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HE OLD MAN FOUND
A SCAPEGOAT

Diplomacy of Greenhut When Five
Kings Appeared in the
Poker Deck.

The arrival of big Tke Bamberger with
s small oohort in Arkansas City was an
event of no small importance among sport-
ing men on the Mississippi River. For a
number of years the reputation of that town
as the headquarters of the most renowned
poker players of the South—and therefore
of the whole world-—had been stoutly up-
held by old man Greenhut, and though
thems were many who would fain detract
from it it had come to be generally ad-
mitted: that he had at least some ground
for his contention. No other group of
professionals had so high an average of

as the half dozen who played in | .

winnings
Greenhut’s saloon,.and though there hs

been instances in- whioh Outsiders had’
despofled them of some of . these -gains'

such oocasions were-infrequent.

Moreover it had come to be understood
that for any outsider to venture alone in
such an effort was foolhardy, and that
even an invasion of Greenhut's place in
numbers was by no means devoid of peril.
The Arkansas City men were as deft with
weapons as they were with cards, and
more than once the sudden breaking up of
& game at a critical moment had brought
disaster to the invaders.

It had therefore come to be understood
by all the professionals along the river
that Greenhut's saloon was among the
Jeast desirable of all places in which to en-
gage in their calling. And this, while it
was enough to deter most of them from
visiting it, was on the other hand a con-
tinual temptation to the more venturesome
spirits among them.

Ifit was harder to win there than elsewhere
it was also true that more glory was to be
attained by the winning, wherefore from
time to time there were exciting events in
the dingyTittle back room. And despite all
the assaults that had been made upon it
the prestige of the place seemed to be in-
creasing, to the great discontent of all who
aspired to professional fame.

Among these big Tke Bamberger was a
prominent figure. A player of renown, he
had also a reputation as a fighter.

Individually he was held to be the peer
of any professional in the Mississippi Valley,
but having attained that distinction, he
aspired to more. Old man Greenhut, as was
well known, seldom touched a card him-
self, but by his ability as an organizer and
his profound knowledge of the principles
governing the theory and practioe of draw
poker he had come to be the acknowledged
leader of the most famous group in the
country, and the knowledge of that fact
embittered Mr. Bamberger's existence.

Belecting Natchez as his headquarters,
he had established a temple of fortune
there which soon attracted much patronage,
and in one of his side rooms he had insti-
tuted a game of poker well caloulated to
compel the attention of the most expert
players on the river boata.

Mr. Bamberger had no reason to com-
plain of his venture as a business proposi-
tion, but that alone did not satisfy him.
He yearned for old man Greenhut's dis-
tinction, and planning to attain it or some-
thing like it, he began the organization of
a group of players who should fairly rival
the Arkansas City experts.

After long and careful effort he became
80 well satisfied with the result that he
sent one of his most efficient men to Green-
hut with a challenge to a match game, and
this man, Sandy Butts, having returned
with an assurance that the challenge would
be accepted and with a flattering account
of his success in an individual struggle
with Jim hhhdoll. the most skilful p-

of pasteboard in the State of Arkan-
sas, Mr, Bamber had journeyed to
Arkansas City with four of the best men
::dhh .hgér't'hog heeled in every respect

The of the ’our was Sandy Butts,
who had carried the challenge. ~Another
was Ben Oarrington, a seasoned veteran,
who had mever been known to appear
excited under any circumstances.

A third was BlY Halsey, who had ofterd
been suspected of sleight of hand but
never dmtad. and the fourth was the
one eyed man whose presence in Arkansas
City was ardently desired, especially by
Joe Bassett, and who would certainly not
have ventured to visit old man Greenhut's

oon alone hecause of several previous

uraging experiences.

