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^S^^TDNS BOOK- J^LflTE 

H R ancient and 
dignified Athenae
um at Boston con
tains one collection 
of relics which will 
always excite rev-

I erence in the heart 
of every citizen. In 

1 1848 a company of 
public - spirited 
Bostonians d'eter-

^ mined that the Ste-
reus Collection of George Washington's 
books, largely composed of books be
queathed to Bushrod Washington, 
•hould not go to the British Museum, 
ind suibscribed enough to secure this 
part of the Mt. Vernon library to their 
city and library. For this reason, Bos
ton can boast of the largest collection 
of Washington's books gathered in any 
one place. 

In the fine explanatory catalogue, 
which was made possible by the gener
ous bequest of $1,000 from Mr. Thomas 
Dowse, the entire collection is classi
fied as follows by Mr. Lane: 
1 to 239—Books mentioned in the in

ventory of Washington's estate, with a 
few volumes not in inventory, but giv
ing evidence that Washington owned 
them. 

300 to 362—Pamphlets bearing Wash
ington's signature or known from cor
respondence to have belonged to him, 
except those mentioned in inventory, 

- which are arranged with first division. 
400 to 414—Volumes assigned to 

Washington by Mr. Griffin, but bearing 
no evidence of Washington's owner
ship. 

BOO to 663—Pamphlets before 1800 
• bearing no evidence of ownership, but 
may have been Washington's. 

680 to 687—Pamphlets bearing the 

erty rights and of her wish In regard 
to freeing the "dower negroes," as he 
calls them; a wish to free all his own 
slaves! to see the old and decrepit pro
vided for and the young educated in 
their new found freedom,the very prob
lems that the United States of today Is 
trying to solve. 

The library of Washington was large 
for its time, although in these days of 
immense public libraries, the depart
ment devoted to these - volumes seems 
small indeed. But the books are great 
in interest, and reveal the many sided 
Washington unfalteringly and un
flinchingly to the gaze of future gener
ations. 

Every mother and father will think 
of the great and stalwart Washington 
with a new tenderness for the little 
scrawls his childish hands traced on 
convenient material, mainly on the 
title pages of his fath9r's boolcs. Tra
dition does not state whether he own
ed up to their defacement as bravely 
as he did to the cutting down of the 
cherry tree. But the series of signa
tures there, one written when he was 
surely under nine years of age, and the 
others written when he was 13 and 17 
years of age, appeal with singular ten
acity to the mind, as do even the love
lorn ditties of his later boyhood when 
he extolled'the charms of "the lowland 
beauty" in verse. The grandeur and 
the dignity and the complexity which 
events and his distinguished services 
threw about him melt away to give 
place to the picture of the callow at
tempts of the clever little boy trying 
to write his name large, with all the 
flourishes possible to his childish pen, 
all unconscious that it was to be writ
ten in years to come with no uncer
tain chirography in the roll of fame 
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WASHINGTON'S LIBRARY IN THE BOSTON ATHENAEUM. 
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> names of others, but included by Mr. 
Griffin. 

To purchase these books $4,250 was 
raised,the Athenaeum subscribing $500. 
Part of1 this was expended for a book 
plate—a vignette of the interior of the 
library—and the paper for the cata
logues. A collection of books was also 
purchased from S. G. Drake. 

The acquisition of this valuable li
brary was largely due to the efforts of 
Mr. George Livermore and 79 well-
known Bostonians who subscribed $50 

;!i|eacb. 
n may be a surprise to many to learn 

that BO large a part of Washington's 
s^ library is owned In Boston. 
fi-lC The library Is guarded with the 

'^greatest care. It is housed in the trus-
'tees' room, where other rare volumes 
owned by this corporation are in-

' stalled. The visitor is conducted by a 
courteous attendant up stairways and 
through corridors until confronted by 
a grated iron door. The door locks be 
hind the visitor, who then may com-

- mune with the past. 
- This place is only visited by students 
•, of history and collectors of Washing-
- ^ tonia. It is not sought by the busy 
% man of the street. 
&•: Of the varied and interesting charac-
£,'>• jter of the volumes in Washington's 11' 
library it is difficult to speak in limited 

" space, and opinions differ as to what 
cone titutes. interest and; value. The 
bibliomaniac, used to the interminable 
and argumentative titles, the italicised 

long-sd type and the quaint die 
Ion, will seem quite iconoclastic,doubt-

S^tothe young student, who is just 
the wealth of information 

r?;4'_«tt4rstr hand which lies in these self-
• taste volumes. 

