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Romance of th Gl Bs.

' R T RnOUGHOUT the Thousand lakes
Sregson of northern Wisconsin Date

Gallup is famous as a guide and angler.
The sromerged secrets of ten scores of
M tiny island seas have been wrested from
their pellucid depths by this remark-

•. able native of the great pine belt.
_ ' If there be a shaded pool in all this re-
Sgion where dwells the mighty muskel-
lunge or the fighting bass, a hidden bar-
where lurks the green-coated, wall-
eyed pike, or a- bed of reeds from

z; whence the voracious pickerel darts at
spoon or minnow, to which Dave Gal-
lap cannot pull his client, no man has
discovered it. In his day he has con-
ducted many famous men to such royal
sport that falsehood fell into disgrace
and truthful yarns of rod and reel are
ibitter fruit and held up their relators
to .orn and contumely.
SI Mlen of well-known varacity like V.
8. Forrest, Jacob Newman, Moritz Ros-
-enthal, A. H. Darrow and Tom Prior,
-when telling of catches made in waters
to which Dave Gallup had led them
have been outrageously derided, and
friends of ancient standing have gazed
with stern reproach ere they fled from
the presence of the returned pilgrims
to the north woods. But the fame of
Dave Gallup did not rest entirely upon
his abilities as a guide. In the region
round about his prowess as a slayer
of muskellunge or bass or as the sue-
cessful caster for speckled trout was a
subject of familiar gossip, and over
the camp fire in the black depth of the
wilderness or in the ruddy glow of the
barroom grate such tales of finny bat-
ties and victories were recounted that
would have driven the late Mr. Walton
into retirement or a madhouse.

More than all, Dave Gallup was a
specialist in the art of angling. From
distant lakes frequently came stories
of "strikes," of "muskies" of prodigious
-ele, or of mammoth bass that gave the
marry laugh to the cleverest of fisher-
men and swam away, carrying in
their noses adornments of pretty
qpoons with triple hooks and
_gaudy feathers. Well-authenticated
stories of this character coming to
D•ve Gallup's ears were but signals for
Immediate pr•paration on his part for
a journey. Then his acquaintances

-., would lay bets, even to the extent of
all their possessIons, as to the size of
the fish Dave would bring back with
him. So great was the man's success
that the fortunate outcome of his ven-
tares carried heavy odds.
SIt was in the spring of 1890 that the
"golden bass" of Clear lake was first
heard of in the Tomahawk region. Ac-
cording to the story a Chicago man of
the name of Finnegan, while trolling
along the west bank of the southern
bay, had received a strike that set his
sporting blood on fire. The whizzing
red, the tremendous pull that met his
attempt at snubbing, as well as the
amighty dashes made by the fish, told
him that he had a battle before him en-
tirely beyond anything he had ever ex-
perieaced. Finnegan was a sportsman
of rare accomplishment. The fghtwas
maganicent. Twice the great ish
leaped in the air, but the silken thread-
like line, reeled by a master hand, re-
mained taut and the battle went on.
A half hour passed. The great bas---
.eightpounder at least-was the fresh-
-er of the two. At last, while Finnegan
was reeling home his catch his tired
thumb momentarily relaxed its pres-
Ssre on the shining spool and in that
instant the great bass leaped three feet

: above the surface of the water, shook
himself clear of the spoon and darted
S hate the depths.
, While the monster bass was in the air
s ribbon of sunlight fell upon his shin-

lag Sides. Finnegan was ustoanded to
n otlee that his body back of the glls
for at least three inches and extending
•o bai aero. the belly was a bril-

jia color, while the middle and
ti lTahe ash were of the darkgreen

w hieh distinguiashes the full grown
black bass.

The story of Finnegan's lost "strike"
was received by Dan Gallup with con-
tempt. That Pal of i Crit he-- olen band was what prejudiced him
.n all his experience he had never met

~rlth such a afreak of nature. The fol-
I-_-ing fall two men came to Gallup's

camp and told a story almost identical
with the ue that eoncerned Finnegan's
experience. Thl set Dan to thinking,
b-uat the band of gold caused doubt

SText year the "golden bass," as it had
ow come to be known, was heard of

ASve times, alwaya in the southern bay
Clear lake. By this time the bas

a declared to weigh at least 2
a• d to mesure three feet But

made no rffe, much to the won-
smnt of his friend. .