A better equipped party could not have
been -elaoueﬂ for the enterprise, and bif
Tke Bamberger's confldence as he lei it
up to old man Greenhut's bar was, (o say
the least, not eurprising. The d'gn
of emotion that could be detected in the
Alr:nns_u S?lty crowd was ﬂ‘): ml:l.loﬂv:

in Bassoft's
&e one cyog. man q‘. vfm %.

b« bad pledged ,-however, to mske no

outward

hostile demonstration till after the game.

The etiquette edgovornlng the oocasion
was dul gboerv when Bamberger called
for drinks and invited all present to -
ticipate. There was no hest
the response, but it was noticeable that no
one in the crowd took a grown man's drink.
Greenhut's red liquor was too potent for
e of wits was pending

Nevertheless several rounds were ocalled
for by one and another, as befitted the im-
portance of the oococasion, and P
a)b%eljvn:i t;}x_g formality of at least ‘?eemin

rink, en Bamberger said, as if mov
by sudden curiosity:

“We uns is heer'd consid'able about you
uns’' game o' draw,” he said.
there don't nobody but you uns know how
to play the game proper, 'cordin' to what's
said, an' we uns i8s some desirous o' eesin’
how it's did. We dan't onderstand overly
much about it, but we're anxious for to
l'arn an' we dropped in for to see 'f any-
body ’'round here had the nerve to
f'r reel money.”

His sarcasm failed to rouse even the
notice of the Arkansas City men so far as
showed and old

safety when a st
such as was expec

They showed him the five kings, and ex-
gluned matters, but even he was unable to
evise a pretext for the claim that Pearsall
had won the pot.
“I reckon you'll have to draw down what
you all done put in,” he said, a lttle sadly,
an' mebbe it's some lucky 't there ain't no
evidence o' who rung in that there extry
card. There can't no play cards into
my place what's did a thlnf likke that. Not
if he's caught he can't. I'll get ye a fresh
deck, an’ you all had befter skin it down
afore you {wgin playin’' again.”
There was no appeal from this, but One
Eye said quietly: “I reckon there's too many
lookin' on at this yere . 'Pears like

game
we uns o'd play better if there was leas.

doin' on the outside.”

“There'll be somepin’ diddin' on th' out-
side, all right, if you'll step out with me,”
miid Joe Bassett, who was now at the boiling
point.

“I didn't come here to fight,” said the
one eyed man coolly. “I came to play

ker, but if you're spilin' fer it, I reckon
Embetger 'll take you on.”

“Oh, 1 don't know,” gaid Mr. Owen Pepper
walking into the room. “F'm what I hear,
Bamberger ain't overanxious for to tackle

Greenhut replied mﬂdl{ o

“I ¢ : me o’
D room whea th' ain’t
oouldn’t eay whether

o'd g6t up a gam
es

e. He
“All depends on what you uns calls’ree!

nobody single handed.”

“Look-a-here,” said old man Greenhut,
with sudden inspiration. “The Good Boak
tells how the children of Israel, when they
got all het up, useter chase a goat out into
the wilderness, an’ then set down an' have
some peace. Looks like the good Lord
done sent Pepper here f'r to butt in just in

money,” raid Jake Winterbottom with an | time to be the gost. Mebbe if some o'

aggravating drawl.
used to no big game.
thousand apiece f'r a starter an' plavs
table stakes. Mebbe that wouldn't suit you
uns, but I can't say whether the boys 'd
care much about goin’' furder'n that, not
'thouten they got some het up when they’d
played a s
© *Oh, well,” said Bamberger, “that’ll do
well enough to begin on.”

disoussed the preliminaries.
The first difficulty was to choose the players,
and in order to make matters even it was
decided that there should be a six handed
game. Winterbottom, Blaiedell and Pear-
sall made up the home team and Carring-
ton, Halsey and the one eyed man took the
other seats.

Ph&ebegnn with Winterbottom'’s deal,
and first hand furnished some excite-
ment. One Eye had anted a white chip, or
$5, and Blaisd 5
Pearsall and Halsey all dro|
terbottom stayed, and One
red, or $20.

