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N a Hitle volume which he calls
I “Four Hundred Good Stories”

. (The Baker & Taylor Co.) Rob-

- ert Rudd Whiting has brought to-
gether a2 series of anecdotes—some of
swhich come in the familiar guise of
old friends, while others have the savor
of novelty. The following have been
chosen from M\r. Whiting's collection:

A - number of years ago, when Alves
A. Adee was Third Assistant Secretary
of State. an employe of the department
was called to the 'phone.
~ “Will vou kindly give me the name of
the "Third Assistant Secretary of State?”
asked the voice at the other end of the
wire.

‘“ Adee.”

“ A D. what®”

“* A A Adee.” -

‘" Spell _it, plea.,,,-

[ 3] _A-l!

44 Yes-”

®a :\.vr

" Yes."”

o g

“You go to hell!™
was indignantly hung up.
€

and the recelver

L)

. r

“ 3\Ian is not yet in a position to abolish
war,”” Elihu Rooif once s2id. ‘¢ There is
still too much of the animal in him. Even
when he seems most mild and good he
may have cruel, bestial thoughts revolv-
Ang in his mind. As an illustration:

*« A prison chaplain one day found =&

convict feeding a raft.
«¢ Aha'!’ the chaplain

Lhave a pet, eh?’
e ¢ Yes, Sir,’ said the convict, his hoarse

voice softening and a gentle smile jilumin-
ing his hard face. ‘I feed him every day.
I think more o’ this here rat, Sir, than I
do of any other lvin’ creature.’
“* The chaplain laid his hand on the
convict's shoulder.
“+In every man,’

something of the angel,
find it. How came vou to take su

fancy to this rat?’
e« 7t bit the jailer, Sir.'"™

L
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cald, °“so you

he sald, *there 13,

i we can but!
ch a.i

Clang, clatter, bang! Down the street.

came the flre engines.
Driving along ahead. oblivious of any

danger, was a farmer in a ramshackle old
buggy. A policeman velled at him:

there, look out! . The f{ire department’s
coming.”’
Turning in by the curb the farmer

watched the hose 'cart, salvage wagon
and engine whiz past. Then he turned
out into the street agein and drove on.
Barely had he started when the hook and
ledder came tearing along. The rear
wheel of the big truck slewed into the
farmer's buggy, smashing it to smith-
ereens and sending the farmer sprawling
into the gutter. The Yoliceman ran to
his mssistance.

«“ PDidn't I tell ye to keep out of the
way?" he demanded crossly. “ Didn’t 1
tell ve the fire department was comin'? ¥

«« 3vall, consarn ve,” said the’ peeved
fermer, 1 did git outer the way for th’
fire department. But what in tarnation
was them drunken painters in sech an
gll-fired hurry fer?””

» .

i
'

s Wind,”” wrote a little boy In his com-
po:itmn at schoel, ** is air when it gets in

& hurry.”
’ s "
A new cabby had taken up his stand at

Union Square.

« Gettin’ in a2 new horse? ’ asked one “of
the old-timers, eyeing the bony nag criti-
cally. -

“ Aw, wotcher glvin® us!"*

“ See ver got the framework up - - al-

ready.”

"

A big, husky Irishman strolied into the
,elvil service room where they hold physi-
cal examinations for candldates for the
po.ice force. ) ‘

« Strip.” ordered the police surgeon.

*¢ \WWhich, Sor? "

“ Get your clothes off, and bhe quick
'a.boat it,”’ said the doctor. _

The Irishman undressed. The doctor
measured his chest and pounded his
baclk.

* IJop over this rod *? was the next com-
mand.

The man did his best, landing on his

back.
** Double up your Lnees a.nd tocuch the

floor with 3'our hands.”’

He 1ost his balance and sprawled upon
- the floor. He was indignant but silent.
“ Now jump under this cold ‘shower.”
“ Sure an’ that's fum:t;," muttered the

applicant.
‘““ Now Tun around the room ten times.

