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A  C O M E D Y  O F  E R R O R S .

BY H E L E N  F O R R E S T  G R A V ES.

Squire Puckenham  was very angry. 
l3eiug a m em ber of the  cbtirclt, be 
didn’t swear. But be slamm ed the 
kitchen door so v io lently  when be 
came in tha t K eturah , bis wife, com 
prehended at once th a t som ething was 
wrong.

“ Dear me, A bram ,” said she m ildly, 
looking up from the apples she was 
slicing for pun-dowdy, “ there  a in ’t no 
occasion to  take the door off its 
hinges! ’V in t’-, the tro u b le  now?” 

“ I t ’s Betsey B rigg»!” answ ered the 
squire, seating b im selr, with some 
vehemence, on a cushioned chair. 
“ The airs th a t c ree tu r  gives herself 
exceed ev ery th in g !”

“ A irs?” said Mrs. Packenkam . I  
didn’t know as them  was Betsey 
Briggs’ weaknesses. ”

“ I  dunno wlmt yo u ’ll call i t ,” said 
the squire. “ She was out in the gar
den p ickin’ peas, au’ I  je s t hollered  to 
her, as I  come by, to see if she’d be 
willin' to en te rta in  the  sewin’ society 
at her house next T hursday. And, if 
you’ll believe me, she d id n ’t say a 
word—neither yes nor n o !”

“ W ell, I  n ev e r!” said Mrs. Pack- 
enham. “ B u t,”  w ith a gentle  desire 
for extenuation, “ you m ustn’t  forget, 
Abram, th a t Betsey B riggs is near
sighted.”

“ T hat don’t  p reven t her h earin ’, 
does it ? ” the squ ire  dem anded, 
sharply.

“ I  d idn’t  th in k  o’ th a t ,” said meek 
M ra Packenham , rejecting  a golden 
sum m er apple, which had a b ru ise  on 
its mellowest side. “ B ut I ’m quite  
sure Betsey d idn ’t m ean no harm . 
Betsey never does.”

“ I  dunno how th a t may be ,” said 
the squire, m orosely, “ bu t I  do know 
I  shan’t pu t myself ou t to speak to her 
ag’in, unless she sees fit to apolo
g ize.”

“ I can’t make it  out a t a ll ,” said 
Mrs. Packenham , slowly shaking her 

head.
Miss C arter was the  next person 

who stopped a t the P ackenham  house. 
She was a spart* female, whose exact 
age, like th a t of the obelisk, was 
w rapped in m ystery, and she was a 
book-agent of the m ost rab id  type 
and deadly execution.

“ P ’raps yo u ’d liko to subscribe to  
the H ousekeeper’s W eekly V isitor, 
Mis’ Packenham ?” said she, rounding  
off her sentences w ith a p rodigious 
sniff.

“ Wal, n o ,” said Mrs. Packenham . 
“ W e aren ’t,m uch o’ readers here.

“ Or maybe your husband would 
like to take a copy of the ‘Ten Lead- 
iug American P a tr io ts? ’ ” suggested 
Miss C arter, s trugg ling  w ith her ca
tarrhal difficulty.

“ Abram don’t read  n o th in ’ bu t the 
new spapers,” said Mrs. Packenham . 
“ H is eyesight a in ’t what it  was.” 

“ W ho’s your neighbor down under 
the h ill?” sharp ly  in te rru p ted  Miss 
C arter. “ Ju s t  beyond the brook, 
where the bridge is ou t of re p a ir? ” 

“ H er name is B riggs,” said Mrs. 
Packenham — “ B etsey B rig g s.”

“ Well, whoever she is ,” snorted  
Miss C arter, “ she hasn’t no m ore m an
ners than  a mooly cow. N ot to notice 
me, even, and me 6tandin’ there, 

talkin’ myself hoarse to her. N ot even 
to tu rn  her head to look a t me !” 

“ Dear, d e a r!” said Mrs. P acken 
ham, “ th a t’s very strange ! B etsey’s 
a dreadful sociable creetu r. That 
don’t 6eem like her a b it .”

