’

The young man dbehind the counter rose
to the fly In the most beautiful manner.
The tvolume was brought at once. Turn-
ing' 16 the transiator’'s preface, the sales-
man read how Mr. Gladstone, returning
one night from the liouse of Commons,
had picked up the book and could not lay
it down again until the dawn of day and
the end of the story.

This amused L.ow more than it 4id Bte-

-

i

‘
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'
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blandly remarked that from A pariicu-
larly intimate friend, who was at tll.
same time one of the most noted of the
yoimger Englishh writers, I had heard some
very damaging statements concerning
Stevenson's character. We had some dif-

ficuity in keeping our faces siraight as |

the bookseller skillfully parried this thrust
by saying that it was hardly necessary to
remind gentlemen of our literary tastes
that many suthors of notoriously loose
lives had written works abounding: In

moral gqualities, and consequently that,
though he did mot doubt my report of

Stevenson's character, he would guarantee
that no trace of these regrettable defects
would be found in his books.”

George Grossmith, who retired fgom the
English stage a few years ago, has just
published a little volume of reminiscences
of his professional life. The book has not

yet appeared on this side, but some of the 'ried; hée was obliged to hurry on
stories are quoted In book reviews in the |faith with the public. The floral

current English weeklies. Here Is one of
them: SN
A Bit of a Nuisance.
Grossmith and Henry Irving were once
staving at the samme hotel in Manchester,

having crossed paiths In their respective
provincial towns. On the first evening

Grossmith had to leave before Irving did.

Seeing a big crowd outside, he sald to the
janitor: : ' _

“Are these people walting to see me
leave the hotel? ™ ;

“No, Bir, they are walting to see Bir
Ennery Hirving." : :

“ But doesn't Sir Henry find this a bit
of & nulsance? ' queried the solicitous
Grossmith. |

“It doeg worry him a bit,
doesn’'t like 1t."" .

Grossmith declded to do Irving a good
turn. He had his fur<lined coat on, so
he pulled up his collar a bit, adjusted his
eyexlasses, pulled his soft felt hat over his
brow, and struited down the steps with
the Irving galt. The cheering was loud
and long. ' When Sir Henry came down a
little later he found na crowd awalling
him. It was not till after the perform-
ance that he learned the reason.' Then
he turned to Grossmith with twinkle In
his eyve and sald:

*“You ought not to have done that. 1L
pay . these people to come here every
night." '

—

Bir. He

Now, Mr. Charles Brookfield, son of the

Mrs. Brookfield of Thackeray's “Letters,”
and himself famous as acotor and racon-
teur, used to recall with glee a practical

joke which he and other Cambridge un-
dergraduates played upon Weston, the
pedesirian, in 1878 In many respects the
slory resembles Mr. Grossmith's yarn.

A Joke on Weston.

It was Weston's first appearance as a
pedestirian in England. He was -walking
through the country at the rate of 100

| miles a_day dressed In a close-fitting suit

of velveteen, with knee breeches, a som-

venson, who was quite out of sympathy | brero hat, and a broad ribboh across his

with Giladstone, elither as man or politi-
elan, and, indeed, just then had been con-
templating writing & letter of remon-
strance % the G. O M., and signing it
“From your fellow-criminal in the sight
of God.”

Gliding over this

|

body. It was announced that he would
reach Cambridge via the Newmarket

| Road at about 5 o'clock on a specified aft-

ernoon.

1ne fun<loving graduates determined to
anticipate. him. * Selecting one of eur

dangerous ground, | number,” sald Brookfield, ** who was more

Stevenson next inquired whether the! or less of Weston's bulld, we procured

moral tendency of the work were such
that it could be put into the hands of
youth' without danger. On this point he
was fervently reassured by the salesman,

“HNHere,” ilr. “Low continues, *I

\
!
i
Il
\

L]

!
i

¥

?

