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HOW, WHY

'AND WHAT
I AM

AN INTERVIEW
WITH
SENATOR PLUNKITT
AT THE
BOOTBLACK STAND

U —

First, woe ~the artist and the interviewer
—ntroduced ourselves to the bootblack
and asked for Senator Plunkitt. It was a
caxe of just-mention-my-hame-you-know.
The hootblack was he who has prescriptive
right= at the stand in the Court House build-
ing, whither everybody who knew that we
wore going Lo interview the Senator, had
directed us,

The hootblack dropped brush and black-
tng while he told us about the Senator. He
wae terribly worried that day for fear the
Senator might be ill or in an accident,
Mr. Plunkitt was late and that was an un-
vonted accident in the even tenor of the
Count House existence,

{'hene zame the policeman, who, in some

pencil and began to sketch the bookblack
stand.

At this moment the next man came
around the corner of the pillar. He had a
cheery look and, apparently, was one not
used to wasting his words.

“Wanted to see the Senator, hey?
be down to-day, lady.”

“1 gathered that from what the other
man said.”

“Anything I can do? I know the Senator
like a book. I ain't taking any liberties
when I say to yer that I know his busi-
ness 'swell as he knows it himself; better
sometimes, Now, any little matter I

Won't

could help you about—they [waving his
hands about the court house] say that
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IDENTIFICATION OF THE SENATOR.

occult way that policemen have, had found
out that somebody wanted the Senator.
He, too, was almost moved to tears at the
non-appearance of Mr. Plunkitt; he had his
own theories, which he unfolded.

After the policeman came a clerical look-
ing person, who in turn emphasized the
fact that the Senator was as punctual and
as regular as an old-fashioned eight-day
clock and meanwhile, with Machiavelian
finesse, tried to find out what was wanted
of the late Mr. Plunkitt. After zigzagging
about for a long time, he asked the ques-
tion point blank and received a point blank
answer, which he might have had in the

beginning. Such is the fate of the zig-

ragger. On his second appearance he
announced that a telephone message had
Iwen received and the Senator would hot
Lo down that day. He was then at the
Grand Central Station.

It was discourging. The artist, not to
feel that her half hour had been entirely
wasted, took out her drawing pad and

yer from THE Sux an’ THE SoN's all right
I can speak for the Senator; he won't mind.”
“Thank you very much, but when THE
SuxN sends out to interview a person it is
to interview his friend. [Sarcastically.|
You get that distinction?”

“But I know—-"

“You won't do at all.
Plunkitt.”

“Well, I'm all right, an’' I know the Sena-
tor like a book, and I might tell yer a few
things be'd very likely forget to mention;
but if yer set 'in yer way, why I tell yer
what I'll do; come down to-morrow at
noon an' yer can go in the private rcom
there an' talk to him. I'll fix it for yer;
he won't dare say ‘No’ to me. I know
too much about him. You've got to prom-
ise one thing, though. I'll fix it up for
yer if yer'll swear to give him a roast, not
an every day kind of a roast, but a first
clags one.”

The fighting blood of the interviewer

COUNT D' ESTE POUNDING ROCK

A FAMOUS NAME ON THE ROLLS
OF THE WORKHOUSE.

He Got a Loan of $35 by Means of a Falry
‘Tale, but His Partner Quarrelled With
Him and When He Went to Get More
Money He Was Arrested—l.ooks the
Part of a Count—Wanted In the West.

Count Marion Frangois Leon D'Este is
pounding ro-ks at the workhouse on Black-
well's Igland. It has been suspected that
his right to the title is not altogether con-
clusive, but the rocks are real enough.
The next six months promige to be a novel
experience for him.

I)'Este says that his father was a gentle-
man in the hoaseho!d of the Count of Paris
and that he, Mar.on Frangois Leon, was
formerly attached Lo the same outfit. Proof
of it has not been forthcoming in his con-
nections with the police, but it is an evi-
dent fact that he is an educated man with
an unmistakable French accent, and that
the city is losing money every day by his
unskilled work on the stone pile.

Not very long ago D'Este went to a busi-
ness man on Warren street and reached
the private office on his appearance. There
be told a good fairy tale of the wayward
#0n sont to travel in America and separated
trom hig allowance,

Sixteen thonsand was awaiting him in
cash and mining stocks, he said, but his
credentiale had  been
British Embassy in Washington. If he
conld borrow enough money to make the
trip to Washington his affairs would be
8 untangled,

I"'Este took the part well in good clothes
"=ginning to show wear, and the busineas
an advanced him $35.