Apd th

put up tw

o reds.
Winterbottom said nothing, but he slid
" before One Eye
to do Bamberger remarked

“Kind of early in the
startin’ a cross cut, ain’t it .

“You was sayin’ ?ome&ln' about we :;l

a e e proper.
P o‘oervme Bmegt
coolly, “but there’s one thing 't a feller's
liable for to learn if he’s lookin’ on. t
is, 't we uns don't stand f'r nobody buttin
in onto us.”

He was plainly looking for trouble. but
though Bamberger glared at him for a
moment there was no outb

“Mebbe you're rlqht,' sa N
coolly. “Anyway it's too soon f'r to havea
rough house.”

Blg)t meantime One Eye had thrown down
his hand, and Blaisdell, seeing no object in
conteating a hand with Winterbottom, also

in three reds
decided what

cynically

knowin' how to
Mebbe 'tain’t so,

folded.

Thenext few hands were played in silence
important results, but when

d without
a};{n dealt there was a jack

One Eye o

they were
the game,
were ru

1l

four blues, and One Eye,
his stack forward

sey picked up the d
but lddlt dtovndau

stood pat an
m.:)ne Eye had

to _vou?"
o
|

AL

ye raised it a
“That suits me,” said Blaisdell, and he

q}me for to be

id the offender

. Blaisdell and Carrington cam
Snd Pearsall raised it., Th alsey
Winterbottom dropped, and One Eye raised

Blaisdell stayed, thinking that Pearsall
might need cooperation, and Carringto
rhaps for a similar reason, put his money
n, bu Pearul} ul'd &)Onoe more,” and threw
n a blue chip for $100.
: Tt was thopﬂnt play that had seemed to
promise important results, an
his custom was, de ted.
at his adversary and then at his
he seemed to be studyin
he put up three blue ch
as was also his custom.
Blaisdell unanu

d One Eye. as
Looking first

, saying nothing,

n realized that
thin the limits of
to be of service when the bets
nning so high, and th
PResd S LTRY et an
1yl hnve o still silent, pushed

with all he had and Hal-
Pasegall calies “ﬁk‘w ;rvo the draw,
in when tla: two play-

an ace full, but Pearsall
showed four kings and reached for the
Before his hands were on the chi
ever, Halsey spoke
« ‘Pears like th A
kings into this deol‘('.ml;" 8
¢ my o .
g'v':r(me f.:'snnd hyo had thrown down, showing

ki f clubs.
ln.i;';‘l;le d:&? sure enough!” ejaculated

Bamberger, and the big Sheriff fiercely re-

w'l tell'd ye oncet as there wa'n't no
buttin' in stood for,

P-,. consid'able many
rded
And he turned

What the hell is it

The two men, thoroughly angered
have been fighting the next instant
old man Greenhut v‘v:od.b\utled into the

tarter in han
e b.‘i%%’un' on the premises!” he ex-
claimed, with the bungstarter polsed for

“One * he continued, see-
o e ed %ﬂm«t “What's
I deck?”

e
s Pl

“We uns ain't much , you uns'd chase him out into the river
We gen'ly buys a

there'd be consid'able more harmony into
this here game nor there is.”

At the word every man in the room sprang
forward, and a few moments later the help-
leas Mr. Pepper made a loud splash in the
water.

“Whose deal is it?" asked Carrington, as |

the plavers resumed their seats after a
round of drinks.

“Mine,” said Winterbottom, and they re-
commenced with good humor a game that
was talked of for years after throughout
three States.

Instruetion for the Shy and Awkward In
0ld Time Southern Scheols.

From the Youth'a Companion.

The father of Alexander H. Stephens, the
Vice-President of the Confederate States,
was an “old fleld” teacher, and one of his
schoolroom exercises, which the pupils
called “learning manners,” evidently made
a deep impression on little Alexander, writes
Louis Pendleton in his biography of the
statesman. The plan was no less admirable
than quaint.