As political economist, planter, wool 
S. grower, agriculturist and fruit grower, 

the first president of the United States 
has never been duly presented to the 
reading, public. The Introduction of 
mules instead of. hor&& In the south 
tor agricultural voTkJwoB largely due 
to Washington's effdrts, ably supple
mented by the King on Spain. The re 
demptlon of peat bogs was studied ex
perimentally. Consequently, many of 
these books relate to practical subjects 
>f this sort 

»t Washington's min<J anticipated 
ClM/great questions of thjft nineteenth 

rr to amply attaste**V his will, 
ft due regard for Vg 

It was a weighty volume with the 
title of "The Sufficiency of a Standin. 
Revelation in General and of the Scrip
ture Revelation In Particular. Both 
as to the Matter of It, and as to the 
Proof of It! and that New Revelation 
Cannot Reasonably be Desired and 
Would Probably be Unsuccessful," by 
Offspring Blackall, Late Lord Bishop 
of Exeter, which tempted the infantile 
hand of George Washington. His auto
graph is written twice upon the title 
page. The names of Robert Wickoft 
and Samuel Bowman appear as owners 
of the book at various times. On the 
last page and immediately after the 

HOUDON'S WASHINGTON. 
(Modeled at Mt. Vernon.In 1785, now still 

keeps its vigil surmounting / the case 
containing the books at the Athenaeum. 
Gilbert Stuart pronounced this the 
greatest portrait of Washington. The 
signature Is that of Washington during 
his presidency, and of his best time.) 

collect for the second Sunday in Ad
vent is the following quaint certificate 
of ownership evidently written In (he 
hand of Bowman: 

"This book Lint to me by the owner, 
ha being dead I believe It mine for
ever." 

The margins of the volume are worm 
eaten, and the title page is {defaced by 
marks which suggest that the boy 
might have attempted drawing also, 
but as this book bears the earliest 
speclments of Washington's writing 
extant, it Is of untold value to the 
antiquarian. 

Discourses upon the Whole 
*T Ttrifir Comber, 

the 13-year-old Washington, upon 
wMih to write his own and his moth
er's name. 

Against the former his nephew, 
George C. Washington, has written: 

"The above is General Washington's 
autograph written at 13 years of age," 
and under the latter he writes: "The 
above name of his mother is in the 
handwriting of Washington at 13 years 
of age, as will be seen by comparison 
with his writings of that date in 
Spark's work." 

The same flyleaf contains the auto
graph of Washington's father and 
mother—"August Washington, his 
book, 1727," and "Mary Washington." 

Before Valley Forge 
On the heights near Fort Washing-

tin, Pa., are to be seen the remains of 
a redoubt erected by the ragged and 
hungry continentals in December, 1777. 
It was expected that Lord Howe's army 
of 15,000 men would on the 6th of that 
month attempt to drive the patriots 
from their encampment in Whlte-

ABOUr/OOFEErSOUTHOFTWSSnJHE 
IS AN AMERICAN REPMDTHE. 
SITE Of HOWES THREATENED ATTACK 

DEC. 61777 
FROM HERE WASHINGTDNS RlMY' 

MARCHED TO VALLEY fORSE 
fRfCTED in 1891,Witt PENtlHlvMl 

'S0CIETC OF SONS Of ntREVOLOTlON. 

REVOLUTIONARY MONUMENT 
NEAR FORT WASHINGTON, 

marsh to some indefinite place "over 
the Blue mountain." A granite mark 
on the south side of the Bethlehem 
pike, just west of Fort Side inn, has 
been planted by the Pennsylvania So
ciety of Sons of the Revolution to di
rect attention to the fort. 

I On fair Potomac' 
| Sloping Sbort. 

Mount Vernon! who can tell the charm 
Of Hfe on that Virginian farm 

Betore our country's birth? ' *> 
For there was simple godly fear, 
And woman's grace, and royal cheer, 

High thoughts, and tempered mirth. 