I'he next day this business man had
euother caller, Richard McCoy, who is a
b, prize-fighting looking proposition and
hard to stand off, MeCoy told of meeting
s test friend, Count D'Fste, the night
Lefare in the Unele Sam lodging house on
the Bowary and hegring from him of the
gertleman = generosity.  Wouldn't he help
B felow in hard luck?
~ MeCay's bulky troubles made the matter

loox 4 little queer, and the business man
called up the police. They referred him
'n Officer Thomas Haves of the mendicancy
~aiad that works under the Charity Or-
atmzation Society. Hayes dug out a long
rd showing both men np ar professional
and asked to bhe notified when
alied again
Pothe sAame Lime g e ram  came
omo D Fete in Washineton saving  that
Ho ‘ Foall ar @ o'clock in the afternoon

had gene to Washington and holatered
B lis stary with the wire
",‘-" or Haves was hidden in an alcove
: " business man s office, and at 3 o'clock
P walked the Count with & new suit of

i

forwarded to the |

clothes, a new suitcase, and new, very
yellow gloves. He had a very breezy smile
and more story.

It was very unfortunate, he said, that
his (-rv«lenlinfu had been forwarded to the
Embassy in Montreal, and he must go there
at once for fear they would cross him on
the way. Could he be accommodated
with another small loan? On the honor
of a genticman he would repay it with
interest,

D'Este produc ad at this juncture a vellow
envelope of official dimensions. In the
corner was printed:

ON H. B. M. BERVICE,
FOREION OFFICE,

WASHINGTON, D. C.

1
M. F. Leon D'Este.”

“They recognized me at once and gave
me this introduction to the Montreal oftice,”
said D'Este.

The business man began to think his
case was looking up when Hayes stepped
in and asked to see the lewer. He tore
open the envelope and showed a blank
sheet of paper.

“Young man you are under arrest as a
swindler,” said Hayes

D'Este flopped into a chair and con-
fessed his whole game. The trip to Wash-
ington and the telegram were part of a
scheme to get more money outof the busi-
ness man.

McCoy was his partner in the deal and
when they had quarrelled over the division
of the $35 McCoy had butted in on hix own
hook. D'Este would not tell how he got
the British Embassy envelope.

The business man refused to make a
charge of obtaining money under false

retences against D'Este, so he got the

eggar's six months on the Island on a
charge of vagrancy. Hence the stone pile.

Count D'Este first came to the notice of
the mend icancy officers three vears ago
when he told the same story of remittances
and Washington to a wealthy man who
promptly referred him to the squad with the
information that he would advance him
money if his story proved true.

D'Este was very lean and said thathe
had been without food for thres days. He
would rather gtarve than go to a cheap
lunch counter, and walked the streets at
night in preference to a lodging house bunk.
A gentleman, he gaid, could not stand such
things.

The officers looked into his career and
references and soon collected an interest-

others whom he had done up. Several
chiefs of police in the West had lheard of
him. One of them wanted him

trace of him could be found until this spring,
when he calied on the Warren street man
and worked his old game
indicated that he had lived wellin t

time
| D'Este is small and ¢ toop-shouldered with

black hair and eves and a very vivacions
manner His =mall mistache and  well

e mean-

oh count

ket § feat 3 inches ook the part,if heis not
s Fren

1 At any rate the title has toid in the money

| market It remains 10 be seen now if he
can sall it 1o an heiress when his outing at

\

1
I the laland is over.

understood that it is not the same thing |

We want Senator .

ing bundle of letters from clergymen and |

About that time he disappeared and not a |

His np' warance |

came to the surface.

“Why should I roast him?"

“Because he needs it; he's got the big
head. I'm his friend sorta, but you take
my word for it, it'll do him good or I wouldn't
advise it."”

“Well, THr SUN isn't ‘roasting’ people
simply because their friends want them
roasted; if it did, the whole business of the
paper might be directed in that channel.”

“Well, ye'd better, everybody else does,
I don't kee why Tk SoN should treat him
any different,”

The artist had finished her sketoh and
the interviewer prepared for departure,

“To-morrow at 12, if you will kindly
arrange it with yout ‘friend’ [sarcastic em-
phasis on the last word] we will be much
obliged.”

“Ter-day wouldn't do?”

“To-day?"

“Yep! I'm the Senator yer lookin' for.”

Surprise ' wrestled with politences and
gave it a solar plexus blow.

“I don't believe it.”

“It's true, though.”

