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Patrick Fenry WfeCarren.

JIIdd

The Story of the Cooper Boy Who
Has Recome a Political Power
Yet Isn’t Stuck Up.
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There were Forty-niners, besides the
¢n s who hurried pell-mell from the Eastern
gtutes by every known route to the Califor-
nis gold fields. In those days many fam-
{lies forsook homesteads in Massachusetts,
Maine, Connecticut, New Hampshire and
Vermont for new homes, whose environ-
ment promised greater prosperity, in New
york, Pennsylvania, Ohio, Michigan and
Lllinois

The venturesome American spirit de-
manded broader opportunities than those
furni-hicd in the bailiwicks of the Pilgrims
and the Puritans. The great cities east of
the Missouri River were first populated by
these immigrants from the New England
States.

Williamshurg, first a village, next a part
of Brooklyn, and now a densely populated
section of the imperial city of New York,
was a long way from the Bowery in those
days of '49, when the McCarren family ar-
rived within its pretty borders from East
Cambridge, Mass. These were Father
and Mother MoCarren, born in the Ould
Dart, and their two sons, Patrick Henry,
pamed for the famous Virginia Give-me-
libert v-or-give-me-death orator and states-
man, and Charles, both on the sunny eide
of five

11:e McCarrens plumped down in the old
Fourteenth ward, and there they have lived
t-r fifty-three years, and there Father
McCarren and son Charles, died. Patrick
Henry's mother {8 now 80, and she has
lived to see her son become politically
famous in his ward, in his city, in his State
and now in the nation. Wherever Demo-
cratie campfires are bright in this land,
there you will hear to-day the name of

Purrick  Henry  McCarren, the intrepid
Demoerat who did not love his old leader,
Hueh McLaughlin, less, but the organization

of Lis party moro.

When Patrick Henry waa a little chap in
glirts, Hugh McLaughlin was the sturdy
and uncompromising leader of the Demo-
crats in Brooklyn. McLaughlin was then
80 vears old. For fifty years his sway has
Lween absolute and never questioned until
MeCarren refused to sanction McLaughlin's
policy of non-support to candidates named !
by an overwheliming majority in a regu-
lurly eonstituted Democratic conveation. :
Iie Lad been taught Democratioc regularity ‘
and consistency by his old chieftain and |
1o declined to unlearn the lesson. {

As the sltuation stands to-day, MoCarren |
has captured the great Democratio organi~ |
vation in DBrooklyn, which, standing by i
fi=elf, is the fourth ecity in the union, and |
has dethroned the veteran leader. Yet
rot a man nor any set of men whonow
proclaim MeCarren “Boss” and speak of
lim as “our new leader” will be permitted
to add one unhappy thought to Mr.
MeLanghlin if MceCarren can prewvent it.

Mr MeLanghlin has said he has lived
borord his tinw, It is not so, say MoCer-
ren's friends, and they add that the minor
clieftzing upon whom Mr. McLaughlin
relied for wiss counsel in the snowy years
of Ws life am alone responsible for the
politicc]l Immilintion—if such it turns out
to be-of one of the most astute thinkers
and leaders the Democratic party has ever
had

Eut who is tlis men MeCarren? Some
call him Senator (he's the Democratic
State Senator for the Seventh district); |
gome others Pat, and a few intimates “Loug |
Pot,” because 1¢'s 6 feet 2 in his socks and
2 a lath,
ture What can vou gather from
MeoCarren's face in the picture? Little or
nething. In reslity it is expressionless
br no mauner of means; vet to some it
geems unsvinpethetie, eold, aven cheerless.
In appearance e sort of combination of
lor the magician, and the lats Bill Nye,
MeCarren s considerad the coolest propo-
vitlon in Democratic boota to-day—a kind

f Arthnr Pue Gorman without Gorman's
cxreriencs in the national affairs of his
I But Gorman, when under a great

11, sometimes fiushes; McCarren never!
rmin lLos the manners of a cahm, stiff,

i Teesionate st tesman; so has McCarren,
crlv MeCarren occesionally throws in a
ly greeting end his lips sometimes
»something like an attempt at a smile.
1 in private life never utters an un-
of any man alive or dead.
s MeCorren.

(- rman, on the floor of the United States
£ n, onee roundly abused CGrover Cleve-
lar A few vears ago McCarren, at a

iz of the Democratic State committes,

I bavid B. Hill a liar to his face. On
floor of the Senate at Albany McCarren

‘casionally fired away in bitter words
Republican opponents, ' but

v in his private life has McCarren been
I ltosav anungentle word of any man.
uv his personal intimates of many

They speak of him as one of the
philosophers they ever met; never
elated by vietory, never daunted by disaster,
aduraant as to the turn of the political
and finaneial wheel, whether for good or
fIl. und whisking off the little affairs of life
with listlens uneoncern. Such a man, it
has been said, does not have many happy
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moments, and neither does he have many
sorrowful ones.

