Jefferson, would have succeeded the

) elder Adams; but even more moment-
. ous in its consequences was the long
- battle between Andrew Jacksom and
" Henry Clay. When Jackson first ran
“ ‘for the presidency, in 1824, the candi-

dates opposing him were Adams,

- p—

A few days before the time set for
the election in the House a letter ap-
peared in a Philadelphia newspaper,

at once published a card, in which he
pronounced the writer “a dastard
a liav,” who, if he dared avow
name, would forthwith be called
the fieild. Two days later the lctter
was acknowledged by a witless mem-

" duel with such a character was out
‘of the question. Something, however,
had to be done, and Clay immediately
demanded an investigation by a spe-
cial committee of the House. Such a
committee was duly selected. None
. - of its members had supported Clay for
- the presidency. Kremer promptly de-
. clared his willingness to meet the in-

‘quiry, but in the end the committee
reported that he had declined to ap-
pear before it, sending instead a com-
. munication in which he denied the
power of the House to compel him to
testify. No further action was taken,
and in this shape, for the time being,
the matter rested.

Soon, however, came the election of
Adams by the House, followed quickly
by his appointment of Clay as his Sec-
retary of State. Though it is now
generally acknowledged that there
has been no bargain between Adams
and Clay, it was natural that, at the
moment, the rank and file of Jack-
son's following should regard Clay’s
appointment as conclusive proof that
such a deal had been made. By ac-
cepting it Clay made himself the vic-
tim of circumstantial evidemce. As

Amgeloum—h.atth-&
ment to reject Clay’s mnomination.

" This failing, the cry of “bargain and

_ corruption” was again raised, and
with it began another comtest for the

ous partisan intention could comcoct
was spread broadeast by the Jackson
journals; nor were Clay and Adams
the sole objects of the storm of slan-
der. Charges of the most infamous
character were made against Jackson,
and inflamed his animosity against
Adams and Clay to a degree that ap-
proached imsanity. Jackson believed
Clay capable of anything of which the
latter could be accused, and he him-
self gave currency to the “bargain and
corruption” cry, which was printed,
placarded and harped upon throughout
the land. Clay, on the other hand, was
unable on the stump to assume the
line of dignified refutation; and his
language, losing all restraint, became
vehicle of raving wrath. The re-

the
sult of the contest was a signal tri-

umph for Jackson. Even Kentucky,
Clay’s own state, went against him,
and Adams retired in the shadow of
deep humiliation. Four years later,
when Clay himself was a candidate
against Jackson, he received but forty-
nine out of 286 electoral votes.

In 1880 the unrelenting animosity of
Henry B. Payne alone prevented Allen
G. Thurman from being made the
pominee of the democratic national
convention. In 1857 Payne was a
candidate for the democratic nomina-
tion for governor of Ohio. The con-
vention met in Columbus, and Thur-
man, then fresh from a period of bril-
liant service on the supreme bench of
his state, had a friend in whose candi-

litical annals. Everything that rancor- |.

dacy for state treasurer he was much
interested. Some of Payne's lieuten-
ants, without his knowledge, promised
Thurman the support of the Payne
forces for his friend in return for the
votes he controlled in the convention;
but the Thurman candidate for treas-
urer failed at the last moment to re-
ceive the promised support of the
Payne following, and was defeated.
Payne was not aware of the trick that
had been played upon Thurman, but
the latter, who scorned double dealing
in any form, was quick to resemt it
Within the hour the opportunity to do
fell in his way. The convention ended,
Payne went to a hotel for dinner, ac-
companied by some friends, and in
jovial mood opened wine in celebra-
tion of his success.
and a few friends came in and
seats at an adjoining table.
e bade the waiter carry a bottle
to the mewcomers, but in a
it came back with the gruff

message that Mr. Thurman did not
care for any of Mr. Payne’s wine. In
evident surprise at this refusal, Payne
rose from his seat and crossed to the
group of which Thurman was the cen-

tral figure.
“] trust you and your friends will

- presidency, a contest longer and more | drink a bottle of wine with me, judge,”

scandalous than any other in our po-{ he =aid, urbanely. “Drink to my suc-

na-
tional convention. Had he had the un-

:
;
:
s

tion, there is little doubt that
would have been the nominee.
delegation was solid for

first ballot. Then it

for me to venture upon a controversy
with him.”