“ W ell, th a t don’t signify ,”  said Miss 
C arter, seating herself, and opening 
her leather packet. “ But I ’d just like 
you to look at a few recent publica
tions I ’ve got h e re .”

“ Oh, don’t troub le  to show ’em to

the Rev-
at sister 
how she 
have of-

m e!” said Mrs. Packenham ,apprehen
sively. “ I  ha in ’t no m oney to buy, 
no time to read ; and the churn in’s be
h indhand th is m oru iu’, und I ’ve got 
soft-soap to m ake.”

“ I t  won’t take a m in u te ,”  persuas
ively argued Miss C arter.

And she sat two m ortal hours in the 
squ ire’s k itchen and made Mrs. P ack 
enham  subscribe to the H ousekeeper’s 
W eekly V isitor for a term  of th ree 
years before she departed.

“ Betsey Briggs m anaged her the 
best way,” groaned  Mrs. Packenham , 
as she looked iuto the recesses of her 
em pty pocket book. “ W hat will 
Abram say?”

The clergym an, a slender dyspeptic 
young man of six-and-tw enty, stopped 
a t the garden gate to give sister 
Briggs a friend ly  goo 1 a fternoon  th a t 
day, bu t she d id no t re tu rn  his polite 
greeting . He repeated  it a little  
louder and still she took no note of 
his spectacled gaze and his new silk 
hat.

“ I hope I haven’t offended her in 
any way,” said Mr. Sw eetlands to 
himself, and he tried  to th ink  back to 
the sentences of his last serm on about 
gossips and m eddlers.

“ I  don’t th ink  I  said an y th ing  which 
she could, by any possib ility  apply to 
herself. Miss B riggs—Miss Briggs, I 
say .”

He waited a m inute or so for a re 
ply, which did no t com e; then  he 
sighed and walked on.

“ These single sisters arc perhaps a 
trifle difficult to m anage,” said he. 
“ But doubtless experience will sm ooth 
my pathw ay in tim e .”

And, na tu ra lly  enough,
Mr. Sw eetlands stepped in 
Packenham ’s to ask her 
thought he could possibly 
fended Miss Betsey Briggs.

And just as he was detailing  in 
Mrs. Packenham ’s puzzled ears the 
tale of his perplexity , a stou t elderly  
man, with a sea-faring aspect, rapped  
at the door with a knobby stick.

“ Ahoy, th e re !” said captain  Giles 
Gilliloe. “ I  hope I  a in ’t in tru d in ’, 
bu t these is all strange waters to me. 
I ’ve just hailed a ne ighborin ’ craft. 
Betsey B riggs by name, and she don’t 
lower no signals. P ’raps I ’ve sighted 
the w rong coast ?”

“ Miss Briggs lives a t the next 
house,’’Mrs. Packenham  said. “ T h a t’s 
tru e  enough .”

“ I ’m her cousin ,” said captain Giles 
Gilliloe. “ She has invited  me to 
moor my craft in these p arts for 
awhile, bu t I  a in ’t  used to heave an 
chor along side o ’ them  as don’t speak 
to me civil. And I hope I ’ve made 
my log-book c lea r .”

“ I  really  can’t account for i t ,” said 
Mrs. Packenham , with a troub led  ex
pression of countenance. “ Set down, 
cap’n Gilliloe, I ’ve often heard her 
speak of you, and I ’m sure she w ouldn’t 
in tend  any incivility. Set down and 
have a chat w ith Mr. Sweetlands, our 
m inister, and I ’ll step  over to B etsey’s 
a t once and see what all th is m eans.” 

