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OUR NEW YORK LETTER.

TRIALS OF A WRITER WHO TRIED 
TH E EDITORIAL CHAIR,

DE TOUT MON CŒUR.

The sweetest songs I ever sing 
Are those I sing to yon;

The deepest thoughts that 1 can bring 
Are thoughts I never knew

Until your soft eyes questioning 
Had made me question, too.

My soul lies open to your sight,
When all the world's away.

Like that pale (lower that ai ulgbt.
As ancient legends say.

Unfolds beneath the moon’s clear light 
And dies at dawn of day 

—Grace 11. Duffleld In Cincinnati Enquirer.

Men Are Ju s t as Dad.
A woman, speaking of the attacks made 

upon her sex for their methods of hand
ling their skirts or bustles when sitting 
down, carrying their parasols, and other 
habits, says “I think three-quarters of 
such talk is nonsense 1 am perfectly 
sure tha t men have just as many marked 
habits as women. What can be more 
absurd, 1 would like to know, than to see 
a man, every time ho sits town, fling his 
coat tails wide apart? Then, again, tha t 
everlasting twitching at the legs of his 
trousers so as to pull them up in folds 
above the knees, and exposing generally 
the not always attractive top of a pair of 
shoes, with strings tied in a by no means 
picturesque knot. To me one of the re
pulsive habits is the refolding up of a 
handkerchief before replacing in the 
pocket, which is quite common among 
men. I always wonder if the user is 
afraid of getting them mussed or only 
wants the outside fresh and clean. As 
regards pulling down cuffs so they will 
show beneath the sleeve, and similar 
tricks, are they not every day sights?”— 
The Argonaut.

A H in t for Cities.
Nothing could be better than the asso

ciation recently formed in Philadelphia 
called the Open Space association, having 
for its object the increase of small parks 
and other openings in the mass of houses 
as a sanitary measure, and also for the 
Comfort and refinement of the people. 
This is better than sending crowds of 
children out for open air during a month 
of summer An address before the Mis
souri Horticultural society, some years 
■luce, recommended a system allowing for 
an opening every fourth of a mile in all 
streets. In this way a city would bo 
thoroughly sunny and at the same time 
be provided with shaded spots. Tho same 
plan included drinking fountains in each 
opening provided three times a day with 
ice. Old cities can only bo improved. 
New cities can be laid out on the better 
principles. Such cities could not easily 
have portions tha t fall Into degraded 
physical habits and become both vilo ai*i 
unsightly. To reform men we must re
form homes.—New York Graphic.

M achine Noise for Nerves.
It has been suggested tha t the noise of 

machinery has a beneficial effect upon the 
nerves of girls and women employed In 
factories. For tho first few weeks of her 
work amid the ceaseless clatter the em
ploye generally has headaches, a tendency 
lo aeafuess, and suffers considerably from 
Insomnia. Later, when she has become 
accustomed to it, the headaches disappear, 
hearing is remarkably acute, and her ner
vousness is much abated. The result Is 
the reverso of what would be expected, 
but statisticians and hygienists say that 
it is what is found in the majority of 
eases.—Chicago News.

Tallest C him ney In Existence.
theProbably the tallest chimney in 

world is one that la being erected at East 
Newark. Its diameter at the base Is 28 
feet, and it Is to be 9 feet in diameter at 
the top. It is to be of solid brick to an 
altitude of 810 feet. A east iron rim 20 
feet in diameter and a bell will surmount 
the whole, making the total altitude of 
the structure 885 feet. There will be 
1,700,000 bricks used In its construction, 
end its cost will be $85,000. A view of it 
can be had from trains crossing the New
ark meadows.—New York Sun.

Nothing Like the Dinner Horn.
Japanese gongs melodiously summon 

(nests to dinner, and are considered a 
great improvement upon the dinner belL 
Of all devices, however, which have been 
Invented to call people to meals, includ
ing the bugle, the gong, strings of bells 
suspended from the portiere rJa, and tho 
soft spoken waiter, no arrangement sends 
such a thrill and awakes such tin appetite 
as the farmer’s horn.—Chicago Herald.

C enter o f Our Universe.
Considering the fact that many astro

nomers are inclined to regard Alcyone th© 
chief star of tho Pleiades, as the center 
about which tho universe revolves, It 
seems quite curious that many savage and 
semi-civilized tribes have given this group 
of 6tars an extraordinary Importance. 
The peculiar beliefs which they hold con
cerning it appear to be of great antiquity. 
—Arkansaw Traveler.

Size of the W aist.
Statistics furnished by the London stay 

•Ud corset makefs prove tha t tho average 
Size of tho female stay wearing waists has 
decreased two inches In the last twenty- 
five years. One mother had ordered a

night
lew York Sun..

He Learna T hat E d iting  Is Not W riting. 

Conflict w ith th e  P rin te rs—Misery of 
R ejec tin g  MSS.—The Space G ra b b e r, the  

R ehasher and th e  Clincher.

[Stx'cial Correspondence.!
N e w  Y o r k , Jan. 7.—I knew there was a 

difference between “editing” a paper and 
writing for one, but how much of a differ
ence I did not realize until my destiny placed 
mo temporarily in charge of the Sunday sup
plement of a city daily, which, in accordance 
with the regulations, or rather exactions, of 
modern journalism, published a Sunday 
paper, or rather magazine, of sixteen pages. 
In this case, deducting tho space allotted for 
advertisements, it meant about 100 solid 
columns of reading matter. Of this I had 
about forty-six columns to “edit.”