S —

| W. M. Matchette, Author of the Play.
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"THE GERM

for him a costume exactly like that of
the pedestrian. Others of us masquerad-
ed as trainer, doctor, timekeeper, and
newspaper reporters. There was a good
deal of excitement In the old town. Scaf-

thought that I might take a hand, and 1| foldings had been erected with long rows i wont of his craft, was arranging the whole
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Here Are the Germs as Presented in the Ph.y

LL the freak plays ever dreamed of ) entire plot runs an intimate knowledge of
Man are at least eyualed by the | the ways of germs. which shows that

latest stunt of the University of | the author, a musical director on & vaca-

Wisconsin In the presentation before an
invited company, consisting of the Fac-
uity of the university, of a play in which
all the characters are germs, pneumonia,
tetanus, tuberculesis, and the like:’

This strange play was first given by
| the women students of the bacteriological

department of the university. The presen-

tation Is the idea of Dr. M. P. Ravenel, | race.

tion, had studied deeply w
versity experts on the
The situations, however,
weil to dramatic production, and through

the uni-
bacteria.

the thread of a love story, which is com-

bined with the declaration by the citizens '
-hmnl

of Germ Land, of war upon the

one of the best-known American author-! All of the characters were attired i as

itles on fuberculosis, who, after hmmglnnrly

at the bizarre ideas of W. M. Matchette.

& former conductor of grand and comic
ontrmlnlhﬂrdlhlt.tﬂ:dmm

to
w the
T A secret, but
“mm%ﬂtl_tqumﬂﬂ

|

as possible the real shape and
colors of bacilll which they represent. as

tetan
head,
and to further carry out the idea of teta-
nus, the girl playing this part is por-
trayed as speechless from lockjaw, and
has the added name of Tacita, which to
the Latin scholar has something of the

3 ';H m;ﬁ-‘ﬁ"‘_#:
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repeating. By force of repetition this one

germ has the big spore at the | an in
th a spot of color in the centre, |is a

r
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the hero of the hour, but he
acknowledge these by a graceful
the hat with the Whangee cane

were placed in the back of the
At last the party, followed by an enthu-
slastic crowd, which increased at every
yard, reached the Bull® Hotel. Afler vo-
ciferous acclamation the champion ap-
peared for a moment at the window

sald a very few words, i '
“ +* Ladles and gentlemen, I am a walk-
er, not a talker. But I thank you-—I

thank you—I thank you."

“ At about 05:30 o'clock, as workmen
were taking down the deal stands that

stood along Jesus Lane, a shabby, ex-

hausted man appeared, covered with dust,

his - stockings ungartered, shambling
along in evident distress. It was the
genuine Weston. But the public wouldn't
have him at any price, and greeted him
with hoots and missiles.

“*Some informal cheriatan;” said one,
‘“trying te impose upon us. Lucky he
didn't come hali an hour sooner. He
might have taken us in.' AP

“*Not a bit of 15"’ replied
‘T've seea the posters. Youn can
al once. this chap’s not a bit like them

another,
see

Success has just revived an old Scotch
siory to the following effect: '

Poor Sandy!

The yourg Scaotchman never liked his
mother-in-law, and this weighed heavily
on the mind of his wife, who was 11l

valling' her -husband to her bedside,
she sald to him: “ Sandy lad, I'm varra
{Ill, and I think I''m gang to dee, and
tefore I dee I want you to gie me a
promise."” -

“T'll - promise,
it? ™

“Weel, T ken that when I dee I'll
bave a fine funeral, and I want you to
ride up in front in a carriage wi' my
mither." .- : '

“ Weel,” sadly responded Sandy,. *I'll
gled ye my werd, an’ il's nae me that's
gang back on that; but I'll tell ye one
tking, ye've spolit the day for me.”

This jest, a good oia-timer, was a fa-
vorite with Henry Irving. Indeed, Mr.
Bram Stoker tells us that it was one of
two chestnuts which he was constantly

" sald Sandy. * What is

gradually grew from a mere anecdote into
& storiette. When BSir Henry came to

tell it in this country it had suffered a
sea change into “ something rich and
strange,”” as follows:

A Dublin Funeral.

