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I PON THE HILLS.

viong their height= on peaks of stone
he bird of prey alights;

He rears his voung and dwells alone
Along their heights

A sentinet whose soul invites
i'he lurid clouds that shrick and groan

With frenzy on tempestuous nights,

O come! O come! for years have shown
The storm but vainly smites
[he walls that ereate Freedom's throne

Along their heights

doth veean beat
With « r that apoalls
Hut wrecks a gth his hillowy tleet
Upon these walls [
n writhes with pain, and backward filis
And moans within his safe retreat
U nti) ngain some cyclone calls,
O, come from the city’s heat

on these wall

¥ rom where decay enthralls,
For ruin eannot plant his fect
Upon these walls
On crest o high, mid rocks and bars

There's wealth for all who sigh

wo fitful fever seathes and seas,
On crests so high.
{'he calm and cool and open =k,
With all its hosts and changeless stars

cad so very close and nigh'!
yime above the cloud that wars
uil glories lie!

strite frow sorrow’'s lowland jar

On .,.’.(. =0 high

I'he spirit filla with joy sublime

On these enduring hills;
With sheen from heaven's unclouded elime

The spirit fills,
I'he breath like balm of living rills

From fountains lowing through all timme
1uto the suffering soul instils, .

0, come out from the rueful grime
Which soon corrodes and kills ;

I'he hills sing and their deathles chime
The spiril fills!

-

LITTLE BOYS TAKE WARNING.

~

Two little Lovs, nay

¥ De Jduy . eut to the streama
) 1 I
He got & 1 ih laid him out,
And lu s the Just of him:
.
. -
O —
Se———
—
J ¢kled the green apple crog
wenty-four he ate;

got a cramp, which bent him so
They couldn’ jerk him straight,
[ -t

O

J——

------- —Dansville Breeze,

SHE DEMANDED AN ENCORE.

He sat on a bicyele as straight as an icycle, and
she on a tricycle rode by his side.

He talked like a jolly fop and naught could his
folly stop, with all kinds of lolly pop enliven-
ing the ride.

At last incidentally, more instinetively than men-
tally, Le grew sentimentally saccharine
sweet,

And he told with intensity of love's strong pro
pensity, its force and inmuneusity, its fervor
and heat,

Just then o'er some hummocks he sprawled out
kerfhunmux, and she thought what a lum-
mux to tumble just then!

Fut he climbed to his station, while she said with
elation:
over again™

THE CATCHER CAUGHT.

Here lies a man of many lies,
His name was Catfish Jim;

He use to dig all day for worms—
The worms now diz for him.

—Life,

Scnator ‘Kenna's Queens.

The little sketch going the rounds to the
effect that Senator Kenna, with two pairs of
gueens in bis hand, gave the pot to Senator
Dolph, who held three aces, on the principle
that three of a kind beat two pairs, has pro-
voked the soul of the senator from West Vir-
givia to its profoundest depths. Yesterday,
during the executive session, & brother senator
spproached him cautiously and by easy stages
un the subject.

“How is this, Kenna?” he said.

“How is what{” inquired Mr. Kenuoa in re-
ply.

“Why, this little story about Dolph’s three
sces beating your two pairs of queens!”

“Not a word of truth, sir, in it,” sgid the
senator, with a snap in his eyes. “I never
played poker with Senator Dolph in my life,
[ never played poker with anybody. I don’t
inow one card from another. I don’t
gnow how to play cards of any kind. Baut,
gir,” and his face grew determined and sinis-
ter, *if Senator Dolph or any other man with
ihree one spots in his hand thinks he can beat
me when I've got four queens, I'll be dog-
goned if I wouldnt like to see him try it
wnce,”—Washington Critic.

A Heart For Any Fate.

“Frastus,” said a citizen to a colored man
on the market, “you live out on Prospect
street, don’t you?”

..\-'\ .\“.!1 i

“Iye rented that five-acre field this side of
the railroad tracks, and I did think of plant-
ing it all «

“Yes, sa

watermelons.”

b, Dat would be a boss speckula-
shun, sal. Dat's de bes' groun’ in de hull
state fur watermelyons. Bein 1 lib clus by
I'll watch de field fur you.”