Then, referring to a chance news-
paper comparison of Conkling to
Henry Winter Davis, lately dead, he
continued:

“The gentleman took it seriously

satyr, Thersites to Hercules, mud to
marble, dunghill to diamond, a singed
cat to a Bengal tiger, a whipped pup-
py to a roaring lion. Shade ‘of the
mighty Davis, forgive the aimost
of that jocose satire.”
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course, we try to make up for it after-
ward, but it’s a good bit like cheating
nature.”

POLITE MAN AND MORGAN.

Didn't Give Latter Chance t¢ Express
Himself.

J. Pierpont Morgan, who is really
an excellent raconteur, tells a very
good story about a man who apparent-
ly possessed a more than average
amount of politeness.

Hurriedly leaving the office one Sat-
urday aftcrnoon, the great fimancier
was pearly thrown off his feet by cok
liding with a man who was rushing
from the cirection of Broadway.

Mr. Morgan was about to say some-
thing more expressive than polite,
when the polite man raised his hat
and said:

“My dezr sir, [ don’t know which

I

i j=tn e con't mention it”

of us is to blame for this violent emn-
counter, but I am in far too great a
hurry to investigate. If I ran into
you, 1 bes your pardon. If yom ran

A=d £+ P2 t-r
E ]
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oway at redrn-

Aliowed His Employer Overtime for
Lunch.

Visitors who want to see Charles R.
Flint during business hours at the
summit of the Broadway Exchange
skyscraper are confronted by a row of
desks, a railing with a wicket gate and
a boy.

“Mr. Flint in?” asked a visitor of
the boy one day last week.

uNo.’lr-il

“When do you expect him?”

“Oh, an hour or so, mebbe.”

“Can’'t you teil me anything more

“See, here,” shouted the boy.
“I see,” answered the visitor.

“] don't mean that I allow Mr. Flint
an hour and twerty minutes for lunch
fal o~ 1hiat time. See?
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Before Mark Twain made his name
famous in his first production of “The
Innocents Abroad” he was attached
to the staff of the old Alta California.
It was while there that he perpetrated
one of his jokes, which at that time

" | had no more significance than that of

an ordinary wag who enjoyed a little
fun at another’s expense. But since
Mark has made his name known to

- | the reading world the joke will bear

repeating.

It was one of those hot summer
days that occasionally vigit San Fran-
cisco that Mr. Wocdward, one of the
proprietors of the Alta, stepped into
the editorial room and there found
Clemens drawing on the end of a brier
root pipe. . Woodward mopped his
brow and when he cooled down he
began to deliver himself forcibly.

“I'm disgusted,” said Woodward, “at
what [ just saw on the street as I
passed by the carriage leading into
Wells, Fargo & Co.'s yard down at
California and Montgomery. Sitting
on = chickem coop, either drunk or
knocked out by the heat of the sun,
is a police officer fast asleep.”

“ILet us take a lcok at the animal,”
sald Clemens, getiing up from his

Physiologists say that the Japanese
present the most perfect physique of
any race in the world. Most of the
diseases common to the Occident are
unknown among the subjects of the
Mikado, and this happy condition they
themselves attribute to the fact that
they eat sparingly and only of plain,
nourishing food. A Japanese visiting
in this country iz appalled at the
quantity of food consumed by his host
in one day. Especially is he im-
pressed with the extravagance of our
poorer people, writes Robert Webster
Jones in the June Housekeeper. In
Japan meat once a day is a luxury
even among the well to do. It has
often been said that to enjoy perfect
digestion ope should always arise
from the table just short of the point
of repletion. A Japanese saying
which may be cited in confirmation
is: “I am happy because I am hun-
gry.” . Certainly when we remember
bhow small an organ comparatively the
human stomach is, the danger of over-
loading it becomes very apparent.

