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Ml
AMERICANGOVERNMENT

CLAMSSEARCH FOR

(M. Clam, the noted Parisian journal-
ist, hayving attempied to Jocate the
American government, writes oI his
perplexities.)

Washingion, U. 8., 19 Dec.

Whiat is that government of these
I'nited States? For many days | have
studied this great problem. I shall
now tell my countrymen of France
what I have failed to learn. It is with
despair that I write,

Before 1 have come to these [nited
States I have no perplexity, but now

- what shall I say to France?
In France we say: "M, Roosevelt is that
zovernment of those United States.”
Iin Washington | do not know. 1§ can-
not tell,

Gayly 1 have written to my country-
men that M. Roosevelt has sent his in-
#tructions to the congress. But now I
see the congress snap the finger at M.
Roosevelt! In affairs of terrible jim-
portance the congress smiles and turns
to the little things. M. Roosevelt in
the chapter 17 of that message instruct-
od the congress to make laws quickly
against the race suicide. The congress
has done nothing'! In the chapter 21
M. Roosevelt said: “Make a law in-
stamtly to stop the lyneh.” Yet the
congress talks of everything—evedY-
thing—but not of the great habit of the
ivneh. Ten, twelve, twenty instrac-
tioms were made by M. Roosevelt, each
more imperative than those others. Yet
iha eongress still smiles and yawns,

For one week [ trembled. ‘Those
American newspapers filled me with
the dread. One said: M. Rooseveit
Demands Reforms!” One other said:
“Cemgress Gets Its Orders!” One other
said: “It's Up to Congress!” One
other said: “Tips from Teddy!” One
other said: Millionaires on the Run!”
One other said: “‘Trouble Begins in
Washington!”

Jeague!” Instantly I extricated the 0
cents from my pocket.

I said: “My paper regards not the

cost, M. T'wain. Tell me one word of

vour thought. What do you think of
that simplified spell?”

“His reply: “Great!”

I said: *“Ah, that also is my though'!
Say no more, M. Twain. Now 1 can
build the great interview with you.
after that American fashion. Yet I

have still the perplexity. That supreme

tribunal and the congress snap the
finger at M. Roosevelt and the great
simplified spell. If that order may He
thus denied without the revolution,
what is the government? Where 13 it?

Who is it? How is it? Tell me quick-

ly! How can I tell my countrymen of
the government of those United States
if 1 cannot find it?”

His reply: ‘“Now, my dear Clam, do
not have the despair. It may be best.
Perhaps there is no government! Think
of those poor Americans who have ex-
pended their lives dodging the govern-
ment! What chagrin to them, if there
is no government! Yet what relief!”

1 said: ““Ah, yves, but I have read of
that government ownership. How shall
that be true if there 8 no goveri-

ment?”’

His reply: “‘You have driven me to
the corner, M. Clam! [ will make the
great admission. It is true that those
people are making up the mind to

own the government., Dut it is not
? yet accomplished. Much must yet be

done,”

[ said: “Those people must first find
the government?”’

His reply: ‘“‘Yes, that is the truth.”

Helas! M. T'wain was in the dark-
ness, much as 1. With great forcz
I drove away that perplexing problem,
and talked with M. Twain of other
things. I listened with great pleasiure

| to nine chapters of the autobiograpiy

Yet the congress did not excite. One— | which he was so patient to read. Then

two—three days passed. The law of the
race suicide did not bass. The law of
1the lynch did not pass. The great mess-
aze was in the pigeon’s hole! [ lonked
and listened, agitated extremely. Would
it be revolution? Many times 1 thouzht
| beard the rataplan of those drums;
the tramp-tramp of the army toward
that eapitol! T shuddered to think of
those congressional widows, those sen-
atorda) orphans . . .

Yet nothing has happened. [ have
disappointment and chagrin, What
shall 1 think? If M. Roosevelt 15 not
thes zovernment, where is that govern-
ment? That is the question.

o o o

One thing has made great perpiexity.

It is the simplified spell. This thrice
important problem makes those Amer-
icane wonder where is their govern-
ment. In the summer, before that
supreme tribunal meets, M. Roosevelt
issued a decree: “Let it be the simpli-
fied spell. No word shall be spelled in
the difficult manner. Obey tlus.” Very
weall! Those newspapers said Al
words must be simple, The govera-
wiemat must not use great words. This
iz the erder of M. Roosevelt.”” Those
newspapers did not change, because
“hey love those great words. They said
“Tihke government must now make itself
undemstood.’’