“You'll have to prove it.” The interviewer
was beginning to weaken, but held her
ground,

“How's this?” The cheery personage took
out a flamboyant watch with a monogram
on one side and on the inside of the cover
an inscription:

“Assemblyman—1868; Alderman— 1870-73:
Senator—1884-1000. From Tammany Hall.”

The Senator replaced the watch and
executed his calliopean laugh. To do this
he takes o his hat, whirls around like &
dervish and removes any restraining in-
fluence from his vocal cords. This is the
only exercise he takes, but it i8 quite suf-
ficient for everyday purposes.

The interviewer was angrv.
enjoys a joke except the victim,

“You are quite a joker, Mr. Plunkitt;
it isn't possible, by any chance, that you
cr> the joker in the Remsen bill?”

A 1in the Senator executed his laugh.
/ Then he changed the conversation.

“You're all right. I couldn’t get yer to
say you'd roast me."

“But I didn't say I wouldn't, and, to tell
you. the plain truth——"

“Yep. Iknow. Gnahead! A good roast's
worth fifty thousand dollars’ worth of
advertising to me.”

“You speak of money rather carelessly.
Now, fifty thousand dollars——"'

“Seems like a big sum to a newspaper
man—woman, I mean. Why, 1 could
spend fifty thousand a year an’ then not
have a fight.,” The Senator's eyes have a
habit of twinkling. They twinkled then.
“I've made a heap o' inoney; ,jes' mention
it, will yer? I don't care who kpows it.
Let loose the dogs of war!

“Ever seen this building afore?”
tinued the Senator.

“No? (ome right arong.
the widders. Great sight!”

The onward march was interrupted by
a brawny policeman who had a package in
his hand which looked like a spring bonnet
or a mince pie.

“(iot one big enough, this time,” he ex-
plained to the Senator, leaving in doubt
the contents.

“You don't say go! (Cilad to hearit!"

To listen to the Senator you would im-
agine that he would dissolve in tears if the
package had been one inch smaller, It
is this manner which cages and keeps voters
Arrived at the Surrogate’s office, the Senator
points out a waiting line of black clothed
feminine figures.

“Them's the widders. Jes' been signin
a bond for twenty-five thou' for one of
'em. Nobody else to do it an’ they've
got to get their money sclne way, poor
things. 1 know 'em all a month
now, tryin' to get $26 back salary due the
deceased for one of 'em.

“Do I ever get cheated? Skip, you mean?
Never by the widders. No widder ever
cheated me yet. But sometimes when I
sign for one of the fellems they go away
for their health an' forget to come back.

With a lingering look at the “widders”
the Senator led the way into the office of
the county clerk, temporarily vacated.
The trio sat down,

Up to that time the Senator's manner
had been that of the jester, a light and
fluffv mask for his real personality, which is
shrewd, alert and experienced in the sub-
ways of mental and moral human nature.

“Tell me what yer want, It's somethin’.
I can see it in Yer eye. You newspaper
people are always up ter tricks; yer alwayas
foolin’ 'roun’' to get somethin' an' never
comin’ right straight out, Out wid it.”

The interviewer was trying to think
what she did want,

“Just to talk with you—a conversazione,
g0 to speak,

“No, ver don't,
ver can't cheat me,
aroun’ there's a game.
game?"

Everybody

con-

I'll show yer

Yer here for gomethin’;
When there's a woman
(Come, what's your

SENATOR GEQORGE W, PLUNKITT.

The interviewer closed her eyes and
leukved.
“Why don't you want McClellan for

Governor?”

The Senator arranged his hat and mous-
tache with elaborate care, then he twirled
the forty calcium horse power in his shirt
front,

“Who said I didn't?"

“You did, Whenever his name is men-
tioned, your face stiffens,”

“Well, they say McClellan's made a good
Mayor, don't they?”

“Yas, but Governor?”

“Well, it's prettv early to talk about
Governors. I don't helieve you under-
astand mnuch about politics. You see, the
politician ain’'t worryin’ about the future,
all he can do is to think of the vesterdays.
That's what kep' me goin'—jes' thinkin'
of the pas' an’ lettin’ to-day and to-morrow
look out for themselves.”

“0¢ course, I understand that
but about the Governor?”

“I'll tell you one !hinﬁ I am agin—wid
my whole heart an’ soul, oncet and for-
ever—I'm agin civil service. Why? Be-
cause it in anti-American an' I won't stan’
for anythin’ that's anti-American.”

“But it protects the Mayor, doesn’t it?”