To “edit” is not to write. I speak thus 
plainly for the benefit of tho many young 
men and maidens who are to swell tho ranks 
of the great army now industriously engaged 
in sending contributions to tho editor’9 waste 
basket, and who still imagine that the editor 
does nothing but write for the paper.

I pauso here a moment to ask where, at the 
present increase of sizo and amount of matter 
published, aro our Sunday papers to stopf 
Already the contents of some Sunday issues 
amount to more than that of tho average 
monthly magazina

While this competition is going on at such 
a lively and increasing rate between news
paper publishers to give the most reading 
matter for tho least money, I wonder if the 
Idea may not in due courso of time strike 
them that they may be giving to those who 
read more than they can really read and 
digest.

Our business men today do not read one 
half tho contents of tho daily paper. They 
have only time to glance at them. They 
would really be much better suited could 
some device of journalism give them their 
news in readable print in tho compass of a 
handkerchief, and give them no more.

I entered on my duties in a blissful ignor
ance of tho trials that awaited me. I did not 
know how to “put a head” on an article or a 
selected “reprint.” I knew nothing of the 
hieroglyphics necessary to let the printer 
know tho various kinds of typo in which my 
headings should bo set up. I did not realize 
that tho writer’s manuscript must be, in a 
sense, ground through the editor’s mill and go 
tliT'iugh a certain process before being put in 
tho printer’s hands. I did know that some
thing was to be done, but the extent of that 
something I did not know. Of tho signs to 
be placed on manuscript to show whether the 
typo used should be “brevier” or “minion” or 
“agate,” or those to designate “full face caps ’ 
for my upper headings and “full face lower 
case” for my lower headings, of a “display 
heading,” of “balancing the columns,” nor 
that tho headings on a page should not be 
jammed up together or too far apart. I was 
in that condition of ignorance that the «mail
est part of a printer was justified in looking 
down on mo with contempt.

N. B.—In tho composing room a printer is 
a much larger sized Indian than a mere
writer. -------

You who read the instructive and enter
taining columns of ghastliness, accident and 
crime in your morning pajier—you who are 
unfortunately or otherwise neither writers nor 
printers, you think you could easily write one 
of those staring sensational headings over the 
article which tell all about It before you read 
ft and whet yourjappetito for reading it. But 
yon might not I t is not so much the literary 
ability needed. It is the printer who stands 
in the way. It is tho printer who must have 
just so many words for ono kind of “head” and 
so many for another. You must get your sense, 
sensation and information condensed into say 
twenty-four or twenty-six words for one part 
of tho “head” and ton or twelve for another 
part, ami these must neither run over nor run 
under these numbers. If they do and the 
spaces ore uneven that issue of tho paper 
would, in that printer’s estimation, be ruined.
If you, tho editor, do not “make up” your 
pages bo that the columns “balance,” the 
paper, for him, would be a wreck. The foreman 
of the composing room values a newspaper for 
its typographical appearanco. This is right 
A paper, like a house, should look neat. (July 
tho foreman need not forget that there is 
something in the articles besides types. The 
magnate of our composing room called all 
written matter “stuff.” “What are yon 
going to do with this stuff?” ho would re
mark, and he used to put such an inflection of 
contempt on that word “stuff” that it would 
have made any but an old tough writer sick 
to heai' him. Poems literally perspiring with 
inspiration, beautiful descriptive articles 
reeking with soul and sentiment, lively 
humor, manuscript written and rewritten 
so lovingly and carefully—children of many 
a  brilliant brain—all with him was but 
“stuff!”

During all the years that I had been writing 
I had bestowed no attention on the “making 
up” of a paper. I had a vague idea that the 
paper mode up itself. I had passed in my 
articles, and had seen them in their places 
a few hours later, and never dreamt that the 
placing of these, so that the columns should 
end evenly or that the page should not look 
like a tiresome expanse of unbroken type, re
quired study, taste and experience.

I was aroused from this dream when first 
called on to “make up” my eight page supple
ment. Of course, the foreman expected me 
to go right on Ulf« an old hand, and lay out 
in the printed form where the continued 
story should be and bow many columns it 
should fill, where the foreign correspondence 
and illustrated articles should appear, where 
the paste pot and scissored matter, shorter 
articles and paragraphs should be, so that 
the printer could place his galleys in the 
form as marked out pier schedule.

I was confronted within a single week with 
all this mass of my own editorial and typo
graphical ignorance, and even more than can 
Kero bo told. It had not before dawned upon 
mo that an editor should be—well, wo will 
say, the skeleton of a printer. 1 was not 
even the ghost of ona I was not before 
aware that in the recesses of editorial dens 
«mi composing rooms the printer stood 
higher than the writer. “Everybody” writes 
nowadays. But “everybody” does not set 
typo or “make up” papers.

