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(LADDER RAIMENT FOR MAN

yUst REFORM IS DRESS TO
COMPETE WITH WOMAN.

once 1s Clothes Were Gayer Than Hers;
put Now, In Spite of the Haberdasher's
Display, Sobriety Is the Rule of His At.
tire —Mere Sumptuary Laws Won't Do.

Now (oes the young man's fancy turn to
e fashionable haberdasher's windows.
[here e sces displayed wonderfdl shirts
ol ghirtings, silks for neckties, dMessing
gowns ol pajamas which seem made for

womo fudey princeling, #o beautiful and un-
voal nre they, so unfitted for wear in a rude
nl proctical world

[here are fabries fine enough to be passed

rin trie fairy tule style and, as
greens, yellows,
] Lowes of iee eream and bon bons.
1 on l

{or VOou Bee o K 3,
»often heard to won-
‘cotions are artful dodges of
to hold the publie before
i croadoubeful that they
! ¥ no genuine ‘pon
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THIS 1S THE WAY TO MANAGE 'EM.

your word man has ever been seen wearing
them in publie,

Persons with a shrewd sympathy for the '

natural weaknesses of mankind can con-
ceive of the ravishing bath robes and pa-
jamas being worn in the strict seclusion of
the bedchamber. Why not? The beauty
loving soul who is obliged to spend his
dreary days in the shamefacedness and so-
briety of the regulation male attire must
have some outlet,and a man its no heroto
his valet anyway.

Have a little courage, wear a gay shirt

I or a gaudy scarf occasionallv, and be not

|

such a slave to tyrant fashion! Think of
King Edward of England, who not only wore
a rose colored shirt to the races, but carried
a tall walking stick and is thought to be
making a determined effort to introduce
some life and color into the sad colored
commonplaceness of men's drese

This is a wise king, able in diplomatic
arrangements of public and private diffi-
culties, and it may be that he recognizes
and is trying to cope with a critical situation
It is time there was a call to arms. Shall
man allow himself to sink quietly into

drab oblivion while woman competes with
him in every occupation not quite beyond
her physical strength and yet does not
| sacrifice one item of the pretty impeding
| frivolities of the toilet?

|  Men have been pleased to regard this
. phenomenon with amused contempt as a
| display of feminine unreason. This is &
| mistake, It is no sign of inferiority, but
| of sagacity or amazing cunning.

Woman realizes the distinct advantage
of a charming appearance in the struggle
for life and proposes to retain it even while
gathering up everything else in sight.
| The French Revolution, that leveller
of social distinctions, seems to have bheen
largely responsible for the blotting out of
all beauty and picturesqueness from men's
dress. An authority says that though the
change began in France it was partly to
mark contempt for old court usages and
partly in imitation of certain classes of
persons in England whose costume the
French mistook for that of the nation
generally.

This new dress was introduced by the
sans-culottes and consisted of a round hat,
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short coat, light waistooat and trousers, a
loose neokerchief showing the shirt oollar
above, hair cut short A la Titus and shoes
tied with strings. This simple ocostume
in turn socon became muoch admired in
England and was adopted by young men.

Trousers which fitted close to the leg
remained fashionable until 1814, and both
they and the boots which bear the name
were introduced by the Hessians. In 1814
loose trousers became the mode, though
they bad already been worn for some time
in the army and by little boys,

The Cossacks were responsible for
trousers with which Wellington boots were
worn. The loose frook ocoat or surtout
was added to the list of garments by some
of George 1V.'s dandies, and since that time
there have been few differences, only varia- |
tiona, in men's dress. !

The ideal was at first *An honest man
close buttoned to the chin. Broadeloth
without, and & warm heart/within.®* But .
there waa some latitude as to the color of
the broadcloth in the first fifty years. Dress
coats were of Prussian blue with gilt |
buttons and for half dress the coat might |
be of dark purple or brown, cherry ocolor
or olive green, with waistooats of salmon
color, scarlet and emerald,

Nowadays all such mild Indulgences are
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“I'VE JUST HAD MY HAIR SHAMPOOED."

OUTLET.
THIZ BOMB IN
THE AUTOMOBILE.
Smithers Plays Waiter at the Cadiz
Tnn and Discovers a Short
Cut to Divorce.

i
|
|

sarved with credit as a waiter for a time
at that very inn. I hurret up stairs, bundled
togedder me dress suit; and off I put acrost
the river to the trolley that wud take me
back there.