The autumn tints gave way to wlI t
the spring came again ere G.Bi i

from the lgging canmp to6aem-
the peasition of head guide at D iM .

on Kewanquesaga lake. Aad I
something happened that bspght

tothegoldenbassand wrP r
greast ~bange In the life of the _

With the opealag of the•
-- the ast day of May a

t t~ago me anxious to
o the nrst day's legal sh-

Galluap wag brasily engaged in,,
oer the tckle to be used on I

inorrow when tbe train from the I
rcslld up bo a little station and I
las esaugh to permit one pe

taws mae itwasaeook. I
who kmns about these

wams fthet aecook fIn tha Wis- I
'dags s a mighty important

eas entirs population of I
sm sut to welaee her,

seeata Te lady eeenas ,

est the messg s

oask anything and cook it well. I ea
eatch fiash with any man that lives, r.ia
lick my weight il twnthers and tn•-

uceatly am not to be trifled with.
There Is no chip on my shoulder, nor
anything like that. I'll 'tend to umy
business, treat everybody right, and es-
reet the saime from everybody. Now
let's all be good fellows and let it go at
that."

This little speech, delivered with the
utmost good nature, as well as unem-
barrassed emphasis, created a profound
sensation with everybody in general
and Dave Gallup in particular. He
gazed upon her with a species of awe.
In detailing to himself, later in the
evening, her "points," he declared her
to be probably 25 years old, features
regular, body supple and Indicative of
great strength, lips thin and eose aqui-
line. On the whole, not bad looking.
On the whole, "well put up." On the
whole, "the right sort." Just one pos-
sible objection, Miss Jones had fiery red
hair, and she twisted it in a vicious knot
on the extreme top of her head.

And that night Dave Gallup dreamed
of a red-headed woman. Yes, gentle
reader, Cupid had taken to the woods.

The courtship was unique, although
characteristic. Dave cut the dryest
cedar for kindling the kitchen fire and
Miss Jones was pleased to acknowledge
the courtesy. The finest fish that Dave
caught in early morning hours was "es-
pecially for you, Miss Tjlly"-for Dan
progressed rapidly in the matter of ad-
dressing his lady love. At night they
would sit out on the porch and. be-
tween killing mosquitos and telling
fishy yarns, got along very comforta-
bly. Several times Dave and Miss
Jones went out for bass or "muskier"
together. Dare's love grew to adorn.
tion when he found Miss Jones handled
a rod as well as any man he knew.

All this spring the stories of the
"golden bass" kept eoming to Dave and
Miss Jones became deeply interested in
the mighty inhabitant of Clear lake.
She urged Dave to go, but he jealously
regarded her requests. Miss Jones was
not without admirers other than Dave.
The green-eyed demon whispered that
were he to pack off to Clear lake an-
other might capture the prize at home.
Red hair was more potent than the
gold band about the body of a 14-pound
bass. The fish had grown.

One day Miss Johes landed a 30-pound
"muskie." She did it in most approved
style. Dave's heart seemed to beat
within him. He threw himself on his
knees in the wet bottom of the boat
and, disregarding the struggles of Miss
Jones' catch-he being in great dan-
ger from the monster's fine-announced
his passion.

Miss Jones heard him calmly. Dave
demanded that she ask him toprove his
love. And Matilda "took him up" witha promptness that made his head swim.

"Go bring me the golden bass andI'm your'n," is what she said.

"Darn'd if I don't," replied Dave.
And this was the betrothal.
A blood red sun rose majestically

from a dense mass of green. It forced
through the gently waving pinetops,
bars of carmine light and glinted the
indigo ripples of Clear lake. On the
rare morning air arose the song of the
marten and the hum of millions of in-

eects. Partridge, kissed by the morn-
ing light, drummed in the swamp oc
with a whirr swept along the bank.
Aeross the southern bay a little craft
cut the blue waters. The sun lit up the
features of Tilly Jones and Dave Gal-
lup. The former rowed. The latteP
held a bending rod.

The west bank was reached and the
woman slowly and noiselessly held the
craft in a parallel course along the.
shore. The morning passed. Exciting
sport at other times, Dave hauled in
score of fighting bass and muskellunge,
and cursed each strike. The one strike
dear to his ambitious hopes came not

For three days the couple patroled
the home of the "golden bass."