At the funeral in Dublin of a young
married woman the undertaker, after the

PLAY IS THE LATEST
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affaly according to the completest locai
rules of mortuary etiguette. He bustled
up to the widower, sayving: '
“You, Bir, will of course go in the car-
riage with the mother of the deceased.”
*“What? Me go in the carriage with me
mother-in-law? Not liKely! " ‘
*“Oh, Bir, but I assure you that it is
necessary. The rule is an inviolable one,
established by precedents beyond all
cavil,"” expostulated the horrified under-
taker. But the widower was obdurate.
“1I won't go. That's flat! ™
“*Oh, but my good Sir. Remember the
Eravity of the occasion—-the publicity—the
~the—possibiiity and scandal.” His volce

faded Into a gasp. The widower stuck to
his resolution, and so_the undertaker lald

the matter before some of his intimate
friends, who were walting instructions.
These surrounded the chief mourner and
began to remonstrate with him:
oy l’?u really must, old chap; it is neces-

Sary. -
“#TI not! Go with me mother-in-law’
Rot! '™
*But look here, old chap-—-"
“T'N not, I tell ye, I'll go in any other
carriage that ye wish: but not in that.”
“Oh, of course, if ye won't, ye won't.
But remember it beforéhand that after-
ward when it'll be trown up against ye,
that it'll be conStrued iInto an affront on
the peor girl that's gone. Ye loved her,
Jack, we all know, an' ye wouldn't Ilfke
SaR... 4
This argument prevalled. He signed to
the undertaker and began to pull on his
black gloves. ‘
As he began to move toward the car-
riage he.turned to his friends and sald In
a low volee: ‘
“I'm doing it because ye say I ought
to, and for the poor girl that's gene.
But ye'll spoil me day.” -

A few weeks ago Harper's Weekly told
the following amusing story. It may be
premised that the.paper 'in° question. was

The Saturday Review:

: Why.
Hubert Henry -Davies, the playwright,

Oof an amusing interview between
owner of a publication in the. British
capital, whereof George PEernard Shaw
had been *tlw dramatic critie, and Max
Beerbohm, on the occasion of the latter’'s
assumption of the ﬂuﬂeak laid down by
G. B. 8 :

The ‘owner advised Max of the salary
that had been paid George Bernard, ob-
serving at the same time:

. " Being . comparatively Inexperienced,
you, Mr. Beerbohm, caunot, of course, ex-
pect s0o mueh.”™”

“Oh, 'yves, I shall!” interposed Max.
“Indeed, - I shall expect more! Shaw
knows' the drama so thoroughly that it is
an easy matter for him to write of |t
whereas 1, knowing nothing whatever
about it, shall find it drdadfully bhard
work! "

Tt ‘happens that Lafe anticitpated Max
Beerbohin's pleasantry by at least a dozen
years, This dialogue may be found in
the volume for 1502:

No Experience.

Lady—But It seems to me vou ask very
high wages when you acknowledge’ that
you haven't had much experlence;

Bridget—8hure. Marm, ain't it harder
for me when I don't know how? |

And now to continue with what is the
most venerable joke that the present week
has produced:

Floating around among the newspapers

|||||
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meaning of silence.

Newmonia, the journalist, has a cos-
tm.qtblmwithmd‘ountthuhu.d
feet. Teddy, the hero of the play,
is a young tubercule, all In red, while

:

end themselves | Bacillus, wearing the generic word, has

no distinctive costume which could be

| the whole course of this unique play runs | recognized as & likeness to the micro-
“bag.” as these scientists famil-
Crobe Is in

:

larly ecall' them. Mike

the same generic costume,
latus has

mmmmm

------

" o .

versity. Incidentally, the scenery shows
posters offering this reward. The office
of Bessle, the stenographer, who takes the
interview frolp Teddy in shorthand for
Newmonia, is decorated with posters,
“The Thne, the Place, and the Germ,”
“ Reward +5,000 molecules of protoplasm
for Dr. Frost,)” ana other similar in-
scriptions,

While Teddy is telling his story

) "1_. .
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at present is this bit of flotsam, which

wary editors of the papers in which It ap-
pears prudently credit it to “ Exchange.”
A Family Affair.

Casev's wife was at ths nospital, where
she had undergone a serious operation.a

few days before. :

Mrs. Kelley called to Inquire as to Mrs.
Casey’'s condition.
“Is she restin' quietly?” Mrs. Kelley
aesked.

“No, but I am.” sald Casey.

I do not pretend tc trace it all ths way
back to its origin. But a very famous
version of the joke may be found in Pére-
la-Chalse Cemetery Paris, and its au-
thorship is credit 0 no less a person
than Bolleau, though it graced the tomb
of another man's wife:

Ci-git ma femme; ah que c'est bien
Pour son repos—et pour le mien!