_How did McCarren attain his present
high place in the management of affairs
of his party in Brooklyn?

First, he is a Brooklyn boy of the old
school. There are thousands of families
in old Williamsburg and in Brooklyn like
t!mse in the old Greenwich Village of New
York city that do not move from one house
to another. Generation after generation,
the descendants oocupy the old spot, no
magter how humble the home. Never for
an instant do they think of leaving it; and
11_1 thi: way generations of neighbors grow
em!er to love or to hate each other pro-
digiously. Generally speaking, the feeling
between the families is one of intense kind-
ness, and there ie not the same amount of
gossip and twaddling, envy and malice
which oftentimes mar the social Mfe of
country villages. '

There is in these city neighborhoods
keen interest in each other’s concerns with~
out the backbiting so frequent in country
villages, and there are pleasura and pride

couple and all the neighbors had sorrow-
ful hearts for them as the children died in
infancy.

Now, in 1881 McCarren hadn't bought any
of the kerosene factories on Newtown
Creek, as the neighbors had fondly pre-
dicted he would; but he was elected to the
Assembly by the Democrats of the Sixth
district, which comprised the old Fourteenth
and Fifteenth wards. In the estimation
of the neighbors that was the next best
thing to owning a kerosene factory; for
wouldn’t Patrick go to Aibany and meet
all the great men of the country there;
wouldn't he make speeches and wouldn't
his name be in the papers? And just to
think of going to Albany every week! Now
surely Patrick McCarren was to be a great
man, according to those kindly hearted
neighbors. And you.may be certain that,
according to custom, MoCarren knsw every
man, woman and child in the district by
their “front” names.

He was re8lected in 1883. Mrs. McCarren
died in that year, and he was left a widower
without children, His father was dead,
his brother Charles was dead, but his old
mother and Charles’s children had a com-
fortable home at 202 North Fourth street,
Patrick continuing to live with his dead
wife’s mother at 160 Wythe avenue

He didn't go back to the Assembly, but
studied law, and has been practising his
profession ever since. You can easily
sea that he was always taking another up
rung in the ladder; not that he ever forgot
his homely old days as a cooper, but he has
a keen, analytical mind, and the law gave
him wider opportunities of thought and
experiance.

In 1888 McCarren was elected to the
Senate from his district, and he has been

there ever since, save for one term, 1808

STATE SENATOR PATRICK HENRY M'CARREN,

over the advancement of a neighbor. It
is the nearest approach to a really, neigh-

| borly spirit that can be imagined.

Little Pat McCarren had good hearted,
neighborly parents, and they in turn had
neighborly neighbors, who patted young
Fat when he graduated from Public School
17 in the old Fourteenth ward. He was
18 then, and he wanted fo be a cooper.
The great sugar refineries were in full
blast on the East River front, and young
McCarren served his apprenticeship in
Heath's old cooper shop, at North Bixth
gtreet and Wythe avenue. He was a
journeyman cooper at 19, and all the
neighbors said he was a good lad and
smart.

Later on, when he became an ofl in-
gpector with Archer & Co., at 64 Beaver
gtroet, in the great city of New York,
the neighbors declared that Patrick Henry
McCarren was an honor to his people.
Why, he'd become a scientific expert. Did
Pat McCarren have to know all about the
testing of kerogene?—very few spoke of the
oil as petroleum in those days—and weren't
the great Standard Oll Company’s refin-
eries being built on old Newtcown Creek?
Patrick McCatren might own 'em some day.

So talked the old men and women, and
the lads and lassies of the old Fourteenth
ward. Ry that time young Patrick had
been married to a bright young school-
teacher. She had been Miss Kate
Hogan, and all the neighbors turned out
to wish the young couple Godspeed in good
old homely fashion.

MecCarren was an oil inspector ten years.
Five children came to the happy young

when he was beaten by George A. Owens,
who accepted the mnomination against
McCarren as a joke, and even on election
day, although a Republican,wore McCarren's
badge on his coat. Yet when the votes
were counted Owens had beaten McCarren
by 800 votes.

That was the year when the Brooklynitea
rose in their might against what they called
“Trolleyizing Brooklyn.” David A. Boody,
the Dewmocratio Mayor, had signed the
resolutions of the Board of Aldermen for
the trolleys, the Brooklymnites didn’t want
any trolleys then, and they elected Charles
A. Schieren, the Republican candicate
for Mayor, by the unheard-of plurality of
32,000, and McCarren went down in thN
ﬂ ) ’ll

But the Brooklynites quickly got over
their resentment against the trolley
McCarren carried his oid district again an
hes continued to ever since, Only a politi-
cul revolution can unseat him. Tt gnno
of those old-fashioned, homely, neighborly
distriets which delights to honor one of
its hoys.