On the morning of the fourth day it
happened. Tlilly at the oars saw some-
thing leap at the whirling spoon 20
yards behind in the wake of the craft.
She saw Dave Gallup's face turn white,
saw the slender split bamboo bend in a
graceful curve and then, with eyes glis-
tealng, sat quiet to witness a battle
such as never even she dreamed possi-
ble. The "golden bas" was a reality.
The "golden bass' bad been hooked.
Standing in the stern of the boat avre
Gallup, his coolness all returned, played
that bass in a way that sent Tilly's heart
to thumping. With the point of the
supple rod high above the water so that
the line played well upon the jeweled
bearings of the reel Dave gave the bass
its head. The fimsy silk cut the water
with a raso-lke slash as the fish daried
for midlake. The reel seemed propelled
by electricity..It gave a whirring sound
that denoted tremendous speed. Held
tight agalmt the punctured mouth of
the great bass was the erNel spoon.
Not a thoeuandth part of an inch was
given slack. The line was almost run
out ere Gallup pressed his thumb to,
turn the bas' course. The fsh kept fy-
ing toward the main waters. Tilly saw
her lover's danger. She grasped the
oars and with all her strength began to
back water. It saved the day. Just as
the last yard of line was leaving the
reel the bas turned suddenly. Then
came the fastest reel work she had ever
seen. The bass swam like a devil. It

.ame so fast that Dave yelled for her to

She gae e way and what with the
l ntum of the boat and the work of

Dave's fingers they kept the line taut.
Twlee on that inward run the bass
leaped in the air, eaoce at least four
feet above the water's surface.

For more than one hour the fight
wentea. Thflmhwasstillwary. Thrice
he was brought within ten feet of the
boatanad thn be was of again. At last
Dave cried: "Ia moat beat." To this
she replied: "Ind that baes and I'm
year'n."

"Do yeou. Da•l Galluap take this
woman to be your wiel?"

"Do you, Matild Jones, takb this
ma to be your bhand?"

And both ujh

AGRICULTURAL HINTS
PERMANENT ROADS.

They Are Needed Dadly Ina very
State of the talon.

Not for many years has the need of
better country roads been felt so much
as has been the case during the past
winter, except in the more northern
regions, where the temperature re-
mained low enough to prevent the
melting of the snows. South of 42 de-
grees latitude the rains have been so
frequent that the soil is full of water,
and the freezing and thawing of the
ground so constantly alternating that
a thorough breaking up of the soil has
been the result, Consequently the
public roads could not be much worse
than at present. Owing to modern
methods of draitoge by the use of
open ditches and tile, the roads will
soon settle when the rains cease and

HARD ROAD TO TRAVEL.
(Highway Between Hummelatowa sad

Middletown, Pa.)

the wind and sun have a chance to
evaporate the surplus moisture. A
great deal of inconvenience and loss
to the farmers have already occurred
as a result of the long wet period, and
much more of sacrifice must be made
in the expenditure of capital and
labor to restore the damage done to
the highways, by the hard usage they
received during the open winter just
past. Prairie roads are very satisfac-
tory during dry years, but when the
wet ones come they become impassa-
ble in proportion to the length of
time and season of the year in which
the rains appear, and to the use made
of such highways during such periods.
Permanent roads may seem expen-
sive, under the most favorable cir-
cumstances, but when the cost of
cartage and the expense of keeping in
repair are taken into account, the
permanent roads would probably be
the less expensive, if economically
made. This, of course, depends large-
ly upon the accessibility of the ma-
terial necessary to the construction of
such highways. Stone, gravel or sand
form the foundation for them. Sand
and a certain kind of clay, in proper
proportions form a road suited to all
kinds of weather. The sand packs un-
der moisture and the clay under
drought. Each supports the weakness
of the other, when combined. The
present condition of the roads will,
doubtless, revive the question which
had begun to react from the impetus
which the wheelmen had given it,
three or four years ago, owing to the
favorable weather which had kept the
highways in repair for so long.-Farm-
era' Union.

STEEL TRACK ROADS.

oo*d Thias for Distriets Where
Gravel Is Not Foe i.