[ want to test your heart and wind.”

This last was too much. *“I'll
the candidate declared defiantly.
stay single.”

“ Single? ™
zled.

** Single,”” repeated the Irishman  with
determination. * Sure an’ what’s all this
funny business got to do wid.a marriagae
license anvhow? "

He had strayed into the wrong bureau.

» ‘t
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not,”’
as I! ll

inquired the doctor, puz-

bl

“ dokn, John,”” whispered an alarmed
wife, poking her sleeping husband in_the
ribs. *“ Wake up, John; there are burg-
lars in the pantry and they’ re ea.ting all
tny pies.™
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| cording to government survey, one plush

“ \Well,

what . do we care,” mumbled

m———

e i B T et Tt M .~ e T S

|

Robert Rudd Whﬂmb Makes a CoHchOn of Tales and Anecdotes

John. rolling over. * so long as they don't
die in.the housé? "
.

.#

It had been anything but an easy after-
noon for the teacher who took six of her
pupils througn the Museum of-\l\"atural
History. but their enthusiastic interest In
the stuffed animals and their open-eved
wonder at the prehistoric fossils amply
repald her.

“ Well, boys, where have you been all
afternoon?’'" asked the father of two of
the pafty that evening. .

The answer came back with Jjoyous
promptness: ‘* Oh, p0p. Teacher took
us to a dead circus.”

’ t‘.

A disheveled man, much the worse for
liquor; staggered out of a Mailne ™ speak-
easyv * and Iaboriously propped himself
against the door. For a while he owl-

‘| measly little folain’ bed in 1if.

Ones to Entertam the

boon. She Is very much. attached to her
house at present by means of a stay chain,
byt she will be sold to any one who will
uSe her right. _She is one-fourth short-
horn and three-fourths hyena. I will
also throw in a double-barreled shotgun
which goes with her. In May she gener-
ally goes away for & week or two and
returns with a tall, red calf with wabbly
1egs. Her name 1s Rose. I would rather
sell her to a non-resldent.”

.‘.

“7T tell you I won't have this room."”
proteste the old lady to the bellboy who
was conducting her. I ain’t a-goin’ to
pay my good money for a pligsty with a
If you
think that jest because I'm from the coun-
try___ [ 2 J o

Profoundly disgusted the boy cut her
short.

ishly surveyed the passers-by. " Suddenly
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his foot siipped and he collapsed In a}‘ This ain’t yer room.

heap on the sidewalk. A moment ater
he was snoring.

A hurrying pedestrian pa.used reflec-
tively surveyed the fallen man for a few
seconds, and then‘poked his head in the
door.

** Oh, Frank,” he called.
Come out here a minute.”

Presently the proprietor. of the joint,
smoking a fat cigar. emerged. - He
blinked in the bright sunlight. .

“ Hello, Hud,”” he sald plegsantly.
** ¥What's up?”

Hud Jerked nfs thumb toward the
slumberer on the sidewalk.

‘““Yer slgn has fell down,” he expla.ined
and briskly resumed his walk uptown

t.'

“* Frank.

“(‘f'-eorge." sald the Titian-hairezd. school
marm, **is there any connecting link be-
tween the animal kKingdom and the vege-
table kingdom? ™

“Yeth, maam,"’
promptly. ¢ Hash.”

answered George

-

“Get In, mum. Get In,”” he ordered._

et T LI Im T e, TeTws R, L Kl A PP T 3
- Ll

-

.....
. M

the doctor’s office. He looked like a new
man, and the doctor told him so.

‘“ Yes, doctor, your advice certainly dld
the business. I went to bed early and
did all the other things you told me.
But, say, doctor, that one cigar a day
almost killed me at first. It's no joke
starting in to smoke at my tlme o’ life."’

