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HEN Benator Thomna C. Platl of
New York wus enjoying his re-
cent homeymoon he wus ap-
o) proached by a Pennsyvlvania poll-
- tclan of note, an old personal

friend, who sald: “See here, sennlor, you

won't mind If 1 say confidentlally that

you're no ruving beauty. Now, what 1'd

ke to know s how your wifo wos ever

attracted to such n plain person as you
are? “I'm giad you asked me," reéturned
the senintor, smiling broadly, “and I'l1 tell
you in the strictest confidence, of colirse:

Bho first fell in love with mo through see-

ing the newspaper pletures which the

curtoonists moke of me."

It Was Goed,

4 Kentucky distiller telis this Etory at
the expense of Justiee Harlun, of the
United States supreme court, They were
follow guests at 4 recoption In Washing-
ton, wiel the hostesa rallied the Justios on
his fullure to drink more than one glacs
of punch He replied that as & Kentuek
fan he felt digloyal to drink his other than
#strulght, adding that Just then he was
out of the genuline tpple In his home. Tho
distdiler that ovening telegraphed to his
manager, who sent the justice o ense of
his best. Next Sundny the two men met
in the church of which Mr. Harlan s a
dencon The distiller was coming down
the stops when the justice eulled to him,
“That was splendid.” Then rememberiog
Where he was, he added hastily, *"The rer-
mon, I mean, of course”
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Proof Conclunive,

An amusing story 8 told of “Uncle
Dick" Oglesby, once governor of Ilinols,
He made a tour of inspection of the Jollet
prison, and came o w coll In which a
hideously ugly man was confined, The
man was so Ul favored that the governor
stopped to ask about him,

"What's he In for?" he awked.

“"He foreed & young woman to clopea
with him at the point of a pistol,” the
keeper replied,

"Well,” sald Oglesby, “I guess I'll par-
don him."

"Pardon Him!"  protested the wardoen,
“Why, governor, the proof agalnst him 1a
abxolute."”

"1 know," sald the governor, “but he
couldn’t get her to marry him in any
elher way."
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One on Jefferaon.,

Not long ngo Joseph Jefforson took part
In a benefit In ald of & New York hos-
pital. He opened the entertainment with
a short talk, other noted players erowding
at the wings to hear his remarks. Just
then two highly roumed girls of (he HONK
and danoe persuasion onme down the wind-
Ing slalrease from their dressing rooms.
One of them oume over to the wings, lis-
tened for n woment und then went back
to her companion, The latter sald: “Who's
on now?' Bome old guy dein' a mono-
logue,” wos the reply, “and, say, he's
doin’ flerce. Been on ten minutes and ain't
had a laugh yet"
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Happiest Moment to Come,

The Iate Willlam E. Elkins, the strect
rallway magnate of Philadelphia, was
gifted with a grim humor. This humor a
certaln Philadelphia reporier hasa cause (o
remember.,

He wvisited Mr. Elkins some yenrs ago
to prooure one of those bizarre inter-
views requiring the asking of & numher
of peculiar questions, und the reporter
opened fire In this way:

“Mr. Elkins, how did you earn your first
thousand dollara?’

The milllonaire frowned, then smiled,

“By hard work,” he answered,

Draunted a little, the veporter, In silenca,

tried to think up the next question, Pros
ently he found It. It was:

UMr, Kiking, you have lived a good many
years, now tell me—what has been the
happlest moment of your Hfe?"

I hgsn't come yet,” sald Mr. Bikine

“Not yet? When, then, will it come?”
The reporter's eyes shone. Now e ex-
peoted ‘something good,

“It will come,” sald Mr. Biklns, “when
people conse asking foollsh questions,”
Boston Post,
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Plekles and Choo-Choo,

It was n little thing of this kind thot
first mude the name of Finley P. Dunne
fumous among Chicago editors, The ereator
of “"Mr. Dooley"” was sauntering down
Dearborn  street one afternoon when he
Baw 0 horse suddenly disappear into the
bowels of the earth. Hastening up to the
edge with o moore of others he wis warned
awny by Bteve Howen, the pollceman who
was subgeqguently to become the fumous
Hennessy of the Dooley papers, My Dunne
stood bpek In deference o wuthority, but
an excited woman persisted in giving in-
struction® to OfMicer Rowen “Why don't
you get that horee out of that hole” she
demanded. “Here, conx him out with this
lump of sugnr." Bteve walved off the prof-
fered lummp and, with the groatest cours
tesy, responded: “Horses don't like sugor,
ma'nm—only plekles and choo-choo,”™ Aboul
ten minutes loter Dunne ssuntered into
the office and write the story just as It
happened, only with that differetice which
14 nlways manifested between wrt  mnd
oraftmuanship,  The ety editor told lim
that It was too late for anything, yet
glaneced ldly over the copy. Two minutes
lter he was making tracks for the com-
posing room and got the story in. The
next day about o hundred people asked
the editor who wrote the tale of Bteve
RHowen  and the  horse, and thus was
Dunne's fume born,
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Reverning the Order,

