U may pluntly that Marshall P. Wiider, who died

l s faw days age, mede more theatre-goers (nugh than

any other humorist of the last decade would be
stating the smimple truth. A month ago that statement
might have been looked upon as a press notice, but now
It goes as a tribute to the abllity, perseverance and op-
timism of the little dwarf whose humor has brightened the
whele world. England knew him as well as Amrerica did,
angd’ he toured the giobe seversl times.

He war eminently successful on the stage, and when
sway Trom the footlights he made it his business to keep
everyone arotind him In good humor. At the end of every
isttar, and on svery photograph he avtographed, he never
falled to sign himaelf “Merrily Yours” And he was not
always fesling so merry at that. Nature, as Wilder used to
say himself, was not in particularly good mood when she
* made him. .He was a dwarf and a hunehback and suffered
censiderably Trem physical Ille. But the broad smile never
came off. It was 2¢ if he handed Nature the laugh and
said, “What do | care if you have handicapped me this way.
I'll do mere good and bring more sunshine inte your world
than moat folks upon whom you have lavished your fa-
vors.”

And he did.

He bliled himaelf as “The Prince of Entertainers and the
Entertsiner of Princes” And while some performers took
exceptions 15 that classification, Wilder aiways dellvered
the goods.

You have heard him tell some of thess stories before,
but they will bear repeating.

The Johnny's Point of View.
{CTHERE is a good des! of talk about the Bu;i}jh being siow
1o apprecinte n joke. 1 have not found that €0 be the case
nt all, although one Englishman 4id come 1o me for an explana:
tion after 1 had made the remark that ‘I dreamed one night that
I was dead, but {1 was s0 hot thet 1 woke up”
“T beg your pardém, Mr, Wilder,' he sald, "butl It must be
deuced hot In your country.’
. - .

Afraid He Would.
FRIEKND of lmine was raffling oft & clock. He approached an
Trishman and urgsd bim 1o txke a thance on the timeplece,
“No,” azid the Irishman, “OF'll not take it. Ol hov no use for
a clock and wouldn't ¥now what to do with it Iif O had it."
“0h, never mind,” came the reply to a reassuring voice. “Take
4 chance; you may not get it
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Nat Goodwin Turns the Tables.
’l"m! Hitle laughmaker mede o blg English kit by tellitig &
story that ran like this:

“Oh, ves, that reminda me; the night before 1 left New York
1 went to my phone and reng up Central Ting a ling. “What
tumber® ‘Gimme the Hoffman House bar.' ‘Ting a ling; heilo.”

“‘Hello, is that the Hoffman bar™

“'Yes.' !

“‘ls Mr. Naf Goodwin there?

s ¥

““That's very sirange! Good by "

This lttle tals exeited the British risihlez to the point of
wywterical hilarity. and Marshall never failed to scors with K,
especially If Nat Goodwin wers one of the parly.

The humor of the thing rather palled upon Nat, for one evet-
ing &t the Eccentric Club, Nat's turs as a raconteur preudéﬂ
Marshall's, and our Sambouyan! haired comedizn told a little
story himself

“AMN, yes, thet reminds me. The night before 1 left New York
1 called up Cental on the telephone and ssked for the Holfman

House bar. ‘Ting « ling & ling. Is that the Hofman House bar?
e
** Ia Marshall P. Wilder there?”
“eyes
“*l2 he buring anythicg™
" Yes'

Good by.'"”

*“That's very strange!

He Made the Name Famous. ,

A.\' Engllshman was walking along one of ths principal thor
oughferes of Washington and saw a curly halred old negro
putilng in voal ip one of the celiars of one of the Government

bulldings. The pegro workad awsy In€ustriously
“What 18 your name ™ mneked tha Interested foreigner at length,
The negro bowed in a pleasant war.
“My name's Gesorge Washington, sah, at your sercvice.”
“Washingion, Washington," muttared the forelgner miusing-
lv. “it seemas to ma T have haard that name before.”
“Bhouldn’t wonder, sah,” rejoined tha negro in u delighted tone,
“I'va been hers dolng this sort of thing for the |ast tan vyesrs,”

Sounded Like It.

LABORER who stuttered badiy was arrésted for soma mis-
demeanor gnd was taken before the magistrate,
“Whet {s vour name, prisoner?” asked the indge ssvarslr.
The prisoner screwed up his mouth snd bhegan.
"Sss-seEE N —
Thas wmagistrate broks In.
“1 am asking you whst your pams (5™
Again the yrisoner simrted in.
“B-gg-aaa8tep —
Whereupon the tmagistrate lost his patience and turned to the
policemman who had brought the prisoner in.
“What ig this prisoner ehsarged with, officer?”
The cop salutad and sald,
“Begorra, 01 don"t kenow, but Ol stou{d think it wasgsody water,”

N An Obligation.

