Orone McDooble and Andrus Gobbl .

Sy Ellrs Parker Butler
Author of 'Pigs is Pigs™ Etc-

ILUSTRATED By

Old Andrus Gooble, of Hetaville, was
one of the shrewdest men In town, but
twice In his life he made mistakes.
Onee was when he lont money to Or-
one MeDooble, and once was when he
thought he could wbrk the money out
of Orone

It seems that a couple of vears ago
a syndieate of prominent Detzville pe-
riculturists decided to bulld a tele
phone line, and when they went to
Orone he sald he would be glad to
g0 into it, and he subecribed one hun-
dred dollars, but when the time eame
to pay up, he did not have the money,
80 he went to old Andrus Gobhle and
began talking a loan out of M, Old
Andrus refused at first, but Orone haa
a harsh, grating volee, llke the rough
edgo of a raap flle, and after he had
talked to old Andrus awhile Andrus
felt his ear drume giving awny, By-
ery time Orone sald a word it was like
raaping n file acrosse Andrus's ear
drums, and in a few minutes his ear
drums wern raeped down so thin that
they palpilated painfully, and they
were hard!y any thieker than a sheet
of tissun paper. Old Andrus saw that
if Orone doaxed a few minutes more
his ear drums would be worn qults
through, no he told him to shut off his
volea ard he would lend him the
money., So Orone did, and Andrus
made the loan,

Then he started right In trying to
collect, but he had a hard job of i
Orone did not have any cagh, nor any
thing to attach. All he had was the
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and Orone's grating volee would grate
up the horse-radigh. Old Andrus Gobble
uged to stand by and weep, and he
wis never exactly sure whether he
wept most for joy or whether he wns
weeping a plaln horse-radish weep.
He would stand there and the tears
would run down hig face In streams
The fact was that he was weeping a
full quantity of horse-radish weep, and
a full quantity of joy weep too,

And that was why old Andrus Gob-
ble overreached himself, ns 1  sald.
The human body should consist of two
thirds water, and an average man
perapires two pints per day, but old
Andrus hustled g0 over his horse-rad-
Ish job that he was perspiring about
n gallon a day right along, and he was
weeping a gallon of jovy tears and
three gallons of horze.radish tears,
and he was lnsing n good deal more
water than any man could afford to
loge, Even the teoth, which are the
dryest part of & man, contaln ten per
cent. of water. 0Old Andrus began to
feel that he was gelting pretty dry,
und he took to drinking water coplous-
Iy, but to save his life he couldn't
drink five gnllone of water a day.
Three gallons was all he could possi
bly manage, and that left him two gal
lons short every day, and no man of
the age of old Andrus Gobble can af
ford to shrink two gallons a day any
length of time. In three weeks he was
50 dry that he rustled when he walked,
like an autumn leaf, and he kept get.
ling drver and drver. Two or three

As Soon as Orone's Grating Voice Struck the Horse Radish R ots It Began
Grating Them, and the Horse Radish Fell Like a Shower,

right to have a telephone Instrument
in hls housge and connection with the
Inter-farm Telephone lne, Every thme

old Andrus Gobble telephoned him
about the debt Orone would begin a
hard-luck story about elghteen fur-
longs lopng, and his grating volee
would file a little more off old An-
drug's ear drums, until the old man

had to slap up the recelver In sell-pro.
tection. But the telephone line was
composed, part of the way, of the top
wire of old Andrus's barb wire fénce,
and one day when old Andrus went
out to look at the fence he found that
every barb on the top wire had been
filed off elnse, and it did no! take him
an instant to realize that It was Or-
one's grating, rasping volce that had
Aled off the barbs as It paseed over
the wire

80 old Andrug, who is cute old
codger, saw at once how he eould get
evon with Orone, and he got right to
work and planted hig ten ncre south
flald In horse radish. As soon ag the
horse radlsh was ripe he dug a coupla
of roots and went in to {he telephone
and ecalled up Orone and asked him
when he would pay up. When Orone
began one of his long explanations,
old Andrus took the recelver from his
oar and held the bhorseaadish roots
up ‘in front of the recelver, and the
result was llke magle. As soon a8 Or
one's grating volee struck the hovae
radish roots It began grating them,
and the ground horse-radish fell like s
shower. 8o old Andrug knew thé plan
would work all right. From that on,
as fast as he dug his crop of horse

radigh, old Andrus would take it in to |

the telephone and call up Orone and
ask him about that hundred
and Orone would
and old Andrus would turn the tele
phone recelver on the plle of horse

radish roots, llke the nozzle of a hose, |

dollars, |
begin explaining, |

times n spark from his pipe foll on
him and se! him afire, and I It hadn't
boen that bis hands were wet with
tears he would probably have gone up
like a flash. He was mighty ecareful
about sparks after that