“While 1 did think of planting it to melons,
es1 said, I've concluded to use it all for
potatoes. 1 hope you are not disappointed,
Erastus?”

“0Oh, w0, no, sah. I'ze allus bin about
ekally divided ‘tween taters an’ melyons.”—
Detroit Free Press,

A correspondent sends us an article en-
titled “How to Manage a Wife.” The manu=
script bas a vexed and disjointed Jook as
though the writer had broken off M
times to dodge a broomstick.—Burlington

Free Press,
e ————————
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SUPERFLUOUS WOMEN.

AS THEY ARE TO BE SEEN IN DIF-
FERENT CIRCLES IN BOSTON.

Grimness of the InevitableeStatin-
tics SubstantiatedeIntellectual Feasts.
How They Become 50 GreateLiterary
Bunthornes—A Problem for Sociologists.

[Special Correspondence. ]

Bosrox, Aug. 9.—The superfluous woman
fn Boston isa fact—a grim, realistic, numerical
fact, which can necither be ignored nor
properly adjusted in the social economy. She
is pervasive to a point that ought to interest
legislatures in ber behalf. Idon’t mean that
she is careering through the world at any
startling pace, scaring unprotected mascu-
linity into apprehensions of matrimony. On
the contrary, she is, for the most part, &
modest person, and a most worthy person.
She pervades solely because of her numer-
osity. She can’t help it. She is everywhere,

The atmosphere is dense with femininity,
Every time I come to Boston I notice it more
and more. Travelers who land here for the first
time, firm in the belief that the superfluity of
women in Massachusetts is a newspaper joke,
generally haul down their flag and surrender
at the end of the week, It all means some-
thing if we could only read the signs aright,
Yesterday a man was telling that his sister’s
family had just heen increased by a pair of
twins, “Unfortunately they arve girls,” he
said, and he sighed as he spoke.

A sensible woman spoke up: “Don’t you

| think the Creator knows what he is about?
! Would he create women, superfluous or other-

wise, for any but a wise purpose!”
To which the sigher nothing replied.
I will say it, an excess of femininity is as

| bad for society as an excess of masculinity.

It is mentally enfeebling to both men and wo-
men. In many boarding houses rows of hus-
bandless women, maids and widows, young

| and old, surround the tables, much to their

| she thou

| their hon:

own disgust.  Here and there a consumptive
youth or a shaky old, man relieves the petti-
coated monotony and feeds his own vanity at
the same time, That's the worst of it! What

men there are pass for twenty times their
worth ou ount of their scarcity, till they
Zrow s t in their own estimation that
they b insnflferable to everybody save
those Wi obliged to endure them.

Like tue backwoodsman who praised his
sweetheart till she wouldn't speak to him—

it she was so much his superior—
the supertiuous women of Boston get paid for
+ to men in much the same coin.

| They are lorded over, mubbed, put down and

“Renew your parration; say §t |

otherwise made to feel their insignificance in
the presence of acreature born to pansaloons
and command. The creature may be—fre-
quently is—little in body and mind, narrow
of soul and fecble as to brain, and with a
face as unhandsome as an Aztec god. All the
same, be believes he is a most satisfactory
piece of the creator’s handiwork.  He basu’t
enough rivals to keep him humble,

“Marry that old man?” said a young lady,
when a recent May and December alliance
was being discussed.  “Why shouldn’ts shet X
would marry anybody—mark you, anybody—
to get out of my present environment.” The
voung ladies of this city talk a good deal
about their environments. What was her
envirownent ! The routine work, the drudgery
even, of a home that was only kept together
by keeping boarders. There industry waged
a spirited and rather hopeless battle with
poverty in its genteeler aspects. Her imagina-
tion was active, and by reason of her “enr
vironment” rather depressed in tone, and she
saw herself growing old, neglected, disheart-
ened, and virtually imprisoned—for you are
truly imaprisoned when you know you are in
a place which you can only get outof by a
miracle. For this reason she drew her con-
clusions rather strong. Had she been a grade
higher in brain she would bhave taken to
“careering,” and would have succeeded, too;
for the Boston woman of good executive brain
knows 1o such word as fail

3

A SUPERFLUOUS GIRL AND HER BISTER.