» t

A, Revolutionary veteran, running for
Congress In days before the civil war,
had as his opponent a young man who
had never been a soldier. In his speeches
the Revolutionary hero made the most of
his *‘ record.”

‘“ Pellow citizens,”” he would say,
have fought and bled for my country.

[ 1) 1
1‘

have helped repulse the British tyrant;|

I have helped repel the savage Indlan. I
have slept upon the field of battle with
no other covering than the canopy of
heaven., I have plodded barefoot over the
frozen ground until every footstep was
marked ‘With blood.”

-~
-
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¢ Sed Yﬁl'; ;Got° the Framework Up."”

vator.”

.*'

The new minister in & Georgia church
was delivering his first sermon. The
darky janitor was & critical listener from
a back corner of the church. The minis-
ter's sermon was eloquent, and his pray-
ers seemed to cover the whole category of
human wants.

After the services one of the deacons
asked the old darky what he thought of
the new minister. " Don’'t you think he
offers ' up a good prayer, Joe?"

““ Ah mos’ suhtainly does, boss. Why,
dat man axed the good Lord fo’ things-dat
de oddey preacher didn't aven Enew X

had!’* -
..O—

A mother, anxlous to impress upon the
mind of her little boy the sufferings un-
dergone by Christians for the sake of
their faith, took him to see a painting
of martyrs ‘being cast to the lions, -
scene was realistic, portrayed with =all
the sklll of & master, and it proved too
much for_the ¢hild. He burst into tears.

It may ha\{e‘ been George’'s sister, Nel-=

e, wwho when asked how to make a Aal-
tese cross replied: * Step on its tail.”
- I‘U

- Misrepresentation is not among the
faults of the following advertisement writ-
ten by the late Bill Nyve:

“ Owing to ill-health I wiil sell at my
residence in township 19, range 18, ac-

raspberry colored cow, aged eight years.
She is a good milker and is not afraid
of the cars nor anything else. She is:of
undaunted courage, and gives milk fre-
quently.
death in any form she would be a great

To a man who does not fear;

The mothen, fleeling that sherhad worked
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on his sympathies too much, trled to asg-
suage hig grief, but he refused to be come
forted.

“ Mamma, Mamma,” he sobbed convul-
sively, peointing to the picture, * there's
| a poor little lion over thezxe in the corner
that ain’'t gettin’® any! Boo-hoo! Bdo-

hoo! "
L ’ f

The Hon. John Sharp Willlams had an
engagement to speak in a small Southern
town. The train .he was traveling on
was not of the swiftest, and he lost no
opportu'lity of keeping the conductor in-
formed.as to his opinions of that particu-

lar road.

‘“Well, if yer don't like it,”” the con-
ductor finally blurted out, * why in thun-
der don't yer git out an’ wali?”’

“I ~would,” Mr. Willlams blandly re-
plied, ** but you see the committee doesn't
expect me until this traln gets in,”

L

the
‘“ What you need

¢ Medicine won't help™ vou any,'
doctor told his patient.
is a complete change of llving.
to some quiet country placeyfor a month.
Go to bed early, eat more roast beef,
drinlz plenty of good, rich milk, and smoke
just one cigar & day."’

A month later the patient walked Into

Get away

The}

This 1s the &le-] At the.close of one of these speeches

an old man, wiping the tears from his
eyes with the ends of his coat talls, el-
bowed his way to the speaker.

‘“ You've fought both the British an® the
Injuns?* he asked.

* I have BSir.”.

“* An’ you've glep on the ground with-
out kivver?'*

*“I have Bir.”

" An' yve say that your fest have cov-
ered the ground that ye walked on with

blood?*
" ** They have Sir,’* sald the speaker, de-

lighted that his words had made such a
profound impression.