II.
Why? Well, in the hour's ride, I had time
to formelate me reasons.

| that Flamingo was Jarge's new patron,

l'iva thousand dollars presinis a sub- |

stantial appearance whin it is comin’ toward
vou, but whin it goes the odder way thin the
s fmptiness of t'ree-quarters of it be-
¢s obv'us,

I Jon't know where it wint, and I'm sure
tleman Jarge Ringgold didn't care,
it it wasn't long before the money we got
Mrs, Flamingo had also got from

2. Liv.n' was high at the Cerul'an.
Wan mawnin' 1 woke to the drid con-
shusness that a rampled dress suit, an opry

)

it with a busted spring and a sophisticated |

also some'at damaged, were all

my assts not yit become liquid. Jarge
shid bave been in a wuss case, but he
smiled at me flattened puss.

*Shall we draw anudder card from the

Charabter Surety box?® I ugged, “'Tis
the unly possible draft in sight.”
lus tinish with wan hand,”
I *before [ draws to anudder.”
“But *he Cerul’an has called us with this
siowdown,” 1 continnered, perducin® a
bl with a waed of extries’stuck to it.
i« all right, Smithers,” says he,
tossn me o roll of yellers,  “Your future

e an-

1 be sauntered, twirling his cane be
rv handle,

did it mean?
win ns or

Wt There cud be but
+ was in funns. His spirits ther-
m or allus showed whin it was warm
s soeket. He was in funns—but, as
ast the drunk in a prohibishun
vhors did he git it?
\ Yo was on its job, there kem from
the ot the bay of an automobile, deep,
t'n pir, sinister, strangely famil'ar,
Frer I hurret to the winder I reelized
what | was about to see—
Daroewas seatin! hisself in the tonnoo of a
, triang'lar car, the very car which
withothat eusslike anort had hurled by us
w | was drivin® Mrs. Flamingo to the
pa the very car which had plunged
upon us in the narrer gorge be the
And more, with his fum and
v hand on the wheel, with his broad
a lurchin’ and his red jowls
t under his white mustache, tena-
terocious, like a bull dog's grip, sat

Flamingo, a complete eximplificashun

tant selfishness with all the powers
of ey lidint wealt' at his back.

He stowed with unus'al care a brass bound
bag in the locker under the seat, and I cud
ketclithe glitter in Jarge's eye with its hopes
for better tings; and thin off they dashed
on a rampart, sindin' with the swerve into
the putter the blind old woman astin’ amms
hear by, Irushed down just in time to inter.
“pt Mr. Flamingo's man as he finished
barrangin' the crowd on the dangerous
mrid of the pedistr’an impidence.

‘I bave important business with my
frlend,* I maid. “He neglicted to tell me
where o was goin’ and for how long.”

“They'll swing a circoot acrost the river,”

ain bouse

Bt
Clous
Mark

of n

he unswered, *in time to reach Cadiz Inn ] glances that fair, fair, with golding hair

for lurch; you knows what that means.”
\{xd with a wink, in itself a free and easy
educashun, he rotated away.

As 1 s'ud, dub'us, a pretty pony cart, in
which sat two prettier women, rattled by.
Tto wun who was drivin’ was dark and
'I" itely, with the pecul'ar magnetism of a
fixtrant and ginerous natur’' which alriddy
nprissed me - Mrs. Flamingo.

e her side was a little creatur’ in white,
e talty hair and pert, uptunned face,
Wlin'" a kitten that wud play for cer-

i 08 certainly scratch. They were
i the highest spiruts, off for a good

Why not bound for Cadiz Inn, with
whnite luncheon and its indefinite

e rward ?

Tie
v

he supposishun bekem more reason-
reflicshun, 1 recalled that but a year
v Lhad through perfessional exigencies

| Something all the more deflnite for having
, not wan whit of good about it.

charge, 8o drink yourself silly.” |

| her hated rival from her pat'.
! the plucky way in which she had survived

|
i
|
i
|
|
)
|

from whom having got much he av coorse
was seeking more. 8o absorbed did Jarge
become in such a quist that the last t'ing
he was apt to wonder was what was in the
other man's mind.

A deep, revolvin' mind, notwithstandin’'.
But a mont' before Mr. Flamingo had ‘
plotted to rid himself of his wife. Through
Jarge's interference mainly, at least so
far as he knew, not unly had the plot failed,
but his wife had regained the whip hand
through her knowledge of it, had regained
the whip hand to use it to hold to her the
husband she loved.

What thin did Flamingo want of Jarge?

P'raps he hoped to involve his wife with
go fascinating a gallant, and thus secure
ground for divorce against her. P'raps at
the same time he hoped also to punish this
man for his frustratin® of his fummer plans.
Somethin' definite and evil aginst thim
bot’, I med sure, was brewin’ in that deep,
dark mind; and Jarge shud be warned not
to sip the p'ison hisself in his zeal to ad-
minister it to anudder.

