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THE SAWED-OFF MAN
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_ World of Tall Ones
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“Do you know, sir—do you know that
I'm seriously contemplating suicide 2"
tald the sawed-off man, as he put his
back to the front wall of the post oflice
and got u brace of his feet to hold him
there,

“What sorrowful thing haa bap-
pened?” was asked. |

“Nothing special, It's simply the |
continuntion of a sorrow that came
with my birth, I've got tired of being
a suwed-off man and want a change. |
For 30 years 1've been trying to bear up |
under it and deceive myself, but ['ve
got 1o open my eyes whether | want to
or not. A sawed-off man js simply N. G |
in this world, and the sooner he gets
out of it the happier he will be.”

“\What has o man's height to do with
joys and gorrows?" queried the other.

“Everything, sir—cverything. 1f you
were o sawed-off man you would not
ask that question. You would have
been minde to renlize, almost from your
birth, that helght means more than
viches, [ eun’t remember what hap

| be an alderman.

proposal for two weeks she decided
to throw me over and marry a man six
feet tall,
| doved, sir~knocked clean over

As to matrimony, I'm hoo-
the

fence because ['m a ‘banta,’ Like all

other men, I wanted to go into politics,

I couldn't see no reason why 1l shouldn't
1 had the brain power
and the money, but when | began to
lay wires | was langhed to scorn. The
professional ward heelers wouldn't
even take my cash and holler for me.
I never heard that there wasa rule that
a politician should be over n certain
height and weight, but it seems there

is, and thnt sawed-off men must stand |

aside. I've thought of taking the lec-
ture field. I've got a feeling that |
could entertain an audience and make
£200 n week for myself, but there 1s a
bar again, 1 go to the manager of a
leeture bureau and ask for an engage-
ment, and he leans back nnd lnughs,
Then he wants to know whether | pro-
pose 1o stand on stilts or take a seat on
the top of o step-lndder while deliver-
ing my remarks, If [getonmy dignity
tt reminds him of a chicken bristling
up to a strawstack, and if 1 seek 1o
arouse his sympathy he pats me on tie
head and calls me *bub,’ Are you look-
ing down on me and listening from up
there?"

It's tuff—tufl," replied

the other.

IT ROUND OR FLAT?
Jop Jones Tolla How the Bquan Creek
Folks Deliated the Yusstion.
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.\ One day Dencon Spooner met Abra-
ham Cosgrove as th~ latter was com-
ing up from the fishin' dock, and nfter
the dencon had told about bein’ seized
with cholern morbus in the night and
received a proper amount of sympathy,
Le said:
“Look here, Abraham, sunthin’ orter
be done to kinder stir our folks up."
| "“That's jest what I was thinkin' of
this mornin’,” enys Abe,

“It's comin’ on fall and long evenin's,
and you know what the programine will
be. For six evenin's in the week about

I 40 of us will gnther at furker's grocery
and talk nbout sharks and whales and
wrecks, and every man will be on his
mettle to tell u bigger lie than anybody
else, It nin't the thing to do, Abe Cos-
grove, and you know it ain't.”

| *“It's kinder plensant to hear folks
{ lie,” says Abe as a smile rests on his

fnce.

“Yes, I know, and we like to lie our-

‘ selves, but it ain't human progress. Sit-
'tin® around n one-hoss grocery and

pened up to my first birthday, but from “1 pever had any ildea that a sawed-otf | tellin' les nin't ealeulated to put this

that time on 1 was a miserable baby

If 1'd been designed for either a dime
nuseum midget or a modern Hercules |
nobody would have heard a kiek from |
me, but the doctor settled it that 1 was
1o be a betwixt and between and thas
wreeked my life. If 1'd been a midget
the women would have tuken me up n
their arms and exelaimed: ‘Oh! how
little and cute!” If I'd been designed
for n giant they would have rolled me |
around and eried out: *My, but isn’t he |
a whopper!® DBeing a betwixt and ba- |
tween they poked their tingers into my
ribs and contemptuously said: *Why,
Le'll grow up to be a runt of a man!' " |

“Well, you grew up,” snid the other
after o painful pause.