I saw then what I had dona I saw that I 
had rashly assumed to govern a realm of 
which I was entirely ignorant I made a 
full and free confession to our foreman. I

St myself before him as an accomplished 
îoramus. He was a good fellow and 

helped me through. It was tough work, 
however, for several weeks. As Sunday 
came nearer and nearer, my spasms of dread 
»ud anxiety increased. I was seized in the 

of night with fears lest I had not sent 
up sufficient “stuff” to fill my forty-six

columns. Then 1 would be taken with 
counter fears lest I had sent up too much and 
so run up an overplus ou the week's composing 
bill. 1 worried and fretted so that by Satur
day night I had no clear idea at all or judg
ment in the matter, and let things take their
own courso. -------

But the hardest task of all was dealing with 
tho mourners—I mean the manuscript bear
ers. I found myself suddenly inside of the
place, where I had so often stood outside. 1 
was the man in the editorial chair, the ar
biter of manuscript destiny, tho despot who 
could accept or reject the writer’s articla 
But 1 was very uncomfortable. 1 hated to re
ject anybody’s writings, I felt so keenly for 
them. I had so many times been there my
self, I wished I could take and pay for every
body’s manuscript. But I could not. The 
requirements of the paper stood like a wall 
’twixt my duty and my sympathy. The com
mands from tho management allowed only * 
certain amount to be expended weekly for 
original articles. I felt like a fiend—an un
willing one—as I said “No” time after time 
and sent men and women away with heavy 
hearts. In cases I tried even to get from the 
rejected a little sympathy for myself. I told 
them how bard it was for mo to say “No;”
I tried to convince them that mine was % 
much harder lot tlian theirs, and that mine 
was by far the greater misery.

And how many times after I had suffered 
and rejected tho MSS. did I try to answer in 
a manner satisfactory to them this question: 
“Did I know of any newspaper or magazine 
that would bo likely to accept their matter I” 
How I tried to say that I did not, in a cheer
ful, consoling and encouraging manner, in a 
manner which would convey to them and fill 
them with the idea that the town was full of 
places yawning and gaping for their articles, 
until they were outside of my office them
selves, when I was willing that tho cold un
welcome truth should freeze them.

Then I received letters asking for the re
turn of manuscript. On entering on my 
duties I found tho shelves piled with them— 
legacies left me by various predecessors— 
whether read, accepted or rejected, I could 
not find out. But there they lay roll on roll 
—silent, dust covered. It seemed a literary 
receiving vault, full of corpses.

I t was a suggestive and solemn spectacle 
for a young writer to look upon. Those many 
pounds of manuscript—articles which might 
make a sensation if printed—truths, maybe, 
which had not yet dawned on tho world—all 
lying unread, dead, cold and unpublished.

Lone, lorn ladies came to me with the chil
dren of their brains. I referred them at 
times to tho editor of the daily up stairs. He 
referred them to me back again. Sometimes 
this shuttlecock process was reversed. The 
daily editor fired tho applicant down at me.
1 fired him up again. Tho trouble in all 
these cases lay in the inability of these people 
to recognize a rejection when it was mildly and 
sympathetically applied. It was necessary in 
some cases for us to fire these people up and 
down at each other a dozen times before their 
weary legs gave them a hint of tho true state 
of the casa

I saw more than once tho man who thought 
to clinch an acceptance of his matter by giv
ing mo a long explanation of his article, and 
its value to this or that interest. I had the 
traveler from distant lands, who wanted to 
tell in print over again what he had seen. I 
received copies of verses, accompanied by 
modest notes from tho senders that they 
might find a place “in some corner” of the 
paper. I was beset by a delusion ist who had 
a theory for doing away with death and who 
left me, as he said, to “prefer death” and die 
in my sins, because I told him I had really 
no desiro to obtain information on the sub
ject. —

Then I had the “space grabber” to deal 
with—tho poor fellow who writes to live at 
so much per column, who tries to write as 
many columns as possible, and half of whose 
mind while writing is working moro to fill 
up his columns with words rather than ideas. 
But our modem system of elephantine jour
nalism is in a measure responsible for the 
“space grabbing” tendency since our daily 
an i weekly journalistic mammoths and 
megatheriums gape ever for moro and more 
matter. There is so much space which must 
be filled, and if not filled stuffed. Every de
mand hi ings somo sort of supply, and os the 
paper must bo stuffed, the “space grabber” is 
developed to stuff it.

I had also to copo and meet with the lit
erary rehasher. The rehasher is another 
journalistic brother who writes the same 
story, experience, description, etc., over and 
over again in different ways. Ho wrote it 
years ago. It proved a success. He has been 
writing it ever since. He serves it up roast, 
baked, boiled, broiled, fried, stewed.

These processes may endure for several 
years. Then ho shoves it on your table, cov
ered with a thin disguise—a gravy, so to 
speak—of his more recent opinion or expert- 
enca But it is about the same dish. The older 
and more experienced Journalistic nose detects 
it by the same old smelL Finally it comes up 
as hash, plain hash, dry hash, wet hash, 
baked hash, but after all the same old hash.

Our papers and magazines even today 
abound with the work of the rehasher. It 
is just as good for the young readers. Every 
ten years a generation comes along for whom 
the rehash is quite new, They do not know 
that it is the same old hash written and read 

and yean ago by people dead and gone. 
pretentious magazines dish up more or 

less of this hash. It is served up in style, 
garnished with sprigs of fine language and 
sentiment and has often a “dressing” of ele
gant illustrations poured over it. But it’s the 
same old hash for all that. If you look over 
the magazines for a period say of twenty 
yeai's.you will find these rehashes—articles de
scriptive of Rome, Egypt, London, the Bay- 
eaux tapestry, travels in countries worn foot
sore by travelers for generations, the essay on 
Dante, Shakespeare, Goethe. As for the 
frontier romance and “Wild Injun” story, 
that has been ground and reground into hash 
so fine that it has become “spoon victuals,” 
and is eaten only by the young and callous <?f 
the reading brood.

