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“*l do mot recall, governor, that 1

| see you er ese rs. But 1
Liwe &y Who LOWd F lowe rs | see that :zu d:“nou: remi:ber I:Ee.'

Charies €. Clarke's Delightful Remin-
lsgences of the Chiighood of David
8 Hil, Former Gowernor of
MNew Yorke

In May thers died the last of the
engual group of mea who were as
secalad iviimately with Commodore
Vanderbilt in the building up of his
grest taliroad  systemm This was
Chartes C. Clarke, whe as saditor,
tremamrer sod frst vice president of
ke commaodors's rallroad was his «m-
Moyer's Snsncial right band man for
years. For more thas balf & ceutury
Mr (larke was a public character,
Brsl as a state employe and 2 banker,
and froe: 1554 unti]l his retirement as
& ralrend man In that period be
came o vt most of the Mg men of
s sade and s recoliections of Mil
lard Pillssers and Commodore Van
Geriill weore purticularly vivid Yot
what e ~all-d 1he most surprisicye ox-
prriemes v bis kng besibess life had
Beibing v de with oither of these
Eread tien o yesierday

“When | was assistast deputy
treapmssr of New Tork state at the
Githe WMilisrd M - was UM
Sradier.” sedd Mr Clarke ~1 moade the
Scquaistznes of & pumber of men
*neacd v impartast business under
takings s welirs New York Ope
of theve et was establisting a bank
i the lowe of Megvass: be sshed me
e take suerutive charge of i and |
meregled bl wlfer That
yeur 1ELZ

Youn sfer | went to Havana 1 be
CRiles @rrrns TV Lo malie sorie 1t
ant rhznges ‘s the bask bullding
atd aflcrs and lo do his work | e
phaged 2 lecal carpemter. a very
worthy mas, she 4d bopest work
One day b wought with Mo to the
Job n Mrighteyed Mitie fellow. who
ime years
<« Ths pousngstier stiracied my a1
temtion and | ssied biss i Le
, and then 1
asbiod Ll whal be wasted ‘o do wien
be beramme 3 man.  He seplied that be
wanisd Lo veL 3 DeBspajer

“The nent day the little fellow again
Scervar atbed Lis futher o work He
bore & bumeh of vickets o bis hand
whick: he gifidently held out to e,
the wiile smiling gunintly. “You wamt

west ‘o

m
afier thasking kim for his gift

! ' have ever met you. Have 17" 1 was
ssked him if he was fond of flowers. | forced to confess. .
| “Yes” be answered. ‘but i like the | “The governor smiled. ‘T'll try to ald
fowers that grow in the woods best  your memory, Mr. Clarke,’ he sald.
l“‘ 1 know most of them.’ |‘Don’t you remember a carpenter
| “As the season passed from spring | pamed Hill who repaired your bank

Sas m (e |

' to summer the boy marked the prog- |
| gress of the year by bringing to my |
' office the seasomable flowers: and cne |
day, when bot weather was on in dead |
ecarnpest, be came bearing very proud- :
Iy a bunch of pond lilies which he |
sald be had gathered especially for |
s |
“Thus I was showered with the
blooms of the seasons until the car- |
penter moved away from Havana—at
least, | lost sight of nm and the boy
Twoe vyears later | entered railroad |

life and mysel! moveld away from |
Havana
“More than 29 years passed. Then

one dry 1 found myself In Albany for
s call gpon the governor of the state
in conpection with some importaat
business for my railroad company. As
I entered the exiecutive offices a gen-
tieman with every evidence of real
plasure showinz in his face came up
1o me and extended his hand “Why,
bow do you do. Mr Clarke? be ex-
claimed, beartily 1 am very glad to

at Havana? Don't you remember his
little boy, whom he used to call Davey,
who zometimes brought you flowers?”

“*Are vou that lad, Governor Hill”
I gasped. in astonishment. And then,
as he smiled at my surprise, 1 added
truthfully: ‘Every spring 1 have been
reminded of that little boy by the
sight of violets, daffodils and pansies.
I have often wonder what had becom=
of him. But not once did it ever oc-

! cur to me that David B. Hill, governor

of New York, was the little Davey
who used to bring me flowers and left
me one of the most charming recol-
lections of my early manhood.
“*Yed' said the governor when I
had ceased.” ‘I was the boy, Mr.
("larke. 1 have never forgotten your
kindness and your sympathetic talks
with me. And | have long hoped that
the dzy would come when I could see

. ¥ou again and renew that boyhood

acquaintance.””