It is related that about once a month on
& Friday afternoon, after the spelling classes
bhad got through their tasks, the boys and
girls were directed to take seats in rows fac-
ing each other. Then the boy at the head of
mntr::r:guld rlae&nd 7‘!“:0:.", the centre

m an
row would do likewiss, ° 'h° head of her

As they approached the boy would bow and
the girl drop a courtesy, the established
feminine salutation of those days, and they
would {-asn on.

At other times they were taught to stop
and exchunﬁ verbal salutations and the
usual formulas of polite inquiry.

hese exercisesa were varied by meetings
in an imaginary parlor, the entrance, intro-
duction and reception of visitors, with prac-
”?né’:’: c.comrmmplace chat.; in
me the ceremony of introd
The pcrtlo; in this case ywould vu“kct#g;i
opposite sides of the room in pairs, and upon
meeting, after salutations of the two agreed
upon, would begin making known to each
other the friends accompanying them, the
boy saying, “Allow me, Miss ary, to pre-
sent to you my friend, Mr. Smith. Mr. 8mith
iss Jones," "After Miss Mary had en to
#’re.ngmuh she would in turn introduce her

These exeroises, trivial as t esord
may seem, the Vice-Preaident g: tgo 003;215
eracy says, “were offgreat use to raw ooun-
try boyms and girls, removing their nvkwurg-
:xeﬁeug;l ﬁr‘::qu.etnt :hﬁm and “tho painful

Vi
dread ohpponringrtdlculou-.'“ L

Club Cocktails
=>4 |

A Bottled Delight,

HERE is always something lack<

ing in vor of a made-by-

¢ guesswork cocktail. CLUB COCK-

TAILS are the only ect cocktails.

A mixed-to-measure blend of rare old

g g oy Vbl

in tlavor, t, clous, & 8

a CLUB COCKTAIL 1s a m

drink than any chance-mixed cocktail
possibly could be.

7“5&& At oll good dealers. Maoe
hattan (whiskey base) and Martind
i favorites,
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soalped
the old Injin chief Cornplanter,
2 old Inj reig

HE SKULL OF
LONG WOLF

And the Tale of the Lame Man's
Grandfather, Which Lacked
" Affidavits.

“On one of my trips up State,” said John
Gilbert, the travelling groveryman, *I was
passing along the road on the bank of the
Chemung River when an-odd looking ob-
ject on & rustio bracket at the side of a
farmhouse door, near the roadside, at-
tracted my attention. It was a skull, grim
and grinning. oy

“A reputable looking old man with patri-
archal whiskers and quite lame in one leg
came out of the house as I sat in my wagon
gazing at that ourious doorway decoration,
and I said to him:

“Why, that's a human skull there,
isn't it?

“‘No," replied the old man. 'It's an!| the

Injin's sheull.! s

. “He; took .the skull down from ita.place |/
i the bracket and limped out:o where 1 |
a4t ip the wagom, to give' me inspeo- |

tion of it, and while he was-explaining to
me the difference, as he called it, between.
an Indian's skull and a human skull 1
noticad a small hole in the middle of this
one's forehead.

“Yes,' the old man said, putting his
finger in the hole, ‘that's a bullet hole, I
don't know just how old this skull was
before it got to be a skull and was only a
head on an Injin's shoulders, but it's been
a skull now somethin' over a hundred and
twenty-five years. .

“‘The feller that carried that skull around
on his shoulders when it was a head was
one of Brant's hig chiefs, Long Wolf. 1
can't seay just why they called him that, as
he wasn't particularly long, although he
was wolf “enough, I've heerd my grand-
father say.

“‘But I must put the skull back on its
shelf, for Dicky'll be back pretty soon and
he'd think 1 was gettin' & dicker now
for sure, not findin’ his house on its foun-
dation.’