A literary colleague, friend and fiend of 
mine, who commands an editorial chair, says 
that be allows his rehashers to serve him the 
same article four times, providing the gar
nishing and dressing of the dish shows artistic 
cookery. But he shuts down after that. 
This is not only charitable on his part but 
possibly a great benefit to the rehasher, for 
if be is allowed to go on unchecked, the 
mental rehashing process will become auto
matic, the result of which will be the uncon
scious rehashing of the same article through 
all eternity.

This experience gave me, in certain respects, 
an entire change of heart. I will never think 
hard again of an editor though ho does not 
return my manuscript even if I send 
stamps. 1 will still continue to think kindly 
of him though he “declines with thanks.” 
Fbr I realize now that the “editor” who 
would do his duty must have nerves of steel 
and a heart of stona

P rentice  Mulford .

THE HARRISON FAMILY.

WASHINGTON IN THE DAYS OF 
WILLIAM HENRY HARRISON.

Hon Fiercely the  Political H eat Glowed 
Among the  S tatesm en—Some In teresting  
Records—Gen. Van Rensselaer, of Albany, 

N. Y.— W ashington’s Booksellers.

[Special Correspondence.) 
W ashington, Jan. 7.—Lowdermilk, the 

famous second hand book man of the capital, 
tells me he Las had a most extraordinary call 
for I Iarrisi miana since the November election. 
There is not much literature concerning Gen. 
Benjamin Harrison except that which is 
contemporaneous, but in a fragmentary form 
thero aro many things of interest concerning 
tho career of Gen. William Henry Harrison. 
These tho collectors are now seeking with 
such eagerness that everything pertaining to 
Harrison the First—old books, pamphlets, let
ters and prints—brings fancy prices. A good 
deal of this eagerness for Harrisoniana comes 
from tho Harrisons, not the Harrisons who 
are to occupy the White House, but the Har
risons who by hundreds and thousands are 
scattered all over the country, particularly 
in tho southern states. Every old pnblication 
bearing on the genealogy of tho Harrison 
family finds a ready purchaser, for it seems 
all the Harrisons are trying to establish re
lationship, no matter how distant, with the 
chief of their clan. Their purpose in this, it 
need not bo said, is by no means a selfish one, 
for it is ono of the most common and endur
ing traits of human nature, this desire to 
know bow close relationship ono may bear to 
famous men. A good authority says the 
Harrisons to whom Gen. Harrison is remotely 
fielated form one of the most numerous of all 
Iho largo families in this country whose line
age can be traced to a common ancestry.

Mr. Lowdermilk ehowod me a couple of 
volumes entitled “Legacy of Historical 
Gleanings,” largely composed of letters 
written by or to Gen. SoL Van Rensselaer, 
of Albany, N. Y., from 1812 to 18Ô2. Of 
these books many copies have lately been 
sold, becauso they contain numerous letters 
from and about Gen. William Henry Harri
son. “ I have sold two dozen sets of these 
legacies,” said the dealer, “and could sell a 
hundred moro if I had them. In one of the 
volumes is an admirable portrait of Gen. 
Harrison, and this is highly valued. ”

In looking over theso volumes I was struck 
w^tb the incidental pictures of the times of 
William Henry Harrison which they present. 
Most conspicuous of all is the office seeking 
spirit, ani the intolerance and cruelty of 
politics even in those days. As ono catches 
the spirit of the scene from these old letter«, 
he is K3<1 to the reflection f’-at if !T ison, the 
grandson, is to be more pestered and worried 
by the place hunters than was his illustrious 
ancestor, ho is indeed to bo pitied.
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■tu i more glo.-ious achievements upon the heights 
of Queenstown. But, for a moment, let me ask 
your attention to the moro recent history. Aye, 
what is ho now? What and who is the hero of 
two wars, tho conqueror of the heroic Brock? 
A year ago I would have answered you, fellow 
Citizens, that ho was living in humble retirement 
In the bosom of a large and happy family, sup
ported iiy the emoluments of an humble office, 
the gift of a president who had himself jeopardized 
his life and shed bis blood in achieving the in
dependence of his country and knew how to ap
preciate a  hero's services and reward a soldier's

toils. Such, gentlemen, was the situation of my 
friend, tho defender of Ohio cabins from the 
furious savage, the bearer in his body of the 
marks of seven distinct wounds when the spoilers 
came. * * *