Cogaright, 199, by E J Edwards, All
Rights Reserved))
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Thomas H. Benton Could Not Aficrd
to Remain Estranged From Gen-

eral After Latter's Praise of 4

Henry Clay.

One very evening in July, !
1681, severz] mewmbers of President
Garfield's cabinet went from the White
House 10 the lawe and stood a while
ia suck & position that they were able
Ww calch the ~ooling br=¢ze that caice
from the Potomar. There were two or
three frends ith them, and all were
in 3 bappler frame of mind than they
had been for some time for the phs
sicians had reported but a shoft while
before that the president was in a
more comfortable condition than =at
any time sitice be had been shot.

As they stood thus, enjoving the cool
breeze, Mr. Blaine, the secretary of
state, who wore a very thin and some-

| what frayed alpaca coat and a straw
bat which bad certainly seen service
for several summers, turned to his
| companions.

! “This afternoon. as | stood before
the Sreplace in the president’s room, |
there came to my mind for the first

warm

Prophecy Tha{ Was ;ul_lﬁl&

General Garteis’s Vveiled Prediction of
His Ows Normsration for Pres.
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come 10 |

didate; | had already sald to ome or
" itwe friends: “We can't nominate
Grant. Blalpe capnot be nominated.

_.m.' And | am satisfied that at the

repeptatives the morning of the day
we werg Lo leave for Chicago. Rather
lats iu the afternconm Garfleld turned
to me and sald: “Stasin, it is time for
us to start My gripsack is in the
cloak room,6 and | suppose yours |is
also. Let's go together from the capi-
1tal to the raflway station, and we'll
| keep company all the way to Chica-
. |
| “As | was taking my bhat and my
gripsack from the attendant in the
cloak room. | bheard some one say to
Gaficid—I1 do not now remember who
It was, except that it was a Democrat:
| Garfield, whom are you going to nom‘I
inate for president at the convention? |
You don't expect 10 nominate Sher-
man, do you? And we Democrats 4g- |
jure that Blaine and Grant w»ill neu-
tralize each other's votes® ;
“Iz reply Garfield sz2id: 1 am to
sominats Shermsn in behalf of the
state of Oble Of course we all hope |
that he will be nominated by the con
vention
| T But whom are you going to nom-
| Inate, CarfBleld™ persisted the Demo- |
| erat '
“1 remember perfectly bow Gar- |
| Beld looked when that question was |
irepested to him He turned half |
srcund, there was a cordial smile upon |
bis face—one that was characteristic
wf bim—and then be said: “I don't
know. It's wvery lkely to be some
one DOt pow pamed. It Is just as
Hkely to be myselfl as anybody else’
“1 was mightily impressed by that
reply. It confirm~d my own impres-
slon that Guarficld might be our can-

,and in my opinion Garfield will be the

tme Carfield left Washington for Chi-

| *Coprright. 151, by the Associated Lit-
H erary Press )

| acteristic tribute to Clay’s

| Jackson had made the

|the president’s private office.
 son was standing before the fireplace.

He Made Up With Jackson

| time in vears an anecdote—or, rather,
' two anecdotes—ol

Andrew Jackson
that I heard on good authority when I

first came to Washington,” he began. |
| “But Lefore 1 tell them to you as they |
were told to me [ shall remind you of |

the fact that an intense

was one of the rare cases in which
Clay permitted himself to bave a per-

sonal apimesity, though frequently, as |

we all know, he would be a man's po-

 litical epemy 1o the full limit of his

DOWers
“Well, one day, a friend, calling up-

| on President Jacksen, remarked in the |
| rourse of

the conversation: ‘Henry
Clay is not only a moral coward; he
i#g a phrsical coward, as well’

“Thereupoca Jackson got up, knock-

#d the ashes out of his corncob pipe
into the presidential fireplace, straight-
ened up to his full height, and re-
torted:

“*By God, you wrong him!'

successive years
senator from Missourl, beginning in
1820, and Andrew Jackson had been
bitter enemies, although they were of
the same party. They had not spoken
since 1813, [ believe, when Benton was

thrown downstalrs at the time when

his brother put a bullet through Jack-
=om’s shoulder down In Neorth Caro
lina. At any rate, Benton had not

' visited the white house since Jackson

had been its chief occupant. But it
0 happened that a day or two after
President Jackson had pald his char-
bravery,
the man to whom Jacksen had dellv-
¢ered the tribute met Benton and told
him of the incldent. Benton, clearly
astonished for an Instant, eagerly ask-
ed if his informant was sure that
remark as
quoted. and the reply was that there
was no doubt about 1t

““Then 1 will call upon him my
self’ =ald Benion, with grim deter-
mination.