Here is one of Boston's 20,000 girls in excess
of the pantaloon gender. This is her picture
in the early spring of her youth, when she
neither realizes nor fears her superfluousness.
Observe her mocking smile at the elder sister
before her, who was once as young and hope-
ful as she, but who now sees the husband she
hoped for vanishing to a point in the whither-
most of the where, Woman in Boston is fre-
quently a hopeless and unattached fact at 30.

Not only are marriageable men scarce here,
but opportunities of financial independence
for women are, it seems to me, fewer than
elsewhere, The hopeful old maid and the
old maid who has lost hope may be distin-
guished, the one from the other, anywhere.
The latter is settled and bookish looking; has
the air of having renounced the world—other-
wise men—and taken up philosophy. The
former looks as though she still intended to
4oast an anchor to windward” if she should
have a chance.

I was invited to a club meeting, and it was
«Patience” without the music, sure enough.
It was a woman's club, of course; but the
meeting was an open one—open to both
sexes—so the news went round with a joyful
sound. It was greatly talked up. The im-
pression was given me that the meeting would
be an occasion of extraordinary interest; an
affair which, if I were to miss, I should spend
the remainder of my life in regrets over.
Holders of invitations were made to feel that
they had been favored of the gods. The Rev.
Mr. Grindwell would read a paper on dead
poets. That of itself, I knew not why,
seemed to impart a mysterious excitement to
everyone who contemplated being present,
All were made to feel that a light would be
thrown on the rythmic dead such as had
never been on sea or land, and which it would
be well to sce. 1 made up my mind that Mr.
Grindwell was an obelisk of learning who

his mouth but seldom, but when he
did be electrified his hearers.

I went early, feeling that I couldn't bave

»  much of so exalted a privilege as ev u

| Jooking at the man who was to bring the de-
parted poets before our eyes and make them
live again. The pretty parlors were full to
repletion—with women. The stand for the

l reader was banked in flowers, and behind the

speaker’s chair, which was still vacant, flow-
ers were massed with & prodigality extraor-
dinary in Boston.,

An air of serious expectancy bung about the
place. The company had evidently gathered
for a united whack at ignorance, ard a de-
termined avow®¥ of their allegiance 10 the
fetich Culture. Oune voung lady appeared at
the door with an escort. This created pro-
found agitation in the audience. Heads were
turned, and eyeglasses, thirty strong, or per-
haps stronger, were leveled at the extraordi-
pary spectacle. The Boston woman is pus
Into eyeglasses almost as soon as she can walk,
The escort, a timid being in his forties, a
stranger in Boston, with hair parted in the
middle and an air of being on unfamiliar
ground, glanced in, saw the dense array of
femininity, muttered something about not
knowing that gentlemen were not expected
and slunk away. His escupe occasioned
great excitement at the door and in the hall,
and considerable agitation inside. Three or
four able-bodied women went after him with-
ont delav =nd lured biw hask withant the o2
of ropes. I heard them iry 10 put Dl we -
ease by assuring him that “another gentleman®
was in the audienwe. They gave him a place
near the door and be shrank intoa chair in an
attitude of the most painful embarrassment.
The “other gentleman,” a pale lad of 17, sat
on the opporite side. He looked across and
smiled strength and support to the unhappy
stranger. This somehow had the effect of
putting the nervous gentleman at his ease.
It seemed to take away his fear, and he al-
most looked as if be thought bhe might enjoy
himself,

THE READER AS HE APPEARED BEFORE THE
CLUB.

The orator, or reader, arrived next. He
was hustled in by a bevy of fair women in
front and also in the rear. He carried the
signs of dyspepsia, melancholy, malaria and
three or four other foes to the flesh in his
face, and wore next to no hair at all. This is
a picture of him after be got well along with
his reading.

The vigorous Boston climate and too much
homage to the fetich Culture had done their
fatal work. Icould not but think that he
ought to be very careful what he said about
dead poets, since in all human probability he
would be called to account by some of them
before a great while, He was armed witha
stack of manuscript books, each an inch
thick, and read them conscientiously through.
His essay was an “able cowmpilation,” in
which poets of the past were sct on tolerably
high pedestals—such of them as he fancied.
Goethe and a few others he dismissed as “old
fellows” of no particular importance; but
Dante got his most flowery eulogies.