- A free English transiation might run as
{ollows:

Beneath this stone wife doth He.
She's now at rest—and so sm 1L

A similar sentiment is expressed more
orudely in an old Latin epitaph carved on
a tomb still extant in Rome. A husband,
after mentioning the years, months, days,
and even hours that he and his departed
wife had lived together, concludes, “ On
the day of her death 1 gave the greatest
thanks before God and man.”

Forum published this anecdote:
A Sufficient Reason.

There was an old negro floating in a
skiff in the headwaters of the Licking.
He was fishing-—fish mighty fine down
that way. He had a boy In the boat with

him who kept looking Into the wafer

until he lost his balance and disappeared
in . the water. Quicker than I can tell
you, the old man had his coat off and
dived for the boy. He brought him  up

all right, and then rowed for the bank.
When they got out, dripping, of tourse,
hite man who had seen the whole

a Ww

who has spent much time in London, tells |y, iness complimented the old man on
the | his herolc act.

**He must be a son of ynurn,r‘ sald the
white man.
“No, no, fSah: no son o' mine."”

* Nephew, then?”
“No, no, Sah; no nephew.
. * Cousin?’

“No: no cousin.”

“Then vou deserve ell the more credit
for saving his life."

“Well, I don't know ’'bout dat, boss.

You see, he had all de bait In his pocket."

This story was recenity revived, in all
good falth, by The Loulsville Courler
Journal. It Is interesting to compare the
1910 version with that of 1880,

. Reason Enough.
Fred W. Kelgker, who with Henry -Bes-
ten and a lot of other fishermen returned

with peeling noses from a lake in north-
ern Indiana a few days ago, said that thev
took along plenty of * bait,”” and that it

held out remarkably well. Theé reference

recalled a story which ia a classio of ‘the

kind.

*“ There was once a fisherman,” sald Mr.
Keilsker, “ who was fishing from a boat
in a deep river. A boy was with him.
Suddenly the boy, who had been standing

in the boat, lost his balance and fell over-
board.

“ Without stcpping to remove his coat
or shoes, the fisherman plunged after the
youngster, and after a struggle pulled
the dripping lad from the water. The
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Bessie Bacillus and Teddy Tubercle.

rtl. in which he will tell of the habits of
| Bacllli and make clear many allusions in
| the course of the play, such as the fact

that the bacillli of diseases lurk in places
where fiith abounds, In dust*of the house,
and how they shun sunlight.

Here Is the cast of this scientific drama:

Mike Crobe, a rowdy, Anita Dohmen of
Milwaukee; Newmonia, journalist, Laura

to the | Stewart, . Madison: lAanceolatus,

chauf-

Stenographer and Newmonia is pushing | feur, Clara Terry, Madison; Taclta Teta-
the war on mankind with his new destruc- | nus, messenger, Dorotny Rogers, Mil-

tive agents of bacteria, Bessie is becom- | waukee;
ing the object of Teddy's love. Teddy's|Clarissa Kuhns, Madison: Teddy, Lucrl

Bessle Bl.d_llul. stenographer,

promises of the ideals of germdom to )} Fox, Jagesville; T. B. Chorus. (T. B. be-
ing the familiar name applied to tuber-

Bessle include some of thed funniest
phrases in the play. Teddy, in solemn

whose father and other| tones, as though offering to Bessie the

her for a honeymoon to delightful swamps

“only a biock and a half from the pest
house,” and overcome by such evidence of
affection the stenographer promises to
marry Teddy, the Tubercule, Y
To make certain that even the learned

' members of the university Faculty under-

stand

lous .bacflli by the bacteriologists,)

Anna Richards, Madison; Hazel Brown,

cothe,  IIL
and cesspools. For a bridal home he of- Margaret

Mhﬂlmmthhymuﬂum:

wealth of the Indles, promises to take ; Minneapolis; Grace Raymond. Chilll-

Piper, Madison; Hazel Mead,
Verna Gillan, Racine: Luella

Scovill, Rockford, TiL; Alice Loyd-Jones,
Hillside: Christmas Kelly, Milwaukee.

It may be thought that *“ In Germ

Land " was suggested by * Chantecler.”
but the fact is thatr the drama of the

may have come out of Noah's ark. The

i
!
i
x
1

At least thirty years ago the Fargo

|

sputtering youngster recovered
great damage.