For many years I have thought that
wagon roads might be successfully
laid with steel plates about eight
inches wide on which the wheels would
run with very little draft. I neves
made an estimate of cost, because of
the high price of steel products, until
now that steel rails are sold so low
that it seems as though the cost might
be within reach of the taxpayers. The
Illinois Steel company writes that steel
plates three-eighths of an inch thick
weigh about 16 pounds per square foot.
Allowing for a flange, or lip, the weight
should be about 20 pounds per square
foot. This would make about 70 tons
per mile. In large quantities this
ought to be bought at $20 per ton, or
about the price of steel rails, or about
$1,400 per mile.

Wiith good oak planks 3x8 Inches
at $20 per 1,000, about 21,000 feet per
mile, would cost $420, so that the plates
and planks to support them would cost
not far from $1,800 per mile. This is
for large quantities. The cross-ties
might be of steel rods or plates to keep
the planks from spreading and piaced
low enough to be covered with gravel or
broken stone between the plank for
horses to travel on. Gen. Roy Stone,
of New York, director of the United
States department of good roads, is
now investigating the practical utility
of such road improvement, and thinks
it feasible. Where gravel is searce, It
seems that such a track might be much
cheaper.-O. Dinwiddle, in Prairie
Farmer.

DAIRY SUGGESTIONS.

In spite of hard times and low prices
of butter, there is nothing that is keep-
ing so near good-time prices as good

eows.
Men do not enter the race with

Cldedales. Why should they expect
great results in milk or butter from
beefy cows?

It does not pay ter a sruab man tota-
vest in a ~igh-priped thooughbred ani-
mal and continue to give his usual sllp-
shod care. He will soon bring it down
to his own level

Common grade owrs can by proper
eare and feeding be made to exceed in
pro•etble results many toroijkbreds,
and It is easy to a treat a ext a erd
of thoroagbhbsus as to bring therI;: 0bs ' n g d-
prdt kb'd OrQ ~r

THE ALL-PURPOSE COW.

A eNodescript, Useless and Uttealy
t'aprelltable Anlmal.

The dairy business Is far more over-
done by the "average" cow than from
any other one cause. The trouble is
that she eats and exists upon a man's
farm to do just half what is required of
her, and eats as much good food in the
year as her betters. The amount of
milk this average cow gives is 3,100
pounds yearly, and it should be as many
quarts of better milk-as the record for
1,000 creameries shows, is not over 3%
per cent. fat, when it should be 4% per
cent. If one looks at this average cow
critically the signs are too often re-
versed from what they should be, i e.,
her head is too large to correspond with
her udder.and her shoulders wider than
her hips, and her tendency to put tallow
upon her caul and not in her milk, and
has ample storage capacity for every-
thing except milk. She is a parasite
that eateth by noonday, and wasteth a
man's substance by night, and in the
way of "fleecing the innocents," she
beats all the trusts and rings combined.
As a cow, she is one that uses health and
vigor to destroy food and render as lit-
tle return therefor as possible. She is
a product of all the good blood and
bad breeding extant The blood in her
veins is an amalgamation of all the
breeds under the sun, and reenforced by
the "calico-colored" cattle of the hills,
possessing few traits or her respectable
relations, and embodying all the unde-
sirable qualities of her "acrub" kin.
She is the result of chance breeding and
the science of moon signs combined.
She has a place In our later farm indus-
try--where farmers and dairymen are
thrown into a competition with the
world, and the best only wins-along-
side of the broncho pony and the Texas
steer. She Is getting her revenge back
upon the men and their posterity for
the way she was bred and cared for, by
boarding with them and charging up a
large part of the bill to the credit of
"her company." This average cow has
had a sort of feast and famine sort of a
life; has been baked in the summer sun
and soaked by the autumn rains, frozen
and thawed alternately in winter, and
fed what was handiest and when most
convenient, and milked after every-
thing else was done. The truth is, this
average cow will have to go, and go
soon, or the sheriff will sell her, and de-
liver her owner over to the demnition
bow-wows. The man with an average
dairy is in the slough of despond, and
in all similitude should be using a
wooden plow. - John Gould, in San
Francisco Chronicle.

FAILURE TO FRUIT.

It Is a Indiaetlos That a Tree Is
Not to Good Health.

The fruiting of an orchard is the end
of its culture, and everything should
tend to this end. A failure to fruit at
proper age and in the right season is a
sure indication that something is
wrong and that something ought to be
done. There are a number of causes for
a full-grown tree not fruiting, and it
will be a good plan to investigate, ascer-
tain the cause, if possible, and apply the
remedy.