When tho dis!landed legions of Augustus were 
suffered to eject the happy husbandmen of the 
fairest portion of Italy, we have reason to believe 
—wo know indeed—that some were spared. The 
ruthless warrior was not suffered to usurp the seat 
and violate the groves which had resounded to 
the songs of the greatest of poets. We may con
clude also, that the scarred veterans of former 
wars were exempted/rom the otherwise general 
proscription. Indeed, we must suppose that the 
sympathy naturally felt between men of t te  same 
profession, would have Induced tho usurpers to 
spare the war worn followers of the great Pompey, 
although they had been the soldiers of liberty, 
and the sworn enemies of their own faction. But, 
gentlemen, let me ask you now to point to an 
exception in tho proscription which has raged In 
our own country for the last twelve years? Who 
has been spared that professed anything which 
could tempt the cupidity of the spoilers? My 
friend is the last victim. The reason of this hon
orable distinction I could telL It is somewhat 
different from that which induced the giant 
Polyphemus to Intend the like honor to the king 
of Ithica. But you may perhaps be anxious to 
know the reasons which have been assigned for 
this outrage upon the feelings of the American 
people. Why. it was precisely that which has 
been given in all countries for all the violent and 
unjust acts of tyrants- “The public good. ’* In the 
midst of such abominations, how appropriate is 
the exclamation of one of the distinguished vic
tims of the savage Robespierre, "Oh I democracy, 
how many crimes are committed in thy name!” 
* * * I conclude, gentlemen, by offering you a 
sentiment. May Solomon Van Rensselaer be the 
last victim in our country of party violenco: and 
may tho services which aro to be the future pass 
ports to ofiice be not those rendered to a party 
but to the whole peopla W. II. H arrison.

After this Gen. Van Rensselaer had a right 
to expect almost anything. Ho at first as
pired to the secretaryship of war, but felt so 
confident of success, and had such an appre
ciation of tho proprieties of tho occasion, that 
for a long time ho tnado no effort in his own 
behalf. Tho correspondence of tho next few 
months is full of interest.

In January, seven weeks before tho inaugu
ration of Gen. Harrison, Silas Burrows writes 
Gen. Van Rensselaer: “ I sincerely believe 
you can bo Tippecanoe’s successor Or should 
you prefer, can give direction as to whoishal! 
be.”

But cabinet hopes were soon given up, and 
Gen. Van Rensselaer aspired instead to the 
coliectorship of the port of New York. He 
came on to Washington. At this stage the 
letters began to teem with references to rival 
ambitions, to intrigues, treachery. Efforts 
were made to induco Gen. Harrison to believe 
his friend hud not been true to him. Feb. 18, 
1841, Miss Catliarina Van Rensselaer thus 
writes her brother in this pretty fashion: 

“ Before ho left tho ball room Tuesday night 
Ger. Harrison came to mo and tried to get a 
fare veil kiss, but I told him it would not be a 
decorous thing for tho president-elect in a 
ball room, and he left us in a very cheerful 
mood. Ho urged papa to accompany him 
and tako me along, but papa declined, and I 
was really rejoiced that he did so, for could 
you seo tho obsequiousness of tho swarms 
(thicker than tho locusts of Egypt) of office 
seekers you would be greatly amused. Sorry, 
indeed, would I bo to have our noble old 
father even appear on their trail; but with 
pleasure I affirm hero thero is no cringing, 
servile adulation on his part. Somo of pupa’s 
friends say: ‘General, you err in not address
ing yourself at once to the president-elect. ’ 
But papa ouly holds his head higher, and says 
he trusts his old friend.”

I have exceedingly enjoyed every moment of 
time while at tho White House, but I really pity 
tho poor president. He is harassed to death by 
the swarms of applicants. Moro than oueo be 
left even the dinner table to see persoœ who 
called.

But this chapter on the cruelties of politics 
is not yet finished. Gen. Van Rensselaer be
lieved Gen. Harrison meant to do better by 
him in future, but within a week tho presi
dent was dead. Now Gen. Van Rensselaer 
returns to Washington. He calls on Presi
dent Tyler, and immediately afterward says 
he is “delighted with the interview.” Two

VANDERBILTS ESTATE.

METHODS BY WHICH THE OLD COM
MODORE MADE HIS FORTUNE.

years pass, und Tyler removes Van Rensse
laer from the postoffice. In good time Tyler 
leaves tho White House, Gen. Taylor comes
in, and Gen. Van Rensselaer appears once 
moro in Washington, this tirnoto urge Presi
dent Taylor to vindicate him by a reappoint
ment to the Albany postoffico. Taylor de
clined, and in a year or two more Gen. Van 
Rensselaer, son of the patron of Albany, dies 
in poverty and disappointment.

R obert  G r a v es .

M aking F ine G rade Candies.
The process of making the "cream” is 

identical in both wholesale and retail es
tablishments. Confectioners’ sugar is 
first boiled until it becomes a thick and 
waxy syrup. It is then turned out on 
slabs and allowed to partially cool. In 
tho retail establishments it is then worked 
with wooden paddles until the grain is so 
stretched tha t the mass is resolved into a 
soft, snowy compound, ready for the 
flavors or to bo mixed with fruit or nuts. 
In the wholesale factories 1G0 pounds of 
clear syrup is turned out on a slab at one 
time. When it has cooled enough to work 
a candvmaker stations himself at either 
end. He holds a common garden spade. 
Together tho two workers turn and turn 
the hardening sugar until it is white. 
Then it is packed away in big iron recep
tacles and covered with heavy, wet cloths 
to keep it from hardening,

This cream is the basis of all the finest 
grade candies in the market. It is in the 
manufacture of this cream that dealers 
have revolutionized methods and brought 
tha t of America to the highest standard 
in the world. Candy is not made in such 
vast quantities in any other land. The 
famous confections of tho Orient are not 
to be compared, either in quality or quan
tity, with those of the United States. 
Eastern compounds are largely of the 
nougat order and made in small quanti
ties. Armenian Greeks offer Turkish 
paste along State street every day for 
sale. It is turned out in a big cone ex
actly as it is cooled in the pot. It Ls sold 
in slices. It is after this same fashion 
tha t the confections of the east are all 
made. French bonbons do not suit the 
American palate. They are not distinct 
flavors as a rule. Instead, they are a con
glomeration of flavors so mixed as to 
make subtle but intangible flavor tha t 
can be attributed neither to fruit nor 
flower.—Chicago Herald.