“Protects him? From what, from who?
Does a Mayor want protection? Ain’t
he the servant of the reoplo-? ] mean anny
Mavor—not 'specially McClellan. Ain't
it up to him to #ee the people? S'posin’
they do want office, as long as there's of -
fices, there'll be officeseekers, that's nateral
ain't it? If [ was Mayor, jes' o manny
hours a day would be devoted to the people;
tl}lere ain't annythin' more important than
that.”

There was a pause while the Senator
looked shrewdly at the interviewer.

“There's somethin’ about yer. What
did ver come fur? Not to ask if I was goin’
toiéfght' for McClellan for Governor? Out
wid it.

The interviewer leaped again.

“What do you think of the Brooklyn
politicians?

“‘Are there anny over there? You don't
say 8o. You surprise me, I didn't know
it.” Well, if there be, the only thing I can
say is that they're too fur from Washington
Hall. Brooklyn is all right to raise cab-
bages in and corn stalks, an’ oncet I filled
in Forth-ninth street for 'em, when 1 was
in the dirt business, but politics—as I sny
they Pughter to come over to Washington

all,
“ And Washington Hall is?”
“The centre of everything. It's the hub
of the machine. "
“And you——"
“I'm It over there.
I'm serious now.”
He looked it as he took off his Fedora
clasped his small, wiry hands and leaned
over the table toward the interviewer, a
network of lines, tha cobwebs of thought,
showing for the first time on his smooth
cheeks.

much,

They belong to me

FILLING UP THE DINNER ROLLL

LOCAL STATE LEAGUES DON'T PRY
FAR INTO QUALIFICATIONS.

Easy for a Man Who 1s st All Well Known to
Be a Member of Many Such Assocla-
tlons—Easy for Him, Too,to Run Up Hls
Dinner Blll—Comes High for Poor Men.

A New Yorker complained the other
day that in the midst of the arduous publio
dinner scason he was asked to join the local
association of a Middle Western State and
pay 815 for the pleasure of attending its
annual dinner. He was not a native of
the State, nor had his ancestors lived there;
he himself had merely been a resident
for about four years. ]

Many of the more recently formed State
societies in’ New York, eager to swell their
membership, contrive many ways of easing
entrance. Men get in by right of birth,
by right of ancestry and by right of resi-
dence—sometimes very brief residences.
Dues are set very low as a rule. Any man
of distinction, however slight, is urged
to join almost every State association to
which by any means whatever he can be
made eligible. In some cases, once a
member always a member, for the neglect
to attend the annual dinner does not work
logs of membership, and in some of the State
societios the payment of dues is not insisted
upon unless members attend the publio
meetingr of the organization.

Many New Yorkers, under the member-
ship requirements of State and similar
local associations, find themselves eli ible
{0 a4 great many organizations of the kind.
A New Yorker of Dutch extraction, who
has resided in a Western State and can
count a single Southern and a single New
England ancestor, may belong to the asso-
ciation of the Western State, to the South-
ern Society, to an association of some New
England State, to the Pilgrim Fathers,
to a Southern State association, to the
Holland Society, to some one of the patriotic
| associations, and, if he has lived in this
State outside the city, to a county asso-
ciation. I1f he attends the dinner of each
of these socioties he may easily spend
$100 n vear on public dinners. o

One thing the various State associations
will not do to attract members, and that is
put the price of the annual dinner within
the reach of poor men. When a new
Qrato arsociation is formed rhe price of the
| first anoual dinner is sometimes sel low
enotigh to attract men of small means.
After that, however, the tendency is to
higher priced dinners.  The price is rarely
under 88 a plate, and sometimes as high
as 810 or 812 These prices exclude all
but the comparatively well-to-do or the
ambitions, wha see in the association an
apportunity 1o promaote hiuginess relations
of a profitable kind

Neares of men who are never
nothe ity & husiness world manage to
attract attention hy thew activaty the
{local State assocmtions  They oaunt as
| a good investient the $20. 830 or $80 & vear
‘ipenl on the dues and dinners of ops, twe

heard of

or three such associations.

On the cther hrand, hundreds of men who
are no worse off, but who lack the instinct
to make social ~elations minister to business
guccess, o~ waose business cannot well be
promat d by their appearance at public
dinners, nelect to join State associations
to whic.. ttey are eligible, or, if they join,
neglect 1o attend the meetings and dinners.
Thus, hardly a single State association has
in its membership a third of the resident
New Yorkers who are eligible, and many
do not include more than a tenth of the
eligible local residents.

n the whole, the Southern State asso-
ciations tend to get in a larger proportion
of the eligible New Yorkers of moderate
means, because State pride i8 strong in the
South, and Southerners are naturally
gregarious. Some of the smallest States
are represented by relatively strong local
associations. The Delaware Society, for
example, has on its list of members nearly
a fourth of the eligible local residents,
and usually musters a large percentage of
its members at a rather expensive annual
dinner.