In some cases trees may have too
much head and will exhaust them-
selves, nourishing their foliage at the
expense of the first buds, but this is
the exception. -Generally a tree lacks
plant food rather than an over-supply,
and the application of well-rotted
manure will remedy this. Sometimes
there is a lack of lime or potash in the
soil. Bone dust or wood ashes make a
good fertilizer when mineral elements
are lacking, as there may be an excess
of moisture in the soil and drainage
may be the necessary remedy. Prun-
ing and thinning out may be necessary
when there is an excessive growth of
top. The soil may have become packed
and hard, so that the tree cannot make
as thrifty a growth as it should, and
cultivating or digging about the roots
may be necessary. With proper care
the tree can be made to bear good fruit,
quality being of more importance than
quantity, and it, after proper reme-
dies have been tried, the trees fail to
yield good fruit, the quicker it is euat
down and another one is planted in its
place the better. Allowing a tree to
o*verbear one year will be the cause of
its not bearing the next. The tree so
exhausts Itself in maturing the ex-
cesive yield that a rest is required in
which to recuperate. Thinning in good
season is the remedy for this, while a
better grade of fruit is secured.--N. J.
Shepherd, in Farmers' Voice.

WATER FOR CALVES.

Make a Pram wtth apsuaiag Less
to Preveo t Waste.

Calves during the first summer are
frequently pastured in an orchard or
tethered by a rope near the barn. In
either case water must be carried to

PREVENTS TIPPING OVER.

them and their pail s very likely to be
tipped over. Make a frame with spread-
ing, legs, like that shown in the cut-
just large enough for the pall to set in
side-and no trouble will be expert.
ened.-Orange Judd Farmer.

A List he sats Wfe..
The followaing "state Sowers" have

been dopted by publi• • chool vot i
the respective states: Alabma Ne-
bhaska and Oregea, goies rod; kCol.
redo, the columbine; Delaware, the
peach blossose; Idaho, the syringe;
Iowa and New York, the rose; Mane,
the pine eome and tassel; Mnemt
the qpripodlum or moemla Sewer;
Moantas, the bitter root;. North D•.
kota, the wild rse; Utah., the sage
lilly; Vermuet. the red elover. IT ed-
dlto llbod lad saad Wiamowelsba

urri~s r hetb

TONG.PAK-SUK AND THE DEVIL

omrea Legend mt How herlt us-
thumaleh Beat the Adversar.

The Coreans have an interesting le
gend concerning the manner in which

ung-Pak-Suk, the Methuselah of their
mythology, got the better of batan.
tong lived 1,000 years. and aequired
great wisdom. The latter years of his
life were spent in fishing, but not wish-
Ing to diminish the stock of fish in the
river, he used a straight piece of wire
;ustead of a hook. Thus he was able
to enjoy the excitement and pleasure
of fishing for several centuries with•ut
catching a single fish.

Realizing that sooner or later the
devil who did death's errands would he
looking him up, he changed his name
and abode with each generation, and
thus eluded him. In the meantime,
the evil one disguised himself in a
flowing Corean robe which covered up
his tail, concealed his horns under a
mourner's hat three feet in diameter,
and wrapped his legs in curious padded
stockings, so that he easily passed for
a native. He heard that Tong was
fishing in the Hau river. So he col-
lected a quantity of charcoal and
washed It in that stream. This, of
course, blackened the water, and Tong,
being surprised and annoyed, went up
to discover the cause. Finding the
devil washing the charcoal, he asked
what he was doing. The devil replied
that he was trying to make it white.

Old Tong, in his astonishment, was
thrown of his guard, and said: "Ihave
lived in Cores hundreds of years, and,
of course, have met many fools, but I
never saw a big enough fool to try to
wash charcoal white."

The devil at once knew his man, and
unfolding his tail by way of exhibit-
ing his warrant of arrest, seiued Tong
and hurried him along in the direction
of the dark portals through whieh all
mortals must pass.

On the way the devil, being in good
humor over his success, chatted pleas-
antly with Tong, who ventured to ask
him what he moat abhorred and was
most afraid of. The devil made a fa-
tal blunder-one which might have
been excusable for a morta--he told
the truth. He said he hated and feared
but four terrestlal things-, branch of
a thorn tree, anmpty salt bag, a
worn-out straw od of an ox and a
particular kind f grass that grows in
Core--the foxtail-and that when
these were put together he could not
go within 30 feet of them.