GEN. W. R HARRISON, 
in this quaint book is told a tale of much 

interest, one which throws as strong a light 
upon the aifficulties a president must struggle 
with and gives one such a satisfying glimpse 
of the character of the first President Har
rison hat I deem the story worth telling 
here. Now that the country is teeming with 
ambition for place under Harrison the second, 
it is interesting to note how Harrison, the 
grandfather, was pursued by place hunters, 
and how even he, good, honest man that he 
was, found it almost impossible to combat the 
tiie influence of the politicians and ade
quate1 v reward one of his dearest friends 
who was not in favor with the cabinet which 
the hero of Tipeoanoe called around him.

The story :3 that of old Gen. Solomon Van 
Rensselaer, Who had fought with Harrison 
under Gen. Wayne, and who shed his blood 
on Queenstown Heights. President Monroe 
made him postmaster at Albany, but Van 
Buren removed him. When Gen. Harrison 
became president the old general concluded 
his lucky day had come at last. His expecta
tions were high, but not higher than the cir
cumstances justified. Gen. Harrison had 
been his military companion and warm 
friend. Van Rensselaer’s son had accom
panied Gen. Harrison on his diplomatic mis
sion to Bogota, South America. Gen. Van 
Rensselaer was the “original Harrison man” 
In the Harrisburg convention, which nomi
nated tho Hero of Tippecanoe for president, 
and according to Gen. Van Rensselaer, that 
nomination would never have been mode but 
for his efforts. During the campaign Van 
Rensselaer visited Gen. Harrison at North 
Bend, and a letter from the Whig candidate 
was read at a public dinner given Gen. Van 
Rensselaer at Cincinnati. In this letter Gen. 
Harrison told how Van Rensselaer had been 
his life long friend, and dropped into poetry 
over the relationship that had existed be
tween them:

“When had I a friend that was not Polidore’s,
Or Polidore a  friend that was not mine?”
And Gen. Harrison continued in the lofty 

Stylo which he loved so well, not only prais
ing his friend, but giving expression to some 
Ideas on the Jacksonian policy of “to the vio- 
tors belong the spoils,” and on tho injustice 
and wrongs of “a clean sweep,” which may 
or may not be of particular interest at this 
time. Thus wrote Gen. Harrison:

I will not attempt, gentlemen, to give you even 
a  summary of the services of Gen. Van Rensselaer.
I  will not tell you of the deep debt of gratitude 
which is due to him from western men, of b it 

t bearing in the battle of the Rapids of the 
and the blood which I saw pouring from 

manly bosom upon the soil of Ohio, or

A few days before tho inauguration Gen. 
Van Rensselaer’s nephew, H. V. Schermer- 
horn, wrote him from New York:

You must see tho president-elect and talk with 
him freely. V widespread and deep plan has 
been laid to rob you of your influence with the 
president and to poison his mind against you. 
Men from Washington already say your influence 
there does not amount to much. As regards to 
myself 1 have not only not been benefited by 
your aid. but I have suffered in my effort to get 
the marshalship in consequence of being your 
nephew. Was anything ever so monstrous, so un
natural, so outrageous—and this, too, to occur 
within tho first ten days of the administration of 
the old hero of North Bend, with whom you had 
fought and bled in defense of your country, and 
for whom you had fought and conquered in the 
political field. It is strange, passing strange, and 
when you have talked frankly and plainly with 
the president, in the manner that honest hearted 
old soldiers should discourse with each other, l 
have no doubt be will fully realize the extent of 
the Injury inflicted upon you, and a t once set 
about repairing the injury despite all conse
quences, even that of blowing up the whole
oablnet. ------

Thus the struggle goes along, and one of 
Gen. Van Rensselaer’s friends soon writes 
him:

There is a  very general belief that President 
Harrison is going to allow himself to be too much 
governed by his cabinet. This, if true, will strip 
him of ail popularity, and as certainly use up the 
gentlemen of the cabinet. Can it be possible that 
th9 president intends to give you the cut direct, or 
that be will allow his honest old heart to be swayed 
by tne low and dirty machinations of political 
whipsters, toad eaters and liars who envy you 
your position?

A few days a f te r  th e  inauguration  Gen. 
V an Rensselaer dined w ith  the president, and 
his daughter C a tharina  w as invited to  spend 
several days as a  guest a t  th e  executive m an
sion. In  one of her le tters appear these lines: 

Everybody is wild about appointments of some 
kind. Dewitt Bloodgood (a candidate for some
thing) was making himself very agreeable a t the 
White House. He gave Mrs. Harrison an elegant 
bouquet, and said be would bring Johnson's band 
around to give them a  serenade Gen. Harrison 
calls me his daughter, and told papa I should not 
return to Albany with him.