A young lady of western origin, now a
resident of this city, aecompanied me, While
the able orator cleared his throat at the end
of the fifth book, preparatory to beginning
on the sixth, she whispared:

“Boston dearly loves dead people. The
deader they are the more it adores them. It
assumes that there are no living people worth
talking or writing about. We live in an
atmosphere of stale thought., Indeed, it
might be truthfully said that although we
take our meals in Boston, we really live in
ancient Athens. I often feel as if 1 was 2,0
or 3,000 years old.”

This explanatory interlude threw light ou
the settled look I bad noticed om 80 many
faces—too much mousing in the past, and
not half encugh interest in living thought.
‘When the orator finished his sixth book with
& quotation in Massachusetts Italian, a buz
of admiration burdened the air. He sat
down amid his flowers, half drowned in
smiles,. The ladies were greatly pleased
with him, but he was still more pleased with
himself,

The president, a womnan fair to see, thanked
him in the most overwhelming mauner, le
rose and howed his profoundest acknowledge-
ments. He also murmured something so full
of feeling that it died awey behind the
flowers. He still stood. Another lady arose,
and in trembling accents expressed he:
thanks for the precious privilege of hearing
the paper. From her rdsI gathered that
she had had an excepti ially happy life, full
of joys, blessings and opportunities, but they
all paled in compariso with the pleasure of
hearing the orator of the day on dead poets.
In fact, she was well nigh overcome by the
kindness of heaven in being spared to make
one of the favored company. Mr. Grindwell
took it seriously, as it was meant, and grew
more and more in love with himself,

This was the ninth (ssay read to that club
on the same subject within three years. Ob-
serve the luminocsity and breadth of the
clergyman’s spectacles, He wears two pairs,
which indicates that he looks at things far
beneath the surface. My wicked western
friend whispered that the protuberance on his
right side was caused by a masked liver pad.

One lady near me slept profoundly through
a large portion of the reading; but at its close
she arose and said never in her kife had she
heard so able, clear and exhaustive a dis-
course on poets as this one. Anocther lady
arose and said the same thing. And still
another and another. The scene began to
take on a startling likeness to “Patience.”
Bunthorne wasn’t young, but he was happy.
One, two, three, four more ladies arose in
turn to pour out their gratitude for the flood
of light cast on dead poets. 1t was touching.
The bald Bunthorne still stood. Then the
whole club, realizing afresh how much it
owed him, united in a solid vote of thanks.
This cleared the sky of the excess of gratitule
which was fast choking everybody. When
Mr. Grindwell had again bowed his thanks
another woman sprang up and implored him
to tell them “something about the ideal.” The
umetndgtig:l:mm {elt.:;'vouslyin l;itsm::

wi finding a
m and excused himself, o
was finally broken up, and the
agsin received the

The
{ fntellectual

|

bread of individual thanks, cut particularly
thick, and well buttered. He also received
six or eight enormous bouquets, and went
away as lower-laden as a young and beauti-
ful debutante,

“That’s the way we scquire our culture,”
said my satirical friend.

“Yes; that's the way we exalt each other,” !

she continned. “If anybody jumps over a
broomstick here, we all unite in declaring
that no one else could do it with such grace,
elegance and art, and a day or two later we
assert that the same person could jump over
1,000 broomsticks just as easily as over one,
and we believe it, too, Take any thought
and foster it, and it will have the same
effect. That is the kind of meat we feed on
to make us great in our own estimation. We
exalt each other all the time. 1t develops
self-contidence, and that moves the world
Perhaps you might r:ll this conceit oll; ego-
tism; but, you see, it keeps us in good humor
with ourselvy;'es, ami in a state of admiration
for each other.” GERTRUDE GARRISON,
Mrs. Senator Dolph.

Tt seems to be just dawning on the mind of
society that the wife of Senator Joseph N,
Dolph, of Oregon, is one of the most beauti-
ful women in Washington. Almost any man
who is a millionaire can be 8 United States
senator in these days, but not every senator
has a beautiful wife, In the absence of other
claims to distinction, this is one not to be de-

s

o~
MRS. DOLPH.