In return the devil asked Tong what
he most feared. Tong, being wise and
experienced, lied and said he was in
mortal terror of a roasted ox head and
mackalee--a kind of beer.

Shortly after the exchange of conf-
dence Tong noticed that they were
passing a thorn tree, around the roots
of which foxtail grass was growing,
and, curiously enough, under. it was an
old salt bag and a castof ox eandal;
so, making a sudden spring from the
side of the devil, he gathered up the
bag, the brass and sandal, and hanging
them on the branch of the tree his
charm was perfect. The devil could not
come within 30 feet.

Of course the devil used every In-
ducement to get Tong to come forth,
but the old fellow stuck to his post. At
last the devil went of and got aroasted
ox head and cask of mackalee and
rolled them in to Tong: confident from
what he had told him that Tong would
be driven outside the magic circle. But
when he saw Tong eating heartily of
the beef and drinking the machalee
with gusto he realized that the game
was up and despairingly departed.

Tong's long life was due to the aet
dent by which his page in the Book
Fate stuck to the next one, so that his
name was overlooked. When ultimate-
ly the complaint was made that Tong
had lived too long, it took the registrar
of the lower regions 34m yean to hunt
up his name in the archives.--Chicago
Record.

The eonventional lightning rds that
one sees over houses and barns in the
country and mall towns affrd but lit-
tie protection to the buildings. Small
a this security is, it is wholly lost it
the so-called conductors ae improperly
constructed, and not in perfect order,
when they. In fact, become an abso-
lute menace to the building they are
reared to guard. It Is essential, if the
conventional rod is to be set up, that
the work be intrusted to reliable aad
capable persons, otherwise it my be-
come a shining Initation to dangers.
It is probable, therefore, all things aco
sidered, that a building is as well, i not
better, protected without such con-
ductors as are in general use as with
them. It is safe to assert that the great
majority of buildings damaged or de•
stroyed by lightning were pro•ded
with lightning rods, and in the major.
Ity of these cases the condutors fvted
the thunderbolts, and for some euae,
probably improper costrmeMoa, old
not lead the lightnig harmlesly to the
earth.-J. E. Powell, in Ladles' Home
Journal.

The mat Was e.
one morning recently a cHaeso lady

named arown pr ed from the
breakfast table to the telephoe athe
dll eloset to order things from her
market man.

"Hello!" said Mrs. Brotw; "I' this
the Oakland market?"

"Yea."
"Well, this is Mrs. Brown' reMidaee.

Will you please send m a large, thlIk
juicy steak by four o'oloek."

The boy employed in the Oakland
market happened to aeswer the t-le'
-ae.a anpd qmpte mpnabd :
"Wen, yu just bet yeur sweat ife

I wlll"
"Do yeou know, sir, to wham you e

speakig" Sdlsatly luquired Msa.
Brows.

"Bure I do," saw the boy. Y"s're
Jenny-Ms. Browrs oek."
"Yean amistaks, yoeg mgas. Y•o

ar speaking withx .rw jsewaserf,'
Is that .. r*r.lted the bw. flp

In thoat earsf dm e, W a
-U14 l* angl

LITTLE SHORT ONES.

Mauing Eketabhs from Litf Out
Among tiohe Foi

lbt •erae Whseb web* Haues aD
with se Teeth-Cs. Seand Weamb

eats Gem eOf-frwee mu-

ver enamoes.

My good old gra
we when I was a boy

dowa
dintely
dbrow

tel
trth, I do love to
e a t tremeudius
well. dud I do love
to see other people
eat, and eat like
they enjoyed the

exercise. Way back there in my youth-
ful growin days-when I was forever
bealthy and forever hungry-if all the
men and women inthe discovered world
had eome and told me that a boy could
eat enough to kill him I never would
of thought it. But, white people, I'll
be everlastingly whangdoodled if I
don't know it now.

The Little New sese.
They tell me there is now a little

new grave at the old Liberty church
graveyard down there in the Flat
Woods, where they had soft sinlgn and
slow welkin one day last week for Dick
Hanson's boy Tobe. What was a.ll-
Tobe, you reckon? He didn't have the
fever, nor the breakin out, nor the
usual summer complaint. He dida't
have any reglar human disease. He had
jest simply bit in and dughis own little
grave with his own teeth, as it were.

