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DORSET HUMOR.

BTORIES, RACY OF THE SOIL, FROM THE
WESSEX OF THOMAS HARDY.

f'rom The Cornhill
An unusual

Magazine,

surname, but one well known in
Dorset, is that of Homer. Curiously enough there
is a4 hamlet in the county called Troytown, and
not long ago one of the Homers lived there. An-
other respected member of the Homer family a
few yeurs since contested one of the county
divisions, and *“Punch,” struck by the classic
name, made humorous reference to the Homeric
battle A local story goes that this same Mr.
Homer at a public gathering, feeling unwell, had
suddenly to leave, when a local humorist re-
marked, “Homer's ‘Odd, I see,”"” and another re-
joined “Homer's ‘'Ill, I add.””

Not long ago a gentleman of the name of Al-
dridge Devenish was the popular Mayor of Wey-
mouth. Some new public buildings had been com-
pleted during his mayoralty, and at a council
meeting held to make preparations for the cere-
mony of opening them, a town councillor Indig-
nantly asked "why the Mayor was to be favored
by having his initials A. D. carved in large letters
before the date of the year.

Dorset, as is well known, is a great country for
hunting, and every squire and many a yeoman
ride to hounds. Of the Dorset squire it has been
wittily said that he begins life with twelve horses

and one child, anfl ends it with twelve children and
ofne horse—a saying which contains at least a
modicum of truth. A story showing true devo-

tion to spert is told of Press, the fine whip cf the
Blackm« Vale. One day he asked the ) ¥. B
for a d: off, and inquiry being made as to why

wanted

it, the reply was that he was going
to get married. The M. F. H. very naturally sug-
gested that Press should take two or three days
at least. But this he did not want at all; and

when he was asked how he proposed to spend the
one day he as proposing to set apart for his
wedding, the answer was that he intended “to take
the missus out for a drive with the sick hounds.”

Canon Dayman, who for half a century w
rector of Shillingstone, published in early life
metrical and scholarly translation of the “Inferno,”
and in later years for a long period represented
a part of the diocese in the blissful realm of con-
vocation. Amusing as well as learned. I remem-
ber his telling a story of one of his parishioners,
whom he found, one cold, wet and windy night,
standing shivering under the archway which spans
the high road over which the Somerset and Dor-

set Railway runs at Shillingstone. Wondering
what the man could be doing stan ing on a cold,
wet xglghl in the most draughty place imaginable,
the Canon asked him what he did there, and the
r‘ulrl_\ Wi “Please, sir, be going to sing bass next
Surday in the anthem, and [ be trying to catch a
hooze' (wheeze) T

“l;m:~ were rougher in those days than now.

Hangings™ were then looked f rd to as a
pleasant break in the dulnezs of Said an ol
Dorset herd, pointing to where the gibbet
stood or wild downs near Cranbourne A hang-
iys' wis a pretty sight when I were a boy, for the
Shoriff id  javelin men came a-horseback, and
they all stopped for refreshment at the inn near
by, as they'd come a long way, and we all had a
drir “And did the man who was going to be
har hi anything?" ‘“Lord! yes, sir; as much
stre beer as he liked, and w i1ll drank his
health; and then they hanged he, and buried him
by the gibbet.”

A widower in a somewhat prominent position in
life h,n} inscribed upon his late wife’s tomb, “The
light of mine eyes is gone from me.” Taking unto

Y If a second wife with remarkable prompti-

Dorset vokel scrawled as his comment
text set forth upon the tablet, “But he
struck another match.”

Dorset «hes locally known as “blue vinny,'’
enjoys a doubtful reputation. When first made it
is of the color and almost the-consistency of the
chalk which underlies the Dorset downs. After