“Of course | did!™ bittertly exclnimed |
the sawed-off man, as he waved an
arm about. *“Death eould have stepped |
in at any time until 1 wus 12 years old
and found me innocent hearted and in- |
gurgd me further hoppiness, but death
would not do it. 1 was too smnll to he
noticed. Even the measles and whoop
ing cough passed me by, and [ can't ve
member that 1 ever fell into a mud-
hole, down a well or got run over by a
butcher cart. As a kid all the other
kids called me ‘runt’ or ‘banta.’ 1 was
left out of all games because my legs
were too short, and if 1 was invited to
a party it was that they might make
fun of me. Oh, yes—oh, yes, | remem-
ber all nbout it, and the wonder is thit
I haven't turned loose and killed a dog-
en tall men before this!"

The other didn't know exactly whnat |
to suy and so kept silent, and with a
so0b in his throat the sawed-off man
continued:

“As a young man I was neither a
baby. a kid, a youth, a young man nor |
a man, Nobody could get a line on me,
1 had the legs of a boy, the body nf
a youth and the head of a young man,
and I can't wonder that folks were
puzzled. When 1 reeall those years of
doubt and suffering and sorrow I want

to die right here and now, 1 don't
know why 1 lived to be a man. Per-

haps I Lad a dim idea that 1 might get |
blown up on a steambogt, wrecked on

MARRY A MAN BIX FEET TALL.

a railroad or meet with n eyeclone, and
that I'd get telescoped into a midget or
drawn out into a man, but this has
never happened, 1 am still a ‘runt'—
a ‘banta’—a 'sawed-oft! You seem ‘o
pity me, but you couldn't pity me
enough If you went into it is a busi-
ness on a eapital of $250,000, Say, now,
Just imagioe me as delivering o Fourth
of July address, will you! 1 know tue
history of this country from the land
ing of the Maytlower down, but it |
wWus to be pul up on a platform to tel
of its glorous record 1'd get the grand
guy before | opened my mouth. You
can’t make nobody believe that a
sawed-off man has any oratory in his
bead or patriotism in his heare.”

*| think | sec,"” mused the other, us
he slowly nodded his head.

*You see, of course,  How could you
help it? At the age of 23 | felt it my |
duty to marry, How d've think | came
out? | eouldu't find o girl on the faco |
of the earth who wasn't ot least o head |
taller than | nm, and |1 gt the tlll'u“.i
down il 1 hae 1o}

My last love affair was with a midget |
%o feet high, but alter considering my |

rive it up in e paLr

L the

man met up with such sorrows.”

“Probaubly not. The tall world goes
skating along with never a thought of

"ONLY HALF FARE FPOR CHILDREN."

the short. A yenr or so ago I turned
to poetry. I mailed a poem to a maga-
zine und received a check for £25 and
nn order for a second idyl.
wadling it 1 earried it in. The result
wis what T might have expected. The
editor said he wasn't publishing a ¢hil-
oren's magazine, and that I'd better
sendd my stuff to some juvenile publiea-
tion,
turned to prose. I wrote a story about
big trees of Cunlifornia, and the
vditor looked from the story to me and
lmughed like the hyena he was and said

| the inconsistency was too vivid, 1lis
odvice was that 1 write of currant
bushes. Oh, yes—oh, yes, ['ve been

through it and nm nearing the end! |

As o sawed-off man I've fouzht the
world and been downed, and i'l".u no use
to kick agninst fate. This morning 1
Lhad a little gleam of sunshine tnd al-
most decided to live on. 1 was drawn
on the jury, same as any other man,
I haven't shown up yet, and don't know

what sort of a welecome I'll get from |

the judge, but in serving me with the
notice the constable didn't even grin. 1
was putting myself on the back over
this when 1 took the ear to come down,

I handed the econductor a nickel and '

turned away, but he thrust two cents at
me and smilingly said:
for children on this route!’ And now,

sir—and now what do you say to all |

this? Would you continue to live on
as a snwed-off man, or would you end it
all in sweet oblivion 2"

“Well, sonny."
Le stared at the billbonrds across the
rtreet, but the sawed-off man threw up
his hands and shouted:

“There you go—there you go! You
cull me ‘sonny® in place of 'sir’ or ‘mis-

ter!" You wouldn't dare do that if )
wias six feet high and weighed 15
pounds! Ne, sir, you wouldn't!*

"But see here, kid, I want to—"

“Rid! Kia!™

"*Well, youngster, give me a show. 1
was poing to say that—"

"Stop! I uright have known that it
would happen when we first started in,

There is no show for a sawed-off man |

an Good

this earth. It is the end.
right and good-by!"