McCarren first knew MeLaughlin in 1870.
Ho has been to every Dewmnocratic State
conveution since that ome in 1585 which
nominated Hill for Governor, and to every
national convention of his party since 1884,
when Cleveland was nominated, save in
1900, when he took a jaunt to Eumgo.

This is the story of the cooper boy who
has been built up politically by his neigh-
bors among whom he still lives, as he did
fifty years ago. Many parents are gone,
but their children and their children's
children still stand by the son of old Father
and Mother McCarren and delight to honor
him. And he, in his turn, {8 proud and
happy to have such warm and sturdy hearta
beating politically for him.

PON'T LIKE FOREIGN PLAYERS.

Prospects Before the French Actors Soon
to Appear Here,

Five American actors are preparing them-
selves for the hardest task that they ever
bad in their lives. They are trying to learn
In Freneh, which will not at once be recog-
nized as “imitash,” the few speeches they
Wil have to deliver in the performances
next week at the little Vaudeville Theatre.
All the principal actors aro imported, but
Borre of the smaller réles will be filled by
ratives, and these are rehearsing their
teeents every day, Alfred Hayman only

“tsaped them on condition that by the
~<t whearsal they will have acquired a
Perieet Parisian accent.

Mme. Wiehe, who is to be the leading
woman In the performances, lssa Dane,
Glthough sle plays in French and first
went o Paris about four years ago. Her
fume soon travelled to this country, and
f'v hax played with success in all of the
Wree German eities, Her Paris triumphs
Were more remarkable from the fact that
80 few foreigners ever overcome the Parisian
cbiection to any kind of an accent.

_The actress is not even to give an entirely
Froneh répertoire,  One of the plays In
Wiieh she will act for the first time here 18
tie *Farewell Supper,” by Arthur Schnitzler, |
Yo Vienna dramatist, and is one of the three
Plitys that make up a little trilogy, dealin
Wi the Tife of a man of the world an
Caile d the “Anaiole Cyckus,”

v ”1 vaurice Grau had kept his health New

"rk would this year have had a French
CoLjany acting permanently at the Savoy

Theatre, which he and Charles Frohman
had selected as the most appropriate house
for the purpose., Mr. Grau thought that
a Frenoh company could be made profitable
here. In addiiion to Coquelin, .lm intended
to import for visits of varying length
Jane ]-Ex(dinu, Jeanne Granfer,Lucien Guitry,
Marthe Brandes, Edward de Max andothers
of the best known of French actors, Mr.
Frohman, who was to be his partner in the
enterprise, felt unwilling to carry it any
further after Mr. Grau's retirement. 1t
ia scarcely possible that any permanent
French theatre will grow out of the per-
formances in the little theatre in West
Forty-fourth street.

New York has not had a regular French
company in years. Nor has it shown very
much anxiety for one, Public support of

erformances in foreign tongues is meagre
n this ecountry. Practically only one woman
ever made for her managers large sums of
money when she acted in a tongue not under-
stood by the people. This was Sarah Bern-
hardt. “Her last tour here was not a source
of mueh profit to anybody but herself,
but that was due to the necessity of raising

ces,

Whenaver Coquelin has acted here, even
with Jane Hading, he bas lost money for
his managers, anﬁ the same was true of
Jane Hading herself. Mounet-Sully’s fail-
ure was historio in theatre a 'ﬁde
Réjane, after her opening night in dine.
Sans Gene,” pever again drew for Abbey
& Grau the amount of money they guaran-
teed to her alone,

Eleonora Duse dces not make any great
pretensions in the matter of mlnry‘ and
probably demands less than any o the
otherreally great artists who come here. But
she has never earned any large sums for
her managers. In her last tour h'nre, when
she insisted on playing only the d'Annunzio
répertoire, the public was quite indifferent
to her except in the case of one

TOO HORRIBLE TO MENTION.

The Outcome of Sending Whiskey Samples
to Total Abstalners.

From the St. Paul Dispatch.

RrED WING, Oct. 8,~A very amusing story,
which is causing consternation in several
homes, I8 being told around town; and the
truth of it is vouched for by one of the busi-
ness men of Red Wing.

It has become a custom of & number of
enterprising liquor houses in 8t. Louls and
Kentucky to sollcit orders by mail. They
write to well known people In the various
cities, asking them to submit lists of names
of persons who use whiskey. When these
addresses are received the houses mall cirou-
lars presenting their proposition. They
state that they will send a certain number
of bottles of a specifled brand In a plain box,
prepaid, for a certain amount of money
and if these circulars are productive of bus-
ness, the man who flrst submitted the list of
names receives a percentage on the sales,

Some time ago one of our business men
received a request for addresses to which
ciroulars and other advertising matter might
be sent. This man, belng a practical joker,
here saw an opportunity, and taking the
blanks which had been sent him, filled them
with names and addresses of people who were
known to be total abstalners, who never
were known to take a glass of liquor nor
to have it anywhere about their premises.