By the nioth of November he was 8o
dry that he could not weep any moro,
He had wept all the weeps out of Lim
There was no more molsture in old
Andrus Gobble. On the tenth of No
vomber he perfectly desicented
the In his oars, that
made hearing possible, had dried up,
and the old codger was a8 deaf as a
bat, but he went right on with hls
horgeradish job. He brought in a
baskel of horse-rndish and called Or
one on the telephone and asked him
when he meant to pay that money,
and Orone bogan answering in his
grating volee, but old Andrus could
not hear a sound. He kept yvelling at
Orone, and Orone kept talking, and 5]l
the while Orone's grating volece was
gotting in its work on old Andrus,
grating him down and gratlng him
down, and in filve minutes old Andrus
was all grated to a plle of white dust
Then he gave a last yelp al Orone
and passed away entirely.

iCopyright, 189, by W

Increased Use of Rat Sking.

Usee of rat skins in the manufacture
of fancy articles Is inereasing. Last
yvear the trade In Great Britain alone
amounted to $250,000, and supplies of
brown rat sking are being sought In
lots of from 100 to 10,000, It {s proposed
to start a business in Caleutta for se
curiug and preparing the skins of the
hrown rat, to be used, among a variety
of purposes, in the binding of books
uwnd the mukivg of purses, gloves, and
various articles for women's use and
The supply of rats In Calcutta

Was

Even molsture

G. Chapman. )
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BEGIN WAR ON D. A. R. HEAD

Friends Resent Dismissal of Miss
Gerald and May Sue Mra, Scott,
President Qeneral.
Washington.—A controversy that
may develop Into an lssue in the
aunnual convention has cropped out in
the Daughters of the American Reve
L
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Mrs. Matthew Scott.

lution, as a result of the notion of the
president general, Mrs. Matthew Scott,
in dismissing Miss Agnes Gerald, &
clerk at the organization’s headquar
ters, for alleged insubordination. Miss
Gerald's relatives and friends assen
that they will have the entire antl
administration contingent in the fight
they Intend to make on Mrs. Scott,

Some of Miss Gerald's relatives
threaten legal action for damages
against Mrs. Scott. The young wom
an, it appears, was dismissed because
she refused to answer a question pul
to her in the transaction of the or
guniezation's businesa at headquarters
by Mrs. Amos G. Draper, editor of the
genecalogical department of the so
clety's magazino, Mies Gerald and
Mrs. Draper, it seems, had not beer
on speaking terms personally for
three years,

ALARM CLOCK FEEDS HORSES

Manchester Man Arrange Timepiece
S0 That Animals Are Given
Meals Automatically.

During the cold of two weeks ago,
George Howe of Center Hill, Manches
ter, began to wonder how he might
have his horses watered and fed early
in the morning and at the same time
how he might be able to stay snugly

wrapped up in bed.

The result was an Invention—a
practical invention—which §s opera
ting dally and well at the Howe sta
bles, Mr. Howe has rigged up an or
dinary alarm clock, with a big gong
At the same time the key, which when
pot at 5:80 operates on the back of the
clock and unwinds a cord which, at
tached to a double leverage light wire
releases a weight. This welght In
turn slides several quarts of oata into
each stall and removes the covers of
the water pafls:

Thus by slmply loading his Inven
tion with water and oats and winding
the alarm clock, Mr. Howe sleeps un
thl he wishes to get up, while every
morning  regularly, on the dot, his
horses hear thelr breakfnst gong and
by the time they are on thelr feet and
ready, thelr morning rations are awalt
Ing them,

Moreover, all the horses are fed si
miultaneously and there s no jealoug
nelghing because one horse s fed be
fore his nelghhor

STIRS IRE OF CONGRESSMEN

Justice Wright, Who ®entenced Gom.
pers and Mitchell, Orders Law-
makera to Explain,

Washington.—Justice Danlel Thew
Wright the Washington  jJurist who
senfenead lnbor lenders Gompers,
Mitehell Morrigon to jal for con
tempt of court, has established an.
other that may stir up all

an

precedent

Justice Danlel T. Wright.

kinds of Judicinl and leg!slative strite
and now has United States Senator
Reed Smoot of Utah as an epponent.