“The old man took up the skull and limp-
ing back to the bracket replaced it there.
Then he limped toward me again, but be-
fore he had come all the way a red squirrel
came frisking acroes the yard from a grove
at one side of it, and whisking up the door
post disappeared into the interior of the
skull through one of the eye holes.

“'That's Dicky,' said the old man, and in
response to a peculiar little chirping whistle
he gave, the red equirrel thrust its head out
of one of the eye cavities in the skull, and
seeing the old man standing at the roadside
frisked down the post and over to him, and
climbed to his shoulder, where it sat gazing
at me ouriously for a moment. Then it
went sourrying back to the skull.

“‘Just got it back on its shelf in time,’
said the old man, ‘or Dicky 'd been sure I
was diokerin', and he'd been hoppin' mad.
Yes. That hole in the middle of the fore-
head was put there by a bullet while the
skull was still a livin' head on an Injin, as
I've heerd my grandfather tell, often and
often.’

“The old man glanced back at the skull,
and | ventured to ask him if his grandfather
had fired the bullet that made the hole in the
ocentre of the big Indian’s forehead.

“‘My grandfather,' said he, coming to the
side of my wagon and resting on his cane,
‘was a sojer in the Revolution, and fit at
Baldwin's Creek. This Long Wolf was in

the Injin band that cleaned out the Cherry
Valley settlements, and was one of the head
butchers in a lot more of massacres that I
don't know about, but which my grand-
father used to tell lots of things about, as
I've heerd him time and time ag'in. And
here is one of 'em in partio’lar.

“‘One time the Injins, with Long Wolf at
their head, attacked the Harpersfi settle-
ments in Delaware ocounty. There was

uite a few friendly Injins around there
en, and Long Wolf took a young squaw
belongin' to 'em and wked and
her. She was the squaw of a son of

young Corn ter and Lon

Wolf was_the t.teme kind of anemiu‘,
and Long Wolf killed and soal the squaw
for nothin' else in the world but to spite
oung Cornplanter, whom my !nndhther
{novod well. No,' said the old man, com-
Inanbwk to m uery, ‘my grandfather
didn't fire the bullet that e the hole
in Long Wolf's skull. I've & notion to
tell you how that happened.'

L red squirrel came out and sat in
front of his uncanny home, scolding and
ohattering away, mingly directing his
tirade at the old man,

* “Tain't becausa I've got a notion to
tell you how that hole hspg:nod to git
in the forrid of that skull that Dicky is
muﬂn’ m?d“" h'n‘t‘d tg%‘o{d m?tl ‘He

ot an fdea t me! 'm n'
a dl&or with you involvin' the goin' .““P
from here of that home of his'n, and he's
givin' e a piece of his mind about.it.
or

he always has his sus-
matter is, I've been
din' a pretty stiff figger on it, and ao—
but as you asked me if
put that bullet hole in the
no, he didn't, I've a notion to tell you how
d I guess I will.'

rrel peeped out of the skull and
old man for a min
and when he quit and went baok the old

4 iwhy. the suspectin’ litle critter ought
Y, the n

to know that from the figger I've al
8ot om it there ain’t no danger of his ha
the roof sold from. over his head!
think he knowed how that bullet hole got
in it and ho!»w that made dickerin’ for it

ter didn't know nothin’

and scalpin’ of his squaw

le after it was d
di of

grandfather said he swore
spirite and happy huntin’
ds there was that he'd be even with
Wolf before he died, and that nothin’

make him even but the life and
that murderin’ chief. .
, by and by young Cornplanter

ell.':ﬂorﬁo

chance and
lavin® there for

happened; an

“‘You
about the killin

Bo IR e

t , and didn't come back
part of the sountry for a good many
In the fall of 1800, accordin’
grandfather’'s recollection of it, and I
seen a livin' man that had a longer recollec-
tion than grandfather had, young n-
lanter appeared at his house—this vemy
ouse, only fixed up consider'ble.
““Tony," says young Cornplanter, my
andfather's name bein' Anthony, but he
in' knowed everywhere as Fightin' Tony.
“Tony,” says young Cornplan Co
planter killed Long Wolf, time of Baldwin's
Cornplanter want to find