¢ Well, then,” sald the old man, turn-
ing away with a sigh of deep emotion,
“I'm a-feered XI'll have to wote fur that
other feller, fur X'1l1 bo gosh blamed iIf
vou ain’t done enough fur yer country
aiready.’” -

» ‘t

James McNeill Whistler and a friend,
strolling through a London suburb, met
a small boy. Whistler askej} him his
age. s

e Seven,"*- the boy replied

*
:::::
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What Are 'I'hetn Drunken Painters in Such a Hurry For?"
&
* Oh, you must be more than seven,”
said Whistler doubtingly.

‘“Seven,”” Insisted the boy, rather
pleased at being taken for older.

Turning to his friend, Whistler said,
‘“Do you think it possible that he really
could have gotten as dirty as that in only
seven yeoarg? '’ -

0.

A man, "driving along e country road,
saw the roof of a farm-house ablaze. THe
geoesticulated and called to the farmer's
wife, who was standing calmly in the
doorway:

“* Hey, your house-is afire!*

#* What?”

¢ 1 say your house is afire!*”

s What did vy’ say? I'm a leetle deaf?’

* your house is afire!' he yelled at
the top:of his lungs.

¢« Is that all?’" E

**It's all I can think of Just now.”

A reglment of regulars was making a
long, dusty march across the rolling
prairie land of Montana last Summer. It
-was & hot, blistering day, and the men,
longing for water\ and rest, were 1im,
patient to reach the next town.

A ranoher rode past.

b ** Say, friend,” called out one ot the

= \, v\’i'.;::“i
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Reader.

Yegulars, * how far is,Iit to the next
town :

“* Oh, a matter of two miles or so, I
-reckon,’”’ called back the rancher. An-

other long hour dragged by, and another
rancher was encountered.

‘“ How far to the next town?' the men
asked him eagerly. !

““Oh, a good two milea.”

A weary half hour longer of marching,
and then a third rancher.

“ Hey, -how far's the next town?"”

‘“Not far,”” was the encouraging an-
swer. * Only about two miles.”

“* Well,” sighed an optimistik sergeant.
\“ thank God we s8re holdin’ our own,
anyhow!®

. o,

And thus spoke Sewell Ford:

It was a dark night. A man was riding
a blcycle with no lamp. He came to a

crossroads, and did not know which way
to turn., He felt in his pocket for a match.

' leetle too close to them {flats.

He found but one. Climbing to the top

T s FERE

and in the ensuing glimmer read:
WET PAINT.

-

Speaking of the policy of the Govern-
ment of the United States with respeot
to its troublesome nelghbors in Centrel
and South America, * Uncle Joe ” Cannon
recently told of & Misgour!l Congressman
who s decidedly opposed to any Iinter-
ference in this regard by our country.
It seems that this Spring the' Missourian
met at Washington an Englishman with
whom he conversed touching affairs in
the -localities mentioned. The Westerner
asserted his usual views with considerable
forcefulness,
gervations

“The whole trouble is that we Amer-
fcans need a — good licking!

“vyou do, indeed!’ promptly asserted
tha Britisher, ag if pleased by the sad-
mission. But his exultation was of brlef

duration, for the Missourl man Immedi-
ately concluded with:

“ But there ain’'t nobody can &o 18!*"

. 0

A middle-aged farmer geceosted a ser!-

—

]

)of the pola, he lit the match carefully

winding up with this ob-

;-_‘.I_......_ B

in Wthh Many - Old Friends Combine Wﬂh New

Ay, ay, Sir!*

“ Let go, then! ' he roared.

Down went the anchor, out rattled the
chains, and like a flash the Saliy Ann
came luffing into the wind, and then
brought up all standing.

Mpr. Comstock walked aft and. touched
his hat.

“ Well, cap'n., my part. of the skuner
lis to anchor.' _

4

A man who had been convicted of steal-
ing was brought before a certain ‘' down

heartedness, tOo be .sentenced.

* Have you ever been sentenced to Im-
prisonment? ** asked the Judge not un-
kindly. -

*“ Never!* exclalmed the prisoner, sud-
denly burating into tears.