“Sure enough, a day or two later

| the senlor <enator from Missour! pre-

sented himself at the white house and
bis name was taken into his old ene-

my. In a moment he was admitted to

Jack-

He looked searchingly at Benton, who
remained standing upon the threshold.
At last Jackson spoke. °‘Is it to be
war or peace? he asked.

“For answer, Benton, with both
hands ontstretched, went across the

room, the next moment the differences
|

of vears were healed, and the friend-
ship thus unexpectedly and suddenly
re-established remained unbroken un-
til Jackson's death,

“But to my mind,” concluded Mr.
Blaine, “the best part of the recon-
ciliation of those two great characters
lay in the reply that Benton gave to
ki= friends when they asked him how
he came to put aside his enmity to-
ward Andrew Jackson. ‘I could not
afford to remaln estranged from a man
who was brave enough to pay such a
tribute to an enemy as Andrew Jaciy-
sen did to Henry Clay when he dM
clared he was as brave as a Hon,” sald

{ Z2emator Benton.”
l-('up)‘r.;}:'._ 196, by E. J. Edwards, Al

Rights Resereda
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animosity |
| characierized the relations that existed
between Jackson and Henry Clay. It |

The |
{ d——d scoundrel is as brave as a lion. |
I know his weakness and his strength.” |
“Now, for many years Thomas H. |
| Benton, for thirty
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YOUNG SKY PILOT

Waiter Richard Brookins, the youthful sky
pilot who made the successful flight from Chi-
cazo to Springfield, belongs in the aviation game
by right of having been born in the city Wright
brothers have given such great fame. He is a Day-
ton, Ohio, boy, who has been over a great deal of
America and Canada, having been for a time a
driver of racing automobiles before taking ur
air fiying.

Brookins Is just past twenty-two years old. He
observed his last birthday July 11 by making rec
ord flights at Atlantic City, N. J. It was at this meet
that he broke the then world record for higl
flight for the third time by driving his machine
in a series of spectacular dashes to the height ol
6,200 feet. Brookins' parents are Americans
Both his father and mother are living. and hs
| has two brothers and ome sister. Walter attended the public schools of
| Darton and managed, between learning to run automobiles and watching
| the Wright brothers practise with their gliding machine, to graduate from
the Dayton high school. That is as far as he got with theoretica! schooling
After that he went out into the world and became an automobile man of more
‘ than ordinary skill. He perfected himmself to such an extent in that profes
| sion that he decided to try to become an aviator.

The Wrights knew quite a little about Brookins as a boy. In their obser
vations of his automobile expericnces they recognized him as a safe man foi
their venturesome calling. They told Walt he might have a trial. Youns
Brookins began as a pupil of the Wrights the latter part of last March. Hc

that he kept training daily with Orville Wright.
trained by Orville Wright and it was not long before he was intrusted witk
the training of others of the Wright school.

Brookins® first big meet, really his first public appearance outside the
Wright reservation at Dayton, was at Indianapolis last June, and he imme
diately started in breaking world records.

Hitherto Brookins has ccnfined his attempts at record-breaking to his
specialties of height, quick turning and slow flights. He holds the world's
record for the latter now, it being 21 miles an hour. Thkis is almost as essen
tial in the training of an aviator as is quickness in tarning, both damonstrat-
ing the operator's control of his machine and the sense of oneness with his
machine that he must have to be successful.

] Since he started flying independently of the coaching of his trainer
1
|
|

Brockins has made brilliant exhibitions at Indlanapolis, Montreal, Atlantic
City. Toronto. Detroit, Asbury Park, N. J.. Boston and through the middle
of Illinois on his wgnderful flight from Chicago to Springfield.

For the most part he has been able to avoid accidents and has had in
his entire brief but brilllant career but cne of serious consequence. That
occurred at Asbury Park in July and in itself was an example of the cool-
ness and resourcefulness of the youth the Wrights call their most promising
| operator. He was preparing to land from a high altitude when a crowd
of newspaper photographers surged out from the lines into the field almost
| directly at the point he had selectad for his landing.