When the supreme Iribunal meets it
snape the finger at M. Roosevelt and
the simplified spell! The newspapers
siid: “Beware, this is the government
endatl” But that supreme tribunal
does met read those newspapers. Thosa
peaple sald: “‘The supreme tribunal
defles the governiment! Prepare for
revolation!” But nothing happens!
The supreme tribunal uses greatler
words than ever. Where is the govern-
went? Ah, that is the question’

Aand now the congress is told of that
soverament order. Everywhere it
stumbles upon that simplified spell.
What eonld it do? With simple words
the eongress would be lost! How could
it ill the Record Congressional? Yet
it is the government's order! At the
last one Congressman with the genius
said “What is the government?”

Those colleagues of his were astound-
ed. It was the new question. They
saide ‘“What is the government? ls it
not M. Rocsevelt?”

He said: ‘“That supreme tribunal
snaps the finger at the simplified spell.
Yet M. Roosevelt does nothing So
those people begin to say: ‘What is
the zovernment?’ But if the congress
obeys the simplified spell those peuple
will eay: ‘Ah! Now we know that
is the government. It is M. Roosevel:!’
l.et us enap the finger, too, and nobody
will know what is the government!”

The reply: “Hurrah! Let us snap
the fimger!"”

Agein 1 tremble. Those newspapers
fill e with the agitation. Ome says:
“Simplified Spelling Strangled, ULut
Struggling!” Omne other says: “Con-
gress (Contemptuous—Roosevelt Rous-
ed'” Ome other says: “War of the
Words—Wow!"” One other says:
“Where i@ that Government Now?”

AR, that is the question! I ask
many savants, many doctors of the
jurisprudence, but they say: “You
ask ¢too much, M. Clam! We cannos
tell where is that government yet. We,
too, are Jooking for it!”

Today 1 was stricken with that bril-
liant idea—I ehall ask M. T'wain, that
thrice remowned litterateur!

“M. Twain!"” sald I, “will help me!
He knows most things that other men
do rot, He shall tell me why that
simplified spell does make the Zo-
ernment disappear.”

I foned M. Thwain in his hotel. He
was im his bed, smoking that grand
pipe, reading that Ladies’ Home Jour-
nal. 1 said: “M. Twain, I have per-
plexity with great agitation. Help e,
dear colleague!”

His reply: “What, my dear Clam,
is your agitation?”

1 said: ‘“Tell me first of the simpli-
fied spel. 'What do you say?”

His reply: “Well. I have embar-
rassment. Omne article by me will be
in that magazine soon. If I tell yon
my thought that magazine wikt bde
ruined. How can I talk when that
magazine pays me 30 cents for each
word?”’
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I predicted to him those letters upon
the American affairs which 1 shall
write to my countrymen. Much infor-
mation of incredibie value was given
to me by M. Twain freely for those
people of France. Yet, at the last
with sadness I left him. Where is the
zovernment? That is my desire <o
know.
L S

Those newspapers yesterday uowd:
“Government Wil Build Biggest Battle
Ship Afloat!—Terrible Battle Ship
Skeered-o’Nothin' Soon to be Launch-
ed!” With delight I said: “Ah, now

'1 shall find the government. It is in
. the Ministry of Marine!”’

Instantly I consulted that directoraie
of officials. Aha! “‘Secretary of the
Navy, M. Bonaparte.”

Bonaparts! The scion of Napoleon!
| said: “It is the blood that :ells!
How can I wonder more that those
United States are great? It is tbe
French genius at the head!” o

My decision was made at onee. iail-
ing a fiacre, I drove rapidly to the
Ministry of Marine. My card I pre-
sented to the Negro American attend-
ant. M. Bonaparte!"” said I, with
hauteur.

In one moment M. Bopaparte ran
out. “Welcome, M. Clam!” said he in
the French, embracing me warmly.
“How are those people of the France?
Do they forget the great Napoleor and
thoge numerous descendants of him?
What brings vou to those United
States?” .

With difficulty 1 c_-om‘erse-dﬁwun. M.
Bonaparte. His use of the Frencn is
—what shall I say politely? His for-
getfulness, I shall say, is liberal. Also
with disappointment, 1 loocked for re-
semblance of the great Napoleon. Yet,
thought I, nature delights in the dis-
guise. Thia man may be perhaps great
even if the French language is 100
much for him.