Resides, as I have said, Mrs. Flamingo's
grandjose characteristics had appealed to
me sinsitive natur’. I had liked the reok-
less way in which she had tried to remove
I had liked

the shock of the collision with the auto-
mobile in the park and had tunned it to her
own advantage.

I had liked the prrfuseniss with which
she had tossed the $5,000 roll to me for a
trifling service. BResides, she had a private
fortun' of her own; her money was as good
as her hushand's; it was better. Why
shudn't we have some of bot’, and at the
game time do a good deed be way of miti-
gatin'?

Boneyface of the Inn fell readily into me
hopes.

“What, Smithers,” he cried, “did some
mintal telepathy infarm you thap I was
short of help? You're just in time, me
man, to sarve a coorse luncheon for four,
Git your flash clothes off and your black
suit on, and thin git busy, my son John.”

I did get busy, havin’' also med some
triffin’ changes in my fac'al appearance
such as as drawin’' down wan eye and
plumpin’ out bot' cheeks. There was little
danger of my hein' recognized. The
puffick waiter attracts no more notice than
the table under the clot’,

Prisently they was all in the dining room,
talking soc'al, yit in a cur'us way to my
view through the butler's winder. For
instinct, Mr. Flamingo presinted Jarge to
his wife with imprissmint, He ividently
wanted her to make much of him, but yit
he tuk no advantage of Jarge's radder
ardint approaches to get in his fine work
with Miss Rachel Brune, the odder leddy.
In fact, whin the two bekem engaged in
some airy percyflages, he stud aloof, by
hisself, at the winder, ignorin’ the appealin’

was shooting like Q. Pid’s darts toward
him.

There was some'at almost terrifying in
his dull, solid, detarmined exprisshun as he
thus stud reflectin’, his hands in his pockets,
his head wmettled Letune his hunched
shoulders, Obstinacy was there, the self.
will of wan bound to have his own way,

Persistence waa there—the faithful per-
formance of wan, letter perfect in his part
whativer it might be, yit unable to carry
it off lightly. Vaguely I kem to see that the
man was doggedly bound to do nothing
which in some future contingency might
be used to show that he had felt an interest
in Miss Brune.

Meanwhile 1 was almost as intint in
learning how Jarge and Mrs. Flamingo
wud make out whin undestrained by

It, was plain ,

must recognize Jarge as an adventurer
who had been willing to take money from
her for dub'us services.

“You here again?” she ast. “l t'ought
I had bought you off -as far as possible
off.”

“You did,” he answered saftly, standing
clus, “and as far as possible 1 am keeping
my wud.”

“A scoundrel might say that truly.*

“I am your husband's friend. It is due
to me that he is taking a day’s outing with
his wife and her friend."

It was a shrewd move. There was no
bhetter way to commend one's self to Mrs.
Flamingo than to be instrumental in bringe
ing her and her husband togedder, and
Jarge knew it. I cud see her warm love
for the surly, dangerous ite be the winder
mantle her cheeks a1 1Tuse her eyes,
and Jarge seen it, too.

“I am a good soldier,” she said lightly,
*I march in Mark's company, howiver
irregular its enlistments.”

And thereafter at the table out of very
loyalty she was more than nice to Jarge,
as in his way, though intinded to be killing,
he was less than nior to her. Surly Flamingo
plodded through the coorses as if on a
wager; and Miss Brune studied the pair
over her glass wisely, but not we!)

Il

T'ings got better as the bottles kem and
wint, like relays of messingers bringing
cheer. There was gineral oonversashun,
occasional song and jests rewarded by
laughter in which all j'ined. I am sure
Mrs, Flamingo was enj'ying herself.

Whin her husband did speak his wuds
were addressed to her and allus they were
wuds of praise. Little wonder that she
met the constant challenge of Jarge's eye
and lip with fun loving glance and retart
until they were as chummy as the babes
in the wood before they got skeered. Even
I began to think what Miss Brune was
ividently so positive she knew.

There are two ways of taking wine; the
light merry way of drinking it down, down,
down, to drive dull care away; and the
deliberate way of loading up with it as if
to be fortified for action. Flamingo's
was this latter sort, and with |very glass
I cud see his puppose becomin' the more
indomitable.

This aspect bekem the more terrifying
to me, reelizin’ that his own mother cudn’t
well call him less than pigheaded in his
gintlest mood. What thin must this secrit
puppose be?

Just before the ices he med some excuse
about a change of vintage and keminto me
pantry.

