
Odds and Ends.

STEALING A POST-OFFICE.

The citizens of Mountain View,
Oklohama. who some time ago built

their town in three days, anl later

bought out the rival town of Oakdale,
have added to their exploits by steal-

ing thep ost-offiee from a neighbour-
ing village. The Mountain View i st-

otiiee has been in a grocery store, and

was talking* with one of the foremost

contemporary Scotch writers, and I

said to him: ‘ls there not a great deal
of poetry among the commonest and

most uneducated people in Scotland?*
“Said, he: *Thef* are saturated with it.’
“One day in the early spring he was

walking along the side of a mountain

in Skye, when he came to a hut in

the local paper of a town not far d's-

ta.nt. which had a separate post-office
building of its own. had been twit-

ting Mountain View that it had no

post-office building because of unim-

portance. On Sunday some of the

more impetuous spirits of Mountain

View secretly resolved to turn the

tables on their tormentors by stealing
their post-offiee. They hitched three

teams of strong horses to a low wag-

on and started for the rival village
late at night. Arriving at their desti-

nation. they lifted the post-office bod

ily on to the waggon, the operation
being made easy as the post-office was

but a small box-like building. Then,

without arousing any of the towns-

people, they starte 1 back for Mountain

View. They were met by praetiealh
the entire population, who had been

informed of the proceedings after the

men had set out upon their errand.

The post-office was placed in the cen-

tre of the town, gaily decorated with

flags, while the jubilant victors were

over-whe'lraed with congratulations.
The people of the village bereft of

its post-office are in a terrible rage

over the trick that has been played
upon them, and threaten to have

everybody in Mountain View arrested

for interfering with the mails.
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SCOTCH GENUS.

In a recent address. Mr Hamilton

\V. Mabie called attention to the fact

that Scotland, a little country far to

the north, under dolesome skies, and

swept by tiepressing mists and chill-

ing winds, has been very fertile in

■men of genius. Every one of its gen-
erations during the la,st five cen-

turies has produced a Scotchman to

give literary expression to the emo-

tions and imaginations of English-
speaking peoples.

Mr Mabie's explanation of this fer-

tility is that there is something rich

and grand in the race, something deep
in its heart, which even the Scotch

peasant has the insight to see and the

power to express.
“Last summer." savs Mr Mabie, “I

which lived an old man he had known

a great many years. He saw the old

man with his head bowed and his bon-

net in his hand. My friend came up
and said to him after a bit:

“‘I didn’t speak. Sandy, bt cause 1

thought you might be at prayers.’

“ •Well, not exactly that.’ said the
old man: ‘biiit I tell you what I was

doing. Every morning for forty years
I have taken off my Ixiniiet here to

the beauty of the world!’

“Where untrained farming folk go
out and take off their hats to the

beauty of the world, it is there that
we may expect to find |>oets.

“Peasants do not use the language
of poets unless they have the souls of

poets in them.**

But whence comes the peasants’
sentiment and power of expression?
“It is my l>elief.” answers Mr Mabie.

“that the Scotch peoplel have derived
their inspiration from their know-

ledge of the great poetry of the Old
and New Testaments. Nobody can

know the Psalms of David or the pro-
phecies of Isaiah, or that sublime

Book of .Job. without being imbued

with a keen imagination. So. I be-
lieve that it is largely because of this
that a little |>eople so far to the north,
so out of the reach of balmy skies and

tropical intilienees, are so rich in the

greater elements of thought and

knowledge, ami art, and life.”
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THE MOST KA MOI S MAN.

I l»elieve I have said w hat in naming
Mr Kipling, who is at this moment,

possibly, the most famous man in the
world.aiid whose work. in some
sort of measure. is known

almost as widely as his name.

All must own this, whatever
any may think of his work: and it
seems to me that the fact ought to

dispose of the doubt whether this is a

poetry- reading age. . . . It is a

mighty and a lusty note, full of faith
and hope: and it is the note which
makes Mr Kipling famous wherever
an Anglo-Saxon word is spoken or an

Anglo-Saxon shot is tired: it stirs the
blood of both Briton and American:
and it is not the poet’s repioach if
they forget the deeper meanings of
his songs. He says what he came to

say : he happened in the time which
could hear his voice: he does not so
much teach as tell: but no doubt the

lime will come when the warning in
his message will be plain to senses

now holden. It may not be plain to

our American senses. till we have
trampled into the r*»d mire of tropic
morasses the faith in men which made
us the hope of men: hut that is not

tin* blame of a poet who has read us
and said us more keenly than anv
aliin before. \V. I). Howells.
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HOW TO LIVE TO ONE Hl NDItKD.

Are you anxious to live to be one
hundred years of age? If your ambi-
tion lie in that lirection. here, ac-

cording to a physician, is the outfit

you require: The right parentage.
Veil must have parents ami grand-
part nts who lived long. A body of

medium size, fairly plump. Good chest
capacityns -more important t han height.
A quick, springy, elastic step. A

bright eye and clear colour. \ sym-
metrical head of medium siz •. set

erect upon a firm neck. A regular
even circulation of the blood. You
shouldn’t be troubled by cold hands or
feet. Slow, inaudible breathing, wi.n-
out nastl o-bst rurti m. Sound sle< p
without frequent dreams. A. I ar voice

m it her rough nor hoarse. \ keen appe
tite. which is ne\ >-t heless sa isfied

with a moderate quantity of food. Per-

fect digestion, shown by freedom from

headache. giddiness. heartburn or
such troubles.

THE EXCITING ADVENTURE OF LITTLE MISS MUFFETT

LITTLE MISS MUFFETT, SHE SAT ON A TUFFETT,
EATING OF CURDS AND WHEY.

AND FRIGHTENED MISS MUFFETT AWAY.

Photos, by Charles Hemus.

THERE CAME A GREAT SPIDER, WHO SAT DOWN BESIDE HER.
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