Associations representing the newer
Waestern States find it difficult to maintain
themselves in New York, because the num-
ber of eligibles is small. Many State asso-
ciations manage to strengthen themselves
by creating a relatively large non-resident
list of persons living in the State repre-
sented and glad of the excuse for a visit
to New York presented by the annual
dinner.

BUTTER 42

Just Heen Recovered From the Spring

in Which It Was lost—Stlll Sweet.

L1 NcOLN, Neb., April 30.—A stone jar
of butter that had heen buried for forty-
two vears was found the other day on a
farm in Burt county, in northeastern
N ebraska.

Forty-two years ago a family by the
name of Decatur lived on the place, and
one day in suramer this jar was packed
and placed in the spring. A few days later,
when one of the family went to get the but-
ter it was gone and no search unearthed it
The Ponca Indians roamed the neighbor-
hood, and the supposition was that 1t had
been filched by some of them.

The Decaturs lived and died, and the
farm has changed hands several times since
tter, ‘I'wo weeks ago A man was put at
work excavating for an outbuilding close
to the spring. At a considerable depth
he encountered a gtone jar,

On being exposad to the air the jar
crumbled to pieces and a four pound roll
of butter fell out. It was mouldy on the
eutside, hnt vellow and sweet inside,

The butter was hrought to town, and
neighborhood tradition soon  established
that it was the seif-same roll put in the.
springhouss forty-two vears ago.
her of the Decatur family recalled
circnmstances fully,

An investigation of the spot disclosed
the fact that the bottom of the old spring
was 1 quicksand, and it is supposed that
the weight of the jar and 1ts contents caused
it ta drop 1o a firmer bottom, whera it was
| kept intact all these vears
| this i& undonbtedly the oldest roll of
| hutter in the »arld, and steps have hean
| taken (o preserve it for eahibition at the St.
i Louis faur.

YEARS OLD.

the

A mem- |

|

¥ “I'm the father of Greater New York, I'm
the dean of the Legislatur' an' Washing-
ton Hall'll stan' by me an’ I byit. Don’t
forget that. I know every man, woman
an' child there an’ they know me, all right,
If they're out of a job, if they want money,
if tbe{\ want to get married, an' the man's
shy, they all come to me."”

“And you always help 'em?”

“Always! I never turn nobody away
They can't fool me either—much.

“I represent five generations. That's
what I mean by sayin’ I'm dean of the
Legislatur'. A generation's ten years,
ain’t it? I went up there in the 60s, 708,
'80s, '90s and 1900; do you know anybody
else with that record?

“For thirty years there hasn't been a
burial in Potters' Field in my district—not
one,
to the poor people.

“The proudest moment of my life? That
was when during the Reform Rejeem, I
was elected Alderman at Large for the
city of New York. The ticket was elected
by 28,000 majority and I was elected by
three or four thousand. Wasn't that
enough to make me proud—Reform Re-
jeem, mind yer.

“Now what is it yer after? Yer don't
want to know all these things.” *

“What is your present political ambition?”

“There yer go ag'in. That ain't what
yer want, either, but I'll tell yer, jes' for
the sake of talkin” It's this:

“If I'm let alone—nothin'. I'm satisfled
with what I've got an’ what I've bad, an’
I'm useful in Washington Hall, yet, I guess,
But if people go to opposin’ me and roastin’
me and makin' things generally disagree-
able, I won't be satisfied wid nothin' but
goin' back to the Legislatur®.”

“Why don’t you want to go back any-
way?"

“Why? Because I'm sort of tired an’
home's a pretty KOOd place an’ it's sort of
lonesome up in Albany when night comes.
That's why. But I'll put up wid it all—
that an’ more if it's necessary. It's a case
of hands off.”

*Do you think Croker'll ever come back?”

“C‘rol’u’r? Never. He's dead.”

“Not really.”

“Yes, dead as they make 'em. An' I
helped make him, too. Ypp, he disappointed
me all right, an' he ain't alone in that,
either. But he's dead now. He can come
back an' visit an’' live if he wants to, but
politically he ain't in it anny more.”

The Senator’s tone sounded like & requiem
mass,

“Yer gettin' warmer now, gin't yer?®

“What do you think of woman suffrage?”