Quick as a flash,
| into a fence, seriously injuring the machine and sufering a broken limb and
other bruises, from some of which he had nat entirely recoverad at the time
he began his exhibitions in Chicago.

It is for his coclness and intelligence that the Wrights have given him
so many responsible opportunities of flight. Personally he is a clean, alert,

| self-controlled young man. He has no vices. He is a wholesome, energetic |

man

There is a rumor that he is preparing to annex a mew record, to be
known hereafter as Mrs. Brookins.

CONSERVED HIS OWN LIFE

Henry Wallace, the new head of the Nationa’

ample of the possibilities in conservation of hu-
man life. Thirty vears ago, while helding the
pastorate of a United Presbyterian chureh at

sician that his days were numbered and that his

short time was to get out of the pulpit. He did
not wait to preach a farewell sermon; he weri

simple life. Today, at seventy-four he is a vig-
orous and healthy man, doing his full day’s labor
every day and with intellect s keenly alive to
every issue of the time.

Mr. Wallace's special interest in the work
came 12 a head when he consSited to associate
himself with others in the work of the Roosevelt Country Life commission
appointed a few years ago to inquire into the needs of the farms and sug-
gest methods of improving the life of the rural community. On that com-
mission he was associated with Gifford Pinchot, President Bailey, President
Butterfield and others.

The presidency of the National Conservation assoclation came to Mr.
Wallace wholly unsought. Before he had thought of attending the convention
he stated clearly the demand of the friends of conservation. He said:

“The people of the west demand that the government shail protect the
remaining resources of the nation as vet under the control of the nation from
spoliation, by placing them under a cabinet officer or officers who are not
merely honest, but of whose integrity and efficiency there is not the shadow
of doubt, men whose affiliations have not heretofore been with the spoilers.
| Anything short of this will invoke the wrath of an already outraged and indig-
| nant people.”

Mr. Wallace is regarded as a very able writer on agrivnltural topics in
this country. In 1895, with his sons, he established Wallace’s Farmer. a pro-
gressive farm journal.

| LEADER OF ‘PROGRESSIVES’

In the baltle between the regular and progres
sive Republicans in New York stats one of the
most prominent leaders of the latter and the prin
cipal leader before Colonel Roosevelt assumed
command was Lloyd C. Griscom, diplomat and
former ambassador to Italy, and the chairman of
the Republican committee of New York county
When, after his relinquishment of his diplomatic
post at Rome, he began to’ mix in the polities
of the metropolic, the old leaders were inclined
to be jocose at his expense, called him an ama
teur and said he had many things to learn.

Mr. Griscom is a native of Philadelphia. 2
graduate of the UzRiversity of Pennsylvania and a
lawyer. Before being admitted to the bar in New
York city, which was in 1896, he became secre
retary tc Ambassador Bavard at the court of St.
James. In 1897 he was deputy district attorney of New York. At the out-
break of the Spanish war he volunteered his services, was commissioned
captain and assistant quartermaster and served four months in Cuba as aide-
de-camp to Major General Wade. Then he resigned to enter the diplomatic
service and was appoirted secretary to the legation at Constantinople. He
afterward served in Persia, Japan and Brazil and was decorated by the shah
of Persia and received the order of Bolivar ifrom the governmeni of Vene-
zuela

NEW GRAND ARMY COMMANDER

Johm E. Gilman of Massachusetts, who was
elected commander-in-chief of the Grand Army of
the Repubiic at the forty-fourth national encamp-
ment, has an enviable record as a soldler and
citizen. He belonged to the noted Twelfth Mas-
sachusetts, a regiment which vies with the First
Minnesota as having lost the largest percentmge
of the men it carriced into any single action. Com-
mander Gilman fought bravely with his regiment
through all its batitles until at Gettysburz he lost
his right arm by a wound from a shell.

He joined the Grand Army in 1868, and has
since been zealous and active in its service. Dur-
ing the dark days of the order he was one of the
mainstays, and has held nearly every office with-
in the gift of his comrades as a reward for his
fidelity and ability. He was elected commander
of the department of Massachusetts in 1899, and gave that great department
an efiicient and satisfactory administration.