“ Well. well, don’'t cry, my man,”

sald

L R e TR FTE- AUV Lol PO N
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his Honor consolingly: * you're golng to
be now."
l.ﬂ

In a New TYork street car.recently &
yvoung man sattracted the attention of-the
other passengers by suddenly leaping from
his seat and picking up something from
between the slats ©of the floor. For a
moment he examined his find. Then he
asked, ‘Did anybody lose a five-dollar
gold plece?™

A ministerial looking man got up from
his seat at the other end of the car and
started toward the young man with out-
stretched hand. ’

“Yes, he sald, *I dropped a five-
dollar gold plece when I got on, but ow-
ing to the crush I couldn’t find it.”

" Very well,’”” said the young man glee-
fully. ‘" Hera's B nickel toward it.”

. -

4 Th‘ey ‘thought more of the Leglon of
Honor in the time of the first Napoleon
than they do now,” said a well-known
Frenchman. ‘ The Emperor one day met
an old one-armed veteran.

“ ¢t How did yon losa your arm?’
agited. ‘

he

\“ll\\ "\ll\\‘lll l l‘

ous-faced youth outside the Grand Cene
tral Station -1 New York the other day.

‘““* Young man,” he said, plucking his
sleeve, I wanter go to Central Park.”

The youth seemed lost 1n consideration
for a moment.

“ Well,” he sald tlnally, “ you may Just
this once. But I don’t want you ever.
ever to ask me agalm*

l‘t

Some vears ago the Yankee schooner
Sally Aunn, under command of Captaln
Spooner, was beating up the Colinecticut
River. Mr. Comstock, the mate, was at
his station forward. .According to his
notion of things the schooner was getting
a *‘'leectle' too near certain mud flats
which lay along the larboard shore. 8o
aft he went to the captain, aend, with
his hat cocked on -one side, said:

“ Captaln Spooner, you're getting a
Hadn't yeo
better go about?

“The captain glared at him, __.

“ Mr. Comstock, Jest you go for'ard and
tend to vour part of the skuner. I'll tend
to mine.”

Mr. Comstock went for’ard in high
dudgeon. ) '

‘ Boys,”” he bellowed out, *“see that
fhat ar” mud-hook's ali clear for Iettin'
lgol i
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* ¢ Gira, at Austerlits.’

¢ ¢ And.-were you not decorated?’

¢ ¢No Sire.

“ ¢Then here 1s my own oross, for you;
I make you chevalfer.’

“ ¢« Your Majesty names me chevaller be-
cause I have lost one arm! What would
your Ma.:lesty have done hed I lost both
arms?’

¢ ¢ Oh, in that case I should havs made
yvou Officer of the lL.egion.’

* YWhereupon the old soldier immediately
drew his sword and cut off his other
arm.’’

|

J

)
this %Ytory.

East’” Judge, well known for his tender~} A man entered a drug store in a :
tand asked for a dozen two

4
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*the parls on a sweltering hot day,

The ohly question i3, how
daid he do it? -
s, "

“Don’'t you ~want to btfy a blcycle to
ride around your farm on?" asked the
hardwar® clerk, as he was wrapping up’
the nails. *‘ They/re cheap now. I c¢an
let you have a first-class one for $35. .

- *I'd rather put $35 in a cow,” repliad
the farmer.

‘ But think,' pers!sted the clerk, *how
foollsh you'd look riding around town on
a cow."

“Oh, X dont know," gsaid the farmaer,
stroking his chin: *“no more foolish, I
guess, than I would milkin® 2 bicycle." ‘
. =

=
.

““Sure, an' what the v ¥
dish?*" asked Pat. vl 13 ® chatin®-

“ Whist, man,” answered Nora, * it’'s a \(
fryin’-pan thot’s got into society."

Perhaps it was thig c=.«.=nne Nora -<who
once defined steam as ‘“wather thot's
gone crazy wid th' heat.'

