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m Wilh Gas.

Farmng ll.kemmn; nve:ythmg else is
now being m&ucted in a scientific man-
ner.  The fellow who doesn't entirely
ignore all ‘‘the fo¥mer customs .from
planting ]ohmon grass down to dedicat-
ing a squash patch is considered a—back-
woods ass: too igﬂorlnttogom when it
rains. It's certunl'y wonderfnl to live
'inthetge oﬁthep:int:ng press qnd the
mpugu lie, the Lickel-p!nted dade and
| iunnmg with official gns.

4 pat be mazing 1o the big § *"539
‘dllb ': ks how lpoordemlhnstled
. his hash before their hot air pumps were
Brought into service.
The newspaper man ean generally offer
more mgﬁeatimia to the farmer or about
' ﬂleeonltrﬁctioa ot'gmd roads and know
less -hont it than any source d knowl-
dﬂm an east wind.

ke theaverage nﬂnpnpqwdtcr who
c-mtud cavort to thie publie abont
Iuning l.l;d he mhldmomtnte sbout

nmmhp:uduljiﬂgmcntnashe
menkey. thtluyeuullthefumer

3 hhﬁl:linmhqutdwhen to plant

..4, “data® for,

nt. And should that gom
_'_gtlylhmtolukeout to

ary trying to offer their forty-legged
night-mares for lale should be loaded in-
to a hog train and imported to Cugulo,

Some: Singing, Doncherknow?

FROM THE FOOL-KILLER.

There is a certain kind of unearthly
screeching that they call ‘‘fashionable
sihging."

Ever hear any of it?

. K not, yon‘ve miissed a treat.

Just go into most any city church on
 Sunday morging mﬁiﬂm&
aample of it.

Here's how you'll know when it's

| a~comin.‘ You'‘ll see somebody go to the

piano or pipe organ and begin to claw
over the keys like § puppy digging for a
ground-mouse. Then you‘ll see a young
lady march out onto the stage with her
arms full of sheet music and her face set
like the time-lock on a national bank.
She stops and gazes over the audiance as
solemnly as a convlct in the electric
chair, Then she unfolds her music and
begins to pucker her mouth till it looks
like the blossom end of a swivelled cu-
cnmber. ‘Everybody holds their breath.
Something awful is about to happen.
Suddenly the young lady’s mouth
opens like the nose end of a tobacco sack

and you hear a noise that sounds like |

pulling' a yard of bologua sausage
through a tin horn. Her eyes seem to
bore through the ceiling like two left-
handed gimlets and her throat works like
a frog swallowing a June-bug. Her voice
seems to have been 1y
put together with brise rings and it
ttlu against her Adam’s @pple like
dragging a log-chain over & bridge.
The andience leans forward and drinks

. ‘in jm'ntc and juice-

pngubhﬁ uﬁngawom
Of conne'mﬁody understands s word of
the song, ud.i! they did, theaqu‘,mlld
be a failure, ' It wouldn't be * "fashionable
singing.” The only thing reqnhed of
you istomt there like a chicken with
thamanddnnkltm Let it run in
at botl éars and ooze out through the
pores of your soul.

The sitiger stops to get her breath and
to. wait for the andience to catch tip
The organist hm the instrument in the
face a few times like a nigger woman

beaﬁngmtpqts,andthm they sail in |

i scalet Tike twc; hbund dog.'

after a tabbit, and all the while the ex-
pression on the singer‘s face looks like a
mixture of c-mmpcollc, death agomny, a
toothache and a aneeze,

Once in a° while the jointed melody
comes in such volumes that it almost jars
the shingles: loose, and then it fades
awayulht aonqdl like where the tail
end of acat ﬁght-_igen off to nothing.

And when it is all over, you go home

feeling like somebody had run a wood-

rasp over your sore tooth. Butitis the
Fashion, you know, and Fashion is a
great old gal. |
— v ——
Poot! Toot! Stop the Federal const en.
gine long enough to scrape the Catholic
hides off of the cow-catcher.

In this ‘‘home of the wealthy and land
of the robbed,** & millionaire has the lim-
it of my contempt. I had rather play a
harp while lousy miggers dance,
than build of widows’ sighs and orphan‘s
tears, § castie to the clouds, only to be
dashed down bythe devil's iromy hand
and swept into Eternity‘s shoreless sea.

| ing his hat.

WemtﬂdiﬁdeWﬂtthtduM
counts the sparrows that fall—even
notmuthemalhnnhinp mdwebn
to be like good old Christ. ,

Thut’-whynnﬂthol.ﬂemy B.
Varner. Eé'-hlﬂ—:bawunthedu&
Ihnlf-gwwaluilﬂl-ndnlu:m‘s

Henhow:hhdurudwm dht,

He imported his litte llphm
into our county recently without feactur-

Neither did he toil or spin, lu;t ‘he
mﬂethexlondSohmm hh;n
cents.

Hecﬁuldfnmin_h the gab sufficient to ',
transform Wild Cat Gap into a thorough.-
fare, or even construct s turnpike acros
the Alps, but he comldn’t think how to
P'!‘l'heluhudimuq.

Heary discovered while here that The
Lach was a forked-toothed canni. ‘bal
dixting on raw rascela from Cape Cod to
Kalamazoo, but hated like L to scknow-
edgeitina repart to. ﬂmm;m

’Wemu “imitation* of something
mﬂﬁcm

M'Fﬂ#m&-ndumto
dmﬂﬁn'tahhpu.