Commander-in-Chiet Blackmar selected him for his adjutant general. He
traveled with that efficial all over the United States, and made friends wher-
ever he went. Commanderin-Chief King continued him after the lamented
jeath of Blackmar, and he added to his popularity in that position. For
,Mhmmmmumwwwum

Personally the new commander-in-chief is sald to be a genlal and lov-
able r*an, whom any of his comrades can approach sure of interest
and sincere sympathy with him.

—

T i i o e b
Was He a Coward?

| By CARL JENKINS

(e— r——" ar— —— — —

Copyright, 1ome, by Associated Literary Press

| Dr. Hargraves, retired and said to
| be wealthy, has more or less business
to do with a certain safe deposit com-
pany. Ile thus came to know young Mr. Parker hurried straight to the
Austern Parker. There came to be a| hotel. People who saw him in his
social as well as a business side, and | flight looked and wondered. Mrs. Par.
after a time Mr. Parker was a c:\ller} ker had not come out. The son burst
at the house. into her room and flung himself down

a hero or a coward. If a hero, it is
forgotten in a day; if a coward, not
for years, if ever.

/

practised about five hours before he went up for his first flight alone. After |
He was the first mar |

Brookins acted. To avoid landing upon them, he smashed |

Conservation congress, is himself a living ex- |

Morning Sun, lowa, he was informed by his phy- |

only hepe of prolonging life for even z reasonably |

back to the farm and commenced anew the |

Dr. Hargraves was a widower and

and
daughter May. A sister oversaw the
house, but the doctor used to say that
tiis daughter oversaw him. The friend-

Miss May's handsome face attracted
Imany, but she received them all as
cailers until Mr, Parker came. In his
| case, alter a bit, the father thought he

detected more than usual interest, and
he was secretly pleased. He knew
that his ailment must carry him off at
|
1
]

the end of a few vears. and he ht:i{bedi

the daughter's future would be set-
tled before the dark day came.
| The doctor and his daughter were
at the Harbor hotel when Mr. Parker
| and his mother arrived. It was sim-
| pIF chance that brought them together
there, and all were pleased over it

A week had passed very pleasantly
| when one day the doctor, Miss May
| and Mr. Austen were on the long
| wharf below the hotel to sit in the

| band house and enjoy the cool breeze. |

There were women and children about,
and here and there a man was lazily
fishing. Of a sudden a women scream-
ed out. Her boy of five had climbed
| the railing and fallen into the water.
. There were shouts and screams from
others, and & hubub all aiong the
wharf.

The accident occurred within thirty
feet of the band stand. Mr. Parker
reached the railing in four or five
bounas, tore off his coat and kicked
off his sheces, and was on the point of

“Oh, Go-Go-Go!™ Called Miss May.

| leaping the rail into the water when

ke suddenly halted and stepped back.

“You can get him—you can get
aim!" urged the doctor as he came up.
“There's his hat—there he rises!”

“Oh, go—go—go!" called Miss May
| to the man who stood wringing his
hands and his face pale as the dead.

“I—I can’t!” they heard him say.

“Man—man, are you going to leave
| ‘he boy to drown?" cried the doctor
| in astonishment and indignation.

Mr. Parker advanced to the railing,
wooked over at the child struggling in
the water and then threw up his hands
with s groan and retreated. He even
picked up the things he had cast off
and almost ran from the wharf.

Splash! Splash! Splash! Three men
ieaped the railing, one after another,
and, as the little lad was sinking for
the third time, he was rescued, and
there were tears, cheers and shouts of
congratulation. The doctor and his
jaughter returned to their seats and
sat for a long time without a word be-
tween them. Then the girl asked in
2 hesitating way:

“Was it because Mr. Parker can't
swim?™

“He could have got the boy and
aung to a spile until a boat came.
Heavens, but if I bad been in his
place!™

“Then—then what ailed him? He
reemed to be frightened.™

“He was!™ was the grim reply.

“Father, you can't mesan——"

“But 1 do, dear. You have only to
aear what the people around us are
saying. Too bad. I ieel sorry for him.
He and his mother will have to go
today.”

A hundred people on the wharf had
«words of praise for the three men,
and words of censure for the one. It
is at such times that men curse in
their throats and women refuse to
forgive. A man is either recorded as

Marlborough’s Brief Message o0 Wife
Writisn After Battle of Blenheim,
Preserved by His Descendants.