“fall,
l'..lketnﬂ.t and the twigs with jewels
e
Of limpld water, and over all
A haze of mist, like a clbak all wet.
Under the boughs of the t oak tree
The glistening bulks o’ the huddled

kine,
Driven from the pasture and rhythmi-
Munching their cuds, and their broad
backs

shine,
Drenched and matted with pelting main,
Plaintively sounding a lowing wall;
A passing team in the muddy lane

Blinding sheets of the driven raim;
Mist over hollow and plain and hill;

Splashing drops on the ed pane
That thickle down to the window sill;

Beaten fowls, with their ruffied crests,
Crowding close to the sheltering wall;

i Dl%riuorchndlandmddenmu.

th mist like a wet cloak over alL
The herdsman lowers his broad hat brim
—New York Times -
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A distinguished diplomat from Jap-
an was recently the guest of honor at
a dinner in Wash :
first two courses of oysters and
as the waiters were bringing in
fish, he exclaimed: “What! Can
anyone possibly want more to eat?”
During the remaining six cgurses he
opened his mouth for the exclusive
purpose of conversation. , When his
abstemiousness was commented upon
he said: “I am satisfled. I feel bright
and wide awake. If I were to eat as

Most of the men around this table
fat, because they eat too much. It

a misfortune to be s0 fat. I
stronger and healthier than any fat
man.”

First Bather—Isa't the water calm to-day?
Second Bather—Horribly so. There’s mo excuse for the protection of &

strong manly

arm in the surf to-day.

Maid—Yes'm.
=Miss Backbay is a great heiress
from Boston, isn't she?”

“aAnd very much sought after?”
“Well, yes.”
“] presume so. Well, if you will
dwmmmdl«xﬂw
-nulm'lvlllhewr!m

It is a popular fallacy that three | YO

“hearty” meals a day are necessary to
one’s physical well-being. Doubtless
we should all feel better if we ate
less. In this, as in many other mat-
ters, self-denial and happiness go
hand in hand.

T shelt
o a negh:lhﬂt.a.l(.bnh-
the beaded of the lowered rim

To the oiiskin coat that envelopes all
His length; the guiding” collie stops
From gat lnthesrulaﬂaeh
To shake from his sides the

That mat the mass of his silken locks.

The eave spout gushes its frothy streams,
. Whence the rain barrel fills and overe

flows E
Its sides. and the slate roof blacker
Through the murk and mist; the house-
wife goes
From room to room, lest the windows be
Unshut. and peers through the sodden

pall
Without, and the rain beats endlessly,
With mist like a wet cloak over all

mmne:mmmmmmm
With r_!l.l:ng drops lies the distant
The roads /lle heavy and wet steeds,
With mud, where a carriage, muddy
tbeehd,
Rol!l'l:::nt,he.mﬂ.andthedlurm
The weeping clonds no comfort hold

eep
The pelting fain dins a sullen
And the day is bloomy, gray cold,
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“Your mother-in-law never pays you
a long visit.”

“No, she never did but once, and
that was right after I was married.”

“Put me on to how you worked it,”
the first man requested, earnestly.

“] had my mother come on & visit
at the same time.”

Mean of Her.

Being thorough soclety girls, Helea
and Eva were playing bridge whist
for money. .

“Jack says I'm a Dresden doll,” said
Helen.

*“Doubtiess he is right,” retorted
Eva. “You are good to play with and
easily broke.”

Alarmed.

Ernie—Yes, he plays the violin for
her benefit every evening. He says
that music is the food of love.

Eva—And does that impress her fa-
vorably?

Emie—No. She is afraid he will
think it is the food of married life.

Influence vs. Affluence.
“How d'd Scadds manage to secure
the momination?’ asked the imquisi-
tive party. “I understand he bhad no
political influence.”
“True,” replied the man who knows,
“but he is simply rolling in affluence.”

Positively Brutal.

Husband—I actually believe, my
dear, that you think more of your
poodle than you do of me.

Wife—I'd like to know what reason
you have for thinking so?

Husband—Well, you never allow
him to eat anything you cook.

High Living.

Mrs. Uppson—I received a letter
from my niece in Boston this morn-
ing. She says she has meningitis,

Mrs. Oldham—No wonder that girl’s
alway= ailin’ when she eats such fool
stuff as that. Corn beef and cabbage
is good enough for me.

it Al

“But you must admit, sir,” said the
aggressive party, “that a man ought to
be the boss in his own house.”

“Y-yes, I suppédse s80,” answered the
meek and lowly man with the absent
hair, “but the house I live in belongs
to my wife.”

Sly Uncle Si.

Circus Barker—Here you are, sir.
Fifty cents for the big show.

Uncle Si—Say, mister, I'll give ye
a dollar if ye'll let me crawl under
the tent. 1 bet old Dad Foghorn I
was young enough to do that trick
again.

Her Reasons for Doubt.
“Do you think he loves you?" said
Mande.
“I don"t know,” answered Mamie.
“He writes to you every day?"
“Yes. But his letters sound sus-
piciously sane and sensible.”