Justles Wright recently ordered the
house and senale ¢committes on print
ing tp appear Lhefore him osnd show
cause why they should not award the
contract for certnin government
plies In the usunl manner

The congressmen are Incensed over
what they t urpation of thefy
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THE RETURN
VISIT

“I understand that you have some
visitors from the country at your
house,"” sald Mra. Wilson, cheerily,
when she met Mrs. Warburton walt-
ing for the car on the corner. "That
makes & pleasant change."

Mrs. Warburton coughed—one of
thoge noncommitinl coughs that may
menn almost anything.

“Yes," she snld, "they are rolativea
of my husband from down in the coun-
try, whoere we stayed part of last sum-
mer. They eame up to do gome fall
ghopping and, of courge, camped down
on us'

“Of courze,” chirruped Mrs, Wilzon
“It's a case of turm about. Now you
have a chance to repay them for your
delightful xtay on the farm. 1 think
it's g0 nice to have a blg house and—""

“Yon just try having a big house
some time and ece how you ke 10"
suggested Mrs. Warburton, grimly
““Not that these aren't the nleest
people in the world,” she sald, hastlly,
recalling Mrs. Wilson's predilection
for retailing gosslp, “but it was rather
unexpected, If the truth must be told,
When I invited them last summer in
a general sort of way 1 certainly nev.
er expected five of them to come plling
In on me after telephoning from down.
town."

Y"Fivoe?" sald Mrs. Wilson, elevating
here eyebrows,

“Five," repeated Mra. Warburton,
"My husband’s brother and his w'fe
and the three girls,. What do you
think of that? And me just breaking
in an immigrant mald that never saw
o gag range until last weok!

“You can talk all you like,” went on
Mrs. Warburton, “about paying up for
visiting on the farm by entertaining
your country relatives in town, but
let me tell you they get the best of it.”

“Why, 1 don't see—" began Mrs,
Wilson,

“Of conrse you don't,” retorted Mra,
Warburton, decisively, “because you've
never been through it, When Jamea
and I were In the eountry in June
with little Bobble these peaple never
had to do a hand’s turn Tor us, At
least they didn't seem to feel called
upon to do anything to entertain us
and we were satigfled to be let alone
to wander around in the woods or sit
in the shade while they went on with
thelr work as though we weren't on
earth. The oniy tlme they put thewn-
selves out was when they got up a
plenie and It would have been n lot
better If they had never thought of It.
We went tralling 2ff to some cresk
in a wagon without springs and sat
down to a cold lunch In the dawmp
woods, eating stuff overrun with ants
and fighting mosquitoes, and
Bobbie fell into the creek and was
dried out behind a blackberry bush.™

“The idea!” sald Mrs, Wilson, peer-
ing anxlously up the street for the
missing trolley car.

“Yes, but when they come up hero
and pile In on top of us wa have to
turn everything upside down {o enter-
tnin them,” went on Mra, Warburiom,
bitterly. *“Oh, yes, bless you! Like
mogt women from the country, the
girls want to go tralling about gaping
in at the windowa of the big stores
8o I have to pllot them around, You
know 1 detest shopping—1 don't go
downtown once a month. Honestly,
I've been In some of those stores so
aften in the last few days that | be
lieve the house detectives are kaepinge
un eye on me, expecting to #eo mo
plek up a walst or a pair of shees”

“Why, you poor thing!" sald Mrs
Wileon, sympathetically.

‘But that isn't the worst,” contin
ved the Indignant bostess, "Oh, dear
no! James hag to come fn for his
ghare of It, After dragging me all
over town every day until 'm tired

out, they have to haul us both out to

lttle |

a theater nearly every night. Why.
1 need a rgst cure.”

“NYou oan hardly blame them
though," argued Mrs, Wilson, "“They
don't have big stores or theatoras at

home, you know."

“That's not my fault,” snapped Mrs
Warburton, “Why should | be made
to suflfer for the shortcom'ngs of the
rural disteleta? Country poople think
that cliy people Hve In & «whirl of ex

and bave nothing on their
exeept racing  downlown A
ghop In the daytime, tearing home on

clitament
minds

crowded elevated traing to eat o
pleked-up dinner and dashing back
downtown again to the theater., 1 de

Anre, s Jumes says, I'm all in!"