A scrap of paper that carries one
sack to the very atmosphere of a great
decisive battle in the world's history is
among the historical treasures of Blen-
heim house. On the paper are a dozen
lines scribbled in pencil. They were
-written by the duke of Marlborough at
the clcse of the fierce struggie at
Blenheim.

The tumult of battle was rolling
westward, where French and Bavari-
ans were in disordered retreat, with
Marlborough's cavalry riding fiereely
in their rear. The slopes of the hill
and the marshy plain were strewn with

W00 killed and wounded.

But Marlborough, with the excite-
ment of the great fight yet strong
within him, pulled up his horse on one
of the litle rustic bridges across the
Schwanbuch and scribbled these dozen
lines te his wife in London to tell her

in poor health. The light of his eye
the joy of his heart was his'

sbip between them was almost selfish. |

| and covered his face with his hands
| and wept.

“What is It?" she asked as sha
stood beside him with her hand on big
head.

“A child fell off the whart™ ke an,
swered after a time.
| "And vou were there®™

{ 71 was the one to have leaped n

| after him.™
|  “Poor boy!

We should not have,

| come to the water.”

With that she turped away and
commenced taking her garments down

off the hooks and folding and packing
| them.

When the son could .control his
voice he stepped to the telephone and
asked for his bill and ordered a car
riage for the depot. Two hours later
mother and son were on their way
home. When they talked it was not
of what had happened on the whar? !

“Don’t you see he couldn't have
dore anything else?™ gqueried Dr. Har-
graves at lunch, when some one said

| that “the coward” had departed.
“He passes out of our lives, of
course.”

And it so comes about. When the
doctor again visited the safe deposig
company he saw young Mr. Parker,
but peither bowed. Some one else
waited on the patron. People who had
met the young man socially at the
doctor’s residence inquired about him
in a careless way, and were as care
| lessly answered. Now and then the
father wondered if the daughter had
been interested enough to care or be
disappointed, but he could not maks
up his mind. The affzir had never
becn referred to again after the first
day.

A whole year passed.

Fathker and

=] | daughter were again bound for tha

same hotel, but this time they were
| motoring a part of the way, the car
Il being driven by a chauffeur.

l In the middle of the aTterncon. on
= broad highway, four foreigmers whd
had struck work in a quarry not far
l away and were ripe for mischief,
halted the auto to commit highway
robbery. The chaufeur was a pok
troon. He could have run them down,
but he halted the machine.

The doctor was not armed, but he
refused to leave the car, and struck
at the fellows who sought to pull the
daughter out. Such a onesided con:
flict could not last long, and must
terminate in a victory for the attack-
ers. They were pushing the advan-
tage of numbers when a second auto
rolied up qQuietly behind them and a
yYoung man leaped out. Without any
weapons but his bare fists he sailed
into the four. They drew knives on
him, but he struck one after another
and fought fiercely and silently. The
cattle raged up and down the road for
five minutes, and then the used-up
men retreated to the woods.

The doctor and his Jaughter had
watched it without a word They
knew the attacker, and they saw blood
on his face and hands as he waved te
them that the road was clear and
walked back to his own machine.

“It is Mr. Parker!™ whispered Miss
May.

“Hanged if it ism't!™
father.

“But folks said he was a coward "™

“Um! 1 was among those who saié
so. Guess we made a mistake somes
where."

“I—I1 hope co!™

“Eh? Eh? You hope what™

The words were not repeated.

A week later, at the Harbor hotel
the doctor called Ris daughter into
his room to say.

“l1 wrote to a friend of mine in the
city and asked him o do me a favor
He had an interview with Mr. Parker's
mother. Say, dear, while the public
has a notion that your father is a
great doctor, I want te admit to you
that he is a great fool.™

“Why, what is it

“l ought to have suspecied some
thing of the kind from the first. When
Mr. Parker was a child of two his
nurse let him fall into the water. He
had a close call from drowning. It
gave him a dread and a horror of the
water, and it will always be with him.
He’s no coward. He simply fears the
one thing. Plenty of cases like it
I'm writing him a very abject letter
this afternoon. Don’t you want to in-
close something? If he'll be sensible
and forgive, I'll take him for a son-in.
law about a year hence. ER? Eh®
That makes you blush, doesn't it? I
believe you've been his champion right

replied the

of the great evemt.

along!™

HISTORIC :SL@?’ OF PAPER.

Apparently the duke borrowed the
mpofmperhomsomememhero!
his staff, for on the back Bf it are the
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