The sun had gone down in the crim 
son bluze which belongs only to Ju ly  
skies—a soft, pu rp ling  tw iligh t was 
b rooding over the swamp meadow, 
and the orange lilies glowed m ysti
cally in the apple orchard, as Mrs. 
Packenham  hu rried  tow ard the old 
Briggs hom estead, whose chim ney 
stack rose out of a w ilderness of tall 
lilac bushes. There, sure enough,w as 
Miss Betsey in the vegetable garden, 
her sunbounet flapping in the evening 
breeze, bu t just as Mrs. Packenham  
laid her hand on the latch of the 
picket gate, Bowse, farm er P o n d ’s big 
red bull, knocked his horns against a 
weak spot in the adjacent pasture fence 
and came thund erin g  iu to  tho iuclos. 
ure with his ta il in tho air, his huge 
head lowered alm ost to the  ground  
and a low -m uttered note of defiance 
b rea thed  th rough  his th rea ten in g  nos

trils.
“ La, m e,” cried  Mrs. Packenham , 

“ th ere ’s that b ru te  loose again ! And 

not a man in s ig h t! And Betsey 
Bri ggs w ith her red caliker gown on. 
She’ll be k illed as sure as the world. 
Oh, dear, oh, d e a r !”

As the reflection eddied th rough  
her m ind, the  anim al made an in tim 

ated charge tow ard  the figure darkly  
outlined against tho hedge of silver- 
green pea-vines, u tte rin g  a savage 
bellow as he rushed past, and Mrs. 
Packenham  hurried , screaming, down 
the hill.

“ Abram ! Mr. Sw eetlands! Cap’n 
G illiloe!” she shouted. “ H e lp ih e ip !  
Oh, why don’t som ebody come? P a r 
mer P on d ’s Bowse has knocked poor 
Betsey Briggs down iu to  the  pea-vine 
and is a-go riu ’ her awful! H elp ! help ! 
help! She’ll be killed as sure us the 
world! H elp! h e lp !”

Ju s t as she burst into tho door at 
the end of the kitchen, the  opposite 
one opened, and  in w alked—Betsey 
B riggs herself, cool, calm  and com
posed, with a veil folded nea tly  over 
her dove-colored silk  hat, and a trav 
eling bag in her hand.

Mrs. Packenham  sat down and be
gan to laugh and cry  h y ste rica lly ; 
Mrs. Sw eetlands opened his pale blue 
eyes like watery m oons; the  squire 
s ta re d ; Captain Gilliloo held out his 
two brown hands and waved a fore
castle welcome.

Miss Betsey looked around  in gentle 
astonishm ent.

“ Dear m e!”  said she. “ W hat is 
the m atter? W hat is everybody look
ing a t me so for? How d ’ye do, 
cousin Giles? W hy don’t you go on 
to the house? I  th o u g h t you  was 
coinin’ to make me a v is it!”

“ I —I  don’t make ou t th is here 
reckonin’ a t a ll ,” said captain Gilliloe, 
scratching his puzzled head. “ Som e
how the wrong signals have been 
swung out. B ut i t ’s all r ig h t now— 
aye, aye, it’s all r ig h t now! The fig
ure-head of the Betsey B riggs can’t be 
mistook. ”

“ I ’ve just been up to A lbany ,” ex
plained Miss Betsey, “ to order a new 
parlo r carpet. I  went up yesterday, 
and come down on the evening tra in  ; 
an d —”

“ But, B etsey ,” cried  Mrs. Packen
ham, clu tching spasm odically at her 
friend ’s arm, “ who is th a t in y o u r  
back g arden—gath erin g  peas, yon 
know ? F o r as true  as you live and 
breathe, farm er P o n d ’s Bowse has 
tram pled her to death  by th is tim e .” 

“ T h a t!” said Miss Betsey. “ Oh, 
th a t’s my wire dummy, as I had when 
I  worked at the dressm akin’ trad e!  I  
just dressed it  up in some of my old 
clothes, as a k ind  of scarecrow -like,to  
keep the pigeons fro in stealing the 
green peas r ig h t ou t of my pods. 
T hey’re the sauciest cree tu rs in all 
the world. W hy, you d id n ’t never 
take it for a live person d id you? ”

And everybody laughed the more 
heartily  as th e ir folly became appar
ent to them.