Benntor Bulllvan of New York was res
contly n guest 4l o banguet of homeopathie
physicians. During the banguet the usual
lonsts were drunk,. To the health of “the
budles,”” of “‘the president,” of “Hahne-
munn, the father of homeopathy,” and of o
dozen other porsons and subjects glasses
were drolned duly, and then, all of a sud-
den, the toastmaster remarked that the
witly Senator Bulllvan had not yet re-
sponded to A (osst. “Senator Bullivan,”
he sald, rising. “has not yet been heard
from Senator Bullivan will now propose
i health,” The senator arose and beamed
upan the ussemblage of physiclans, “f
propose,” he sald, “the health of the siok."

———
Making Room for Honea.

This Is one of Dr. Lindsay Purker's after-
dinner storles;

An old Irish Protestant preacher had an-
nounced the mujor und minor prophets as
the gubjoct of his discourse for & certain
Sunday., For an hour and o half he talked
of the major prophels, nssigning each to
his proper place. Then Yaking up the sec-
ond division of his sermon, he sald:

“And now we come to the minor prophets.
Firat, then, what place shall we Eive to
Hosen ?"

A tull man arose from one of the bhack
sents, and, with a reverential bow, politely
mald:

Il you plage, sor, ho can have my place,
I'm going out."—Brooklyn Eagle.

An 1o Platforms,

Benator Blewart, while traveling In Ne-
viida, steod on the platform of the coach
und was approached by a conductor,

“Senatar,” began the employe, touching
his cap respectfully, 1 dislike to remind
you of rule Il, which requires pussengers
to ride Inside the coaches.

“I own this road,” replled the senator

gruffly. “Iut even If T didn't own i, am
I ot o privileged passenger by reason of
belng o prominent politiclan 2

“T hellove that platforms are for poli
tician=s 1o get In on, but not to stand o,
roplied the conduclor,

The senntor promptly  stepped  through
the door.—Philadeiphin Ledger,
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Two Hindas,

Congressman Willlama, the new domo-
eratle lender, tells of n party of English
noblemen who were traveling  In Toexas
They vislted one small town wheres the
loen] magnnte toak them to the best saloon
In the place and ntrodueed them 1o the
burtonder, saving “Jim. these gonts are
marquiscs and earle and lords.  What do
you think of that?* “Well, Bill"” an-
swared the bartender, “they aln't bhut two
clusecs In this here place. One s thom
that tako sugar In theirn and the other
Is them that aln't #0 dam  particular
Wattleyechnve, gents?®
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Short and Sweet,

Latcle Fellx-Faure, the danghter of n for-
mer president of Pranceo, who lale'y mar-
Heldl George Goyau, &8 o distingulehed
wominn  of letlers, She has studied the
philosophy, lterature and theology of muany
countrivs,

Migs Florence Graham Ofutt of Loxing-
ton, Ky., where she (8 0 directress of phys-
fend culture In o givls' seminary, has broken
off an engugemoent (o wod u YOoung man of
good family because he Ingisted that after
martiige she should abandon her oecupas
thon.

Misn Jennle Foss, a school teacher of
Florenee, Wik, #ome time ago had nn cn
counter with a wildeat, vanguishing the
animal and displnying great bravery A
account of the Incldent wins read by John
E. Bower, a wenlthy farmer of Mudlzon,
Ind. He paid court to Miss Foss thyough
theé malls, his sult was favorubly recelved
and the other day thoy were married

Rev. Frederick O, S8mic'ow, pastor of an
Episcopal church In Carlisle, Pi., was mor-
rled o few days ago to Miss Grace Parkin
Bon, the ceremony belng  performed by
Bishop Talbot, The bride and groom ure
both deaf and dumb. Mr. Smiclau ks promi-
nent on aceount of his remoarkable work ns
& missionary to the 400 deaf and dumb vom
municants of the church who resiile
throughout the stiste, to whom he prenches
In the sign language.

