
DORSET HUMOR.

"WHO |fi THIS HANDSOME YOUNG MAN WHOSE POKTRAIT TOU HAVE PAINTEJ '

"THAT IS MY FIANCE.1

"MY! ARE iOI!ENGAGE!
"OH. M>. BUT THAT IS THK WAY HE HAS GOT TO LOOK." (Megscndorfer I

Whatever differences of opinion may exist in re-
gard to other subjects, those who have been held
up by highwaymen are unanimous in the state-
ment that no mattt r how few the holders up or
how many they held up, each and every man said
the robber's weapon was pointed directly and sole-
ly at him. Years ago In California a traveller was
on a stage coach that a pair of bandits went

A DRASTIC REMEDY.
From The Troy Press.

who would look into his face and say that lie la
an honest man would have to deny the handwriting
Of Ood Almighty Himself.'

"
through. The fourteen pass* ngers were all made
to get out and stand in a row with their hands
high over their beads, ime burly ruffian stood
guard iiver them with a double barrelled shotgun,
while the other engaged In the pleasing task of
relieving them of their valuables and spare cash.
This particular traveller was nearest the man with
the shotgun.

While the ceremonies were in progress hts nose
began to itch, and Instinctively he started to lower
one hand to scratch it. "Hands up there!" came
the stern order, and his band went automatically
back into its place. Hut that itching r.-,i

and again he essayed the relieveful scratch
what's the matter with you, anyhow." demanded
the highwajman. "Are you wishing ti become

An unusual surname, but one well known in
Dorset, is that of Homer. Curiously enough there
Js a hamlet in the county called Troytown, and
not lonj; ago one of the Homers lived there. An-
other respected member of the Homer family a
few years since contested one of the county
divisions, and "Punch," .-truck 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
BuCdenly to leave, when a local humorist re-
marked. "Homer's 'Odd, IBee,"*1 and another re-
joined "Homer's '111, ladd.'

"
Nat loiik ago a gentleman of the name of Al-

drJdge Devemsh was the popular Mayor of We.y-
lnouth. Sonic new public buildings had been com-
pleted duilng 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. 1). carved in large I"ttcrs
1). fore the date of the year.

Dorset, as is well known, is a Kreat country for
hunting, and every -quire and many a ye tea m
ride to hounds. Of the Dorset squire it has beenwittilysaid that he begins life with twelve horses
Bud one child, and ends it with twelve children and
one horse a saying which contains at least a
modicum of truth. A story showing true devo-
tion to sport is told of Press, the line whiprf the
Blackmore Vale. One day he asked the M. K. H.
for a day off. and inquiry being made as to why
he wanted it. the reply was that he was going
to pet married. The M. F. H. very naturally sug-
gested thai Press should take two or three days
at least. Hut this he did not want at all and
When he was asked how he proposed to spend theone day be was proposing to set apart for hisWedding, the answer was that he intended "to takeOil missus out for a drive with the sick hounds."

Canon Dayman, who for half a century was
rector of Bhilllngstone, published in early life a
metrical and scholarly translation Of the "Inferno."and in later years fur a lonX period represented
a part of the diocese in the blissful realm of con-
vocation. Amusing as well as learned Iremem-
ber his telling a story of one of his parishioners,
whom he found, one cold, wet and windy ni^ht.
Standing shivering under the archway which spans. U . r"ad tn

'
er whirh the Somerset a-ul Dor-sot Railway runs at Shillingstone. Wondering

what the man could be doing standing on a cold,
wet night In the most draughty place Imaginable.
the ( ano,, asked him what he did there, and thereply was. "Please, sir. Ibe going to sing bass nextSunday injht anthem, and Ibe trying to catch a
booze (wheeze).

.Times were rougher in those days than now.Hangings
'

were then looked forward to as aPleasant break In the dulnc^s of life. Said an oldDorset shepherd, pointing to where the gibbet
Bteo.i on t!:. Wiid downs near Cranbourne, "A hang-Ing was a pretty sl-:ht when Iwere a boy, for the
bh riff and javelin men came a-horseback andthey all stopped for refreshment at the inn' nearby. as they'd come a long way, ami we all had vdrink. "And did the man who was going to !>.\u25a0hangi d have anything?" "Lord! yes. sir; as muchstn ng beer as he liked, and we all drank hishealth; and then they haii^ei he, and buried himby tiie gibbet."

A widower In a somewhat prominent position inlife had Insi ribed upon his late wife's tomb, "Thelight of mine eyes is gone from me." Taking unto
himself a second wife with remarkable prompti-tude, a Dorset yokel scrawled as his commentupon the texl set forth upon the tablet, "But he\u25a0OOn struck another match."