“ I  declare to goodness I  was clean 
ou t of my la ttitu d e  and long itu d e ,” 
said the sea captain with a chuckle.

“ A ppearances are deceitfu l,”  said 
m ild Mr. Sweetlands, rubb ing  his 
hands.

“ I  won’t believe my own eyes 
ag’in ! ” shouted  the squire.

And then they  all th ree  went to 
drivo the b e llig eren t bull ou t of Miss 
B riggs’ vegetable garden, and to patch  
up  the defective p ickets in the fence, 
and Miss Betsey herself sa t down to 
drink  a com fortable ciqa of tea  with 
Mrs. Packenham .

“ F o r I ’m sure I need one after all 
I ’ve been th ro u g h ,” said the squ ire’s 
wife.

“ W ell I declare ,”  said sym pathetic 
Miss Betsey, “ it m ust ha’ been a tria l. 
I  won’t never p u t th a t dum m y out 
ag’in .”—S aturday  Night.

Derailed by a Buzzard.
As the mail tra in  on the Pensacola 

and A tlantic division of the L ouisville 
& Nashville railway was bow ling along 
between Bonifay and Gary ville, F la ., 
some heavy object struck  the head 
light, sm ashing the glass and kn o ck 
ing the bu rner off the lamp. Tho oil 
caught fire, and in an in stan t the 
front of the engine was in flames.

The engineer was alarm ed, and re* 
versed the lever so suddenly  th a t the 
cars bum ped together with g rea t force, 
in ju ring  several passengers and de
railing  the engine.

By hard work the flames were ex 
tinguished and then the engine wai 
examined. I t  was found th a t a b u z 
zard had struck the headlight and 
caused the trouble. The bird  was 
found wedged in the headlight, with 
its feathers burned  off and thoroughly 
cooked. The accident cost the  rail-
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THE NOBODY MAN.

I  w a lk e d  o n e  d a y . a  lo n g , lo n g  w ay ,

D o w n  to  T o p s y -T u rv y  T o w n ,

W h e re  i t ’s  d a y  a ll  n ig h t ,  a n d  i t 's  n ig h t  a ll 

d a y —

I n  th e  L a n d  o f U p s id e  D o w n .

A n d  w h o  d o  y o u  th in k  w as w a lk in g  r o u n d ?

Im a g in e  i t  if y o u  c a n  ;

I n  th e  l a n d  of U p s id e  D o w n  I  fo u n d  
T h e  N o b o d y  M an  !

H is  h e a d  w a s  b o w e d , a n d  ho  g r o a n e d  a lo u d , 

W ith  th e  b u r d e n  th a t  h e  b o re  ;

M isd e e d s  a n d  m ish a p s , a  w o n d e r fu l  c ro w d , 

T ill  th e r e  se e m e d  n o  ro o m  fo r  m o re .

“ A n d  w h y  a r e  y o u  so  h e a v ily  ta s k e d ,

O n  su c h  a n  u n e q u a l  p la n  ?”

A s I  s a t  o n  a  w a y s id e  s e a t ,  I  a s k e d  

T h e  N o b o d y  M an.

H e  s a t  h im  n ig h  w ith  a  d o le fu l s ig h ,

A n d  h e  sa id  : “ I t  n e e d s  m u s t  be  ;

W h a t ‘N o b o d y ’ d o e s  a t  h o m e  so  s ly  

I s  s h o u ld e re d  h e re  by  m e,

T h e  s lip s  a n d  m ish a p s  t h a t  a re ,  s o o n  o r  la te .

D e n ie d  b y  th e  c a re le s s  c la n .
I n  th e  L a n d  o f U p s id e  D o w n  a ll  w e ig h t  

T h e  N o b o d y  M a n .”