ONCE I sitended the Mikado's birthday party. Everybody has

to wear a4 uniform, and If you have no unjform yvou must
wear a piug hat, [ got a hat that came down over my ears.
Had 1o pry it off when it came time fo saluie the Mikado, 1t
remindad me of the story of the fellow who tipped his hat (o a2
pretty girl. His friend said, "Who iz that™

“A.friend of my brother bLe sald, “snd (his {8 my brother's
Bat, 5o I have to tip IL."

ARSHALLP WILDER
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Then Time tfo Stir.

HOMAS EDISON onece sei out to
nvent & perfect coffes machins
saitable to use In campa or an hunt-
ing trips. Asking the advice of a
former gulds ms to the requirements
of such & thing, the man, who was a

Swefle, gava him this recipe:
“I¥er ban only von way (o cook
coffae. Tak von trip into voods up
on Flambean River: bufld fire vid

pilchpine knofs; pul von guart water
pnd two hendful coffee Ir coffee pol.
and ait on cover =0 ghe can't boll
over. Ven cover get toc hot for pants
coffes she done”

- L] -

Complete the llusion.
MATTER of etiquetie will often
puzzle people, llke the young

lady who st = bragkfast party sat’
next o Mr. Joseph Chaate. She had
the misfortune to spill an sgg ou tha
fioor, and was greatly ambarrassed.
“Oh, Mr. Choate,"” sha whispered,
appealing to lils greater experience
In socla]l matters, “what shall I do?
i've dropped an egg on the floor.”

“Well, {f T wera you," said the irr

pressible Mr, Choate, who could nc
resist the apportunity, “if I wers you,
I think I'd cadkle.”

Jokes On Himself.

ANY jokes have been piaved upon me by inth

mate friends. [ remember ¥ibert Hubbard,

the well-known American journalist, once Look me

from Chicago to New York on a balfticket, When

the conductor came round and Elbert handed him

the tickets, he looksd at me, thea st Hubbard, and
exid:

“How old is your son?”

“He s seven, right enough,” answered Hubbard,
and gased out af the window Indifferently.

“He nesds a shave,” ramarked the conduotor, as
he punched the tickels and started on.

Hubbard stopped the comductor. “If you think
the Hitle fellow I8 over age,” he sald, “why don't
you ask me to pay full fare for him? pres

“Wall" he said, “it is like this. 1 thought that -
anyv one who had ss much cheek sz you two havé
shotuld be rewsrdad."

But It was carrying a joke too far, T thought, a!
the time—although It made me chuokle aftarward
—when Elbert walked info the dining car, tled a
napkin under my elin, 1ifted me into a high chair,
and ordered a walter 1o give me & bowl of bread
and milk, while he sat opposite and ordered fried
chicken and everything nice on the bill-offare.

. & »

Not for Him.

ALKING of labor movements and Sociallsm, I Iike that story
about the Irishman who was looking for a job, He saw a
sign in o bookseller’s window, “Porter Wanted,” “That'll just
suit me,” he sald, and entered the shop, when he was confrontad
by another, “Dickens' Works—all this wesk—far 510.”
The irishman resd off the sign without ady stops or commas.
* ‘Dickepa works all this wealk for $10, doss hae? Well, be jabers,
let him. I'm s usion man™

Scotch Treat.

MAN dropped into & cefa one aftermocn and saw his Scolch
friend Sandy standing at the ber Induiging In “s lone one”
He walked up 10 the bar and grested Sandy.
“Wili you Eave another one with me™
*No, thank you,' 'sald Sandy, "but you capn pay for this one
S yeu' willL”

L I

Two for Five.

ARK TWAIN was fond of teiling a story agalnst himself, and
1 think the one which tickiad me most Is a tale of juvenile

woe wiich Mark reiated to 12 soms years ago. | had asked Mark
{f he could remember the first money he had ever ecarnad.

“Yes," he said., "It was at school, and a very painful rerol
Jection it §s. tod. Thera was & rule fn our school that any boy
marking his desk efther with pancil or knife would be chastised
publicly before the whole school or pay & fine of five doliare
Besideas the riule thers was a ruler; T knew 1t beeapsa | had fait
it; It was & darned hard ons, too.