“You're a likely lad,” he said, *“Just
watch your chanot whin nobbody is nigh
and give this note to Miss Brune.” And
he slipped me an X as a reminder.

And as an additional reminder I had
read the same before hisshadder wasclear
of the dure. A splosh of a note,all heavy
lines and disconnected wuds; wan oud
fairly feel the glow of the flerce, impatient
spirit with which it had been writ,

It conjured her to agree implicitly with
whativer he suggisted, promisin’ her that
all wud be well, and for all time, too, be
9 o'clock. A true translashun, this; yet as
like to the original as a snapshot photo
wud be to a rarin’, rampin’ line, seeking
what he might devour.

1 watched me opportoonity and I slipped
the note acoarding to d'rections. Miss
Brune had as little trouble in readin’ it
on the quiet; trust a peteet woman not
to attract attinshun excipt whin she wants
it. I seen her thin lips shut like a trap; I
seen the glim of hope in her fishy eyes as
she tuk the full sinse; thin she lukked over
to Flamingo and smiled as if the head of
the Baptist was on the plate before her.

Arter this the rivilry grew with the
wanin’ day. From surly Flamingo bekem
gay, and all the more feroshus for the
change.

But Mrs. Flamingo liked it; you oud
see her watch him with the proud meen of
wan who drives wild hossesa and drives
thim j'yously and well. As if by some
secrit understanding Jarge now ceased

Flamingo's presince. The leddy, av coorse,

his gallantries and tunned to Miss Brune,

leavin' the tuttle doves to coo be thim-
selves,

“You two young people are gittin’ along
s famously,” at lengt’ blurted Flamingo,
and his brow was as set and his speech as
foreced as if he wore repeatin’ a lesson;
“you are makin' up so finely togedder
that we old folks are goin’ to leave you
for a while. In a wud the Missus and
I are off foran hour's spin over the mounting
road. Come, Ringgold, and help me run
ihe car out.”

It was dark on the side porch whin Mrs.
Flamingo, bowin' coquettishly to her
gilint escort, tuk her seat with a wave of

the hand to the deeper gloom where the
odder two wers standin'. It was dark
whin he, with cap drawed down and cut
collar drawed up and great goggles gleamin'
hetween, sprang in beside her.

There was something in the man’s deft,
lithe movemint which ecaught my notice
as I hung back on the furder side of the
road. It was so diff'rent from the Jurch
of heavy shoulders—cud it be? There
was a snortin’ note, again with the ring
of danger in it; the car shot off and away
like some great missile from the moon,
but not before I had swung all unseen and
unheard over the rear and coiled under
wan of the back seats,

It was a clipping pace we struck t'roo
the night. The road was desarted and
good; there was a sinse of floatin', so
n'iseless the run of the car; a sinse that
deepened, so silent was the coople sids by
side

Doubtless he had all he cud do to drive
straight and true, while as for her—why
shud she talk, since she was contint? Whin
a peaceful port is reached artera gucoesshun
of matrimon'al storms thin the cam is so
sweet that needer of the worn v'yagers
oares to break it; at least so I have heard
tell.

I know the tranquillity was makin' me
sleepy, whin a regular beat, beat; yis, tick,
tick, woke me. What cud it he? Some-
thin’ slight, but distinet—somethin’ near.

My head risted aginst the locker into
which I had seen Mark Flamingo stow the
brasebound bag. Yis, there was no doubt
of it; there was a clock, or at least a clock-
work, tickin' for dear life inside. For dear
life?

Just thin the car stopped short with a
whirrin' bump.

“We must make the best of a bad job, my
dear.” said the man in front, speakin' for
the fust. “The car has broken down; | know
nothing about fixing it. We are miles from
anybody or anywhere -excipt our-
silves——"

I gapped in amaze, as well 1 might; for

the togs were the togs of Mark Flamingo;
but the v'ice was the v'ice of Gentleman |
George.

v, !

Her face wa s paler than the moonlight, but
she met his eager gaze unflinchin' as he
pulled off his ugly disguires—trus. Jurge
for allus lookin' his prettiest, no matter
what his acshuns wore.

“This is what I git for touchin' pitch,”
she mummured. “but I'll die fust o

“Not if I kin die for you.” protisted Jarge.

And thin she flamed like a volcanner on
a weene of tropical loveliness denouncin’
him as the lowest of mortals, the vilest of
wretches, a contemptible tool -

“How much more contemptible the wan
who uses such a tool for his own vile pur-
pores,” reflicted Jarge as sedately us a
philosopher in a grove. .

You cud fairly see the acid of the sug-
gestun eatin’ into her poor heart.