“Woman suffrage’ I don’t believe in it.
I'm bitterly opposed to it. Why? Be-
cause it's anti-American. Lots of times
that question ome up at Albany and
every time I've fought it, an' I'll keep on
fightin’ it. You've gota right to yer opinion,
if you're foolish enough-to have one for
woman suffrage, an’' I've got a right to

I attend to that, too, as well as seeing |

time. No woman suffrage for me!”

The Benator was at last excited. If
there had been space in the tiny room he
would have pranced. He did prance with
his tongue.

“Woman suffrage! It ain't womanll.
It don't do to have women try men's work,
an’ votin' is men's work, all right.”

“Don't ybu think they are ever useful
in elections? Now, for instance, haven't
you ever used women to help you over in
your Wnahln?gton Hall, as you call it?”

“Used 'em? Well, I should say I had."”
“Tell us how you've used them,"”

“Why, there ain't nothin’ to tell, It's
jus’ been too simple to talk about., You
fiee, there are a lot of factories, an' a lot of
shops an’ a lot of places over there where
women work, Sometimes there are fifty,
sixty, a hundred in one room, an' that
room's presided over by some woman,
whose name we'll say, jes' for explanation,
is Jane, Jane's a good friend of mine,
I put het in charge, an’ she's always workin'
for my interests.

“By an' by I come across a feller in my
deesirick who's workin’ agin me. I don't
say nothin'; that ain't my way. But I
watch an' 1 T‘L all the Janes to watch,
and finally I discover who the feller's gal
is. Then'l go to Jane—one of the Janes,
you remember, incharge of the room where
the fellur's gal works—an'I tell her to keep
her eye on the gal. In a little time Jane
wins over the gal, and in another little
time the gal wins over the feller—an' there
yer are. That's simple,ain't it?

“Now I believe in wimmin in elections
up to that point. They can do a lot more
than they can votin’; an’ it's more womanly.

“Another time at some election—durin’
the Reform Rejeem 1 guess—a whole body
of wimin went over to the booths that
didn't bave my name on 'em and just tore
aroun’and knocked 'emover an' made things
lively for a while I tell yer, an' the joke of
it was none of the men durst interfere for
they were afraid the wimmin theythumﬁed
might be somebody else's gister that they
knew, an’ they were scared. Now, a thin
like that's all right, but I tell you I ain’t
got any sympathy wid the wimmin voters—
not a bit. Iet 'em keep in their place,

“I'm a good friend of the wimmin all
right; th:ﬁ all tell you that over at Wash-
ington Hall. Many's the time when a young
police captain, green as grass, who wants
to make a name, makes a raid in some
ghwe where the gals are jes' dancin' an’

avin' a good time an' not making any
fuss an' as virtuous as can be. I jes' stan’
by 'em, help 'em out an’ make it hot for the

oung man. He's got to be taught his
osson, That sort of thing happens all
the time.

“Yer haven't tol' me yet what yer wanted
an’ it's time for my appointment.” The
Senator raised his hat with a flourish,
swept a Chesterfieldian courteay and re-

tired.
“He'll be back,” said the interviewer,
Cassandra-like. “His bump of curiosity

mine, an' mine is ag'in it, every bloomin’

oould uphold the
the way he's got on.

The Senator appeared around the corner
of}l()x: door. hat o 1

‘ome, now, wha! t o8 wand
to know. Man to mnnl’ 4

“You'll promise to angwer?”

The BSenator sat down, “I
it I can without betrayin’ a confidenoe.”

“We want to know what you do for youg
complexion?

The Senator was taken unawares. He
was silent a moment, but the interviewer
looked as innonent as he did.

“You're jokin’, Honest?” He really was
ploased, '

“Honest. When a man says he's on the
road to 70 and doesn't loock a day
over 50 with a ocomplexion like a g‘l;'l.
he ought to be willing to tell the feminine
subscribers to THE SUN how he does {t,”

“1 really don't do a thing for it except—=—*

“Except?”

“Well, in the ﬂmtc‘ohwo 1 never eat any
molid food in the middie of the day. I ea$
a heavy breakfast—none of your Frenchies
for me; ther're anti-American, ‘1
eat a hearty dinner, My fast in the middle of
the day heips me a lot, otherwise I wouldn’t
be always invited out to eat and I should
overfeed, You see. Every hody knows
Idon't eat then, so they don't ask me.”

“In that al)

“Well, I.lm\'e a olsar conscienoce and

sle}c{\p wall

o din hot mention the clearing process,
“Thera’s nothing,” ihe Senator, added
thoughtfully, “for a good complaxion
like a clear conscience: nothin’. You
Trr SUN readers so.”