“*“That was & brave deed,’ sad .ﬂ
ness of the affair to the rescuer
many men would have risked thelr
to save that of a boy not related to tem '

*“*Why, he had the bait'® '
fisherman In a tone of finality that
convincing."

But they didn't have to jump
for it at Keisker's Point,

The apposite Is often the opposite
not very brilllant saying may be
emplified by coupling together two
whose exact mathematical

from each other suggests a kinship
origin. :

withow

The latest born is the following,
has just crossed the Atlantic:

Suspicious,

, During a period of political m"
a stranger arrived in Magdeburg,

on applying to the authorities, he b
lained a permit or ticket of resifenc
IHe had not been long in the town before
he became aware that his steps were

]bei:ng dogged by a man in blus uniform
| He bore it for days, but at last sald

!tha spy: ‘' Sir, do you wish to drive
mad? Why do you pursue me i
way*"

‘T am a detective, and my
tions are not to lose sight of you"
the quiet answer,
| “Why, what fault have the policete
find with me? ™ shouted the strangwin
{the greatest excitement. * My
|is In order. Here is my ticket of
dence. I am a cltizen of Berlin,
ido you follow me about?*™

“It states in your passport,™ was {
reply, “ that you Wwere golng to
here for pleasure. That looked suspiciom
as it is the first time any one came

| restde in Magdeburg for pleasure,*
‘ .

.

L

Certainly the correiation obverse
reverse may be established betweep &
joke and a famous old chestnut
recorded In the “ Memolir™ of Re
Chambers, by his brother William;

Peebles for Pleasure,

Peebles, the birthplace of the brothers
is a spot ever warm in the loving mem-
ory of Scotch residents. One of thess, &
man who had llved there all his life,
erabled by some uplift - of fortune ¢
visit Paris. When he came back b
townsmen gravely gathered about him.

“Noo," sald one, while the othem l»
tened, ** teil us about it.”

“ Paris,” he began, " a' things consid
ered, is a wonderfu’ place. But still, Pe-
bles for pleasure! ™ ,

L L

The same likeness in unlikeness
in these two jokes from two

sources:
No Friend.

Mistress—When I engaged you, Lueclads
you saild you had no male friends Now,
almost every time I come into the kitches
I find a man there.

Lucinda—Lor sakes,
fren ob mine.

Mistress—Then who is he?

Lucinda—Ma husband. —Housewife,

The Kind He Was.

A kindly lady who lives in New JerseY
evinces great iuterest in the personal wek
fere of her servants, an interest which Ied
her not loug since to make inquiry of &
new maid of all work touching the
ter's domestic felicities.

T understand, Nora,” sald she, “thsl
you have a model husband.”

“ Shure, mum, he's the folnest & gyred
could have,” was the enthusiastic re-
sponse. ' If ye could see th’ n!"h
' {rates me, mum, ye'd be after sayin' W
! were a frind instid of a husband.'--HAF

per's Weekly.

he am no mAls
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Now it miay have been Life or it me¥
have been some other comic wesks
which, at least twoscore years &§9
afloat a pathetic story of how &
Englishman was slain by a Yon ia ¢
wilds of Africa. His father
the boy's remains. In due course
body of a llon arrived by expross. T
more the father set the cabiles
angrily demanding an explanation.
explanation came in these wordg

* Son inside the lion."” -~

8ir Arthur Conan Doyle has Mlﬂw
to the same anecdote cycle. At the &*
of 8 he tells us, he wrote his first ook
It was a story of adventure tllulu‘l“

by the author himself. vile &
“ There was a4 man in it and 8 t"

continues Bir Arthur. “1 fnrlﬂ'“
was the hero, but it didn't matier |
for they bermhe blended in one l"
time when the tiger met the man.
Story after story might be I
in this conneotion. Let It guffice 18 ¥
| mind the reader of the very best LS
I ever made: 3
There was a young lady of Niger
Went off on a ride on a UgeT,
They came back from the ride
With the lady inside,
“ And & smile on the face

For my last instance I Gu®
sheer lifting: .
" The Politician.
A farmer out West did not
what business to start his s08 'fr _
placed h'm in a room In which lhl;
a Bible, an apple, and a dollar
cided that if after a ;:lunmw he
the boy eating the appie
him & farmer. if reading the BN
would have him trained for the G-
{f he had pocketed the money

make him a stock broker
boy sitting

-l