Time went on and the business man had
forgotten all about the Incident, but it waa
called foreibly to his mind when, one day,
he received a draft from the Southern liguor
house for about $14, accompani Y a letter,
stating that this sum represented commis-
glon d’un him for business transacted with
the people whose -names had previously
submitted

|

| ALLSING THESONG OFTHE C.S.C.

VERSES THAT HAVE MADE A HIT

; IN WASHINGTON.

Maybe They Are the Product of the Hon.
Willam Dudiey Foulke's Lighter Veln
-=At All Evenmts, They Desoribe the
March of the Civil Service Commission.

|
|

WasHINGTON, Oct. 17.

The butcher, the baker, the candlestick maker
Are all on the classified list.

The watchman and fireman, the cook and the ple-
man

'Must do Just as we insist.

The porter and painter, the plumber and waiter
Are examined when we demand.

Oh, we're getting them all; they come as our csllj
And we're right up behind the band.

That is one stanza of the ®*Anthem of the
Civil Service Commission,” also known as
“The Song of the C. 8. C.” There are six-
teen other stanzas, and they are all on the
same order and justasgood. They set forth
the expansion policy of the commission,
and describe as fully ascan be done in poetry
turned out with a congcientious regard for
feet as well as sentiment the manner in
which this particular branch of the Gov-
ernment service is practising a new kind
of benevolent assimilation.

According to the best authority—which
is a delicate way of intimating that some-
body is afraid of getting hurt, if it became
known that he let out the secret—the an-
them was left to the Civil Bervice Com-
mission as a legacy by the Hon. William
Dudley Foulke—*“our Dudley,” as he is
proudly and familiarly called in Washing-
ton—who resigned hia office some montha
ago in order to tighten the Indiana cinch of
the Republican Presidential saddle. As a
matter of fact, the announcement of Mr.
Foulke’s authorship of the “Song of the
C. 8. C.” should not occasion even a ripple
of surprise. ;

It is true that many of the former Com
missioner’s contributions to contempora-
neous literature have been of the prose
variety and of a serious nature, one of them
being a somewhat pretentious booklet
dealing with the present vexatious general
mix-up in Manchuria; but Mr. Foulke is
better known to the general public as the
possessor of a fund of genial wit and snappy
humor that i{s conceded to make the late
lamented Joe Miller sound like a false
alarm, and as the wielder of an automatic
self-filling fountain pen, which he tips with
honey or venom at will.

Almost all of Mr. Foulke’s moments of
relaxation and recreation from his arduous
duties as a member of the Civil Service
Commlssion were devoted to the disoom-
fiture and undoing of such critics of that
body as he considered worthy of his ink
and steel. It was Mr. Foulke who trifled
with the dignity of a United States Senator
at the last session of Congress, just as his
friend, former Conmissioner, now Presi-
dent, Roosevelt didisome years ago, and it
was Mr. Foulke who dammed a torrent of
abusive eloquence from the pen of an irate
Virginin editor with the now famous re-
mark that his oritic argued like the man
who defined a crab as “a amall red fish that
walks baclkward.” It is true that the
editor, in a final letter, rude in tone and
chary of words, insisted that a small red
fish that went the wrong way had nothing
to do with the administration of the olvil
service laws, but Mr. Foulke’s admirers
and friends took this as a confession of
weakness on the critic’s part, and as no
high class argument anyhow.

In the brief intervals when Mr. Foulke
was not transacting business nor writing
letters, he was thinking up ways and mears

tire rural free delivery service, with ite
‘thounsands of employees, under the eivil
service, and celebrated this achievement
by twisting a somewhat familiar adver-
tising catch-phrase into the aggressive
announcement: “Anybody! Everybody!
Everybody! Anybody! (et examined by
the civil service man.”

 Mr. Foulke was also the inventor and
elaborator of the extended registry sys-
tem now in use, which has made the com-
mission gimilar to an employment agency
on a gigantio scale, with ability to furnish
from its eligible list men and women capa-
ble of filling any job under the sun, in-
cluding a selected assortment of mechanics,
interpreters, snake catchers, nurses, an-
thropologists, physicians, hodcarriers, law-
yers, bricklayers, brase finishers and ordi-
nary Government clerks.

In view of the many instances in which
Mr. Foulke evinced his versatility and
talent, the “Song of the C. 8. C.” hadn't
been out very long before it was generally
understood that he was the author. And
the song itself, expreesing, as it, does, all
the ends, aimns, hopes and desires of the
commission and jingling through its seven-
teen stanzas to a mighty catchy air—Mr,
Foulke hasn't been accused of writing the
music—has made a great hit with the em-
ployees of that particular branch of the
Government service.

A Washington citizen heard about the
song some days ago, and decided to pro-
oure a copy. His visit to headquarters was
decidedly interesting.