knowed that

andfather alwa:
ornplanter had killed Lon
but he didn't know where he done i
went along with Corn
the river, and ti
where he had po
and kickin' roun

planter down alop
in soon found the s
tt'l:e h‘Smoc. chief ove':’.
e leaves come
the skeleton. Cornplanter kicked the loknull
‘'way out into the woods, and stamped the
bones to powdc'!e{h
: ndfather went and picked
had ahhole right in 3 hu e
where young Cornplanter's
bullet had slid in when the skull
on the shoulders of the s
“M: dfather

to neet in and

big Injin chief,
in the Tamily for the b
or the 'y
uirrels to live in ever since.
it now for better'n three
from the way he jaws and cuts
olks comes and
know he must somehow
how it got that bullet hole in the forrid,
to, makin’ it worth while |
onto it fer dickerin’,
1 was goin' to—'
used, for the red squirrel
o ull k:gd‘llote:;
its ear coo owa!
grove frisked down the post and scam
o 5 aat dcion e
L) y knows stiff figger I've
on it,’ exclaimed the old man, =:°l.bo ol
disappeared In the grove, ‘and he
got no idee that l'n:’ glgltn' to llt::kde ’lt oon-
an you e it, else
* skited off like that.
“‘Now’s your chanoe.

ooks it over,

who it belon
to e

I'm shadin’ the
. A rgllo dmme
at, reek, such as there
ain't another, Long Wolf skull with' a
Cornplanter. bullet in the middl

forrid. Shaded do
and your chanoe
unsuspectin'.’

wn from ten to eight,
while Dioky is away and

I was forced to tell the old man that
I was obliged to sacrifice my opportunity
.S s N Lot S
urg an ou over I conclu
I had made a mistake in not seouring the
and told my friend Doo Tuth
be smiled, though
the 8 saying that he
think I had, I am almost convinced that
rhaps there is an impression prevailing
that community that the lame old man's
grandfather's tale of the Lon
and the Cornplanter bullet w.
in more ecteem thereabouts if afew affidavits
It begins to look that

From the wa
mlnneroll{l

g Wolf skull
held

went ;long.witb it.

TREE A MONUMENT.

It Marks the Grave of an Admirer of
Presldent Jackson.

Salem correspondence Philadelphia Record.

In the Baptist graveyard at Canton, near
here, lies the body of an old Revolutionary
soldier named James Sayres. A rude, un-
lettered sandatone marks his
a more conspicuous monument is a large
hickory tree the trunk of which, three feet
from the ground, measures 615 inches in cir-

James Sayres was an ardent sdmirer of
Andrew Jackson, so often called “0Old Hick-
ory " from the character of being 8o unbending
in any cause which he believed to be right.
Mr. Sayres always wore a sprig of hick@ry
on his breast on “training days,” and before
he died directed that a hickory tree be
planted on his grave. This was done, and
after the tree attained proportions deemed
unsuitable to adorn a grave it was dug up.
Another (ree sprang from the roots left In,
and this in time was also dug up.

When &' third tree appeared, with a per-
sistenoy in a good cause worthy of emulation,
relatives of the deceased directed that it be

ok F, R0G% shay by Fow s g

o it R i e U v
hﬁ' e dece 'm-'f'em

IF MR. GNAGG WERE BUTSINGLE

AN EARLY MORNING SOLILOQUY
IN HOT WEATHER.

He Considers the Wisdom of the Fellows
Whe Don't Get Married snd Entertalns
Mrs. Gnags With an Account of What
He Has te Put Up With in His Home.