' Mizuraing in Rea! Esrnost.
mt:t:'“ thing,” sald the
stranger man who stood weep
Ing beside a grave.

“You are sorrowing over the

very dear - grave of a
“1 am sorrowing over the grave ot
& man | never knew,” replied the
mourner, “yet I deeply regret his

demise. He was wife’
band.” my s first hus

Her Point of View.

He—Miss Longleigh's dresses al-
;Irvlhnllomt: dom’t you think

She—Yes; for one who has so little
to dress on.

He—Why, I thought she was quite
wealthy.

She—So she is—but she's so awfulk
ly thin.

Of More Importance.

“Excuse me, madam,” said the book
canvasser §s a spinster who was be
ginning to carry weight for age opened
the fromt door, “but are you interested
in the study of prehistoric man?®™

“1 should say not,” replied the giddy
old girl. “I am too busy trying to get
a man of to-day interested in me.”

Peint of View.

“Isn’t it awful,” said Mrs. Goodwin,
“to realize that all our sins and short-
comings will be revealed on the judg-
ment day?”

“Yes,” rejoined Mrs. Gabbles, “but
thére is some satisfaction in know-
ing that we will find out a lot of mean
thivgs about other people.”

Somewhat Different.

Daughter—He says he loves me
more than life and cannot live without
me.
Father—Ohb, that’'s what they all
say.
Daughter—But he is the only ome
who has proved his sincerity by lying
to me.

Conceited Feliow.

She—You men don't seem to realize
that a girl can’t imagine anything
worse tham to have a young man kiss
her against her will.

He—No? 1 should think it would
feel worse to have us refuse to kiss
you when you're willing.

A Scientific Diagnosis.

College Senior—So you think Tom
will propose?

College Junior—Yes; last night his
pulse was 70—temperature 95; this
afternoon his pulse was %—tempera-
ture 105; 1 think the crisis will occur
by to-night.—Puck.

Poor E

Domestic—“Where shall 1 take this
prescription, mum?”

Mrs. Sharpeye—"Anywhere, except
to Pillbox & Co.'s. There goods are
not fresh. I bought a postage stamp
of them yesterday and it was last
year's issue.”

Neot Negotiable.

“Isn’t this climate changeable?™ ask
ed the newcomer.

“No,” answered the old inhabitant,
rather brusquely. *“It ain’t changea
ble. I it was, don’t you s’pose we'd
have traded it off for something c¢lse

long ago?”

Signs of the Times.
Younger sister (peeping through
keyhole)—Mr. Spoonamore is going to
propose to Bertha to-night.
Johnny—How do you know?
Yonnger sister—I can tell by the de-
termined look on Bertha's face.

A Doubtful Compliment.

He—You are just as sweet as you
can be.

She—I don’t think that much of a
compliment. You see, it all depends
upon how sweet you suppose 1 am
capable of being.—Town Topics.

Resourceful Artist.

The Veteran—Say. Mr. Artist, how
are you goin’ to fix up that old wooden
leg of mine to make it look good in

ure?
th;'l::ﬂanm—-Oh, that's all right; I'll
give it a hardwood finish.

An Old-Fashioned Affair.
Aunt—Why, what's the matter, Ef
fle. Why do you go on so?

Efie—Ob, papa bhas been and
bought me a doll without any of the

modern improvements.

Coolly Considerate.

“Would you marry a man because
be was rich?’ asked the romantie

ﬁ?xq”mwewdmmem.“m
l-ﬂtmm-ﬂmmm

8. S. Teacher— We should never do In private what we would not do in publie.
Little Mary—How about taking a bath?

Then He Got It
“Prisoner.” said the verbose judge,
“the law gives you a long sentence—"
“All right, judge™ said the tired
prisoner, “I'm willing to take any
sentence the law gives me, but give
me as few of your own as you can.”

Tip for a Waiter.
DeBorem—1I say, Bobby, did you tell
your sister that | was waiting here?
Bobby—Sure 1 did.
DeBorem—And what did she say?
Bobby—She said you ought to get
a job like that in a restaurant

Wait Until She Gets Older.
Mamma—You shouldn’t be
Elrie. You are always m;‘t:’.

the mirror.

Elsle (aged 4)—I'm not vain
ma. [ don’t think I'm “-“m
looking as 1 really am.