He arrived at Eighthand E streets, where
the Civil Service Building is located, just
at lunch time. On a wide ledge, just out"
side the front door, a colored messenger
was sitting, kioking his heels against the
bricks and whistling with all the strength
of his lungs a catchy but unfamiliar air,

“What's that?” asked the citizen, who
has lived in official Washington so long
that he is politely curious and curiously
polite from mere force of habit.

“That’s the anthum of this here com-
mishun,” was the reply. “Ain't it got a
shuffie! Suttenly do mek my feet itch.
I'se been promised a copy of the words
this evenin.’”

The messenger took up the tune where
he had left off and the visitor entered the
building.

“Good morning,” he said to the elevator
man, but that official was otherwise en-
gaged and didn't answer.

A sheet of paper was fastened to one
side of the wire cage on a level with his
eyes and he was singing, in a very audible
toris, as he clutched the starting lever
from force of habit:

The kickers and knoc lkers and growlers, you know,
May roast us as much as they please.

But they haven't a show for the Government dough
Lest they pass thelr exams. with ease.

No officlal nor clerk, with a shirk to his work,

Can bluf? us with frown or glad hand.

Oh, we're getting them all, they como at our call,
And we're right up belind the band.

“Howdy,” said the elevator man, when
he had finished. *That's the tweifth verse,”
he added, with almost proprietary pride.
“and the rest are a!l Just as good.

“Who wrote it? Well, it aln’t elgned and
1 wouldn’t like to say for sure, but I leave
it to you it it don't sound just like Mr,
Foulke. Ain'titfine? Ain'tjt got a swing?
There's a git up and git to that poem that
hita me just about right.

“It ain't no weak wishy-washy stuff about
trees and flowers and love and the sad sea
waves. It's somethin' a feller can under-
stand and sing without feelin’ foolish.
There ain't nobody but Mr. Foulke can
write stuff like that.”

The elevator man became so interested
in describing the merits of the anthem
that he took the visitor to the top floor

to extend the powers of the commission.
He was the moving spirit in the blanketing )
scheme which resulted in general orders |
from President Roosevelt placing the en- i

by mistake and had to be punched in the
ribs for a reminder. When he let the pas-
senger out and shut the door for the down
trip, he was so busy with the thirteenth

stanza that he appeared in danger of bring”™
ing up with a bump at the basement.

The visitor was considerably interested
and a whole lot amused by this time and
thought it posaible that Secretary Doyle
could settle the authorship of the anthem.
Mr. Doyle is an austere individual of some
forty odd winters, who has a severely
aquiline nose, a firm mouth, and a firmer
Jaw, and who is partial to somber-hued
raiment of a clerical cut. In the language
of an irish applicant for a Government
position,who, at a recent examination before
the commission, read the Thirteenth Amend-
ment to the Constitution from a page of
the Postal Laws and Regulations and was
somewhat hasiily rejected in consequence,
“Mr. Doyle is a cowld, ha~r-rd man.”

Consequently the visitor gasped with
surprise when, on entering the secretary’s
private office, he found Mr. Doyle with
an expression of intense enjoyment on his
aristooratic countenance, beating time
with a ruler on his polished desk top and
singing, in a voice grown a trifle rusty
from disuso:

I think we may say, as we work day by day,
To show what a pupll 1sn’t worth,

That at some future date, just when we won't state,
We will rule o'er a classified earth.

When every one here, on this eligible sphere,
W1l greet us with outstretohed hand.

Oh, we're getting them all, they come at our call, -
And we're right up behind the band.

When Mr. Doyle perceived his aston-
ished visitor, he blushed like a schoolgirl,
cleared his throgt with an official rasp,
frowned severely and began to muss up
some paper on his desk.

*Good morning,” he said, with a remark-
able access of dignity. “What can I do for
you this morning, sir?”

“You might tell me the name of the author
of that popular ditty,” answered the citizen.
Mr. Doyle mussed up some more papers.

“I really cannot give you the desired
information,” he said. “A copy of that—
er—somewhat  frivolous composition, was
left on my desk the other day and I was—
er—merely enjoying—I should say, trifling
in a moment of relaxation.”

“Oh,” said the visitor. “Then you can
give me your copy? I should like to have
one.”

“I should be pleased to do so,” returned
the secretary, his dignity well in hand,
“but the fact is, I—er—have promised the
only one I have to—er—a friend.”

The visitor decided he would have to go
back and berrow the elevator man’'s copy
of the “Song of the C. 8. C.,” and on his
way down the hall stopped to pass the
time of day with Commissioner Greene,
who suocceeded Mr. Foulke. Mr. Greene
is rotund and good natured, and on this
particular oocasion he was standing at the
window, drumming with his finger tips
on the pane, and singing merrily:

When we rule every job on the classified earth,

We'll turn our attention to Mars.

And when there’s a dearth of classified worth

We'll examine the classified stars.

We're here with our lists and we're here with the
obs,

And w’a trust you will'understand
That we're getting them all, the great and the amall,

And are right up behind the band.