And the little man started off into the
night, and grew smaller and smallgr by
degrees, until he had reached the end
of the bloek and vanished entirely from
gight., And the tall man watehed him
until he became nothing, and then
smiled at the billbonrd and whispered:

“Thut peppery little cuss ought to be
spanked and put to bed.”

Honest Tom,
Teacher—You have named all domes-
tic animals save one. It has bristly
halr, it is tilthy, likes dirt and is Iun:l
of mud. Well, Tom?
Tom (shamefucedly)=—That's me.—
The Kival.

Al thie World Could Hear,
Mrs! Crimsonbeak—>My life, John, i
an open book,

Mr, Crimsonbeak—That's the trou
ble; [ wislh to poodoess | could shut
You up sume tiwel—Yonkers Stutes-

[ITTRI

Instend of |

It was the same thing when 1/

‘Only half fare '
| rot fully made up.

begran the other, ns |

town on no pinuncle, 'Pears to me the
time has come when we orter git above
glch things."

“"What shall we do, deacon?"

“I've thought it all over, and it
‘pears to me that we orter git up a de-
| batin® soeciety,: We can eall up all sorts

ot questions and talk and argue, und
I guess we'll leurn sunthin' from it."”

Alie thought the plun a good one,

{ and he and the deacon went to talk-
in' with others, and the result was that
a debatin® society was organized. It

lad heard that the world revolved on
its axis like a wagon wheel. ihat
wight be a newspaper sensation, got
up to scure women and children, Lut
there was no doubt of the reundness of
the earth, [If it was Uat, then Syuan
Creek folks would be uble to ree Philas
delphia cr New York.

When Dencon Spooner saw  how
things was goln' he tried to switeh the
meetin' off on to nnother gquestion, but
the audience wouldn't have it. Every
wan seemed to feel that the future of
fquan Creek was at stake, and when
roses were counted up it was found
that the adherents was about equally
divided. Henry Joslyn, who went in
for the flatness of the world, sens his
boy home for a busebail, and then he
showed the meetin' thot puthin’ could
siick to It except on the very top. He
argued that If this world was ronnd,
even spiked shoes wouldn't save the peo-
ple from falling oft, awd that the roots
of every tree would hev to be drawn
inside naund elinebed fast to suntbin®,
The {dea of an oceean on a sidehill,
with po water sloppin’ over, wis too
ubsgurd for even babies,

The thirty meo who were for the
roundness of the world all wanted to
speak ot once as Henry got throagh,
Lut Philetus Taylor finally got the
tloor aud started in to make the splin-
ters fly. IHe elnimed that the Bible the
lite of Captain Kidd, the Farmer's Al
manne and a dozen other books fure
plshed indisputable proef that the
world was round, but he had his own
personal experience to bunk on. He
bad watehed his cld spotted cow mak-
fng across the Jersey mendows in
genreh of shade. She gradunlly got
smaller and smaller, aud the Iast thing
tn be seen of her was n whisk of the
tuil, He had known a rain barrel or a
well to ge dry inone night, That was
proof thot the revolution of the earth

DEACON SPOONER TRIED TO CLIME OUT OF THE WINDOW,

| took In about every man in Squan
Creek, and on the night the first meet-

in' was held a good share of the crowd
had combed their hair for the first
timme in four wecks, Deacon Spooner

wus elected president as a reward for
bringin' out the idea, and when the
machinery was In order he rose up and
said:

“We will now proceed to introduce a
guestion and debate it. I think we'd
better begin way back at first prinei-
| ples and work up sorter gradually., In
that way nobody will run the risk of
bein' suddenly paralyzed. We will be-
grin. witu the world. I've heard say
that it was round, and I've heard say
that it was flat, As 1l've never been
further than Philadelphin my mind is
Them as thinks the
world is round will speak first.”