H e  p a s se d  a lo n g  w ith  a  d o le fu l so n g ,

T h is  o v e rb u rd e n e d  w ig h t,

A n d , b o w e d  w ith  th e  w e ig h t  o f o th e r  fo lk ’s 

w ro n g ,

H e  h o b b le d  o u t  o f s ig h t  ;

A n d  I  d o n 't  u n d e r s ta n d  h o w  i t  a ll  c a n  be,
O r  w h y  h e  s h o u ld  h e a r  th is  b an ,

B u t—w ell, ’tw a s  a  w o n d e r fu l  t h in g  to  se e  
T h e  N o b o d y  M an  !

— W in th ro p  P a c k a rd ,  in  S t. N ic h o la s .

T H E  E SK IM O S.

Eskim os live in the far north . They 
Wear furs and skins to keep them  
warm. They get these furs and skins 
from  the anim als which they catch. 
T heir houses or huts are bu ilt of snow 
and ice, as they  cannot get any wood, 
for trees will no t grow in the frozen 
ground. I t  is very cold there all the 
tim e, and the sun for m onths is 
never seen. Even in sum m er they 
see ice many feet high ; they  eat the 
flesh of the anim als which they  catch 
as they  can raise no vegetable for the 
ground  is frozen all the tim e ; the E s 
kim os d rink  oil and eat fat ; they eat 
m ost of th e ir food raw ; the  oil th a t 
they  get from  the whale they  use for 
th e ir lamps.

They drive dogs for horses aud use 
sleds for wagons, aud go a long jo u r 
ney across the ice and snow.

Are the Eskim os idle? N o ; they  
are no t idle for they  hun t aud  fish 
m ost of the time.

The men aud women dress very 
much alike ; they wear two suits ut 
fur, one made with the fur side in and 
the o th er with the fu r side o u t .— 
T ren ton  (N . J. )Am erican.

woodchuck. At alm ost the same in 
stan t Z ip withdrew his litad  from the 
wall and fixed his teeth  in the gam e; 
aud then began a strugg le for su
prem acy, each dog evidently  se tting  
ui» a claim for the woodchuck.

‘Rover, on the o th er side, with his 
head in the wall, was so eagerly en 
gaged th a t he did no t a t once com pre
hend what had occurred ; then  it 
flashed upon him, and he sprang upon 
the wall and for a m om ent looked 
down upon tho strugg ling  dogs,

“ L ike  a w hirlw ind he launched him 
self from  the stones upon the wood
chuck, to re  it  from  the m ouths of the 
o ther dogs and bore i t  off in his 
teeth .

“ I t  happened so suddenly that 
S port aud Z ip d idn ’t know what to 
make of it. They seem ed dazed, and 
looked th is way and th a t as if to as
certain  what had become of the ir 
prey. As for Rover, he d issappeared 
over the brow of a hill, and I  do not 
th in k  the two dogs le f t behind ever 
fairly  realized what became of th a t 
woodchuck. ”

SCIENTIFIC SCRAPS.

DOG S A N D  W O ODCHUCK.

A correspondent sends to the 
Youth’s Companion from  Paris, M e., 
an en terta in ing  sto ry  of th ree  dogs 
aud a woodchuck.

“ Some years ago,” he says, “ I 
owned a dog ,Sport, who was a famous 
woodchuck-hunter. In  tho course of 
one season, when w oodchucks were 
unusually  num erous and troublesom e, 
S port caught twenty-five by actual 
count.

“ One day in Ja n e , when I  was hoe
ing corn, I  heard  a good deal of bark 
ing in an adjoining field, and knew 
p re tty  well what m ust be going on. 
On my wav to the cornfield after diu- 
ner, therefore, I went across lots to 
Bee what Sport was about, and to help  
him a bit, if need be, by rem oving a 
stone or two from the wall in which 
the quarry  had taken refuge.

“ A chorus of excited yelps and 
barks guided me to the spot, and as I 
drew near I  saw that S port had plenty 
of help. Z ip, a neighbor’s dog, was 
on one side of the wall with him, and 
on the o ther side was Rover, a large 
hound.