*Mr. Commissioner,” said the visitor, in
desperation, “everybody in the building is
singing that infernal song and I want a
copy of it. Have you one to spare?” _

“Why, of course,” said Mr, Greene, pull-
ing open a drawer of the desk formerly
occupied by Commissioner Foulke. “Here
are half a dozen. Help yourself.”

The visitor took two neatly typewritten
oopies of the “Song of the C. 8. C.,” and
remarked earnestly:

*Mr. Commissioner, I wish you weuld tell
me who wrote this song.”

The Commissioner smiled a wide smile,
stuck his hands in his pookets and closed
his left eye for a brief space.

“I'm blessed if I know,” he remarked,
cheerfully.

LAST OF AN ANCIENT LANDMARK. |

Gov. Clinton’s House and the Church He
Worshipped in to Go.

When excavation begins for the Institute
of Medical Research, which John D. Rocke-
feller proposes to erect on the Schermer-
horn estate, between Sixty-fourth and Sixty-
seventh streets, fronting the East River,
the city will lose one of its most venerable
landmarks. It is the old mansion in which
lived George Clinton, the first Governor of
New York, and its erection dates back as
early as 1747,

A distinet type of colonial home, with its
pointed gables,wide porch and tallchimnevs, !
the house is a remarkable instance of how I
compactly things were constructed in the |
old days. Here and there, of course, the
~walls show the effect of time, but this must |

somewhere between 1750 and 1756.

while he staved with Clinton, to sit under
this tree for hours at a time, lcoking out on
the river. The tree itself never attained
any great eize, owing pmhnhl( to the rock
being so close to the subsoil, For some
time it has been in a state of semi-decay,
ard on windy nights, when the breeze
whistles through ite bare branches, it seems
to sigh for the dayse that have gene.

Some time in 1805 the property, which is
bounded by Avenue A on the wes!, sed
into the hands of the Hardenbrooks, and
a few years later to the Schermerhorn
family. “North, on the green mound sur-
rounding the old mansion, may ba seen
the remnant of a churchyard, where, until |
stood several head- |
stonea. i

One of these recorded the death of John
Hardnanbrook on Aug. 8, 1803, at the age of |
77. There was another stone for his wife, |
who died on March 6, 1817, at the age of

a few months ago,

GEORGE CLINTON'S OLD HOME.

pot be wondered at. The structure has
shouldered off the gales and storms of a
oentury and a half. The records show that
Gov. Clinton used the house as a summer
residence~ In his time the neighborhood
was regarded more or less as a backwoods
retreat. Situated on the hill 2t the foot of
Sixty-fourth street, in a picturesque but
secluded spot, it was the ideal place to pass
warm days. In the summer of 1783, George
Washington paid a protracted visit to
Clinton. He occupled the big room com-
manding a view of the river. Clinton
visited the old house for the last time in 1804,
after being elected Vice-President of the
United States.

About twenty or thirty feet to the north

of the house stands the oldest tres on the
estate. The date of its planting is not
accurately known, but it is sald to have beep

95. The stones are now partly covered
with loose dirt. ’

A little further along, on the profile of
the rising ground, stands the old church
under whose unpretentious roof  the
(lintons, Hardenbrooks, Schermerhorns,
Adamses and Bassfords worshipped. Like
the old mansion, the church is still in good |
repair, For years it bas been used as a
gymnasium by a local athletie club, one of
whose amateur poets has pasted on the wall
some dedicatory verses beginning:

Thou art crumbling to the dust, old plle
Thou art hastening to thy fall;

And 'round thee In thy loreliness,

Clings the vy to thy wall.

The worshippers are scattered now
Who knelt before thy shrine;

And athletes reign where anthems rose
In days of "Auld Lang Syne.”

Work on the site will soon begin. The
Brauns, who had lived in the old mansion |
for thirty years, have moved away, and the |
athletic ﬂbUh has been notified to vacate
the formet church.

SOME NECROLOGY OF 1903.

Totals From News Items Regarding Var-
fous Familiar Personages.

Captains in charge of troops who captured
Jefl Davis, 4.
Lieutenants in charge, 8. The
died the other day.
The last man who hanged John Brown, 2.
Last survivors of Waterloo, 9.

last one

does not include the men who haye writt
about him, none of whom has died for sever
years

Last women who as flower girls were kissed
by Lafayette, 13,

Last men who shot J. Wilkes Booth, 6.

The original McKinley man has not dled
8o often during the year as formerly.

All of the original Rooseveit men are still

.ast Balaclava men, 3.
}.2: men who saw Napoleon, 3 NJ

P A

|
At any
i rate, it was Washington's chief delight,

AND WHISTLER WAS MARRIED.
The Story of the Painter’s Letting Another
Pop the Question.