“Who planned this outing?” he wint on
“Who advised this drive? Who brought
the car around and gev' me his togs?”

“No, no; 1 can't beliove it,” she moaned,
“Mark is not so base!" '

“Who plotted to kill you by the park
lake? Who, for all we know, may be even
now plottin’ our destruction?”

A chance shot, but it hit me full in me
vague apprehenshuns,

“Jarge, Jarge,” [ cried, leanin' for'ard.
“For Heaving's sake tell me the time, quick,

| slaves were kept for market, Is now being

quick.”
“My God, am I dead and in hell?” she !
cried wildly.
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sternly repressed and the ideal of a well
dressed man is neither more nor less—it
could scarcely be less—than that “his
clothes never seem too new, but are never
too old, while his perfectly kept linen always
gives him an air of freshneas.”

When women first began to force the
entering wedge into business and pro-
fessional life there came into being a threat-
ing cult of the masculine appearing woman;
but it is significant that this crgature is
now almost extinet, though the vanguard
of the business woman has become a mighty
host. The pastor's wife who occupied
her husband's pulpit officiated in a picture
hat with huge white feathers, and even the
merry Suffragettes, though few things
dismayed them, refused to storm the House
of Commons in trousers, while the ordinary
woman leading a thoroughly business life
in close association with men indulges in
such pleasant fripperies as lingerie blouses,
bracelets and curls.

- -

But Jarge, ivver as sinsitive as a gurl to
physical danger, whipped out his watch.

*Siving minutes to nine,” he answered.
“Why?"

*Git out of this and over beyond that
bank and I'll tell you why.” I wint out
breat'lesa, springin’ to the furder side and
half leadin’, half drawin’, Mrs. Flamingo
with ivery respictful uggent wud to the
disignated pi'nt

“You are safe here, Madam," says I, as
we t'ree stud bewildered togedder, “safe
in ivvery partic'lar. My frind Ringgold
there is called Gentleman Jarge not in
vain, The title admits of follies and sins
innumerable in this sad world; but it nivver
has and nivver will include insult to woman-
hood.”

“Forgive me, Madam,” broke in Jarge,
with bowed head. “It was your husband's
plot to compromise you; he will seek a di-
vorce. But vanity is not viciousness. I
vow you wud have found it so.”

He lukked up, and his cheeka shone wet
in the moonlight—who kin say from what
emoshun, mortificashun, remorse?

“He seeks more,” 1 retarted; “he wud be
rid of you bot’, wanst and for all time,

*Do you t'ink, Jarge, that he hasn’t it in
for you for frustratin’ his fummer plot
aginst this pore leddy? Do you t'ink,
madam, that heivver wud be contint to have
you live, knowin’ what you do aginst him,
havin' the proofs in your hand, which I
mesilf supplied?

“It has all come to me grad’al, but I know
it has come sure, S'pose it shudgappear
to-morrer that you and Jarge while elopin®
the night had met your deat’ t'roo what
was from all appearances the nateral, al.
most inivitable accident that ivery reckless,
noctunnal automobilist chanoces.

“S'pose a bomb, set to a oerting hour,
shud explode the car intothe us'al fiinders,
and the blazin' gasolene shud do the rist—
what time is it, Jarge?®”

“Jest nine.”

There was a deep, revubberating report,
the rindin' of mital—the eart’ shook, the
trees rocked. Thin, with a flash and a
roar, the flames licked the skies.

We stud, as if around our own coffins,
until but a dull glowing heap of ruings re.
mained; thin in silence we started down
the road, Mrs. Flamingo leanin’ on me
arm, and Jarge, with bowed head, behind.

SLAVES IN MASSACHUSETTS.

The Ol House In Which They Were Sold In
Town of Hanover.
From the Boston Herald.

A relic of slavery days In New England
in the middle of the elghteenth century, the
old Tilden house on Winter street, West
Hanover, the only house in that town where

demolished.

The house is one of the best known land-
marks in Plymouth county and has stood
for nearly 200 vears. It was used as a tavern
in its early davs and later for a residence,
Of recent years it has been abandoned to the
elements and has rapidly fallen Into decay.

No one knows the exact date of the buliding
of the house, but historians agree that it was
long before the incorporation of the town of
Hanover In 1727,

The Hon, Jedediah Dwelley of North Han-
over, who has spent much time in gathering
facta concerning the early history of the
fown, says: “While there was more or less
buving and selling of slaves (as in the middle
of the elghteenth century nearly all the
wealthy families owned one or more) this
probably was the only place where the trafo
waa carried on for revenue, I have seen
two bills of slaves sold from this house. . One
was from Job Tilden to a Mr. Balley of Scitu-
ate, a pegro child named Morrow, ® years of
age, of good bodily health and a kind dis-
porition.”