“ Ail th ree dogs had th e ir noses un 
der the stones, and they were digging 
and m aking the d ir t fly with their 
paws, and bark ing  and yelping as dogs 

will when game is alm ost won. From
w ithin the wail I  heard the wood- 

road several hundred  dollars a n d jra f -  ; ehuck>8 pecullar) de tiaa t whi„tlfc

“ J u s t  as I  approached, S port
jum ped back and dragged io r th  tae

G R E A T  GRAND M A M M A S R E M IN ISC E N C E S .

“ W hen I  hear you child ren  talk  so 
much about tho wonders, of the kine- 
toscope, the horseless carriage aud the 
X ray s,” rem arked a certain  g reat 
grandm am m a the o ther day, “ I  can’t 
help bu t th ink  of the m any years ago 
when I  w»s a little  g irl aud news came 
to us one day th a t som ebody had in 
vented a new sort of wagon th a t in 
stead of being draw n by horses or 
mules or oxen ran  all by itself. Of 
course it sounded like a fairy  story , 
just ns if they had to ld  mo th a t the 
magic carpet in tho Arabian N ights 
liad been suddenly d iscovered rolled 
away in som ebody’s attic, bu t we were 
assured th a t it was really  true. There 
was som ething about steam  connected 
with the m ysterious ca rriag e ; it e ither 
ran by it, or under it or w ith it, or 
som ething, we w eren ’t quite sure 
which. W hen they  explained i t  to us 
children , people always added ‘I t ’s 
upon the same princip le as tho tea 
kettle, you know ,’ and a lthough we 
d idn ’t know in the least what the 
‘p rinc ip le’ was, we did know what a 
tea kettle  was and wo accordingly 
p ictu red  to ourselves a freakish vehicle 
shaped like a tea kettle, spout, handle 
and all, from which issued a white 
banner of steam, aud which ‘sung’ 
upon occasion.

In  what p a r t of th is new wagon peo
ple wore to ride we d id n ’t under
stand, b u t supposed th a t they  were 
stowed away inside somewhere, like 
the G reek soldiers in the wooden horse 
that our h istory  book bad made so 
fam iliar to us. Ju s t how the strange 
carriage upon the same princip le as 
the tea kettle  was able to movo we 
were to tally  unaware. Tea kettles 
never m oved; they stood still in one 
place upon the stove where they  were 
put. I t  took a ' good stre tch  of the 
im agination to fancy them  or any
th ing  like them  galloping along m uch 
faster than  anybody could walk— 
faster, indeed, it  was said, than  a 
horse could go. The grow n-ups said 
that thero were narrow  rails upon 
which tho strange carriage run ,w here
upon wo p ictu red  all our country  
roads and lanes ornam ented with these 
things. I t  all sounded very im practi
cal to us, however, as it  did to many 
of the grow n-ups for th a t mutter. I  
rem em ber my father saying w ith much 
em phasis: ‘W ell, th e re ’s one thing, 
th is new-fangled locomotive, or w hat
ever they  call it, can never supersede 
the stage coach.’ ” “ Locom otive!” 
cried one of the little  listeners. “ W hy, 
great-grandm am m a, do you mean to 
say th a t you’re ta lk ing  about railw ay 
tra in s?” “ Yes,” rep lied  g rea t-g rand 
mamma, “ when I  was a little  g irl the 
locomotive was ju st as m uch of a nov
elty to me as the X rays are to  you to* 
dav .” — New York Sun.

T here is only one sudden death  
among women to eighty among men.

Dr. F. Shue says thero are fo rty  va
rie ties of edible tu rtle s  in the U nited  
States.

The planet M ars resem bles the 
earth  m ore closely than  any o ther of 
tho solar systems th a t wo know any
th in g  about.

A tricycle has been fitted with two 
Maxim guns, each weighing twenty- 
five pounds and capable of firing 600 
shots a m inute. Tho m achine carries 

1,000 rounds of am m unition.

Astronom ers calculate th a t the sur
face of the earth  contains 31,625,625 
squaro miles, of which 23,814,121 
are water and 7,811,504 are land, tho 
water thus covering are about seven- 
ten ths of the  e a rth ’s surface.