From the Youth's Companion,

Mr. Labouchere of Truth is a daring man.
He recontly oonfessed to having acted as
matchmaker between the late gifted and
eccentric artist, James MeocNeil Whistler,
and the lady who became his wife, but who
was at the time a charming little widow of
artistic tastes, happy-go-lucky ways and
sunny disposition.

The two were known to be strongly at-
tracted toward each other, and to have al-
ready talked in a wvague, far-off, Flysian
way of possible matrimony; but it was per-
fectly plain that Whistler would never do
anything so practical and commonplace
as deflnitely to propose and be accepted.
get a license, go to church and be married
unless some kind friend took him in hand.
Besides, it was touch and go with his tem-
per and his tongue how he might treat any
kind friend who should attempt the service.
Mr. Labouchere took the riek, He was dining
with them one evening, and decided to bring
things to the point at once.

“Jemmy,"” said he, “will you marry Mrs.
Jodwin?"

“Certainly,” answered Whistler

“Mrs. dodwin,” the bold match-maker con-
tinued, “will you marry Jemmy?”

“Certainly,” responded the lady.

"When?” persisted the practical
chere,

“0Oh, some dav,” said Whistler.

“That won’t do,” said Labouchere
must have a date.”

“So they both agreed,” he narrates, “that
I should choose the day, tell them what
church to come to for the ceremony, pro-
vide a clergyman and give the bride away.
I fixed an early date, and got them the chap-
lnin of the House of Commons to perform
the ceremony. It took place a few days
later. After tho ceremony was over we
adjourned to  Whistler's studio, where he
had prepared 'a banquet. The banquet
was on the table, but there were no chairs,
so we sat on packing cases. The happy
pair when [ left had not quite decidedwhether

Labou-

“We

| they would go that evening to Paris or re-

main in the studio.

“How unpractical they were was shown
when I happened to meet the bride the day
before the marriage in the street. ‘Don't
forget to-morrow,” I said.

“'No,' she replied, “I am just going to buy
my trousseau.’

“*A lictle late for that, is it not?' T asked.

“'No,' she answered, ‘for I am only going
to buy a tooth brush and a new sponge.’

“However, there never was a more suocess-
ful marriage. They adored each other and
lived most happily together, and when she

died he was broken-hearted. Indeed, he
pnever recovered from the loss.”
AN ERRAND TO DO.

Asked to Stop In Texas on His Way From
Chicago to New York.

From the Chicago Tribune.

One brother is a rich merchant in the Straits
Settlements on the Malay Peninsula. The
other brother was, until a few weeks ago,
the cook in a cheap restaurant on South Clark
street.

The merchant sent to the cook a draft for
sufolent money to pay his expenses out of
Asia, and the cook gave up his job and has
started for his brother’s home. The intereat-
ing thing about the whole incident is the letter,
written by the wealthy merchant, which
accompanied the draft.

In the first place the draft was made payable
in New York.

“1 send you the money in a draft payable

lving. in New York,” wrote the brother from far-off
There has been a noticeable falling off in | Asia. "You can go_over and get it cashed
the men who knew Lincoln before he was | there. On the way I wish you would stop at
President. Texas and see brother Thomas. aven”
The last man who voted for Andrew Jack- | heard from him for two years now, and I"
Lum has died once this year, JLuko to kpow how he’s getting along.”
s
4

o’ Ta
CALLED THE “00MPAULFLATS"

AN ECHO OF THE BOER WAR IN
" KANSAS OITY. .4

Webster Davis’s Growth in Wealth After
His Return From South Africa—¥Ng
Book Did It, He Says—Another Versie)
of His Interview With Krugeh

KaNsas City, Mo., Oct. 17.—0ut on the'
Paseo, the finest of the drives and boules
vards in Kansas City's park system, stand®
a handsome block of flats with the nam®
“New York" chiselled in white granite ovep
the massive doors. No one in Kansa®
City ever thinks of referring to them as the
New York flats. They are spoken of a®
the Oom Paul flats, Their owner is Webste®
Davis, formerly Assistant Secretary of th®
Interior.

The town home of Webster Davis will b®
in these flats. The two lower floors of th®
south flat have been arranged for his ussy
and contain a large billiard room and &
library of special design. The cost of thl
building alone is $50,000. )

A little further up the Paseo are-th®
Maryland flats, erected by Mr. Davisand his
younger brother, Walter. They are.eslie
mated as worth $40,000. |

However rapidly the politicak
ster Davis disappeared from ;:M’M national
horizon, it must be said that financially '
prospered. After his flop in the con
hall here at the Democratic national
vention, he gradually dropped out of
Now the only things that recall him te'
mind here are the two big blocks.of fiat®
that he owns and the dozens offamalle®
houses and vacant lots. .o

Mr. Davis has put most of hi
affairs in the hands of his brother Waltes,
who, shortly after the famous bolt, wasdise
missed as Assistant Postmaster in '
City. The little $3,000 a year job'that Wale
ter had was hardly missed, as Webster was -
ready to begin building flats and amases
ing land property. y