“You're going and we haven't assked
you a word about your early life—the self-
made man, you know.”

“Oh, everybody knowa that. I was born
in a palace by the roadride—yes, a pal-
ace—1842, in a section of the city, now
Central Park, then known as the negro
village. By J)uuin' your hand out of
the front winder of the palace you could
unlatch the front door. It had that ad-
vantage over many palaces you may have
read about. You had to lock baock
door, too, on account of the pig.

“My mother was a bright woman. Yes,
I get it all from her, except what comes
from father's side. On the day was I borm
my mother wrote this in the family Bible,

“Big George, born November 17, half pas
12, 1842,

“T'wo lines below, she made another entry.

“Little Ben, born November 17, little after
half past 12. It rﬂ‘na.

“Now, considering the fact that I'm only
half a man and everybody else I've ever
known has not only been a whole man but
has known it all, I think 1've got on pretty
well, don’t you?”

The Senator had to go then. He wen$
reluctantly., He looked back to say:

“Yer aint got what yer want, yet. R
know yer. But you'll come back for ik
Good-day.”

Eiffel Tower. That's

“TAMMANY'S PAPA."
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RECORD OF GORNDON BEASELY'S

Ml'.'.\\l.\’ AND OUT OF A MINE.

Went Down Wllkesbarre Way With  the
First of the Famlly to Settle There
-—~Won a Coal Miners' Strike—May Be
Working Yet for All Major Wright
Knows, and the Major Wil Inqulire.

“They tell many astonishing things abouts
mine mules in the coal regions,” said Major
J. Ridgway Wright of Wilkesbarre, *about
the great age to which they have been
known to live, their remarkable memory
and the like,

“Some of these might be to the stranger
8o astonishin g as to be of doubtful authentic-
ity, but we who live in the mining country
and have long known the mine mule in-
timately, 8o to speak, and all his genius and
capacity, know that there is nothing can
be told about him too strange to be true.

“For instance, there was the mine mule
of fond recollection known as Beasely's
Ben.,

“He was a genuine Beasely mule—one
of the Gordon Beaselys. There are several
branches of the Beaselys in our bailiwick,
and a good many varieties, but the Gordon
Beasely branch is the only one that has any
valid pretension to having been responsible
for this mule.

“The best evidence is that the mule came
to the region and to the mining business
from the Gordon Beasely branch of the
family. He was one of the first mules to
engage in mining, and it happened not long
after the first mining began in the valley.

“The company owning an early mine
found that it would have to have mules
to draw the coal cars in the mines, and it
sent an agent around through the country
to buy some.

“The first one he ran across was 'way
back in the hills, and the man who had him
was using him hooked in with a steer, anak«-
ing logs out of the woods. The agent
didn’t ask t he man his name, but he priced
the mule, bargained for it and bought it.

“The name of the mule, though, he found
was Ben. When the agent got to Wilkes-
barre with the mule, old S8quire Bassett,
one of the oldest residents, said:

“*Why, ain't that the Gordon Beasely
mule? Ain 't that Beasely's Ben?'

“The agent raid it might have heen: he
didn't know; but ha knew it wasn't Beasely's
Ben any more, bacause the mine company
had bought it.

“‘Yes, it's Ben,' said the Squire. ‘And
Shellback Beasaly has sold him! 1 knowed
when Gordon Beasely married in with the
Shellbacks for his second wife womethin’

{ would happen that hadn't ou ht to, and

l

here it i8' His son, Shellback Heasaly, has
#nld Beasalv's Ben'!

‘1 don't know how ald that mule was

when Gordon Beasely come along dowa !

the river on an ark, in the spring of 1803,
but he dropped off here with him, and for
twentr-ﬂve years that mule helped Gordon
Beasely dig ‘out that place of his back in
the hills.

“ ‘Then Gordon Beasely died, a year
after marryin' a Shellback for his second
wife, leaving a widder, the mule, anda
young Shellback Beasely;and now that Shell-
back Beasely has gone and sold Bﬂas:i?"s
Ben, and I'il bet a farm that old Gordon
Beasely is turnin' over and rattlin’ in his
grave!' )

“But they put Beasely's Ben to work in
the mine. This was in 1828, Beasely's
Ben worked steadily in the mine for thirty-
Bix years.

“Then some trouble came up hetween
the miners and the company, and the men
struck. The company wouldn't give in,
and the men held out, so the mine was shut
down, and they brought Beasely's Ben
to the top and turned him out to pasture,

“But what do you think? Although
the grass was knee deep in the pasture
Ben wouldn't touch a mouthful of it. He
plain enough would starve first.