[ said: ‘“Those newspapers tell, M.
Bonaparte, of the grand battle ship
‘Skeered-o’-Nothin’ which you shall
build. You. then, are the government?”

His reply: *“I have difficulty {n un-
derstanding, M. Clam. Yet it is true
we ghall build the biggest battle ship.”

I sald: “Who shall do that?”

Hig reply: “We shall—that is the
government. We have decided. Now.
when Hale approves those plans and
makes that appropriation. we shall
builad.”

I said: “Hale? Who is Hale?"

“His reply: “M. Hale is that senator
who dictates that policy of the navy.”

Again [ was dismayed. I could see the
government begin to disappear again!

I sald: ‘“Then you are met the gov-
ernment, but M. Hale is the govern-
ment?”

His reply: “Pardon me, M. Clam!
This is the busy day.”

I said: ‘“Pardon, M. Bonaparte. |
encroach! Yet I shall pursue the gov-
ernment until I find it Adieun!”

M. Bonaparte with politeness came
to the door with me. “Adieu, my :oar
Clam! Remember me to thoss people
of the France! Do you go to seek M.
Hale?"

1 said: ““What shall 1 do? 1 despair.”’

His reply “If, M. Clam, yoa see AL
Hale, please detect what he imtends,
and give to me the friendly tip, for
the government's sake.”

I sadd: “With grand pleasure. 3i.
Bonaparte! Adieu!”

Diable! I am as far behind as ve-
fore! 1 learn mothing! Many Amer-
fcans have great iaughter when 1 say
M. Hale is the governmeat. Soon it is
plain that M. Hala i mot whom I
seegk. Can he gettle the great problem
of the simplified epell? No! Then he
is not the government, after all! Why
should I seek him? Bah!

Bverywhaere [ have inqguired diligenc-
ly to find the government, dut not one
American can tell. Do those people
run the government, or dees the sgov-
ernment run those people? DBefore
these elections those officials ia Wash-
mgton say: “‘Whatever those people
eay will be done.”” After those elec-
tions, those people say: ‘““Whatever the
government says will be done, We are
up against it!"”

. It appears to me thus: H M. Roose-
veit knews, or thinks he knows, what
thosd newspapern wish for these pecple
and instructs the t0 make

I #aid: Have ne frar desr o8- hione kxws, aall i the coagress agrees
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that those newspapers wish what M.
Roosevelt thinks they wish, and make
hose laws; and if the supreme tribu-

inal decides that those wishes and laws
‘are inside the coastitutiou: and if

those newspapers shout violently for
the enforcement of those laws, then
that is the govermment of those United
States. Dut in many things M. Roose-
velt cannot tell what those newspapers
wish., In other things the congress
cannet tell or does not care what M.
Roosevelt wishes. In other things the
supreme tribunal decides against the
will of the congress. In other things
those newspapers cannot tell what the
supreme tribunal decides. In all such
cases it is the terrible confusion, de-
nunciation, discord, shouting, bedlam,
anarchy! Then if there is a govern-
ment of those United States, it hides
quickly, and those people cannct find
it. Everybody shouts together: “The
ther fellow, he is the governmeni' He
is to blame!"

There is no government! No one
is to blame!

Yet there is no revolution. Those
men wWho are to bilame, they quickly
invent one new threatening sensation
land give it to those mewspapers. In-
stantly there is fresh uproar and those
people turn away from that old troubl>.
They say: “Hurrah' Here is one new
terrible excitement! We shall again
hudder!”

What a pation! . . Whar a
people! CLAM
(Copyright, 1906, by S. S. Cline.)