Moses Simpson was the first man to
speak. He said he used to believe the
world was flat until he made a trip out
west,  After gittin' 100 miles  from
squan Creek he noticed that his feet
kept slippin’, and that it was hard to

| gtand up straight, und by the time he

reached DuiTalo e was lookin® around
for life lines to hang on to. He con-
tinued on as far as Toledo, but there
got s0 frightened thut he turned and
came home, He believed that if he had
gone 100 miles further he would have
yolled off into space. e was tirmly
gatisfied that the world was round, and
would stick to it if he never caught un-
other lobster during the rest of his
life,
The second speaker was Absalomn
Jones. A hog bad broken into his
parden that day and rvoted things up,
und he had come 10 the meeting feelin’
out of sorts, Desides, he had always
kuown the world was flat, und he got
up and pitehed into Moses like a ton
ct brick. He said it was whisky io-
stead of sidehill which alled him when
Le went west, and he wanted to know
how it was that Chieago, Omaha, Den-
ver and San hadn't fallen
off, He had seen enough of this world
te kpow that it wus flut, uud should
Creck decide otherwise his
and lot were for sale at half
price. His remurks stirred up every-
bedy else, and thiongs began 1o git hot,
W hen Goliath Schermethorn got up bis
was workin' and his bair curlin',
Fie fuvored the roundoess of the world,

Francisco

Sjuan
louse

eiars

and be said that aoy man who stuck |
ocut for flatness onght o be pucked ot
1o an idiot usy lum that very night., He
didn't kuow why was that things
dn't slide downhill, but s ithi ¥
Ladu’t ue wasu't morryin' over it. He

had tipped them over. He had woke
up in the morning and found his feet
Ligher than his head, and who ecould
dispute that proof? As to why the
ceeans and lakes didn't spill over he
wasn't prepared to say, but would ‘ool
the matter up before h«slept. In clos
Ing he canfessed s utter surprise ha
men conld be found in Squan Creck at
that day so densely lgnorant as tr be
Heve with the heathen of Africa.
There wasn't any more specchmale
in' or debatin’, Jim Lognn, who hac
alwnys held to the idea that the eartl
was the shape of a Jersey watermelor

ufter o cow had stepped on it, jumpec

up on a chair amd called Philetus o
lisr and Absalom an Idict, nnd nexi
minute everybody was fightin’. Den

cen Spooner, who was to blame more
than anyone else, dodged a
thrown at his head and tried to elimt
out of the window. They pulled hin
buck and hammered hito so bad that
Lhe was laid up for a month, It wasn'
a fight between the flats and rounds
but a free-for-all, and it lasted till
every man had rolled downstiirs
There waos more black eves and skinned
noses In Sgquan Creek for the pext four
weeks than New York could ever boast
of, and the hair and buttons didn’t
stop flying around the streets until
after the first fall of snow. No etfort
was ever mide to resurrect the debat-
in'society, All felt thatif they couldn’
agree on the shape of the earth they
surely couldn't agree on anything else,
They went back to Dan Parker's gro-
cery of an evening and sat around on
the counters and barrels and boxes,
and the lies they had told before were
only yarns in comparison to those they
told afterwards, The first

evening
Deacon Spooner got out

and come

fdown Il Shaffer told a lie nbout bLes

ing east away in the polar regions for
1T years, It was o beautiful lie—sleek,
slick and full of juice, and when It was
fivished the deacon elasped his hands
together, ruised his tearful eyes to the
ceiling and said:

“How good, and how like old titnes!
I did think « debatin' society would
be 0 good thing o lift us up and send
us forward on the wave of progress,
but don't We ean outlie
anything on the face of the alrth, and
we don't eare n kuss whether the world
is round or flat!™

Wi noed It

lllf;n"ululluu Wanted,
“Will you have soe of the SUguL.

cured hom?" usked the landlady
“"What wus it cured of 2" asked the
new  boarder, suspic iously.—l1 p W

Dinte,

How s Mountalneer Was (o Prove Il
Qunlifications for Church
Membership,

“T was awny upon the headwators of
the Big Sandy recently,” said the shoe
drummer, “and I discovered something
new, even in that lnnd of yesterdays
und eventlessness, 1 was riding along
8 creck valley where I was told lived
n mountain preacher who had a prac-
tical iden of what religion should do
for those who experienced it and adopt-
ed odd ways of putting his idens invo
practice, As 1 reached a rise in the
rond 1 saw at the bottom a young man
driving a pig into a potato pateh and
before 1 could reach him he had fol-
iowed the pig through the narrow gate
and wos trying to deive it out agnin.
It strvuek me ns o peculiar proceeding,
nnd when 1 came opposite the gate X
pulled up my horse and sat watehing
the young fellow and the pig. If yon
never tried to get a pig out of o potato
pateh you ean form no ldea of what
a job it is, and as I watched this young
mountaineer patiently chasing the pig
hither and yon, getting it well headed
toward the gate only to have it double
on him and go back into the pateh
agnin, time after time, I began to won-
der whnt manner of youth this woms
that had come into the mountains.
Finally he brought it over very care-
fully, and ns he got it almost out, it
gove n sudden grunt and dodge. and
into the pateh again it went,

“fGosh dang the hog,” he said, puff-
ing and blowing and mopping his face
with his short sleeve.