Mr. Gnagg, awakening very early after a
night of fitful sleep, squirmed and wriggled
and coughed until Mrs. Gnagg was' aroused
£ 'om slumber too. Then he regaled her with
s:agonable observations, in part as follows:

Huh! You're awake, are you? How you
can sleep as you do I don't know. I'll bet
you oould sleep on an unpainted tin roof
at high noon of one of thess eimsling days
without once -turning- over. You're won-
ders, that's what you women are. :

I've just been thinking, tossing around
here, about what crafty mugs these fellows

are thet don't get married’ Whee, bat

' o the wise.ol awiel i o ghid
mwdxwt right 1.; ;

around
Mm& the Boardwalk at Atlantio City,

17joshing 'the old frumps that consider 'em
i eligibles for their daughters up in the Cats-

kills, having a bully, unenoumbered, cool
time of it at the summer resorts all over
.the country, with no one to bother or hinder
'em, nobody to report to, nobody to have
to get home to on the minute or stand fora
row or the weeps, and all that great stuff,
while I—

Oh, I'm just rolling around here, waiting
for the minute to pop for me to hop up and
swallow a cup of bum coffee and then bolt
off to work! That's me. That's what I
get out of life. I'm just the good old hawss
Dobbin that brings in the stuff and has to
walk the chalk line and do things on the
minute or else have the diokens raised
with me all the time.

I'm one of the dished ones, one of the
shelved propositions, that's what I am,
and I guees I might just as well make up
my mind to it now as any other time. When
a fellow is pinhead enough to get his neck
in the matrimonial noose, why, then it's
up to him to stand the gaff, and I guess
maybe I'm not standing for it!

Living in a dinky flat, hotter'n Topbet,
and never getting anywhere without having
to drag the whole works along—oh, I knew
a heap when I rigged things this way for
myself, didn't I?

And if T took you along with me in an
attempt to get away from this devilish
heat, why, what recreation would there be
in that for me? I know evérything you're
going to eay before you so much as open
your mouth.

Oh, stop that, will you! T haven't said
that you were stupid or thiok - headed,
I only said that we're together—strapped
together—s0 blamed much that I know
all of your ideas by heart, and what & man
needs is a little bunch of somebody else's
ideas onoe in & while, doesn't he? I tell
you what, the people that say that married
folks ought to get away from each other
for a oertain portion of each year—they
know what they're talking about.

How's that? Don't I think that a woman
feels occasionally as if she'd like to get
away from the flat too? There you go
again! Didn't I suggest two long months
ago that you'd have the bulliest time of
your life if you'd only go out to Ohio and
see your folks, and didn’t you almost bite
my head off for suggesting that? By jinks,
you talk as if you positively despised your
folks anyhow! Every time I salip in so
much as a word of suggestion that you
rattle out there to the farm and see your
people, why you flare up as if somebody
waé trying to put up a job on you to send
you to jail,

But to get back to the foxiness of these
chaps that just give the merry ha-ha to the
soheming girls that try to ensnare them
into matrimony—the more I think of those
smart guys the more I admire 'em, and
that's the truth. They appreciate and
they keep that inestimable proposition,
namely and to wit, freedom.

They can't see this thing of being at
somebody else’'s beck and call. Doggone
‘ern, they're just as free as little birdies
on a brier bush, and maybe they don't
know i{t! When one of 'em comes to me,
laughing in his slesve all the time, and
tries to spin that tommyrot about how
lucky the fellows are that've got domestio
hearths of their own and all like that I
feel like telling 'em that they belong in
vaudeville—they're too good at the comedy
business to waste it in private life.

I'd like to know what I get out of life,
anyhow, come to look it gver. Something
to eat and a place to sleep—that's all. And
1 oould have that if I was only earning $10
a week and alone.