One of Mr. Tilden's slaves named Cuffes
swerved as a soldier inthe Revolutionary war,
and according to an old payroll he was sta-
tioned at Hull, March 1, 1777. He was with
('ol. Bailey and died at Valley Forge. He was
known as Cuffee Tilden, and was so inscribed
on the printed rolls,

The books of the First Congregational
Church of Hanower record the marriage
by the Hev. Benjamin Bass on February 8,
1751, of Jack and Billah, servants owned
by Job Tilden, and also the death of a negro
hoy owned by Job Tilden, February 12, 1760,

There wre many other brief records of

| balance. Women should be taught that |
| they cannot eat their cake and have it too

| sorrow and flerce denunciation to no pur-

slaves kept in dilferent families in Hanover,

Men should wake up and strive ere it
is too late to adjust matters to a more even |

Men, being as yet in the majurity as em-
ployers, should lay down strict rules for
the women employed by them.

Foolish furbelows should be rigidly |
fined and plain serviceable dress as like a
man's as possible should be enforced.
Then people might see something like
equality of the sexes.

But, alack-a-day! sumptuary laws were
ever futile and women notoriously slippery
in evading them. Men have for ages been
striving to keep women in order in this
respect. They have tried ridicule, shame,

pose. But in olden days if woman “dressed
too fine” man had one redress now denied
him. He could go and do likewise and could
usually go her one better.

The great privilege was his of making
himgself the most noticeable and magnificent
object in creation. But pride goeth before
a fall. He became so hesotted with his
ego that he felt himself able deliberately to |
cast aside all illusion producing adornments, |
all the romance of flowing curls and the
mysterious grace of stately flowing gar-
ments ~and now look at the foolish creature.
One is almost tempted to think that he
deserves to be tottering as unsteadily on
his pedestal as we now find him.

But there is a gleam of hope. Because
he has clothed himself for a hundred years
in sad sobriety is no reason why he should
always. Let him try the potent medicine of
long ago and see if this aggressive tide of
femininity cannot be stemmed.

Of course he will feel very foolish and
theatrical at first, but when he has once
observed the thrilling effect produced by a
swaggering velvet cloak and a feathered
hat upon the feminine half of the popula-
tion, he will think the game is worth the
candle. Sirs, outdress them' it is the only |
way to keep them in their place.

MAUD, FRIEND OF WORKING MEN,

Ralirond Mascot That Objects to MBaths
and Good Clothes,

PouvankegPsI® July 7.—Passengers onthe
Central New England Railroad are mystified
occasionally by hearing conductors and
train hands talking about Maud.

“How's Maud to-day?" is & question pro-
jected at the Poughkeepsie station by half
the crews on the line. If the train stops
long enough to permit of conversation a
little more in detail the conductor may
remark:

“We had Maud with us for a trip the
other day. She's looking fine and dandy.”

To this maybe the reply will be: “Maud's
a wise one. She's only riding on palace
car trains nowadays.”

Maud is a plain, uncombed, bright eyved
yellow mongrel, with a hair covering like
motheaten fringe on an old, outcast, broken
down and abandoned lounge. She wan-
dered into the administration offices of the
Central New England Railroad in this city
a few months ago looking dirty and ill kept.
She sidled up to a clerk who was interested
by her excessive homeliness. He remarked,
“That dog I8 so homely that she looks as
if she might know something.”

*Gee! wouldn't that face give you a pain!®
was the chorus all around the room when
the clerks got a glimpse of the interloper.

Railrond men favor mascots. Any part
or parcel of the living creation which comes
around with a good luck expression topmokt
is sure of a warm reception and an easy
existence thereafter. Maud must have got
wise to this condition of things, for it was

only a few days before she was secure in
the affections of every man in the Pough-
ki je station. Her empire she extengod
rapidly, until now it embraces every crew
on the road, from the flyer down to the
way freight.

tation Agent Fraleigh sees that Maud is
well fed. e offered her a bath but she re-
fused it and was missing thereafter for a
week, since which incident this feature of
her toilet has been omitted. She wears a
leather ool and & baggage check,
ilV pay no attention to a well
dressed man. Let a man in greasy overalls
and with blackened hands and face come
along and she will turn somersaults of ex.
uberant joy. If the man has an old slouch
hat of the vintage of *48 Maud's Joy becomes
80 vocifi

erous as to be almost painful,and if
his overalls are tied around the waist with a
ylooo of old rope the climax of uer satis-
action is reached.