Murs. Dolph is a native of the, Facilic coast
and is & good specimen of what it can do in
the line of fair women, Mr, Dolph is a law-
yer, like all the rest of the United States sen-
ators. He was district Wtsorney for Portland
when the lady married him. If professional
beauties are to be the fashion in this country,
she will be one of the first,

They have six children, said to be very
beautiful—all of them. The eldest is a daugh-
ter, who made ber debut into socicty at a
brilliant ball last winter. Mother and daugh-
ter are now traveling in Europe.

This distinguished lady has a kindlinessand
sweetness of nature which are better even
than ber beauty, She and her husband keep
up a bandsome establishment, noted for its
hospitality. She presides at dinner and other
parties with tact and grace. She is witty and
entertaining in conversation. She hus hosts
of friends who are drawn to her by Ler kiod-
liness and good nature.

FOR PUBLIC PRINTER.

Gen. Nogers, of Buffalo, Likely to Suac-
ceed S, P. Rounds.

The position of public printer is considered
a very important one in the government, as
he controls about 2,500 employes and expends
over £2,000,000 a year in the work of printing
and binding the various governmeut publica-
tions. Mr. 8. P. Rounds having resigned, his
successor is said to be Gen. Rogers, of Buffalo.

GEN. WILLIAM FINDLAY ROGERS.

William Findlay was born in Forks
township, Easton, Pa., Jan. 1, 1820, liis
grandfather, Joseph Rogers, came to Ames-
ica from Ireland in 1786, Hisfather, Thomas
J. Rogers, was by trade a printer. He was
an officer in the war of 1812, Gen. William
F. Rogers imbibed his military spirit from
both his father’s and his mother’s relatives,

His first work was done on The Easton
Whig as printer's apprentica, In 1834 he
went to Philadelphia and obtained work on
The Philadelphia Inquirer. In 1846 he came
to Buffulo and began *‘sticking type” on The
Courier. This he left for work on The Re-
publie, a paper then entirely independent of
The Courier, but which was afterwards con-
solidated with its larger rival, and which has
now suspended. Gen, Rogers established the
first Sunday newspaper in Buffalo—The
Weekly Republican. This paper, however,
soon ceased publication. He then went back
on The Courier, where he remained until the
outbreak of the rebellion.

Shortly after his return from the war he
was appointed city auditor. At the mext

election he was made city and
afterwards was electéd mayor. In 1883 he
was chosen to represent the ct In con-

, whither his father had been elected at
e beginning of the century. He was ap-

ted major general of -the Fourth di vision
. G., 8. N, Y., in January, 1879,-

A Book for the Seaside.

“Here is a list. of books to take to the
mountains or seaside,” remarked Mr. Snooper,
looking up from his paper, ‘“‘and they have
actually omitted the most important book of
-lL"

“What book have they omitted?” asked
Mrs. Snooper.
T“The_ pocketbook."—Pittsburg Chronicle-

eiegraph.

‘tnere are little, sweet, pretty and green
oasealll the way tbrough the desert of life,
but the fat man who breaks a suspender on &
bot day when running to catch a train doesn’t
think of this.—Boston Courier.

BESIDE TILDEN'S GRAVE.

THE PICTURESQUE BURIAL PLOT
AT NEW LEBANON, N. Y.

The
Ancestors

Groat Demoerat Sleeps Awmid His
in the Burying
Ground=A White-Draped Catafalque.
His Latest PortraiteGramercy Park.

Country

At New Lebanon, Columbia county, N, Y., '

the mortal remains of Samuel Jones Tilden
were buried, Saturday, Aug. 7. There, in the
little country hamlet, his life started, seven-
ty-two years ago. When it had worn out
the body and taken its flight to uulmown
realms, the clay mold it had inhabited was
given back to the same kindly carth at New
Lebanon.

The portrait in the illustration is from
a photograph ta-
ken only a few
weeks before Mr.
Tilden died. For
the past ten
months he had
been  gaining  in
flesh and strength,
and there was rea-
son to believe that
he had years of life
before him yet.
There was even
talk of nominating
him for the presi-
dency in 1888, with
or without his consent. Rival candidates
will undouhtedly breathe more freely now,
old ard intirm as the Sage of Greystone
was, He was the shrewdest political organ-
izer of his time,

Bumor had the distinguished old man be-
oothed to more women than was the luck of
any other bachelor of his time, yet he lived
and died single, There is not even the record
of an early love disapnointment, such as in-
vested President Buchanan with romantic
interest, to gild Tilden’s blunt unvarnished
bachelorhood.  He appears to have remained
single because he liked it best that way. Had
he chosen he might have been a backhelor
president. There is every reason to believe
that he might have died president had he ac-
cepted the Democratic nomination in 1884,
He could bave had it also in 18%0.  As it was,
he was a president maker, and perhaps that
was as much consolation to hiin as baving
the office for himself, At any rate, it was
far less bother. His letter of declination in
184 guve the nomination to Mr. Cleveland.