Two days later she adds:
Gen. Harrison gave a  farewell dinner this after

noon for our dear father. There was a large as
semblage of the elite of Washington, and every
thing passed off pleasantly. About 9 o'clock we 
prepared to take our departure. The president 
was very affectionate, and honored me with much 
attention. The arm of the good president encir
cled me while many gentlemen were around us 

about the Albany po6toffice and papa. At 
same remark made, Gen. Harrison chimel in with: 
“Yea, it was a small matter in Mr. Van Buren to 
take from Gen. Van Rensselaer-that pitiful office." 
To which papa replied, in a stinging, derisive tone, 
emphasizing every word: “And you have re
stored to me that same pitiful office ' * There was 
silence throughout the room that could be felt. 
The general seemed startled, suddenly taken 
aback, and exclaimed, with a  slight tremor In his 
la his voice: ‘T rust m a general, trust m a ” 

M arch 17 Gen. V an Rensselaer w rote his 
son, sadly:

I t is now 5 a.m . We start in an hour for home; 
with my old postmaster commission in my pocket, 
and nothing more. Nothing else could be had.

About the same date his daughter writes-

A F u n era l in B ritish  H onduras.
It was in British Honduras tha t I firrt 

attended a velorio, or the ceremony of 
watching with a corpse. The family 
home consisted of a single long and nar
row apartment, rounded a t each end, with 
earthen floor and roof thatched with guava 
leaves. From the cross poles hung a few 
hammocks, and in the middle of the room, 
upon a rude bier made of two boards up
held by casks, lay the dead woman, with 
a weo infant clasped in her arms. The 
face of the mother, who could not have 
been more than 14 years old, was calm 
and. peaceful, but tha t of the baby was 
strangely distorted, as if terrified with its 
brief look on life. Fresh flowers were 
scattered upon the scarlet blanket th a t 
partially covered the still figures; Fghted 
candles stood at tho head and foot, and 
near by sat the sisters and parents of the 
dead woman, silent and sad. Inquiring 
why the husband and father was not' 
among the mourners, I was carelessly in
formed, as though it was nothing to cause 
remark, tha t la brobraerta (the poor dear 
girl) had never been wedded ; and as for 
the father—quien sabe? A great crowd 
occupied the house of mourning, laughing 
and jesting as though the occasion was 
one of rejoicing rather than sorrow. 
Many were playing cards. Outside, under 
a pomegranate tree, refreshments were 
spread, and music and uproar resounded 
in startling incongruity with the dread 
mystery of death. — Cor. Philadelphia 
Record.

T he Paradoxes of Science.
The water which drowns us, a fluent 

stream, can be walked upon as ice. The 
bullet which, when fired from a musket, 
carries death, will be harmless if ground 
to dust before being fired. The crystal
lized part of the oil of roses, so graceful in 
its fragrance—a solid a t ordinary temper
atures, though readily volatile—is a com
pound substance, containing exactly the 
same elements, and in exactly the same 
proportions, as the gas with which we 
light our streets. The tea which we daily 
drink, with benefit and pleasure, produces 
palpitations, nervous tremblings, and even 
paralysis, if taken in excess; yet the 
peculiar organic agent called theine, to 
which tea owes its qualities, may be taken 
by itself (as theine, not as tea) without 
any appreciable effect.

The water which will allay our burning 
th irst augments it when congealed into 
snow; so tha t it is stated by explorers of 
the Arctic regions tha t the natives ‘‘pre
fer enduring the utmost extremity of 
th irst rather than attem pt to remove it 
by eating snow.” Yet if the snow be 
melted it becomes drinkable water. 
Nevertheless, although, if melted before 
entering the mouth, it assuages th irst 
like other water, when melted in the 
mouth it has the opposite effect. To ren
der this paradox more striking, we have 
only to remember tha t ice, which melts 
more slowly in the mouth, is very efficient 
in allaying th irst.—Blackwood’s Maga
zine.

The Gallows In Ja p a n .
To the gallows is an easy transition, as 

it is a natural conclusion. In a secluded 
part of the grounds at Ichigaya there is 
a forbidding object, like a great black 
box, raised six feet from the earth at the 
foot of a long incline cut in tho grass. A 
sloping walk of black boards leads into 
the box at the left hand side. Tho con
demned criminal is led np this and finds 
himself Inside upon the drop. Tho rope 
is adjusted and the cap fitted, and then 
a t a signal the bottom of the box falls 
back. Thus the Japanese method is ex
actly the opposite of our own, the official 
spectators, including a couple of privi
leged reporters, being spared the ghastly 
details of the toilet on the scaffold, and 
see not hing until an unrecognizable corpse 
is suddenly flung out and dangles before 
them. Last year this gallows counted 
seven for its tale of men.—Tokio Cor. 
New York World.

Cornelius V anderbilt’s O riginality  and
Power of Financial C om bination—S u ^

cessful R ailroad U ndertakings—Social
Q ualities—Physical A ppearance.