1 while it takes on a pale, blue veined
v'd) appears: ar becomes, though always
more 1l William Barnes, after re:
16 his poems evening to a larg

f the Dorset militia, propounded a riddle

went home to them. “Tell me, my men,’
“why the Dorset militia is like blue
“Because,” he added, “they’'ll both
fire and never run.” H joke at the
unmelting moods of Dorset cheese was thor-
oughly app ated Another story anent blue
vinny relates how, two Gillingham farmers differ-
ing as to the merits of blue vinny, the detractor
of its qualities offe 1 to bet the other a sovereign
that he could not get two Dorset chee! stolen.
The bet being taken, it was arranged that at bed-
time a cheese 1 be left on the doorstep when
the houn was «d up, to see if any one would
take away by the morning Next morning the
cheese was gone, to the great delight of the backer
of blue vinny the following night the
cheese was di ‘ked out on the doorstep.
day, to his chagrin, both cheeses lay side by side

on the doorste
great cha
‘N

‘ter among the shepherds of Dorset

one “Na Seale. A solitary shepherd i1pon
downs of Dorset, through his long life of

re yvears and ten, he was brimful of native

wit Religious topics were not to his mind. The

curate of Fordington, where the old shepherd spent

the last few years of his life, tried on many occa-
sions to get vat'" to talk on religious subjects,
but he always turned the conve tion. At last,
one day the curate got him so far as to speak to
him of hrist. when the old man, turning upon
him, “Well, He were the Good Shepheard,
weren »?""  The curale assenting, the old ghep-
herd added. with strong emph: 5, ““Well, T tell
*ee what I believe. 1 don't believ s one shepherd
will ever round upon another shepherd,” savoring
somethin f the philosophy of Omar, the tent

maker a good fellow, and 'twill all be well.”
So ende« s portion of their conversation, and
not another word would the old shepherd say
upon the subject.
e TR
A CONFESSION FROM LOST CREEK.

¥rom The Denver Post

A sweet confe m from the inspired pen of Miss
Popsie McecSwat, the sweet singer of Lost Creek:
We sat beneath the silvery moon together,

The crickets chirped their vespers in the rocks,
My heart, though light as downy jaybird feather,
Yet beat as loud as Willian striped socks.
A night owl sereeched in rage at our intrusion,
A bat whirred close enough to fan my hafr,
B

And in blushing maidenly confusion,
I heard his sweet, extemporaneous prayer!
His language seemed to flow as molten metal,
He said 1 was an angel shorn of wings,
A mountain rose of grace in every petal,
And eral other quite superior things,
And ere from that sweet spot we had arisen

1 knew that he was mine and 1 was his’'n!
————————
WRITTEN ON HIS

From The Trenton (Mo.) Tribune.
“One time, when trying a case in your Circuit
Court here” said Judge Henry C. MecDougall, of

Kansas City to a ‘““Tribune’” representative in
Trenton the other day, I had a little experience 1

FACE.

shall long remember. There was a very deliberate
and guarded witness on the stand. I pressed him
as to the character of a Grundy citizen, whom 1
will call Jones for the sake of obscurity, and not
with ar itention of bringing reproach on a large
and 1« ectable family, The reluctant witness
dodged my tion two or three times, and finally
I said with » severity, ‘Now, Mr, Blank, 1 want
you to tell me plainly whether Mr., Jones has the
reputation J 1borhood of being an honest
man.” Il rate aim at a knothole in
the floor al.out (en feet a struck it with a pre-
cision in « ectoration which amazed me, and then
slowly answered: ‘No, sir, he has not. Any man

“WHO FHIS HANDSOME YOUN MAN WHOSS

“THAT MY FIANCE.

“MY! ARZ YOU ENGAGED?

“OH, NO; BUT THAT IS THE WAY HE HAS G
who would look into his face and say that he is

an honest man would have to deny the handwriting

of God Almighty Himself." "’

A DRASTIC

From The Troy Press
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“My noses itches so I can’t stand 't

longs tearfully explained the sufferer. -1
wve got to scratch ,; ”k _\n[ ;:1:.1:: ;."
ungrammatically corrected the knight of ti pad,
“‘cause I'll do it for you And with that he pr:»
ceeded to scratch the r.rtv,mu:'x nasal urz‘a:; ;:!:
the muzzle of his shotgun. ou can waj T
shoes that that particular nose stopped itching
with great abruptness.
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THE PROVERBS OF PILJOSH.

FREZLY RENDERED INTO ENGLISH FROM THE

ORIGINAL STYPTIC

F. Anstey in Punch.

The compositions of this philloscphey
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From The Chicago Record
1 waited three s¢lid hours T
to get a W (o me.”
“Well
“He told me I di Y ir < y

tway tume

tendency to fool

Between New York and Chicago in 24 hours . ..
Lake Shore Route,..

Via New York Central

“LAKE SHORE LIMITE