Dorset cheese, locally known as "blue vinny,"1
enjoys a doubtful reputation. When tirit made it
Is of the color and almost the -consistency of the
chalk which underlies the Dorset downs. After
keeping a while it takes on a pale, blue veined
(vlnney'd) appearance, and becomes, though always
hard more palatable William Barnes, after read-
ing some of his i ms one evening to a large
gathering of the Dorset militia, propounded a riddle
which went home to them "Tell me, my men,"
(••aid he "why the Dorset militia la like blue
vinny?" "Because," lie added, "they'll both
stand fir<> and never run." His joke at the
unmelting moods of Dorset cheese was thor-
oughly appreciated. Another story anent blue
vinny relates how. two Oillingham farmers differ-
Ing aa to the merits of blue vinny. the detractor
of its qualities offered to bet the other a sovereign
that tie could not yet two Dorset cheeses stolen.
The bet being taken, it was arranged that at bed-
time a eh- . -c should be left mi the doorstep when
the house was locked up, to see if any one would
take it away by the morning. Next morninK the
cheese was gone, to the great delight of the backsr
Of blue vinny. and the following iii^'ht the Bee >nd
cheese was duly Id feed out <>n the doorstep. Next
day. to his chagrin, both cheeses lay side by side
on the doorstep.

A great character among the shepherds of Dorset
was one "Nat" Beale. A solitary shepherd ipon
the downs of Dorset, through his long life of
fourscore years and ten. be was brimful of native
wit. Religious topics were not to his mind. The
curate of Pordington, where the old shepherd spent
the last few yean of his life, tried on many occa-
sions to get "Nat" to talk on religious subjects,
but he always turned the conversation. At last,

one day the curate «ot him so far us to Bpeak to
him of Christ, when the old man. turning upon
him. said: "Well, He were the Good Shepherd,
weren't He?" The curate assenting, the old shep-
herd added, with strong emphasis, "Well, Itell
'it what Ibelieve. Idon't believe as one shepherd
Will ever round upon another shepherd," savoring
something of the philosophy of Omar, the tent
maker. "He's a good fellow, and 'twill all be well."
So .tided this portion of their conversation, and
uot another word would the old shepherd say
upon the subject.

BTORIES. RACY OF THK SOIL, FKOM THE

WESSEX OV THOMAS HARDY.

Prom The Cornhtll sfagasine.

A sweet confession from the inspired pen of Miss
Popsle .MiSw.it, the sweet singer of Lost Creek:
"We sat beneath the silvery moon together

Th.' crickets chirped their vespers In the rocks,
My heart, though light as downy Jaybird feather,

Yet heal as loud as William's striped socks.
A night owl scre<-ciu<l in rage at our intrusion,

A bat whirred dose enough to fan my hair,
And there, in blushing maidenly confusion,
Iheard his sweet, extemporaneous prayer!

His language seemed to flow as molten metal.He said i was an angel shorn of wings,
A mountain rose of grace in every petal,

And several other quite superior things,
And ere from that sweet spot we had arisen
1 knew that he was mine and 1 was lifs'n!

A COXFESSIOX FROM LOST CREEK.
from The Denver Post.
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HOME I.N A SMOKINt] L'ARRIAGB! (Sketch.

t rt:ci li11 fiiin..
From The Chicago Tlmii Hnnlil

\u25a0Th »t Miss Brandish is one of the na
girla Ii-v.t saw She and l met ii:
winter, and we've t>e. n v.ry

-
since until a i-ouple of we< ks ago "^

(

speaks to me. Ican't ace
talking one evening about clever \u25a0

agreed thai talented women
"You pmbahly invie some br-ak thai

"No Iwas careful abort that
•1 of this unaccouni

1 asked h.r whether, if she -ould fa
choice she would
ful. She never answered the ,
been different toward no r
girl1 ever saw

IT ins riJfl MM LEAMSED ir.

Fr.>:r. The CThlcnSO Hei-oril
"1 waiied three si lid homn r

to -;••! around to me."
Well"'
•11.• told me Ididn't get on in life because of my

tendency to fool away time."

.4 SPOILED TRIBUTE.
From The Denver Times.
lheard a good story the other day. and maybe

you have htard it. too; but. anyway, it U worthy
of repetition:

•Dan Grogan was a prosperous contractor, and
he had four boys, great. Ms. strappin' fellys. wid
bands on 'et.i like canvas hams, an' wan day whia
Dan doid these same boccos hud a floral pilly
made fer 'im. wi1 'Papa" in purphel immurte's
ophon et. Phwit do yees tink ay thim. 'Papa.*
and thim wid hans es biL; es ham*?

"Well, they tuck Dsii pace be to his soul, out
ta the clmetary, and phwin they sot "im thayre
the pallbearers all walked along and dhropped a
clod ay dirt upon "im. and thayre whoit gtoTCa
ius well, and thin the undhertaker kirn alon^ w:d
the pilly. He bumped up against Mick McCartJ
.md knocked off the first P on 'Papa.' an.! el left
only A. P. A.' Thin they tellyphoned tfctr the
cantner."

His /•/. t/V STORY ITO-V.

I'rum The Omaha W rld-H rald-
An ungroomed man slouched up to Ed P. Smith

in Farnum-st. the other day and accosted him as

°"Sa*>\" mister, ifIwas to tell you that Iwanted
a |uarl to set a square meal you d thinkIwantei

iv whiskey, wouldn'l 5" think/ re?lledfa .xactlj
Smith. .•• \nd IfI-aid !wanted a quarter to buy whiskey
you'd say you didn't propose to encourage the
drink habit, wouldn't you?"