T rees are the g rea t w ater lifters. 
Tho wise men tell us th a t an oak tree 
of average size, w ith seven hundred  
thousand leaves, lifts from  tho earth  
into the air about 123 tons of water 
during  the five m ouths it d isplays its 
foliage.

I t  is said tha t in consequence of ex
perim ents with the R oentgen rays, en 
abling the reading of the con ten ts of 
le tte rs ,a  B erlin  obem ist is experim ent
ing with a substance for tho m anu
facture of envelopes which will bo 
im pervious to tho rays.

The observations of Alva C lark and 
Percival Lowell in A rizona have in 
creased the num ber of canals visible 
on Mars from 79 to 183, all in geome
trical proportions. The seas un d er 
these observations have tu rned  to 
p rairies and the lakes to oases.

The air is clear a t A requipa, Peru . 
F rom  the observatory a t th a t plaoe, 
8,050 feet above the  sea, a black Bpot, 
one inch in diam eter, placed on a 
white disc, has been seen on M ount 
C barchani, a distance of eleven miles, 
th rough  a th irteen-inch  telescope.

Tho new collector for supplying 
cu rren t to overhead wires for tro lley  
cars is so constructed th a t it  cannot 
lose its place on the wire. I t  d isp en 
ses with the overhead wire-switch a l
together, and is said to requ ire  no at
ten tion  from the conductor in passing 
switches or around curves.

E nglish ticket collectors are  now 
supplied with small electric lamps, 
which aro fastened to the ir overcoats, 
the cu rren t being furnished from  a 
m iniature battery  carried  in the 
breast pocket. The new invention  is 
a g rea t im provem ent upon the old- 
fashioned and cum bersom e hand 
lamp.

A ppendicitis,according to professor 
D ieulafoy of Paris, is generally  d u e  
to the progressive form ation of a cal
culus analogous to the Htones form ed 
in the liver aud kidneys. Ho th inks 
his theory  is confirmed by some re 
cent experim ents in which appendici
tis was produced by surgical means in
rabbits.

tic was delayed for rive hours .—PhilA 
delphia limes.

Her Eloquent Language.

“ This house,” said the m aiden ju s t 
from school, “ is really too full of
Jam es Assures.”

“ W ho the Sam H ill is Jam es F ish e r?” 
asked the old man pulling  puzzledly 
at his chin whiskers.

“ W ell jim eraoks th e n .’’'—Indiana
polis Journal.

Missed the Point.

Tho Chicago Record recently  p rin t
ed a sto ry  touching the slowness— 
real or im pu ted—of Englishm en in 
catching the point of a joke. A party  
of traveling  men were ta lk ing  about 
phonographs as they sat a round  the 

hotel fire.
“ I heard an am using story  about an 

old farm er the o ther day ,” said one of 

them .
“ In te re s t always attaches to  the 

doings of tho agricu ltu ra l classes,” 
said the Englishm an, h itch ing  up his 
chair with a look of in terest.

“ The farm er had ju st driven into 
town w ith his m ules to sell a load of 
pum pkins,and  stopped in fron t of the 
phonograph shop.

“ W hat air them fellers do in ’ in 
there  with spout3 in th e ir cars?” he 
asked.

“  ‘Those aro talk ing-m achines,’ ”  
said a man in tho doorway.

“ The farm er was a little  incredu 
lous, bu t finally left his m ules and 

went in.
“ The tubes were placed in his ears, 

he d ropped the  nickel in the slo t,and  a 
brass band began to play.

* “ W hoa,there  1’ shouted the rustic, 
d a rtin g  ou t of the store. “ Them  
m ules of mine won’t stand  no brass 
bau d .’ ”

At first the Englishm an looked 
anxious, as if he expected to  hear the  
rest of the story. T hen suddenly he 
b u rst ou t laughing.

“ G reat joke on the mules, eh?” he 
shouted.