**Why didn't you say that before?™ X
neked, laughing.

“fExcuse me, stranger,’ he said, no-
ticing me for the firat time, 'I didn®t
see yvou was thoar," and he blushed vio-
lently and seemed to be greatly con-
fused,

“20h, that's all right,' T hastened to
#ny. ‘1l only wonder you didn't cuss the
lnrd out of him.’

COVell, I reckon I don't ker a durn,®
he nid, ‘1 done the best [ knowed.'

“Tow do yon mean? 1 inquired,
eatehing an idea of the situation all at
cnee,

“*You don't know it, I reckon, bein®
n slranger in these parts,' he said,
‘but Elder Martin sot me to doin’ that
to see of T wuz ripe fer roligion yit.
I've had o notion Ter about a yenr pust
that I ought to be j'inin® the church,
and [ told Elder Martin, and he said
ez how he had doubts yit ef | wuz ripe,
and he sold ef I'd drive one of Sam
Yates' razerbneks outen pap's tater
pateh without enssin’ a onth T wuz ripe
and that's what I been a-doin®.’

“Yludging by what T heard you say
nwhile ngo 1 should say yon were not
ripe,* I waid, lnughing at his explann-
tion and manner of it,

“1Oh he exelaimed, ‘that ain’t no
sign. T'm jig' practicin.' The read
thing don't come off tell next week Sun-
day nt quarterly meectin®' "—Washing-
ton Star,

DISHES OF BUTTERMILK.

Cake and Hrend Made in the Follows
Ing Way Are Very PP'al-
atnhle,

A simple und yet delicions enke is
made with o cup of buttermilk and no
s, To propare it, erenm one cup of
gugar and half a eup of butter; themw
stir in o cup of fresh buttermilk, after
sifting two cups of flour, with an even
teaspoonful of soda, two or three times,
nnd gradually stir the mixture of but-
termilk, sugar and butter in the gifted
soda and flour.  Stir finally a eup of
wished nnd seeded raiging, half a ten-

U spoonful of cloves, and half a grated
chuni |

nutmeg. Beat it up gquickly and thor-
oughly. and pour it at oneo into a round
lonf calie tin, and bake it in a moderate-
Iy hot oven. When the enke is done set
it, in the tin in which it was baked, in
a pan of cold water until thoroughly
cooled.  Frost it with any simple frost-
ing. This cake is better when eaten the
duy it is cooled, ns, unlike some other
kinds of rich eake, it does not improve
with age.

tittermilk bread is made of sour but-
termille, It is an old-fashioned delicions
bread. To make two sma!l lonves, use
n pint of sour buttermilk brought te
the boiling point, and poured while

boiling hot over a tablespoonful of
sugar in an earthen breadbowl, Sift a

liberal pint of flour gradually into the
misture, beating it all the time. Beat
thoroughly, and cover closely over
night, leaving it in o warm room. In
the morning dissolve half a teaspoonful
of soda In two tablespoonfuls of boiling
water, and add it to the batter with an
even teaspoonful of salt and a heaping
one of butter, melted. Reat these in-
gredients in very thoroughly, then beat
in a cup more of sifted flour. Sift half
i cup more flour to use in knending;
sprinkle a kneading-board with some of
this flour. Knead the bread for 20 min-
utes, and divide it into two smnll loaves.
Put these in buttered pans, and bake
in a hiet oven immediately, It requires
nbout three-quarters of an hour to buke
it through.—N. Y. Tribune,

Enslly Satisfled,

Minister (who has taken n house iy
the country for the summer) But, my
gool man, I have bronght my servants
with e, have no employment to give

| )'Il”
Applicant—AL, sir, if vou only knew
Lhow little waork o wonld tale iu kewup
lnll' | l.'l! 11 .