Often Maud gits in the doorway at the
Poughkeeprie station and watches the

trains go gh. Thetrainmen, engineers
and firemen 'P{; her and Sall at the top of
their voicea: ello, Maud!”

Back will go Maud'’s ears, she will wag her
tail until Eﬁcryﬂm like a top and then will
mix her body up in the circles until the re-
sult relnind"xou of a problem in

Maud thinks nothing of a trip to May-
brook or Hartford. e railroad men are
always on the lookout for her and she has
sense enough to refrain from playing about
a moving train,

metry.

Dog Fennel to Start Balky Horye.

From the Nashville Tenncascan
“A balky horse is the meanest thing this
side of Memphis, " said A, L. Nichols of Brent-
wood, Tenn. “1 had & horse one time that
balked on all occasions. He would balk

ir &c:i whistled, balked if you laughed and
ba if you looked from the corner of your

eye,
“One dn{ he balked and I could not make
him move forward to save me. An old nexro
man happened along and ﬂllgn“ﬂl a remedy,
Golng to the side of the road he pulled s hand-
ful of dog fennel weed. Taking this lLe
rubbed it unde‘{ the horse's nose. The animal
shook his head once or twice, raised up his
tail and started down the road in the mer-
riest trot you ever saw, That treatment
of dog fennel .cured the horse of bulking.
He never made another attempt to act ugly
after that ™

Ready for the Encounter,

From Tit- Bits.

1t is sald that once when the late Dr. Tanner,
the Irish M. P., had asked in the House of
Commons whether it were true that the Duke
of Cambridge had resigned his position as
commander-in-chief, & Major Jones of Pen-
zance was so outraged that he challenged
Dr. Tanner to a duel, and the following tele-
graphic correspondence took place:

" { to your desplcable question
Juke of Cambridge, 1 designate
ou & coward. Delighted to give you satis-
action across the water. Plstols'

T& this Dr. Tanner at once replied:

"Wire received. Will meet you to-morrow
;:‘(‘omnntlno le, under the Tower of Galata,

. PREAK WAGER MADE BIM RICH

night. ng challenged, prefer tor-
" BI’PII.I apother ass.”

“PYTHAGORAS POD" RECOVERED
HIS HEALTH BY IT ALSO.

His Journey to the Coast With a Donkey Rew
called by the Return of the Former
Brookiyn Man—HBest Thing He Found
on the Long Trip Was His Dog Don.

R. Pitcher Woodward, who as “Pythag-
Jras Pod” saved a $5,000 wager he made
on Bryan's election in 1808 by riding or
walking with a burro from here to San
Francisco, starting with a capitai or w
cents, has found that financially it paid
to be a freak for %0 days and two hours
Mr. Woodward now is a mining man as a
result of the notoriety he got then, followed
by an application of the zeal that he showed
in his ride, and has been here for a few
days promoting a Leadville scheme.

Mr. Woodward left town on Saturday
for his home in Kansas City. *I was a
freak for a year,” he =aid to a SUN reporter
ut the Hotel Marlborough the day before
he left, “but I attribute my success since
tien to the fact that 1 had the grit to do
what I did. Most people called me a fool;
my family didn't like it, but there was
wethod in my work. I'm beginning to get
the results now.”

Mr. Woodward is a Brooklyn boy and was

| graduated from West Point in 1887, but

didn't stay in the army long. He resigned
and became a newspaper reporter. He also
wrote stories and a good deal of verse.
He i« a son of the late Judge Woodward of
Brooklyn. His father was class poet when
he was graduated at Hobart and his mother
was the poet of her class at Vassar. He
had an attack of nervous prostration the
summer Bryan was nominated the first time.
Then he got better and was one of the most
enthusiastic of the silver propagandists.
He had read Dana's “Two Years Before the
Mast” while he was sick, and also Robert
Louis Stevenson's story of a journey wish
a donkey. His family wanted him to go
to a sanitarium but he decided to take all
outdoors as his sanitarium and hence made
the trip to the Pacific Coast

Woodward was 8o sure of Bryan's eleotion
that he told Benjamin Lillard of this city
that he would bet 85000 on it. He asked
odds and finally it was agreed that if McKin-
ley won Woodward should have the alter-
native of proving that he could ride to
San Francisco on a donkey's back within a
year. He had to wear a stovepipe hat,
start with less than a dollar, put goggles
on himself and “the other donkey.” He
was to earn his way,

It took a month for him to get ready and
he had just 841 days to complete the jour-
ney. Ho blocked Broadway for three
hours from Fourteenth street to Twenty-
third when he started out. He sold papers
at a dollar apiece to get the money to pay
for his burro. The burro tangled up the
Broadway cars, tumbled his rider into the
street and when he got to Poughkeepsie
rolled down a flight of steps, injured two
men and put the city's police force out of
buginess. 'There Woodward swapped him
for another donkey and on that animal
he made the journey, walking about 2,600
miles of the 4,000 he traveiled.