Webster Davis was a poor man when b - -
was elected Mayor of Kansas City, nobten "
years ago. He lived with his parents cub:
at the end of the East Twelfth. strees cable
line, in a little yellow cottage that stoodon @
highbank. . (3

When Webster Davis grew too bigfor tde
Kansas City political fleld nndacl carried
off to Washington to be the “Orator of the
Administration” and the Assistant ' Secree:
tary of the Interior, he still lived in the
little yellow cottage. That was in K May,
1897. The Washington job paid $4,000
year. v

Then came the announcement that ®
vacation had been granted to the Assistang
Secretary, and that he was going to South
Africa to visit the Transvaal, then at wap
with ' England. Upon his return, he. yes’
signed his office and announced that he was
going upon the lecture platform' for
Boers. ) ) ‘

Then came the magic change. . The M=
tle yellow house at the end of the Twelfth
street line was abandoned. Mr. Davis’s
wealth was piling up, and he‘ began ‘to
buy real estate. A note in the papars
that Webster Davis had just bought a -
Jot worth $20,000 or $30,000 ceased to ba
news.

Business lots and lots for homes and fiats
went to the Davises, frequently Walter
Davis being the purchaser. It is estimated
that at this time the Davises hold land
in Kansas City alone worth close to $200,~
000. "
The people marvelled and Webster, Davis
kindly explained. This was shor A
the flop in Eansas City at the Democratic
convention, when Davis’s support was
pledged to William J. Bryan. The explana-
tion was that Mr. Davis's book on the Boer
Republic ha.. , id him well and that profite
able investments had done the rest.

In fact, the story went the rounds that &
New York publisher had paid Davis $180,000
for the book. The publishers laughed and
the lucky purchaser couldn't remember.
such a great amount of money. Corre-)
spondents said that Mr. Davis's royalties
were nearer $180 than $180,060.,

But before the book story was tqld the
London Daily Mail printed an article quote
ing Douglas Story, a friend of ex-President
Kruger, as saying that Webster Davis
was paid $125,000 by Mr. Kruger to “stir
up America in favor of the Boers.”

Webster Davis is now spending his time
in Kansas City and on his big farm that he
bought a year ago near Shawnee mission,
Kan., only a few miles from this city. He
paid $20,000 for the first 160 acres, a high
price for Kansas land. Since then he has
added several tracts, and his farm now has
820 acres.

It has some fine barns and a handsome
home upon it. Altogether Mr. Davis is
rather a well-to-do farmer. In fact, the
ex-Assistant Secretary is able to farm
for the pleasure in it, while his trips to
Kansas City in the summer months to cole
lect his rents are made in a rubber tired
buggy behind a pair of fast steppers.

Fvents that have occurred since Mr,
Davis decided to leave the political arena,
together with bits of information that have
been gathered, have caused some Mise
gsourians to believe in an explanation of
Davis's riches similar to that printed in
the London Daily Mail. In this versiom
a young and energetic Kansas City man
plays a most important part. This young
man is Eugene Easton, formerly a Kansas
City newspaper man, now in Washington.

When Davis went to Washington, Ease
ton, as secretary, went along. When the
Boer war broke out Easton had a chance
to be a war correspondent, and took ft. '
He was captured by the Boers and had
an interview with President Kruger. 1

Easton saw how anxious Kruger was
for American support. Ho saw a chanoe |
to offer it to him. Kruger was informed |
that Easton could put his hand upon th.’i

4

“Orator of the McKinley Administration,
and that that orator would do the rest.

Easton owed much to Davis and had
helped him, as his private secretary, im
nearly al® of his campaigns. A letter wen$-
to America. Mr. Davis knew how shrewd ,
was Mr. Easton. Mr. Davis took a vacae !
tion and went to Pretoria, and Presiden$
Kruger sent a special train to the coast for
him.

He came back and resigned.  Then he
flopped and did his best to swing America
for Mr. Kruger.

Mr. Easton, who engineered the deal,

returned to New York. Missourl relas |
tives were invited to visit him in his .p.n-i
ments in the Waldorf-Astoria and at the '
Arlington in Washington. They |
and returned with stories that told of Mr.

Easton's great prosperity—Mr. Easton

then being the correspondent of some

Omaha newspaper.

Then Mr. Easton ceasad to be a corres
spondent, and it was reportec that he waa
doing well in Wall Street. Perhaps hay
was. !
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Ripans Tabules are the best
dyspepsia medicine ever made
A hundred milllons of them have
been sold In the United States la
asingle r-ou. Constipation, heart=
burn, slck headache, dizsiness,
bad breath, sore throat, and every
other illness arising from & dis«
ordered stomach are relleved or cured b{ Eruu
Tabules. One wlill generally give relle
twenty minutes. The five cent package 18 @
for erdinary eucasions. Al druggists seld