Placing an Order for a Slave.
The following is part of a ietter, wiit-
ten in 1376, placing an order for a beau-
tiful girl slave, and containing the
[specifications which the buyer is to fill.
It is taken from F. Marion Crawford’s
new love story of old Constantinople,
serial publication of which begins n
The American Magazine for January-
“Most Beloved and Honored Friend:
I despatch this writing by the oppor-
tunity of Sebastian Corner's good ship
* * * I desire, in fact, that you will buy
for me the most handsome slave that
can be had for the money 1 offer, or
if the girl were surprisingly beautiful,
for three hundred and fifty ducats.
“The truth is, most noble friend,
that my wife, who is, as you know, ren
years older than I, and impedel by
rheumatism, is in need of a youthful
and accomplished companion t¢ help
her to pass the time. and as 1 have al-
ways made it my duty and my business
to fulfil and even, as in the present case
to anticipate her wishes, I am willing
to spend this large sum of money for
the sole purpose of pleasing her. Moio-
over, I turn to you, most dear sir and
friend, well knowing that your Kind-
ness is only matched by your fine taste.
My wife would, I am sure, prefer as
a companion a girl with fine natural
hair, either quite black or very fair,
the red auburn color being so common
here as to make one almost wish that
women would not dye their hair at all

are a very important matter: vyray
give your most particular attention to
their whiteness and regularity, for .y
wife is very fastidious. And also, I
entreat you, choose a slave with small
:ankles, not larger than you can span
with your thumb and middle finger.
My wife will care less about a very
small waist, though if it be naturally
slender it is certainly a point of beauty.
In all of this, dearest sir, employ for
love of me those gifts of discernment
with which heaven has so richly en-
dowed you, and I trust you will on-
sider the commission a fair oge. Se-
bastian Corner, who is an old man wilil
take charge of the slave and bring ner
to Venice, if vou will only see that she
is properly protected and fed untii he
is ready to sail. and this at the usual
rate. [ have also agreed with him thal
she is not to be lodged in the common
cabin with the other female slaves
whom he will bring from the Black
Sea on his own account, but separately
and with better food, lest she should
grow munpleagingly thin. Yet it is
understood that his regular slave mas-
‘ter is ta ba responsible for protection,
]'und will watch over her behavior dur-
ing the voyage. This, my most worthy,
dear and honorable sir and friend, is
the commission which I bez you 1w
lundertake: and in this and all your
other affairs I pray that the hand of
Providence, the intercession of the

vy Robert R. Beilamy.

;saints, and the wisdom of the one hun-
Idred and eighteen Nicene fathers 1auy
ibe always with you. From Veniea,
iMa.rco Pesaro to the most noble patri-
cian, Carlo Zeno, his friend. The four-

'teenth day of March in the year 1376.”

A\ Man Who Suffer d in th White

Hous .
| Ida M. Tarbell, writinz of “The

Tariff in Our Times” in The American
|Magazine, presents many interesiing
ipictures of the great political and bus-
finess gemerals who figure in her narra-
tive. Here 18 a paragraph about An-
idrew Johnson:

i “Certainly Jonnson suffered throuza-
jout his four years as president as few
'people at the time realized. One of his
|secretaries once said that in the two
years he was with him in the White
jhouse he never saw him smile but once.
J11 himself, his beloved wife a bed-rid-
den invalid, unfitted for companionship,
suspicious of his associates, narrow in
mind, bitter and resentful in heart,
there was little reason indecd why An-
drew Johmnson should smile. Yet un-
questionably he got a giim pleasure
Ifmm his vetoes, even out of his im-
jpeachment trial. He believed he would
be convicted, and his secretary {iells
of the satisfaction he got from the idea
ét,ha.‘t his prosecutors would all come to
bad ends. He learned Addison's Cato
by heart, and went about the White
house rooms delivering it. He studied

the trial of Charles I, of England, and |

ordered the names of thoso who signed
ithe death warrant and the terrible
‘ends to which they all came tabulated.
His secretary says he believes Johnson
was not a little disappointed when he
was acquitted, It took from him the
bitterest of the many bitter cuds he in-
cessantly chewed.”

I “takem at the Sneeze Stage,, Pre-

will surely amd quickly check an ap-
'proaching eold of Lagrippe. When you
first catch cold—er feel it coming on—
jtake Dr. Shoop's Preveatics, and the
‘pmmpt effect will certainly surprise
V

and plicase you Prevemtias, surely sup-
plg the proverhind “oumee of preven-
tion.” Scold fa G oamt and 25 gem® hednes
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The Know It AllL

A OST aservatin’ customer wuz Nlci-
g cd mus Drown.
l Wiio Enowed it all an® bound
have his say.
= wuzn't no theayter play tiet e

2t Drown he'd git to see it

i¢ a p'int to git his scat

v of the rest,

An" when the curtain riz upon the p
b [ & actors got to work a-doin

snicker in his agervatin® way.
when the most excitin’
" folks wuz sittin® nervous an'

Old Erown he'd whisper loud enough fur |
¥ one to hear,

izn't any curin’ him. Ile'd be ti

- in church

wheres he happened fur to be,

an old poll parrot jest a-setun’ |
on its perch,

He'd squawk to all his critics, “Talk = |

took him |

An' then he got religion, fur he thought
his end wuz rear,
An’, sure enough, that wuz the end o

Maybe She Is Not the Only One,

Banker's Daughter—The baron loves
me. He proposed to me today.