On Sunday-which was likewise the
Fourth of July-Dick Hanson come up
from the Flat Woods to see me and
brung his boy Tobe along with him.
The women folks put in they did and
fixed up a most salubrious good dinner.
Man, sir. there was kitchen physice on
the dinner table that day the very ap
pearments of which would put a razor
edge on your teeth and make the salt
water back up in your mouth. And
there was a gracious plenty of it. Me
and Dick and the rest of us--eceptin
Tobe-all et bearty and quit and felt a
whole passel better. But my me my!
It was a sight and a show to see that
boy wade in and clinch up around a few
sections of plain American grub. He
was more than welcome to everything
in sight, but yet still I wondered in
my soul how be would ever manage to
take it home with him.

Now presently after dinnet the boy
Tobs curled up on the foor and went
to rollin and gruntin considerable. And
by this time it was plain as daylight to
me that the oulyest way to move all
that grub to the Flat Woods would be
for Dick to put it in bhis one-borse,
wagon and haul it down there. Thej,
had come up to pass the day and nigI
with us, but under the general elr
camference of the calamity I lowed it
would suit me a whole lot better if
Dick would bolt .tle convention and
take the boy and the grub and go on
back to the Flat Woods and hold a cau-
eas with the family doctor.

"You know I wouldn't say It if I
didn't think it, Disk, but your boy is a
gone goslin," says L "Be never can
come acrosa with his load. The dianer
which he got on the outside of to-day
would kill any livin human in the cre-
ated world. If you was to take the
grub which that boy et and put it in a
eroker sack I have some rale serious
doubts if be could piek it up and put it
on his back and tote it. He is tired now
and sleepy too. I ain't no doctor, and
we are too scandalous busy with the
crops right now to have any funeral
processions from our house. You bet-
ter put that grub in your wagon. Dick,
gnd haul it down to the Flat Woods.
The boy is bound to die."

So consaequentiaBly Dick took Toube
sad the grub in his wagon and returned
beck home. Andtnthente aezt news w
got they had bilt a Httle pile of fresh
dirt over there at old Liberty grae
yard and senng asong:

"hf atrem the writatempptatUrs
as trem all deabtas aend tearm"

Whe Is "lsputle .1 lIP'
Hot weather and hard times. Thatis

about the aelyest ews you can here
In this plemat strip of country now-
adays. The people talk some about the
crops and the wetber, the big matin
and religious @atponrias but mostly
about the sweltry hot weather and
felonlous hard times. Whih that puts
me in mind of a story.

Did you ever hear tell of the time
when Jake Ballentine got struck and
killed lb lightn? Thatwasyearsand
years ago down there in the Panther
ereek settlement One day Jake was
plowi• down is his w ground. A
thunderin big storm come up, and he
let loose and ra under a tree to keep
out of the rain. About that time a
streak of lightals struck the tree and
rn dowa to the ground. 1 mver did
bear anybody say whether it wasa blu•
streak or a greasy streak. But any
bow, when the dust settled and the
smokelearedawayJahe Ballentine had
throwed his bhad to the pack and went
the way of all human smb. The news

pred fut .md ftrl s ae.d the • h-
bors en pills t to m tbe d and
awful sight.

Now it omo to to ntbmain time
that Id man mam lmss was about
the - rst m en the ground e e was
onksremtnsekheious mtw n,and
•"stanked up, yea udaspud, eto aet
1 oents .in the dluor. Ms usdthere
by the dhttaUd rse as of ,iea .L-
sense, a ser e he r-eml ere m

O meees wuld eam.up w.ha sg,
as fees and M .emai hyveeoe, sad

TheM seirms asn
pp. sYdin hi. . .4 ag
swerse asei

I Poor Jake! BWe dead."
And anotherone would come up and

heave a long, deep sigh, and shake his
head and say:

"Poor Jakel Be' dead."
Well,thingswentonabouttbatwsyfee

something like two hours, till finally as
last old man Hiram got lek and tired of
bearin the same thing over and over
and over. ey and by anotherman coms
up sighia as asbt qqi lke

He lae
dead. He e very dead. He is a
dead as they ever make 'em. But w
in the h-II is disputin of it?"