“Ona day 1 had to tell my father fhat T had broken the rule
sud had to pay a fine or take a publlc wnipping, and he sald:

“‘Sami, it would ba too bad to have the name of Ulvmens dis
graced before the whoie school, mo 11l pay the flne. But T don't
want you to losé anything, so come upatairs.’ T went upsialrs
with father, and came down with a bad feellng and thé five dol-
iars, snd decided that as I had besan punished onece and got used
fo i, 1 wouldn't mind taking the other licking at school. So 1
did, and kept the fiva dollara. That was the first money I ever
earned,”

Somebody Left the Door Open.

MERICAN people, I might mention, have &4 very high appra-
ciation of the humor of Englishmen, and hjave been specialiy
tickled by s story my friend. Colonel Cody, med to tell He sald
that some years ago an Epnglishman who hed {never heen in ihe
Weat bafore was his guest. They wera riding through s Rocky
Mountain eagyon one day, when suddenly & themendous gust of
wind came swooping down upen them and aptually carried the
Englishman clear off the wagon seat. Afier e had been picked
up he combed the sand and graval out of his Whiskers and sald:
“} say! Ithink you overdo ventilationjgn this country!”

Copyrigh

Marshall P. Wilder When Somebody
Started to Tell an Old One.

IP18, by the Star Colnpany.
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Wilderisms

It is true that nature put
a couple of feet under me,
but she l=ft a coupie of
feset off at the top.

"The subway is certainly
& great convenlance. It
comes In mighty handy
sometimes. It sliows you
to get to Brookiyn without
being seen.”

Wilder aiways claimed
that it was harder to make
the English mind see the
peint of a story than the
American.,

“For Instance.” ha sald,
1 agver tell them a velled
story @n_Saturday night,
because | do not want
work them too hard <R
Sunday.”

Of course, all of my
stories do not appesl to
everybody, but & fow of my
stories do seem 1o hit
everybody allke, such as
the story about the Iriah-
man who aimed at a bird
and hit a frog. Plcking It
uphe looked aurprised, but
sald:

Well, anyhow, | knocked
the feathery off of It."

At a time when the
Gerry Soclety was particu-
larly active, a friend of
Wilder's saw him hiding
in a doorway In Times
- Square, “I'm “afraid the
S Gerry Society "Il get me”
he expinined.
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When | left schoel the
question was, what wae |
to do. | couldn't be a
arizefighter, so | became a
stenographar,

Couldn’t Lose That.

DARKY who was fighing had a little boy about two ysars
oldl st his side, and as he threw tha line into the water the
little chap fell in miso. The old darky plunged in and brought
out the youngstsr, squeesed him out. and stood him up to dry.

A clargyman who came slong happened Lo sea him, and sald.
"My man., you bave done nobly—you are s hero, You saved

that beov's llfe,”

“Wald,” sald the darkr, “T dida't do thal to sabe his life; ha
had de bait in his pocket.” b

Saved a Lot of Time.

'w‘i-IEN 1 was in Japan and China T went through the prisons

and the courts. Funny sbout the Chinese. Hvery ten
miles vou strike a new dialect. When they arrest 8 Chinamén
It takes three or Toyr nterprétars to find out what his offense
fe. T saw one feliow dragged |n by the gquene. The judge asked
what the chargs was, The first Interpreter told the sscond, the
second told the third, the third toid the fourth, and the fourth
told the judge that the fellow had =tolen s yellow dog.

"Well” sald the judge, “I am glad it was not & black-and-fan”

The Last Speck.

HERE has always been a discussion amoeng the wise ones as
to there being gold in the ocean; in faet, thera have besm

vompanies formed to get |1 out of the ocesn, and thére ara com-
panizs that get gold out of the passengers. Toere is one good
thing abont ocean travel—there is no daost,

Alfter you get through tipplng evervihing from (he rudder to
Lha bowsprit, you are entirely fres from dust.

As T was getting off the boat 3 steward came al me with a
whigkbroom. 1 said:

“Thers s no more dust on me.”

He replied that there might be & iittle laft,

“Well, try your luck,” T said.

He got my cuar fare.

- L] .

" Taken at His Word.

A.\'(‘iTIIER President aboul whom many storiss were told weas
Grover Cleveland. Ope which he enjoyed véry much him-
seif was that one time when he was out hunting he was over
taken by darkness: and coming to & fisherman's hut knooited &t
thhe door, The family had retired. but after repeated knockings
2 matn put his head out of a window and asked: '

“Who's Lhera?

1 am Grover Clsvaland.”

"Well, what do you want?

“I wan! to stay here all night.™

“All right, stay there."