Her Friend—Then he loves vou.
do you know whether he loves any one¢
else?—Jugend.

Opportane.

“What are you doing?’ harshly de- |
manded the brutal husband, abruptly
entering the room.,

“I'm just going to trim this forty-
pnine cent hat I bought yesterday,” re-
plied the trembling wife.

“Extravagaut woman, vou will ruin |
me with your everlasting bargain hunt-
ing!"” he exclaimed, enraged, and, seiz-
ing the hat, he erumpled it in his hands,
trampled it underfoot and, finally fling-
ing it into the corner of the room,
strode away.

Weeping, the wife =tooped to pick
up her insulted property. but her tear !
stained face was irradiated by an ec-
static rapture as her eves fell upon it.

*Oh,” she exclaimed in delight, “now
it is the exact shape of that ferty dellar
French hat I saw yesterday, and I nev- |
er could have got

My dear and honored friend, the tceth,

it that way my-
All it needs is a couple of blue
roseg ﬂl“.l il l'll!n(!h Of ]:IVQD(]PI‘ huttel‘- ho‘l”' lh:lt a l_n-oxnill.]ut “itmn had |

cups.”"—Lippincott’'s Magazine. died suddenly. «alking one of the!

A Puzxler.

In a certain town are two brothers |
are engaged in the retail ocoal
A noted evangelist visited
the town and converted the elder broth- |
er of the firm. y
For weeks after his conversion the “Well. what = laat jtr™
brother who had lately ‘‘got religion™

business.

Public Office.

“Well, Moses,” began the senator as

a grinning southern darky was ushere!

Into his presence at Washington, “what | Witness—I don’t knew. .

brings you here?” I.awyer—When aod where did you
“Mars Joe,” replied Moses, “I's go: | See Lim last?

'portant business. sah.

I want er of

—

“You want an office?
yon do?
Mars Joe?
body do that ge's
heart, Mars Jo~, ver don't un'stand ole
I ain’t lookin® fer work. sah.
I only wants er office.”—Philadelphia

Why, what e

What does every- |

er ofiice? Bless yer |

A Mere Babe.

with a Jovelorn glance at the object of |
“I was so full of mis-
ery I tossed and turned upon my bed |
last night and could not sleep.”

“You don’t say:” remarked the heart. |
“What's the matter with
you—teething 7" —Cathollc Standard and |

his affections.

Always After Him.
Sandy Pikes—Did you ever follow de ! “yoe" <ai vy
hm.fmm? y e Yes,” said Bradley, “I'm in this
Gritty George—No; I always had 88 | give a good account myself."”
much as I could do to keep de horses | " . " - =
from following me.
Sandy Pike—Race horses?
Gritty George—No, saw horses.—Ch}¥ |
rago News. 3

veatics— a toothsome candy Tablet— !

-

He Triled It Omce.

“What made your husband's hair
turn so gray? He’s still 2 young man.
Was it the result of some terridle

“No. He once triwl fo Bave & house
built "—Judge,

| ean play an sing.” p‘l’;-t-t;st(d Mr_;-._l‘en-l
Kins, ':
“1 haven'i the slightest doubt of it,

Alre. D'vruias. There are several neigh- |

bors wlo coa wear your hats and
\ shoes, but « you goinz to keep hats
' and shoes ! nelzhbors? Suppose, |
however, tl W \Wel head and got
ar L v You Luow that piano
- o oma = 11 .1 <honlder-
ed “iod wedlk chesled and consump-
vy
I 1 t it did and don't
Lo
“1 conhi »ive vou medical statistics
e . Within the !ast ted
Fours | of toe arms has be
‘ SO uranion that the doctors at-
| trlbare 1t to plano playving Tuere are
hundreds of pstances where young
s have lost the use of both arms
for a2 Year. If we bad a plano 1

coulda’t run the risk of vour losing the |
use of your arms. How, then, could |
You longer hng me? How prepare the
meals and wmake the bed ¥

“You are simply trying to twist out

But when the grip wuz goin’ round—last! ¢ it, just =s you always do,”’ said
winter wuz a vear— ¥ [ . = 4
It tackled on to XNick

Mrs., Perkins, with her eyes full of
| tears.