Another great estate is the Vanderbilt 
estate. It was founded by Cornelius Van
derbilt. as its fellow was by John Jacob 
As tor, born thirty-one years, and died 
twenty nine years earlier, at the same 
age Vanderbilt, who was an American 
for several generations, had first seen the 
light on Staten Island, and inherited 
various traits from his Dutch stock. He 
had more financial capacity —it amounted 
to genius—than Astor; had far greater 
originality, boldness and power of com
bination; but it was exclusively of a 
monetary sort. He divided mankind into 
two classes, those who could and those 
who could not make money, and the la tter 
he condemned as blank fools. Probably 
no man of this century ever bent himself 
moro entirely to the pursuit of wealth, 
from the time he bought a periagua, at 
16, after his father’s death, to carry farm 
products to the New York market, until 
his final illness at 82.

NOT AN EDUCATED MAN.
He was illiterate throughout life, having 

a violent prejudice against education, 
which he believed to interfere with 
tical success, and talked a peculiar 
lish, defiant of syntax and orthoepy. 
Letters ho almost never wrote—corres
pondence was as severe a task for him as 
for Sam Weller—but he invariably wanted 
everybody else to put any business pro
posal on pc f>er. He never, so far as 
known, expressed the slightest regret for 
his lack of education, and, presumably, 
never felt any, being in this an exception 
to his race. But as a compensation—fully 
sufficient for him—he was phenomenally 
astute at a trade, big or little, and had a 
marvelous instinct for commercial profit. 
Before 20, he removed to this city, and 
three years later was worth $10,000, 
which was harder, he said, to get than 
any subsequent sum. At tha t time be 
built the first steamboat to run between 
New York and New Brunswick, and re
ceived $1,000 a year as captain. lie con
tinued on the line until be made its 
revenue $40,000 a year; his wife mean
while keeping an inn—he had married at 
19—at the New Jersey terminus, and 
turning it to good account.

For fifty-four years he followed the 
water, owning steamboats on the Dela
ware, the Hudson and Long Island sound, 
and steamships on the Atlantic and Pa
cific, steadily overcoming opposition and 
swelling his fortune. At 70, with prop
erty estimated at $-10,000,000, tho commo
dore, as he was called, directed his a tten 
tion to, and concentrated his interest in, 
railways, having been for many years a 
heavy stockholder in the New York and 
New Haven road. At so advanced an age 
such a change was hazardous to say the 
least; but bo was brilliantly successful in 
it, showing the energy and force of youth 
in all his plans and combinations. He 
scarcely e \e r miscalculated, but in a t 
tempting to gain command of the Erie 
road, when Fisk and Gou’d controlled it, 
he found tha t they were supplying, with
out any thought of responsibility, all the 
shares tha t he or others were willing to 
pay for. Soon tiring of pitting his money 
against their printing press, he confessed 
his mistake, which he ascribed to his ad
visers, to whom he had yielded, he said, 
against his better judgment.

HIS PURPOSE ATTAINED.
When he saw' his days closing—he had 

a long illness—die had the supreme satis
faction of having amassed not far from 
$100,000,000, and he cared for nothing 
else. His one purpose in existence he had 
splendidly attained. Although averse by 
constitution to giving away money—it 
could do no permanent good, in his 
opinion—he presented the steamship Van
derbilt, which cost $800,000, to tho gov
ernment at the outbreak of the civil war, 
and endowed, through the influence of his 
second wife, the Vanderbilt university, 
at Nashville, with $700,000. He also 
made, tow’ard the last, various bequests, 
some of which indicated that he was not 
Impervious to artfu l gallantry. He often 
helped men that he happened to like, and 
it may bo said, to his credit, tha t he w u  
always as good as his word. Totally 
without pretense or presumption, he was 
generally accessible, having so much ex
ecutive power tha t he was seldom pressed 
for time.

Fine looking, especially in his old age, 
his handsome face, erect carriage, and 
elastic step were likely to draw attention, 
even in crowded Broadway. He might 
have been a prince in disguise, if princes 
were what they are imagined to be. Ho 
certainly did not appear, physically, like 
the hard headed, unconditional, unlettered 
business man he was His two recrea
tions were driving and whist. He loved 
good horses, had plenty of them, and was 
the despot of tho road. In whist, he 
played the rigor of the game, and could 
not bear to be beaten, which he seldom 
was. At Saratoga, where he usually 
spent the summer, he was disappointed 
if he did not win enough to meet his 
hotel bill. When his memory began to  
fail ho ceased to play; serious as was tho 
deprivation, he was unwilling to lose th# 
rank he had so long occupied. Ho did not 
bother himself about theology; but if h# 
had believed the Biblical announcement 
of tho difficulty attendant upon a rich 
man’s entering heaven, he would have 
had a very poor opinion of heaven.—Paul 
R. Cleveland in The Cosmopolitan.

Clilnese Legation a t  W ashington.
The members of the Chinese legation at 

Washington try very hard to make them
selves popular in society. They often 
make handsome presents—raro jewelry, 
perhaps, or costly silk—to casual ac
quaintances. They are very assiduous in 
paying calls. They start out together and 

from house to house, leaving their 
is and photographs, They seem to 

think that their names will not be recog
nized, so they leave their picriires to 
establish their respective individualitlao. 
Bat to most Washingtonians the photo
graphs all look alike.—Now York World.

Deviation in Artillery Hiring. |

When tho great gun which has thrown 
a ball eleven miles happens to be aimed 
north, a lateral deviation of 200 feet must 
be taken into account for the difference in 
rotating speed between the spot where it 
is fired and the spot where tho missile 
will strike.—New York Bun. - ,