"Why, you poor dear!"
Mrs, Wilson. “You must
fugred out!"

"Well, T am,” admitted Mrs, War
burton, “but don't mention a word to
inybody, becnuse they're James' reln
tives and really they're the nilcest
people in the world."

"When they are at home," gugnest-
ed Mrs. Wilson, motioning to the mo-
torman,

“Exactly,” sald Mrs, Warburton,

exclaimed
be really

Won by Diplomacy.

In 1747 Mr. John Brown was invited
to become the pastor of & church at
Hinghnm There was but one oppo
nent (o his gettlement, & man whom
Mr. Hrown won over by a stroke of
good humor, He asked for the grounds
of his oppogition. *1 like your person
and your manner," was the reply, “but
vour prenching, sir, 1 disapprove.”
“Then," sald Mr. Hrown, “we¢ &re
agreod, 1 do not ke my preaching
very well myself, but how great o folly
It Ia Tor ¥ou and me to set up our
opinion ngainst that of the whole par
Lily I'he faree of this reasoning ap-
penled to the man, aud he at

"

once

withdrew his objectiona

CONVINCING EVIDENCE. i

Out In San Francleco Sherlock
Holmes yawned as he read a wirelesx
messnge, which conveyed to him tho
fact that an alrship hnd been stolen
in Pittsburg. e put on hia overcoat,
lighted & “two for 60" clgar, walked
lelsurely out of the house and moved
slowly toward the “municipal alreraft
lnnding,' Just ax he reached this
piace n  majestical bird swoopod
down and settied almost at his feet
Suerlock Holmes ginnced casunlly at
Ihls vessel, then, addressing Its cap
tuin, he snld, biandly: “When did you
leave Pittaburg?®™

The captaln turned white “Loave
Pittaburg?’ he bBlustered, Why, U've
nover been there In my life; I'm from
Denver.”

Sherlock Holmes placldly took a
palr of ateel handeuffs from his pocket
and appronchod the enptain. “My dear
£ir,” he remarked, softly, "before muk
g your assertion you should have
been thoughtful enough to  cleanse
your eraft of its Inchikick coating of
soot.”

Just a Ralse.

“Now look at Mrs. Scribbler's bus
band,” sald the poet's wife, bitterly,
“Last woek when they wore short he
pawned hls wateh He always hos
something to ‘pul up' on a rajny day.”

“Well, my dear,” laughed the jolly
bard, as he odged noarer the door. "I
always hove something to put up on A
rainy dny Don't forget your own
little hubby.'

“You? And what did you ever put
up on a ralny day?"

“Why, my dear, an umbrella.”

And then he darted down the street
g0 fast ho dropped three odes and a
rondean,

Real M-agnet.
“Uncle Rufup,"” sald the young col
ored man, “how wud yo' hab Inked to

been body servant to Geawgo .Wash.
Ington 7"
"Go 'way, boy,"” responded Uncle

Rufus, with a broad swile. "Go 'way
'm heah., E{ Ah had to be body sery.
ant Ah'd ruther be one (oh President
Talt.”

“Think yo'd lak him best, eh "

“Yens, Loy, en’ think ob dem fat
possums arriving et de White House
nlmos’ ebry day.”

Rather Discouraging.

“Yes,” whispered the lovelorn girl,
the big tears shining In her eyes, 1
told pa you were a traveling man and
showed him your card, He wrote 'K
0. 7' In one corner.”

“What In the deuce s that?" nsked
the surprised young man, “Some se-
gret order code?”

“No, 1 am afrald not.
‘keep on traveling' "

A HOT ONE.

It means

Miss Oldgirl.—On my birthday papa
glves wme o rose for every year of my
nge

Miga Chustlque.—In a year or so
he'll inve to buy a whole greenhouse,
Get One.

These be the Jdnya
When wilil winde hoctor
.l f.- mnnan w .‘l 1
A ches)l protector
Mare Practical.

"You send e violels every morn
ing.” sald tho beautiiul glirl.

"I do,” responded the ardent lover,
“no matter what the cost.'

"Quite so, Now, why not send up o
bunch of asparagus tomorrow in
stead? It wounld be Just as oxpensive
and would make a big hit with pa." |

They Lock Alike.