THE PRESIDENT AT THE BIER.

The president attended Mr. Tilden's fun-
eral and stood with bowed head beside the
coffin of the great master Democrat. Sev-
eral members of the cabinet also came over
trom Washington to Greystone to be present.

A striking and pleasing feature of the scene
as the body lay in state at Greystone was the
absence of heavy black drapery about the
revered remaing. The catafalque, where the
body lay in state in his own room looking
out over the Hudson, was covered with snow
white hangings. It was beantiful and
unique.

Many famous men have “died like a tree at
the top first,” as Dean Swift said of himself.
Mr. Tilden was spared that most sor-

rowful kind of decay. For some
years his body has been practically
dead, He was so paralyzed that

it is hard to see how he Xept in the flesh
so long. His voeal chords ceased to act sev-
eral years ago, and he could only speak in a
whisper, so low that the listener had to bend
his head close to Mr. Tilden’s lipsto hear. His
left hand was useless; his right hand shook so
that if he wished to extend it in greeting to a
friond it had to be shot forward with a sud-
den impulse to make it move at all

When he walkel it was with a slow, shuf-
fling step, painfui to be seen. His hearing
was the only sense that remained to him per-
foct. Yet his mind was strong, and erystal
clear to the last. He was so helpless that for
somie years he has had to be fed like a child;
yet within a few months he dictated and
issued a document so vigorous and statesman-
like that it waked up the whole country. The
document was his letter to Senator Hawley
on our need of coast defences and fortifica-
tions. It commended ifself to members of
both political parties,

The Tilden burial plot is of unique and
beautiful design. Probably Mr. Tilden bim-
self planned it, for it was the work of no or-
dinary mind. The plot is in the village ceme-
tery, and is iaid out in circular form. In the
center are buried the statesman’s father and
1 other. A tall marble burial urn 1s placed
atove them. Then a circular walk runs
around their graves, After that comes a
eircle of four burial plots, then another circu-
lar walk, then another round of grave plots.
Four walks radiate from the central graves,
where the Tilden ancestors repose, out to the
circumference of the whole burial plot. Mr.
Tilden is buried in the northwest corner grave
of the inner circle. How his grave looks you
pee from the picture,

TILDEN'S GRAVE.

It is a peaceful country graveyard. The
thoughts of thé Sage of Greystone turned to
that iif his old ‘days, ratber than to the more
pretentious cemeteries nearer New York city.
His family weie Presbyterians,

Greystone is a beautiful country seat on a
Hudson river hill, above the village of Yon-
kers, nine miles from New York city. Mr.
Tilden's city home, at Gramercy park, in New
York was a luxurious and beautiful muan-

tion. "It had been originally two houses,
which were made over into one. Its choicest
treasure is its vast library of 80,000 volumes,
which New York city hopes to possessas &
legacy from the sage.

At the age of 85 Mr, Tilden was a most suc-
pessful lawyer, He became rich in railroad
and mining enterprises before being elected
governor of New York, in 18578  His estate is
wstingated at §7,000,000, to be divided among
more than twenty heirs,

HERBERT SPENCER.

Evolutionist, Philosopher and Auathor of
the “Principles of Sociology.”

HFEEBERT SPENCER.
One of the great minds of Englaud is pass-

ing away from among men. Herbert Spencer
has been troubled for years with persistent
insomnia and nervousness. When he visited
America in 1852 he carried & hop pillow with
him everywhere to produce sleep. But the
obstinate trouble seerns to be getting the bet-
ter of him at last, Herbert Spencer is not a
very old wan, as we count age now. He was
born in Derby, England, in 1820, He is not
as old as Gladstone by eleven years, nor has
his life been passed amid anything like the
wear and tear through which the greav pre-
mier has lightly carried his 76 years,

Mr. Spencer was educated by his father,
who wus a teacher in Derby. He early
showed great fondness for mathematics and
patural history.