A.t twilight, when the chimney glowed, 
What wit and wisdom freely flowed, 

Laughter and quick retorts! 
And then the old-time games—what 

fun 
When George and Lady Washington 

Joined in the youthful sports! 

And when the night grew dark with
out. 

What mighty themes they talked about 
In those historic days! 

Or how their souls with rapture soared 
When Nelly at her harpsichord 

Sang gay and gallant lays! 

Oh, brave and bold were women then, 
And pure as women were the men— 

For that was long ago; 
The old then felt the zest of youth, 
The young were sober, and in truth 

It ever should be so. 

On fair Potomac's sloping shore, 
Mt. Vernon, as in days of yore. 
Is still a lovely place; 

But they are gone that gave that scene 
Its air domestic and serene, . 

Its joyous life and grace. :'lV• . 

No cavaliers in pointed shoes, 
In powdered hair and braided queues, 

Converse in high-flown clauses, 
While ladies listen, all arrayed 
In tabbinets and stiff brocade, 

Lustrings and gold-wrought gauzes. 

No more they dine and make thel* 
puns. 

Eating love puffs and Sally Lunn's 
Laplands and beaten biscuit; 

While little darkies, single file, . 
Bring plates of waffles in a pile ' , 

As high as they dare risk it. , 

But there today the tourist lingers. 
And round the sign, "Keep off your 

fingers," 
Are relics to be viewed. 

And passing boats all toll the bell, -. 
And lower the flag as if to tell 

A nation's gratitude. 
—Exchange. 

Emerson'* bat Public Speech 
As he began reading his lecture the 

audience was very attentive. After 
a few moments he lost his place and 
his granddaughter, sitting in the front 
row of seats, gently stepped towards 
him and reminded him that he was 
lecturing. He saw at once that he 
was wandering, and with the most 
charming, characteristic, apologetic 
bow, he resumed his place, an incident 
that seemed to affect the audience 
more than anything that could pos
sibly have occurred. A few mlnutei 
later he took a piece of manuscript In 
his hand and, turning around with It, 
laid It on a side table. He probably 
had been speaking about fifteen min
utes. The audience passed out, many 
of them in tears.—Major Fond in the 
New York World. 

fletiBi of Seasickness to Confer. 
This is the day of specializing and 

the last note of specializing in journal
ism takes the form of a Journal for 
the Seasick, says a London newspa
per. Naturally enough, it was a Pari
sian who conceived this sprightly idea, 
which has for ltB main purpose to dis
cover a specific for seasickness. Alii 
the travelers of the universe are in* 
vited 
every 

ease 
comp: 

I In the Fowler's 
i  f t -  i t  

•> w lJ, 
Srvare^ 
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CHAPTER VI.—(Continued.) 
Diana, who feared him With an in

tensity that increased as time sped by, 
was left more and more alone in the 
little set of rooms at Montreal, until 
life became a dull and hopeless bur
den for her. There was no ray of in
terest in her heavy face tonight as she 
asked for her husband's news. Paul 
on the other hand, was quivering with 
unrepressed excitement. 

"I have got a fortune in my fingers, 
Diana—a fortune, I tell you!" he said 
jubilantly, as he drew up his chair to 
the little round supper table, from 
which Diana had risen to greet him. 

Paul had so often brought home 
fortunes that seemed at his fingers' 
ends—fortunes that crumpled into dust 
ere they were grasped—that she felt 
little or no interest in them now. She 
was growing tired of the whole thing, 
particularly as she was now cut off 
from all participation in her husband's 
more intellectual ventures. 

"I can't see what good it's going to 
do you," she said at last, when he had 
explained. "I guess this girl ain't go
ing to die off to suit you, Paul, and you 
can't live on that bit of paper." 

"What fools women are!" savagsly 
broke in Paul. And his dark face took 
on an ugly look as he remembered that 
men, likewise, could be fools, when 
they saddled themselves with such 
burdens as that of the heavy, dejected 
woman opposite him. 

"I'm going to Europe tomorrow— 
to England," he said shortly. 

Diana looked up from her pie. "Shall 
you be gone long this time, Paul?" 