I “My dear, I am no twister. [ am
| simply a logician and a philosopher. 1
reason things te a conclusion, We |

His folks wuz all a-gathered round, an' | cannot afford a $1000 piano, and on
jest before he died,
While Deaeon Jornes wuz readin’ of a

E top of it a $300 rugz, a $250 parlor suit

1 and five or six paintings costing $100

The sick man smiled, an' “Well, I'm done ! apiece. All that capital would be shut '
with this here world,”' he sighed. _
T'll bet you I kin tell w'at'e comin !put into ice for mext season it might |

. up In a cold parlor for the winter. If ‘

|

—T. A. Dgly in Catholic Staniard and | D€ doubled.  And there's avother

| thing.”
“Oh, you can be finding excuses for
i a week to come.”

“This is no excuse, but a fact. That
old straight legged, hroken keyed piano
belonged to my first wife. Don't jump

i up and grow red in the face, for I'm

.\ not hilting at you. The first time 1

{ called to see her. when we were both |

| young people. <Le wus playing on that
piano.  She wias poundiax.  She was

3 howlii:iz. ller eves were volling heav-
¢ | enward., 1 fell in love with her at
once.”

“I wou't stay!" declured Mrs. Per-
- kins as she stamped ber foot on the
. floor.
{ Just a mowment, my dear. She con

4 tinuwl to pound and how!l all through
our engagement. She brought the old |

. plano along when we were married.

Every day and every evening it w3 |

pound und howl. I talked to her of the
; risks she ran, but she wasg self willed.
She finally began to fade. 'T'he doctor
, said she lasted a year longer than he
Cexpected, but she went with a rush

when she did go. She had been pound- |

, ing and howling one evening and the
neighbors had t{elephoned for the po-
lice aud all the dogs for a mile around

| were barkingz, when 1 observed a sud- |

den change come over her, and she fell

t off the piano stool and was dead in a |
i moment. She never opened her eyes |

or spoke. There's iy case, Mrs., Per-
kins, and —

“I say you are a dodger and a |

; twister!” exclaimed Mrs. Perkins as
she gave a soiff of contempt and walk-
ed stiftly out of the room.

! Mr. Perkins stooped to scraich his
ankle and theu straightened up to
scratech his nose aod then smiled and
said to himselr:

to Le" M. QUAD.

| Modere: 'Yersenesa.

In., was informed by phoue at a late

| reporforial ~10%. the city editor In-
, Structed him hurriedly, and the young

endeavored to persuade the other to as hLe Legan malins tlhe hevs rattle, | iy the parlor.”
join the church.
elder brother was making another ef-
fort he asked:

“Why can't you, Richard. join the and made gzood. --JIndye.
church, as I did?”

“It's all right for you to be a mem-
ber of the church,” replied Richard. |
“but if I join who's going to weigh the |
coal?7'—Cleveland Leader.

s man shot ¢t of the office on double , A0y 2 ta wdd to (hen at this me-
| quick. Nome twenty minutes later he | meoi ™
returned, and <« he hastened to the Vool b wanbed to cail your atten-
corner where his (vnewriter steod the | tion 1u the fact 1h. Sercomber nad
city editor cshivd b Peoms and gone””
1 s-knowledgze it”
“Oh, vothing.” =:d the young man “Avil the old jano stands there yet
One day when the  “ouly as Mr. Bizul wus walking along + “Acknowledged again

the street he BAYS ‘I'm going to ll.f‘.'l “rud, so far as | know, mo staps
and be leaned up aezinst the fence | have been taken to replace ft with a

Facts In the Case,

. this gun?

. Witness—Yes, sir.

'  Lawyer—Is he in the courtreom?
Witness—No, sir.

- Lawyer—Where i8 he?

? Witness -Six months ago—at his fo- !

| neral.—Detrolt Tribune

Une Good Place.

The Sportsman—What's the bess
| place for quail in these parts?