SFY

pills. -8rain quinine

‘“Shall I put ’em in a box, Sir?"™ the
jclerk asked gs he counted them out.

** Oh, no,” replied *the customer, *X
want to roll them home.*” '
t‘t

‘““ Good morning, ma’'am,’”” began ‘ the

temperance worker. *“ I'm collecting for
the Inebriates’ XMome and—-*

“YWhy, me husband’s out,” replied Mrs.
McGuire, ‘‘but if ye can find him anyw
where’'s ye're welcome to him.”’

‘.‘

Joe Lincoln, whose Cape Cod folks are
well-known characters, recently attended.
a lecture. When asked how he liked it,
he related this little story:

A stranger entered a church in the mid-
dle of the sermon and seated himself In-
the back pew. After a while he began
to fldget. Leaning over to the <white-
haired man at his side, evidently an old
member of the congregation, he wwhis-
pered:

‘“How longz has he bsen preaching?*

+ *“Thirty or forty years, I think,” the
old man answered. “I don't know exe
actly.”

“I'll stav., then,” decided the strangan,
‘“He must be nearly done.”

*.ﬁ

The Bhakespeare Club of New Orleans
was noted for its amateur performanc'ea.
Once, & social celebrity, gorgeous in the
costume of a lord in walting, was called
upon to say; ‘“ The Queen hag swooned."
- As he stepped upon the stage hig
friends applauded vociferously. Bowing
his thanks, he faced the King and, in a
high-pitched wvolce, sald: ¢ The swoon
has queened.”

There was & roar of laughter.: Ha
walted patiently until it had subsided and
tried again: ‘*The sween has cooned.”

Again the house roared and the stage
manager, in a volce that could be heard
ail over the theatre, said * Come off, you
doggoned fooll '

But the ambitious amateur refused to
surrender, and-in a rasping falsetto, as
he was being assisted off the stage,

L

screamed: ** The coon has sween&it”
0‘. -
A very stout old lady, bustliing through

6cAMe.
aware that she was being closely followed
by a rough-looking tramp. .

“®vhat do you mean by following me
in this manner?*
manded. The tramp slunk back s liitie.
But when the gtout lady resume® her
walk he again took up his position dl-
ractly behind her.

°* See here,” she exclaimed, whesling
angrily, * 1f you don't go away a.t‘ once X
shall call a policeman! "

The unfortunate man looke@ up at:her
appealingly. '

‘“ Ir'or heaven’s sake, kind lady, have
mercy an’ don't call a pol!ceman' yo're
the only shady spot in the whole payis®

Mr. Jones had recently become the
father of twins. The mThister stopped
him on the street to congratulate him,

‘* Well, Jones,”” he sald, ‘X hear that
the Liord has smiled on you.”

“ Smiled on me! " repeated Jonss,.  “He
laughed out loud &t mel "

. ¥

¥
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One Eastern rallroad has a regular form
for reporting accldents to animals oh s
right of way. Recently & track fofeman
had the Kkilling of a cow to report. In
answer to the question, ‘* Disposition of

carcass?'" he wrote: *‘ Kind and gentle.'
.9

The House Committee of & New '!'ork
club redcently received this unique ocom-
plaint:

*T have the honor to inform you that
I lunched at the club this afternoon and
thad as my guests three gentlemen, all
well-known gourmets., Among the other
things an omelet was served. It con-
tathed only three flles, As an old mem-
ber of*the club, jealous of its reputation,
I neturally found this very embarrassing,
ag, in order to malke an equitable division
of the omelet, it was necessary either to
divide a fly—a nice bit of carving, ag
you must concede—or forege a fiy my-
gelf. I beg to suggest that in the future,
when an omelet is sdrved for four per-
sons, it should be either with (n) four

Thers {s no particular reason to doubt!flies, or (b) no flles at all. i

she indignantly de- -