He was intended for a civil engineer, and
engaged in that profession at first. But so
many other young men crowded into it that
the ficld was overstocked. Young Spencer
abandoned it to try literature. If he had had
his beginning in our time he would have
found the journalistic and literary field
crowded to such & degree that the civil engi-
neer’s profession would be emptiness in com-

mn.

Next to Charles Darwin, Herbert Spencer
has had infiuence on the scientific thought of
his time. The two minds were similar, ex-
cept that Darwin’s ran rather to the field of
active experiment and research among ani-
mals and things, Spencer’s more to develop-
ing philosophical thought in the study and
library. Spencer was as ardent an evolution-
ist as Darwin, but he was more interested in
evolution as applied to government and
society. When only 22 years old he published
a series of papers on the proper sphere of gov-
ernment. He took the humane and enlight-
ened ground that too much government was
worse than none at all

His first important work was published in
1850, when he was 30 yearsold. It was “Social
Btatics; or the Conditions Essential to Human
Happiness Specified, and the First of Them
Developed.” Itisa striking fact in the career
of this great thinker that that first book of
his has never been excelled, if, indeed, it has
been equaled, by anything he wrote later.

Little is known of his private life; at least
It seems as if there was little to know. Heis
a quiet, elderly bachelor, and bas dwelt in a
London lodging house time ont of mi#d

SOLICITOR™ GENERAL JENKS.

The Senate Confirms John Goode’s Sue-
cessor Without Debate.

When the senate refused to confirm Mr,
Goode, of Virginia, after he had held the im-
portant position of solicitor general for a
year, it was supposed there would be some
difficulty in securing an incumbent for the
position that would meet with their approval,
but on receiving the nomination of George
A. Jenks, of Pennsylvania, the senate paid
him the high compliment of confirming his
nomination iounediate!

GEORGE A. JENKS,

Mr. Jenks had but recently retired from
the office of assistant secretary of the interior
to take charge of the estate of the late Mr.
Dubois, his millionaire client, but it after-
ward leaked out that the position was not an
agreeable one to bim. The position of solici-
tor general has a salary of 87,000 attached to
ft. He is also paid £10,000 a year for manag-
ing the Dubois estate,

G S —
Soul-Stirring Eloquence.

0ld Col. Zell, at the time when Grant was
up for the presidency and when the Demo-
cratic watchword was “Anything to beat
Grant,” was addressing an enthusiastic meet~
ing of Comstock Repubiicans, when a Demo-
coat, who was “hanging on to the verge of
the crowd,” sang out, “It's easy talkin’,
colonel, but we'll show you something next
fall.”

The ¢olonel was a southern Union man of
the nltra school and a great admirer of Grant.,
He at once wheeled about, and with uplifted
hands, hair bristling, and eyes flashing fire,
cried out: “Build a worm fence round a win-
ter supply of summer weather; skim the
clouds from the sky with a teaspoon: catch a
thunderbolt with a bladder; break a hurri-
cane to harness: ground sluice an earthquake;
bake hell in an ice house; lasso an avalanche;
fix a clout on the crater of an active voleano;
hive all the stars in a nail keg; bang out the
ocean on a grapevine to dry; put the sky to
soak ina gourd; unbuckle the belly band of
eternity and paste ‘To Let’ on the sunand
moon, but never, sir—never for a moment
delude yourself with the idee that you can
beat Grant!"—Sgit Lake Tribune

THE PRESIDENT'S COUNTRY HOME.

How WHis Cottage Has Been FEnlarged
and Beautified.

On the estato of twenty-seven scres pur-
ehas«l by President Cleveland on Georgetown
Heights was a double two-story stone cottage
kaving nine large rooms, Shortly after the
purchase President Cleveland intrusted to
Messrs, Willam M. Poindexter & Co., of
Washington, the duty of preparing plans for
complets |y remodeling and extending vhe cot-
tage.

e e R
THE PRESIDENT'S HOUSE WHEN PURCHASED.