“One should never judgze by outward |
snid the
right re jolned e
They cont honest
man and that of a grafter may be cut
from tho cloth,”

Nppenranc
“That's

morilizey

merallizey
tho
0ol nn

Biine

With a Diamond,

“A proposgal ol

thing to be whispered
gweet tones.”

MArringe

In

In s0mes

love's |H\\',

“Yet by It very
ing declaration'

nature, It is a ring:

First Catch Yaour Halr.

The Hurhes Lo whogi
hale I standing on ond ag be read pa
Would iwind lenving thnt
murdel I'm brushlng your
naly

oustomeanr
per) yon

wir, while
The Sketch

Congratulations,

S0 You are martied at last, |
I'm glad to hear it |
Oh aro, ¢h? Say, what |

to you®

Trotter
old man
Pilking
IV

very
You
I done

No Lack There, I

couk good at
You ought

"In youl

giauen "
Jut to hear
yer

|

|

GIRL WHO LOOKED BEHIND.

The mirl whe looked hehind hes
With shy and timid glance,

Buch wondrous grace antwined hep
Bho pot my Heart a-dRnee:

Then, like a nymph affrighted,
Bhe vanished in the throng

And et even deliahted,
My fancy franght with song

mine

The girl who looked behind her,
And fled an frightoned foat,
Though memory buth sheined Her,
I never mare may meat
Another man may fottor
The heart that fied from me
But wha coull lave et
Whose love more falthiul be?

better,

The gir! who looked behingd lher
Oh, mny the future bring
Far falrer thlungs and kinder
Than any bard can sing;
Though | may never greet hor,
1 pray my song may find
The lasa who made life aweetur
Far him ahe left behind!
=8amuel Minturn Peck, In Boston Traw
soript.

A SHORT TRAIN.

Muriel—Her train I8 rather skims
by, isn't It?

Myrtilin—~Yes, | gucsa it's one ot
those llmited tralos that you seo ade
vertised.

Bticky.
"Rilek to the farm," sava Taft,
It's n good hunoh, wo say so, too,
Atick to It ke a black land farm
In rainy weather aticks to you

Eye for Cuciness.

There was n mighty collislon bes
tween the sturdy warriors of the grids
lron and teeth flew around the feld
like grains of corn,

“Ha! .ha! ha!" laughed the Hitle
man in the grand stand, “That's the
best 1 have seen for a long time"

The crowd wna disgusted,

"And you stand there and laugh
when oa score of men are losing thele
teoth? they demanded savagely, "Are
you a brute?

The little man
louder,

“No, I'm n dentist,” he sald slmplys

laughed all the

Current Goszslp.

Mrs, Kreetser—I've bLeard lots of
people say your friend, that roughe
looking Smith, treats his wife shames
fully, and 1 belleve they speak the
truth,

Mr, Kreotsor—Well, 1 don't, If any-
thing, 1 belleve that Smith treats his
wife too well He lias told me hime
self that he Is up belore her every
morning and gets her breakfnst,

Mrs. Kreotser—Ile told you he got
her brenkfast, did he? Well, 1 guess
ho wes right. His poor, lttle, penked
wife looks as I he got nll her menls

Work for the Tallor,

“But, darling,” murmured the loves
lorn youth, “every night lor (wo wooeks
I have been on my bended Knees bes
fore yooo. Have you no pity

“I eertalnly have, Horace,” spoke up
the pretty firt, as she reached for hee
hand bag; "here's n whole quarter. Go
have your trousers preased. After so
much bending they must Lbe buggy at
the kneos.'"—Waap.

Wasted on the Air.

“You look sweel enough to kiss”™
sald the impressed muan

“So many gentlemen tell we thnat,*
goyly answers the falr girl

“Al! That should mnke you happy.”

"But thoy merely say that,” she
ples, “They merely tell wmo the
In the cage never prove
statements,’

't
cte
Lhelr
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Mr. Doozer (2 a. m.) My dearnh-=
hie selentlsts ¢ln’ m-—hic—I thot ni
cohiol s a—hic—lood

Mrs., Boozor.—~You must bhave had
1 very hearty moal

Lving Ameng Them.

o1 like 1o e nmong the leaves,"
The bold muck raker vi i
*“1The pagos of your latest bopk
Show that,” his foo vepliod,
Heard All Right,

Btage Manager—Now, you must
give those lnes fn truimpet tones,

]

Wil you remembor?
Actor—1 can’t forget tiose trumpet
the way they're drummed ioto

Lones
me