And what do you ocare? Not & oent's
worth! ' You're only half listening to me
right now. B et ikt S L e
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than she does for last.y

where, anyhow, and you
your eyes open?

earlier around bere

‘What time doss that inférnal

of morgings, anghow?, -
- Bub? 'O, ‘you're wide

breakfasts than hear me oo
Now, that's a stab that I

kerchief pulled on me.

ventions ever!

cause you acouse me of

whole thing.

do anything you want.

everything's all right!
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How's that? It's only a quu‘tﬂ'.ﬁ'
and you feel sleepy? ' Oh, of course’
feel sleepy. Ypou, always do when

got him, and he's shelved agd stuff
and that's the .end of #" You
least show a half decent regard
I'm saying, instead of lying there
at me like & oat before & grate

How's hat? Oh, you've heard it
before,. have you, apd it- doesti’s lesg
Just oan't- Kes
Lk S i

That's more of the old stuff—as

ki

ish person before breakfast in the mis
that ever I saw in my life, =~ '

Say, can’t we have, bredkfast a little
duripg the hot weather?
maid get here

. 0 awake now, are
you. ‘sud’ you'll prepare some 'breakfast
yourself this morning, seeing that the maid
isn't within miles of the flat yet? Oh,
never mind. Say, if you got breakfast
for me just once, I'd never hear the last of
it. You'd pitch it up to me to the
of my life that I made you work like a gal-
ley alave, and probably you'd ramp around
and tell everybody we know that I wantsi
you to take in washing for a living.

What? You'd rather get a hundrel
mplain 8o much?
shall not tolerate.
Who's complaining? Who's uttered a word
of complaint? I only said—-

Oh, that's it; go on and blubber. Jukt
because, being unable to sleep, I endeavored
to m;oyw :: a little before breakfast
conversation—why, you fall to snifting an
all that. I tell ybu what, most womég
would appreciate having their husbands
ohkiuthemtoal!woperdﬂuoupon
awakening in the morning. But that's all
the appreciation I get—having the hand-

Look here, what's it all about, anyhow? -
Who said anything about being tired o® "
anybody? Well, of all the bedinged in:

All I said was that thess fellows that *
keep out of the matrimonial
what they're about, and here you
imagining abou” nine million things

said and that you must have dreamed '
about while I was talking, for you were '
more than half asleap all the time.

Oh, well, I s'pose I've got to crawl now
and let you walk all over me, simply be- .
1 pioking on 47
whouamsmroffmtl'voonlyg::i :
trying to cut up a little with you. I'm
the fathead for expeoting a woman to have
any sense of humor, anyhow. That's the

harnmknowl

I shouldn't expect a woman to be able to

see the point of a litle badinage. Oh,
well, out out the weeps, won't you, and I'll

There, there, now, forget all that junk,
Who's said a word to you? You'll see my
point of view some of these days, and then
you'll understand. There, there, now, flaz
that wadded handkerchief business, and '
let's have some breakfast. Come on, h

OLD BEAMS FOR ORGAN PIP

Tarning Lumber From Anclent Pabtlo
Building to Account.

From the St. Louis Globe-Democrat. j
“Organ pipes,” says a well known builder, .
of this city, “are made of the best white pine
and the older and better seasoned the wood
the better the guality of tone given out b

“In Germany and England when an old **
public building, such \a8 & churoh, town hall . *
or large structure of any kind, is to be takea
down there is always an organ builder haunt-
ing the place to find out of what wool tha
roof and floor beams are made and if he dis-
covers that they are of wfnlta pine he is ready
to pay almost any reasonable price for them,
provided, of course, théy are in good con-
dition, without knots or nail holes.
that many of these churches and other build-
ings were erected 400 or 300 year
that thro\n‘h forty or fifty decades the woodl
owly drying and hardenin

it has reached a condition which from
gu\ builder’s point of view Is perfection
e takes home to his factory,
covering them in transit with tarpaulips,

his pipes with perfect confidence that
t of the old organs.of Europe, that ia. -

fr?‘m modern Instruments, and althouwgh the
skill of the toner s now lessening the
::: between new pipes and those

ssasoned by long use,
difference between the old organs an
new, just as there is between violins
now and th‘t:: Caamonl instraments that have

m
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