' The Rustic—Toast, I guess.—Cleye
¢ land Leader.

His Specisliy.
| bowling match, and you can depend I'll

{ “XYes, when you tell about it after.

1 ward you'll make it seund all right.”—

i Philadelphia Press.

]

' So There!

The world is betier nowadays
Than fifty vears sgo.

I know, and there are many ways
That give meé cause to know.

Aye, though yon pick a score of flaws
Bince twoscan- vears and ten,

I say ‘tis better now—because
You were moet in !t then.

' —Cleveland Ledder.
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The Perkins F
Whe the Head of the Family D.#

[Copn

N’!

, very much if 1 were to ask you a1 ques-|
— \
tion: |

me. FProceed.”

were sitting on the front steps, ! spoke
to you about the piano. Do you re |
member?”’

dence right here in my pecket. My
memorandum book saye it was on the
18th day at 3 o'clock in the aftemmoon.
It was a beautiful day. What you said
to me about the pieno was: i

one?

Perkins. Have you anything to add to
them tonight*"

reply *"’

years,
shall turn it in teward a2 new one,
tracted to hear you try to play en it

have a new piano hefore the 1st of
September”

and observations, Mrs, Perkins, as ac

“Eut, then, don't a married man bave |

Lecontly a ity editor in Ottumwa,

curnicly oo dad Lere. and bave yeou

. new one."

now prepared to reason the anse with
you. I bhave been expecting e pemsen
it with you for the last mounth— fact
I was hoping you would spesk se me
about It this very evening”

Lawyer (examining witness)—Do you}
know the man who formerly owned

| Perkins in an injured tone.
. { In the face. You drum on the plaro

, Your eyes. You hump your shonlders
| At varions times 1 have gaid that Yon

 You playing znd Lave revegge on the

| way

Have Their Troum 5

Not Eachange an Old Piano
tor a New One.

19, by the MeClure News-
paper Syndicate.)

AND MRS PERKINS had

got sealexd for the evening

i amd were seemingly content

and bhappy when she looked)

m her book aml queried: |

“AMr. terkins, would It put yocu out

-

“Why. dear, vou may ask me ten)

thoasand.” |

“And you won't be vexed?” l
“Nothing you could say would vex

“Well, ome day last May, whea wel

“lI do, my dear. and 1 bave the evi

“‘It is forty years old.
“*It is old fashloned. l
“ ‘It has stralght legs.

“*“There are seven brokem keys,
**The pedals are out of order

*“It wheezes like an old bogse.
“*Everybody makes fun of it
“*Can't you turn it in foward a new

“Those were vour ohseryations, Mrs=.

“Did you put down what you sald In

“1 did, and here it s: ‘
“*Yes, it is an old piino,

“*T have been u:'..med of It for
“*Dnring the nex! three menths I

“‘It must drive the npeighbers dis-

“*Say no more, darling. Yen shal!

“Those were our respective remarks

WAS POUNDING,

“Not a step, \rs. Perkins, amd I am

“Well, T have spoken.”
“You see, my dear,” began Mr. Per

| kins, as he drew a long breath, “wa
must begin at the beginning. Nelther
of us is a musician. We have seither
fon nor daughter to play. We t

just as woll have n corn shellor o
parior for all the use we coutd Penke

of it. 1' we had a thousand dollar

' pinio, what zood would it do wa?"

“WLy, T play, and you knew I 4de
and Yave praised me” replled Mrs

"My dear woman, let us look facts

Yon howl an accompaniment. Yon ro!

plored beaut!fully. 1 did it to keep

neighbors.”
“"How dare you talk to me that

“Come, pow, e reasgpable. You
never took a music lesson jn yeur lls
did you?

“No, but what of that™

“You ean’t sing any mere than a
crovw.”

“But if I ean't”"—

“I don’t revert to these things to bu
miliate you, Mr=. Perkins, but stnpls
to clear the ground for a start. it i=
& husband’s busivess to peatee hie
wife's playing even if it gives him
toothache. The eold fact ig that nei-
ther of uws ecan play or sing. Thesefore,
of what use is a thousand deollar piane?
Yon will apswer that one would
nice in the parior. [ agree wil}
but when you have a $1,000 :

must have & $500 rug t® go 1 it;
alno a new parior smit.”’ .
“Mﬁmmml“uﬁ
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