And that's what makes me tell
what I do in regards to the hot wea
and hard times. We are morethl
probable to have hot weather about thtI
time of year, and we most in generally•
iaways have some hot weather along in
the summer. But who in the thunder
is disputin of it?

Lise Ruanels anm the 3ms . i

Down at Tueker's mill on the Fourth
of July we had a sbhootin match for beef
and along with the rest old man Lige
Runnels was there.

"I never could tell how it was that
some people put me in mind of a lissrd
till here last spring," says old man IJge
to me, between drinks,as twere. "But
I went to town one day and got drunk.
You will meet many a man in the coun-
try that wouldn't tell you a plain, flat-
footed truth like that. But Iraley did

git drunk, Rufe-most bellatiously
drunk. And before I got home I fell
off my mule, and also fell asleep in a
jam of the fence over there in Ruther-
ford's lane. From the way inwhich the
sun swung around and went down on
me durin recess, it would seem like I
slept there about three hours. And
when at last I woke up a blamed old
buzzard was settin there on the fence
lookin at me powerful hougry and
famillous like. I pinched myself to
fnd out for certain whether I was dead
or not, and about that time the bumamr
Sopped his wings and hew of to the
swamp.

"Jest a littli too durn smart, says K
to myself, but there are plenty of peo-
ple in the world as smart as that buas
sard, itf not some smarter."

With Ma" Celeos On.
CoL Sandy Wickenton runs the post

office over on Huckleberry Ridge. But
he took a few days off last week and
went over in Tennessee to see the big
show which the newspapers are tellia
about.

It come to pass that I met up with
Sandy over a t the station that day when
he took the ears for Tennessee. From
his general appearments it would seem
like he had been makin special prepara-
jons for the trip. Be was considea-
•.of considerable before be ever got

a on the trip, you understand. He
wis talkin mighty loud with his mouth
'and qpittin cotton right and left. He
had United States flags and blue bun-
tin and red streamers on till you
couldn't see his coat, and his face
looked like a Fourth o' July torch
light procession. On his back be
wore a piece of-pasteboard'as big as a
saddle blanket, with these words
printed there:

"If it don't get to Nashville inside of
three days please send it back to Huck-
leberry Ridge."

Tbe Qetesto of ree • Urves.
Ain't it plum marvelsome what a

whole tremendls big lot some people
don't know in regards to the question
of free silver? Now as for me, I don't
try to make out like I know anything
about it, and I have now come to the
conclusion that the common run of peo-
pie know as much about it as I do, and
we all know as much about it as Andy
Lucas and Blew c8roggins know about
the Lord's prayer: Bier and Andy got
into a little red hot private disputation
on that pint anest upon a time.

"You don't even know the Lord's
prayer, Bler," says Andy.

"Who, me" says Fler. "Of course I
know it. I learnt that at my mother's
knee when I was nothin but a kid."

"Bet you a dollar you can't sy it of
hand," says Andy.

"I will take that bet and win on a
dead certainty," says Blew, and they
put the money up.

"Now go ahead, Blew, and let me hear
you say it," says Andy.

Then Blew he stared of with that
beautiful little trundle-bed racket:

"Now I lay me dawn tosleep,
I pray Thee. Lord, my soul to kee
If I shoul die before I wake-"

"Hold on right there. Blew," say
Andy. "I give it up. The money is
yours and you can take it, but by gat.
line I had no idea you knowed it."

RUFUS WUDEN.
Suas an seventy wiwes.

Living on the Aservatlon in the Setle
enayon, Oregon, is a tall, erect, bright
eyed and longhaired Indian who has
a wond~rful matrimonial history. He
is Chief Tanawasha, brother of Chief
Moses, and in appearanee is a typical
member of his race. Tanawmaha is 73
years old, but shows no slgn of break-
ing down, although he claims to have
had waves, and his present aponsoe
is a woman ofbat 2 years

erave eor •ismeia's oikses
Gov. Mount, IndIana, stemds to
ve attento to the grme af Lineol's
other in that stlteasaoongspaidble.

" bane ban at tbhe rave be says
h t e it was in a very neglseisd esod-

tios-weeds growing over if sat the
half re in which iris dtuste4dhwlnag
a wer~ sniavittig look."

- A lees, Ies. Woery Use.
Oum-Whats the istter. Jack? You

hSek a wars oat
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