Woodward earned his way by selling
photographs, lecturing, writing for news-
papers, touting for a patent medicine and
other stunts along the way. In speaking
of his experiences yesterday he said:

“It was a hard trip, but it made me.
Once 1 nearly died of thirst in the Salt Lake
desert. That reminds me of my dog Don,
half mastiff and half bloodhound, which I
picked up in western New York. He saved
my life. A more faithful animal never
lived. I had picked up a young fellow in
lowa and had four more burroe and the
dog. We had less than a quart of water
when we got lost in the Salt Lake desert
on our way to Fedora Springs near the
Granite Mountain,

“My companion, Tom, was almost crazed.
He demanded a drink. 1 told him he would
drink only when I did and we would divide
a little of the water between us. He de-
manded it all. He started t« draw his gun.
I got mine out first. It was the first time
I ever drew a gun on a man. Wae finally
divided up two or three swallows. Then
I insisted on giving Don a drink. We
had turned two of the burros and Don
loose to find water. They came back an
hour later and had found none. Guns
were drawn again. I pretended 0? yield
to him. He fell asleep and then ave
that dog a drink. He licked my clothes,
my hands, my feet, my face and lay down
beside me to watch over me against Tom
the whole night long. I never saw suoch
gratitude.

“In the morning Tom went plumb s
He had hysterics. We went down a I,
which we had climbed, into the blazin
desert. Tom threw his clothes away. °
tore his hair. I pretended I saw a sign-
board and told him I could. We ltn#( ed
on and only half a mile away I did find a
board which said that Fedora Sprin
was two miles away. I gave Tom all the
water we had left. I remember walki
for about half a mile further, and that is all.
The next I knew 1 was drinking at a hole in
the ground with the burros and Tam and
the dog, and a stranger who had come East
in a prairie schooner was standing over
me and m{ing: ‘There's plenty of water,
atranger,’ I never looked at him. I drank
and drank and fell back exhausted,

“No man ever can know what suffering
is until he feels thirst like that. Don after-
wurd saved my life by his warnings in
Nevada when two desperadoes tried to
kill me. 1 wandered all over the country,
roughing it in my desire to build up m
health, Don went with me. Out in Cali-
fornia one time I met a man who was kind
to Don and me. Don liked him. The man
wanted him, and because the rancher was
kind and was a man of good repute I let
him have Don until I should send for him.
Don liked his new home and I have never
sent for him. I wouldn't hurt that dog's
feelings for the world. He's still my dog.
1 hear of him from time to time and some
day 1 hope to see him. Once we went 138
miles without seeing a habitation. He
watched over me while I slapt.

“I could always lecture to Don, even
if I had no other houses. I remember thet
in Yonkers on my first night out I had just
three rersons at the lecture, all deadheads
Of course things improved we I went on and
got notoriety and Mayors of cities used to
ride my burro out of town and all that,

“I landed in San Francisco with $1,285
in my pocket, all of it earned on my way.
I weighed 130 pounds when I started and
gained forty pounds on the trip. [ was so
much improved in health that I went into
roughing it. 1 worked on ranches. I went
to washing gold and mining. worked in
wineries, in paper mills and lumber camps.
I learned mining in Cripple Creek and got
started there in that business. I worked
on the famous 101 Ranch in Oklahoma.
1 wrote articles and stories.

“Gradually my peovle and friends saw
that there was something behind being a
freank. I had the real purpose f recover-
ing my health and studying the West in all
its phasea. I know it now, I do not turn
my back on that so-called foolish episode.
It l;l;nh me. hi

“If you write anything about me
bring out this phrase, that grit and pltj::k‘.
no matter what is at issue, always pay.
I want to get my pile so that I can write.
I have written & lot of verse. It may be
foolish, but some day [ want to see a k
of poems with my name on it. I have
already written two books which have
goue pretty well, but verse is my hobby,

“1 met Mr. Bryan recently and told him
if he had not run for President | would
not have been successful, He and his
entertained me and Don on my trip West.
‘Well, Pod," he said, ‘you certaigly bave
ndded to my enjoyment of life by Your
stories, and I am glad | ran. Don’t.ca
me Mr. Bryan. You have the privilege 3
addressing me as Bryan.'"