Great Britaln Rights Raservelds

SFUNNIEST
STORIES

= lhe first dagres, for

He nnew.
NE hears funny converugwni on siipboard
man said:
i3ay, Bill, who I5 that homely woman on the other slde of
the deckT’
“That's my wife™ he replied
“Why, you're pot looking."™

“T doa't have to.”
.« & 9

On the High Seas.
E young lady had her haad on the rall, with s taraway look
'on bar face, aa If sha wonld give up anything—hist to get
home. A Young man was sitiing by her elde and his hesd fell
iz her lap,
“Maodam.” asked & steward, “shall 1 halp your kusband up?”
“Ha lun't my Lusband,” she says weaarlly, “1 dono't know who

ke la—and [ don't care.”
L] L] L]

This Is So Sudden.
JUDGE in North Carolins was sentencing & big, loogsjointed
negro who bad besn convicted of murdering another negro.
s Gearge Eurley,” His Honor, safd: “You have been found by
a jury of twalye men, tried and trug, te be gulity of morder in
1d blood, Moses Stack-
house, and it = the Courk that on the fenth day’

of Aygust the 8% of Polk Cominty tak
the coro there Bang you by the n you sr

dead, dezd, dexd! ' And may God have mercy on your soul.
yon anvthing to eay for yourselif®

The neégro shifted from ons foot to the other and twisted and
untwisted the ojd felt hat bas held in his kands. Al eyes In the
courtroom were uypog him, Fiaslly, rolling his eyaa up at the

Judge, he said: 3
“Look yhers, Jedgs, you-all don't mean this comin® August,

does you?"

- - -

He Probably Did.

i &iod father took Httle Izadore to Coney Haland. [Litile
Isay was & very cross kid on the way down. The father
tried to keep him gquist with an offer of pennies and one thing
or another, but Issy yelled loudsr and louder. His father hit
upon 2 new scheme.

“Look, Isadors, [ ¥ill take my hat und throw it oud der vindow
und ven you vistle It vill coma bhagk™

The father kept puiting the hat out and bringing It back with
an air of mystery every time 1itile lesy whistled, It worked wos-
ders with Isadore's conduct, for he soon stopped crying, and was
{n & gay wmood in 2 Jiffs.

Finslly, when the father wasa't looking. Isadors toodk s Bst,
held it oct the window, and let it drop. Tha hat went salling
down into the dirt along the tracks. Isadors poked a scared face
out aftsr i4, snd then valled: .

“Faddar, der hat fss gone—VITLE"

L] - .

Badly Needed.

ENERAL SHERMAN, whom ! had the honor to count nmonl
my closest friends, once told me a story sbout a chaplain
{n the army whose powern of eonversation were so axtmaordinsry
he had brought to the mournsrs’ bench almost avery mas in the
battery. He sald to the sergeant one day that he waa mEth
gretifled at tha results of his work. but there was ons maa, Jobn-
aonn, who was a terrible biasphemer, on whom be could ssem
to make no lmpreasion.
“For gpoodness sake, chapiain, don't try 1o reform Johnson!™
exclaimed the sergeant, aghast, “for if you (o there won'l be 80
one left to swear gt the mules!”

Ship Life.

OU know in rough weather they build a fence ronnd the tabla

to keep the dishes down. 1 was jnst pursuing s place of

hread when the ship did a Bgure_ elght, and the lady opposlts 'me
ot my bread, and 1 got her fish

For the rest of the meal we fod sach other,

I was getting them over the platz with an |nshoot when she
stole home on & wild piteh.

The day | wad feeling the worst, the passengers asked me
to get up & concert. [ hnd gotten up mverything elss, so0 1 said
I would try

We had a prima donna on beard «ho was haviag bar volce cul-
tivated In Parls,

I guess she was going over (o get It
It with har.

8he fold me she haid a wonderful voice, but people dou't mind
what they say on shipboard.

~ The nlght of the concert was rough. and she chose a Biting
zelection, “Rocked in the Cradle of the Deap.” She wan well
started, when the ship gnve o sudden hait and threw her undar
the tabla, [ was accompanying her on the plano, and so had &
follow her—and the piano followed me,

“Beg pardon.” I sald, "hut 1= this a copecert or 2 knockabout
act?” Sha thought she was down for & solp, but she was down
for an hour and ten minules.

I know shs d4ldn't Bave

- - -

Natural Reply.

HE unexpacted twist that is supposed to be pecullar to Amart-
capn humor seems (o appear also 1n Beoteh storiea. For exe
ample, one which was told me by Mr. Andrew Carnegle of &
Seatchman Becosted br o milltary pleket:
“Who are you!" challenged the soldiar,
*I'm fine,” answered Sandy. “Hoo's yersel't™