We present here a view of the house at the
time of its purchase by the president. Inan-
other is shown the remodeled structure which
retains scarcely a vestige of the original
dwelling. The two-story stone house seems to
have eutirely disappeared, and on the site
stands as beautiful & suburban villa as can be
found anywhere, There are few localities in
this part of the country where the stretch of
Jandscapx is as diversified as it is at this ele-
vation looking southward from the president’s
private residence. Other executives have

been owners of real estate at the capital, but
President Cleveland is the first to build a
country home for himself in the neighborhood
of the White House,

THE REMODELED HOUSE,

The improvement in the house bas bo
cured through the addition of & roomy attic
story and two-story piazzas on two sides of
the building, tacing south and west, A
addition has been made to the extension, also
to be constructed of stone, which will contain
the kitchen, with servants’ rooms overhead.
The interior of the building has been arranged
to suit the wants and tastes of Mrs, Cleve-
land, whose interest in her suburban home is
not less than that of the president. Nearly
every afternoon since the workmen began op-
erations Mrs. Cleveland bas found it a pleas-
ure to watch the progress of their labors,
while the president also finds a new diversion
from the cares of state in seeing the homely
cottage transformed into a beautiful dwelling.

Of course all the modern improvements,
conveniences and appliances for household
comfort will be put in. When completed
there will be a dining room, reception room,
two parlors, one of which the president in-
tends to occupy as his study, on the lower
floor, Lesides the pantries and large kitchen.
On the second floor will be three chambers
and dréssing rooms, bath rooms, closets and
servants’ rooms, The attie story will contain
four conmmedious chambers,  From the road-
side the view will be very picturesque, with a
good setting of trees and an extensive sloping
lawn on all sides. The grounds have been
very much improved during the president’s
possession of the property, and landscape gar-
deners have been engaged to further adorn
the grounds and lay out new approaches from
the main road to the building.

The president expects to take possession of
the hous about the 1st of October, and dur-
ing Mrs. Cleveland’s visit north next month
arrangemncnts will be made for furnishing her
suburban homne according to her own taste,

S TSRS,

CASUS BELLI CUTTING.

The American Editor Whose Detention
Has Raised Such a Hubbub.

The arrest and detention of Editor Cutt!
by the Mexican authorities has attracted 1
attention of the whole continent, and ili
trates the bitter feeling that exists betw
neighbors on the banks of the Rio Gra
This animosity comes from the long serie:. of
depredations which the lawless bands on both
sides of the river have practiced on one an-
ather for years,

The facts in the present rupture arve
about as follows: Mpr. Cutting, while an
American  citizen,
lives in the Mexi-
ean town El Paso
del Norte and edits
and publishes a
newspaper called E1
Centinela. In this
journal, which is
printed in the Span-
ish language, he at-
Ltacked a  rival
named Medina,who
had issned a pros-
pectus for the pub-
lication of another
He denounced the new en-
terprise as a scheme for swindling ad-
vertisers. Medina promptly  had re-
course to a Mexican court, and forced his
assailant to sign a retraction. Mr. Cutting
irnmediately crossed the Rio Grande, and
published in an American newspaper known
as The El Paso Herald a card reiterating his
assertion that Medina was a swindler, On
Mr. Cutting’s return to Mexican soil he was
arrested a second time on Mexican soil and
kept in jail a morth, when he was offered by
the supreme <ourt of Chihuahua his freedom
upon bail. This he is reported to have re-
fused, on the ground that he had appealed to
the United States government for redress,
which seems to be slow about coming, and in
the meantime the whole border becomes in-
flamed. It js safe to say that this affair
will be diplomatically healed between the
governments, but that the hostility which it
has engendered will cool withont some blood
spilling is not so certain,

1w
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MR. €UTTING.

newspaper.

**In Our Midst” Is Good.

Now that watermelons are in our midst
again it is said that the price of Jamaica gin-
ger has advanced. Thus an old principle of
political economy is again vindicated. The
demand regulates the price. When water-
melons go down the price of ginger go —
Thicago Herald, | Py e

The Poverty of Busimess.
Affectionate wife to husband—You say you
can't take me to Saratoga this summery Why,
there's Ditcheétts—he’s going to take his wife
for a whols season,
Husband —Yes; but, my dear, Ditchetts has
just failed. I have not,--The Judze