••That's what I'd say." . . ,
"And if Isaid !wanted a quarter to buy food

for a starring wife and eleven children you a u:nK
1 was a liar, wouldn't y.iu?"
"Iwould

"
"Well. say mister. Iwant a quarter to pay fer

having me mother-in-law's trunk hauled to the
depot. D> Iget it?" .

Smith effected a compromise by parting with a
dime.

fibu mknderkd into ENGLISH vbou thb

ORIGINAL STYPTIC.
W. Anstey InPunch.

Translator's Note.-The composition, of thto P**"*'!**
ha\e. as all OrientaliaU are aware. long «O?T~ *_"™IJtlTllll r-putati.,n In their native land. Of author
hinwelf Uttt* U known IIIIMthat fefc wu
1. I4SO I 1.1 style;, and nil-<i the lrap.»rtant and reaped iw«

office of Archl-man.lrake of laraprr*dok.an \u25a0»*»>'>»"•
so-called proverb* are In the nature of short *£%?£.£
fables, though the text of the "appl.catlnns" te **<££*£ao corrupt that even a conjectural r*arttnK ean^*£?*£Z
hazarded with the utmost difflJence. The ln™}*t^L£2*
not hesitated to commit a few Blight
ever he considered that they would reader the origin**

meaning more Intelligible.
—

Y. A.

The Butterfly visited Mmany flowers that she fell

sick of isurfeit of nectar. She called It nervous
breakdown."

"Instead of vainly lamenting over those wehaw
lost." said the young Cuckoo severely to the Father
and Mother Sparrow, "it seems to roe that you
ought to be. very thankful that Iam left to you.

"Iam old"enough to be thy grandfatherr said
the En to the Chicken. .. _

"In that case." replied the Chicken, "It Is high
time that thou bestirredst thyself." »,n-r

Not so." said the Egg. "since the longer Itarry

here the liu.-r am Ifor the career Ih»v«£?"??*.?;
"And what may that be?" inquired the Chicken.

P tittles!" answered th- Egg.
And the Chicken ponder- over the saying-

There is only one thing that i'rritateth a Woman
more than a Man who doth not iißlnillßi her.
and that is a Man who doth.

• lin Artificer constructed a me, han
p«nt, which was so natural that It. Wt!Msa in the

back Had Ibut another hour «c ia

mented, 'I would have ifilinlM action yet more
perfect!"

The' Woman was so anxio "to remain indepen.

dent of Man that she voluntarily became the slave

of <» machine.

A Singer had a small rn^lebeWnd her ear "which
snoUt Its symme-ry— but she would never nave
known of it had it not been for her relations.

The' Idol went on HBrittag. rather than teDjUwpriests that the aowen were making its head ache.

• iwberry.

The* Asa heard the Lion roar, and exclaimed:
'The Plagiarist!"

Some one said to the Mole: 'What a "splendid sun-

ffSJSSnSHE truth." he rep.ied. "sunsets have

my ymi see hssz sruus %
them."

Alligator,as he took him in.

•\u25a0I irn Ihave made myself perfectly <=}««£ ob"

served the Cuttl-fish. after discharging h:* mk.

The"Cockney was told that if placed the 5-:

-
IheU to hi* car he would heat the murmur of the
Ocean-waves He heard r.ot the waves, but he
distinctly caught UM melody of the negro-minstreia.

'•It is some' satisfaction 'to feel" that **halSb?*s
been sacriflced in a deserving cause said the
Brace-button to the Threepenny Bit. as they met in

the offertory bag.

THE PROVKRBS OF PIUOSB.

a Imi miner' "My roses itches so Icant «tand |t
any longer." tearfully explained the sufferer. i

simply have sot to scratch it." "No, ","',>, *%
ungrammatically corrected the knight of the roa£"

'cause I'lldo it for you." And with that be pro-. .-\u2666•.!. to scratch the offendlne nasal organ wltn

the muzzle of his shotjfun. You can wager you-

ahoes that that particular n.»»e stopped tteh*r.«
with great abruptness.

WRITTEN ON HIS FACE.
From The Trenton (Mo.» Tribune.

"One time, when trying a case in your circuit
Court here," said Judge Henry C. McDougall, of
Kansas City, to a "Tribune" representative In
Trenton the other day, "Ihad a little experience l
shall long remember. There was a very deliberate
and guarded witness on the stand. Ipressed him
as to the character of a Grundy citizen, whom i
\u25a0will .-nil joins for the sake of obscurity, and not

\u25a0with any Intention of bringing reproach on a large
an«i ]•• pectable family, The reluctant witness
dodged my Question two or three times, and finally
1said with some severity, Now, Mr. Blank, Iwant
you to t<-.l me plainly whether Mr. Jones has the
reputation in Ilia neighborhood «v being an honest
man.' Hlank took deliberate aim at a kuothole In
tiit- floor about ten feet away, struck It with a pre-
cision in .\u25a0• . toratlon which amazed me, and then
\u25a0lowly answered: 'No, sir, he has not. Any man

16 NEW-YORK TRIBUNE ILLUSTRATED KI'ITLKMKNT.