Pletare of the Performance,

The late George W, Childs, the proptlctor
of the Philadelphia Ledger was a man who
supported his subordinates when they wero
In the right,

During a blter congressiona) eampiign
one of the candidates called upon Mr,
Childs and sald:

*Mr. Childs, 1 have always considered you
my friend. Am 1 right In that masump-
tlon "

“Yes," sald Mr, Childs, in his quiet way,
wondering whiat was coming.

“Well, T come (o complain about your
political reporter, His reports of my cam-
palgn have done me much dumage.”

“1 understand,” sald Mr. Childs, “ihat
our reporter has been printing your own
specches, 1a that true?’

"Yee-s," wun the hesitating reply.’

“Then,” sald the publisher, "you are the
Fullty man. You are killing your own
candidacy and the Ledger Is slmply giving
B fulthful ploture of the performance,
Blame yourself and not the Ledger re-
porter.”

And that was o1l the satisfaction this In-
fluentinl politician could get from the pub-
Usher,--Colller's Weekly,
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Approved by Morgan,

An old Washington gentleman (ells o
slory which he overheard President Lin-
coln repeat, nnd which he bellevea has not
been published,

SR )

During one of his busy reception hours,
when the president was tulking tirst to
one, thon to another of the many who
filled the room In the Whilte House, o Hon-
tHeman asked If any news had beon roe
colved from Jolin Morgan, whos canfeds
erdte cavalry were ralling Kentucky and
Ohiln

"We'll enteh Jolin some of Lhese duyn'
replied Lineoln. 1 admire him, for he |8
a bold operator,  He alwaye goes after the
mndl traine In order to. got Informatlon

from Washingt On Ws st madd he
opghed some moll boge and ook possession
of the oMcial coreespondence

“One letter was from the War doport-
ment to o Beutenant In Grant's army; it
contalned o captain's commission for hilm,
Right under the slgnature of A, Lineoln

the nudacious Morgan wrote, "Approved.

John Morgan,' and sent the commission on
fts way Bo there la one aMeer In our
army  whose comminslon bears my slg-

nature, with the approval of that dinres
devil robel rolder Noew York Tribune
Beginning at the Hottom,

W. J. Arkell, formerly publisher of Judge
and Leslle's Weokly, tellsn this story npro-
pos of Mr. Joseph Talitzer’s glift to Co-
lumbia unlversity

“When Joseph Palitzer caome to New
York to tnke the World out of the hands
of Willlnm Huribert and Manton Muarbla
he tnvited a notable company o dinner on
the evening after the frsl paper wis (8-
susd under hils manngement.  The party
Includisd, ns pearly as 1 can remember,
Jobm AL Cockeell, who afterwand died in
Alexondria, Eeypt, whtle in the serviee of
the New York HMerahd; Dadlard Smith, who
was for o thime managing editor of the Bun;
Charles Brooks, the criming) lawser; Julin
R, Fellows, the talented district attorney,
and others whoxe names I cannot now re-
cull Instend of tukiog them to Delmon-
feo's, where they all expectod o go, Mr.
Puliteer conducted  thom o Hiteheock's
famous beanery, then occopying o cellnr
on the spot where the Pulitzer buallding
now stands,  Buld he, as he ordered Leef
and beans und ‘sinkers’ and coffee for the
whole party;

PEentlemon, when the Princeton or Har-
vard gradudle comes 1o New York to enter
Journnlism ho dines first at Delmonico's
nnd ends up ot Hicheock's, We will be-
gin, with your permission, at Hiteheook's,
and we hope to end at Delmonlen's' "'~ New
York 'Timos,
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Premature Obltaary,

One of the New York puapers printed a
half-column obituary of J. 1. Motl, a well
known citigen. Mr. Mott saw the obltunry
on the morning it was printed and was
perplexeed, He took the paper and went
down to the editorinl rooms. After much
travall he got in to see the ety editor,

“I cume In Lo wee If you can tell ms any-
thing nbout this,” sald Mr, Mott, humbly,

“About what? assked the cliy editor,
rispingly.  He took the paper and read
the article hurriedly, It seoms to be an
obituary notice of one J. L. Mott," he sald,
“What's the matter with it

“"Nothing that I know of " unswered Mr.
Mott, “but I want 0 know how It came
about,"

“"Came about? Why, the man died, I
Buppane, We don't usually print obltue
aries of lve men,™

Mr. Mott wus Impressed, “Probably not,*
he sald, “but you did this tme 1 am J.
1. Mott.™

The ¢ty editor made many apologies,
“We will print a correcUon If you lke,” ho
announeed

“No” mald Mr. Mott, after hesitnting,
“Let 1t go a8 It la. 11 show It to prople
wlen they try to borrow money of me. —
Saturduy Evening Puost,