“Why? Well, he sided with the miners,
and he knew that mules were scarce and
high, because it was in war times, and the
Government was buying up all it could
get, and that the company wouldn't care
to lose him,

“At last the company—not wanting to
lose Ben, and as coal was 'way up, and a
bigger demand for it than the supply—
granted the demands of the men, The
news wasn't flve minutes old before Ben
turned in and went to cropping grass, with
triumph, they said, sticking out all over
him, a8 plain as his bones.

“Of course the word that Beasely's Ben

war deliberately starving himeelf to death
rather than seem to approve of the com-
pany's attitude toward the men had gone
quickly through the neighborhood, and
?90[)10‘ came in crowds and stood about
he lot, gazing in amazement at a mule
that was willing to die for a principle. But
not once had Ben uttered a sound until
one day an old white-haired man, evi-
dently a hill farmer, was one of the crowd
lha‘t had come to gaze at the sacrificing
mule.
_ “As that old farmer stood looking over
into the field, Ben happened to raise his
head and turn it in that direction. He
saw the old man, and instantly lifted his
long ears as high as they would go, and
with a hee-haw that sounded like a glad
ory, started on a run toward the farmer,
who, at first, was for taking to his heels
with the other startled spectators, but
another flmce at the approaching mule
changed hls mind, and instead of running
he clapped his hands and shouted:

“ ‘By hokey! If it ain't my old Beasely's
Ben 1 hope to holler!

“And sure enough it was. The old farmer
was Shellback Beasely, and although the
mule hadn't seen his former owner for
more than thirty years, he had recognized
him among all the pot})(rln in that crowd,
and just as good as told him so!

“Reasely's Ben went back to the mines
after he had rettled the strike

“Some years after the mine became
exhausted. and the company abandoned it,
removing Beaselv's Ben and all the mules,
and, thinking that Ben had worked long
enough in the mines, turning him out to
do a8 he pleasad

0!
*He hung around the mine a few days, Lru pairs will

and seein
peared.

no prospect of a job, disap=-
me to find out after a week
or two, he had gone back to the Gordon
Beasely farm and turned in to working on
it again, just as natural as if he 't
left it more than forty years before to
follow mining.

“Whether he is still working on the farm
I don't know. I mustn’t forget te inquire
about that when 1 go back home. I'd like
to know.”

BLIND MAIL CARRIER DEAD.

Though Sightless, Arnold Scott Was & Pottsf
man for Twenty-eight Years.

BosrtoN, April 30.—Arnold Scott, whe ',
was totally blind but nevertheless earned
his living for many years at Bernardston
by carrying the mail, died this week,
aged 78. He had been blind since he reached
the age of 21, his sight having been de-
stroved by the explosion of a cannon en
the Fourth of July.

For several years after this accident, he
did not think it was possible for him te
do any work, but finally he began to saw
wood for a living. About twenty-eight
years ago he started carrying the mail for
one or two fanilies, and presently was
making two trips a day the length of South
street. to the post office and back, one in
the forenoon and one in the afternoon.

He had a whistle that he blew as he came
to the houses, and if there were any letters
for him to mail they would be brought out.
He would return in the same way, blowing
the whistle at the houses where he was
to leave mail.

When the mail was given to him at the
post office he would put it into his pockets,
of which he had more than the average

, and into two or three b slun,
m his shoulders. Oommion;u;.yln dhs
tributing these letters, he would become
confused, and then some one on the
looked at what he had and straightened
him out.

When a youth, Mr. Scott was fond of
fishing and hunting, and even after losing
his sight he would follow the trout brooks
about Bernardston with success, He also
cultivated a emall patch of land.

He frequently boasted that for fourtesn
years he had done most of his own cooking,
cared for himself, shaved himself and eut
his own hair. The introduction of the
rural delivery shortened the old man's
route considerably, and since Christmas he
had been unable to do any work.

PDutch Peasants Prefer Shoes of Woed.

From the Louisville Courier~Journal, )
“The wooden shoe,” said A. Ounerhish of
Holland, “is worn almost exciusively by
the peasant classes, and they find them moré
ocomfortable than the leather shoes that
are worn in America. The foot is clad in a

eavy woollen stocking and then alf|
:‘nw the shoe without fastening. They never

) th ople are used to Wi
{;2 Thohr;u‘!l"‘rzﬂ' '.k"r:él’d ga{d exc [ LY ﬁ-
an ther kind w optne
f:;‘::blo y‘l‘ﬁo shoes are of o ood d
st from 10 to 15 cents of
last & yoan" .