"I can't quite say," slowly said the 
scientist. "It will depend on many 
things. But I promise you, Diana, that 
I shan't come back until I've got this 
in my clutch in hard cash." Paul's 
fingers played with the sheet of paper 
outspread before him. 

Diana Andsell shivered, and her 
white, fair face grew still more pallid 
in hue. That this man, her husband, 
was capable of the vilest scheming to 
win his way she already knew. Noth
ing was sacred from such an arch-
plotter. And as she furtively watched 
his frowning, dark face while he pored 
over the handwriting before him, Di
ana told herself half fearfully that 
Paul Andsell would keep his promise. 
He would return to her with the for
tune, or he would never come back at 
all. 'V;;: 

write all they know about 
mptom, remedy, allevlatl«« 

or aggravation of seasickness, and tfifl 
readingJthereof should contribute to 

depression which usually ac» 
• that terror of the lands-

oat. For the man who dis
covers "specific" there is a prise 
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• J CHAPTER VII.' ' 
it was Christmas Eve, and true old-

fashioned Christmas weather. 
The couptry round Temple-Dene 

was glittering with hoar-frost, every 
tree shining and sparkling in the sun, 
every pond and stream and pool fast 
bound In ice. 

The low, r-ed sun of the afternoon 
was shining full on the old house, sur
rounded by the frost-silvered pines, 
and its many windows twinkled a 
brilliant welcome to the expected heir 
and his bride. 

There had been a great stir, a sim
mer of wild excitement, under the old 
roof during the weeks preceding 
Christmas. 

Lady Jane had done wonders in 
freshening up the tarnished and faded 
glories of the home. She had a free 
hand, to be 6ure, in her wholesale im
provements; for could not Gervis af
ford to pay any amount of bills that 
might ensue? 

"If I could only rouse up poor dear 
Francis, before they come home," the 
busy lady said, energetically. 

But the master of Temple-Dene was 
the sole member of the house indiffer
ent to .the advent of the heir and his 
bride. Amid the turmoil of prepara
tion he sat listless and silent in his 
library, "the world forgetting, by the 
world forgot." 

If it had not been for Leila Des
mond, it would have fared ill for the 
stricken man. The gentle-natured 
girl, with heart full of womanly in
stincts, felt irresistibly dravm to the 
lonely, silent man. He and she had a 
grief in common, and it bound them 
together. It was only at tho sound of 
Leila's sweet voice, and the touch o* 
Leila's tender hand, that Francis Te®-
pleton ever stirred from his (trance of 
misery. 

But even Leila could not nake the 
unhappy man comprehend that Tem
ple-Dene was saved, nor could he take 
in the meaning of the light-hearted 
preparations going on around. 

"I'm glad, glad, that Uncle Francis 
doesn't care, that he won't care!" said 
little Syb almost viciously to her elder 
sister. 

The misshapen girl looked on almost 
as gloomily at the hurry and fuss as 
did the master of the house. She 
clenched her thin little fingers every 
time the bland, self-satisfied tones, so 
new in Lady Jane's voice, fell on her 
ear. 

"Little Syb"—Leila turned her wist
ful eyes on the girl—"it hurts me when 
you speak so!" 

"Hurts you? Oh, I could beat you, 
Leila, if I didn't love you so dreadful
ly that I should kill anyone who struck 
you! Hurt you? Oh, why were you 
made so good and I made so bad? All 
the time I am wishing that some ac
cident will happen to those two—a 
shipwreck or a railway collision^—and 
that they will qever; never reach Tem 
pie-Dene!" 

"Syb!" again cried Leila. And this 
time she gathered the distorted little 
figure on her lap, and laid her own 
soft round cheeks against the passion-
white lips. "What has come to you, 
my dear one? Have you forgotten 
that 'Love worketh no ill to this 
neighbor, therefbve love Is the fulfill
ing of the law*? How can you 'put 
on the ibord Jesus Christ,' who died 
for ygu and me, and for those who are 

s*iHfiifag home to us, if you let yourself 
say stock things? I know It 1b only 
saying them—I cannot believe you 
think ;them." Leila's fresh mouth 
kissed'the angry eyes. 

"But, I do think them! I feel what 
I say. I^eHa, what right has that Amer
ican giii to take your Gervis from you? 
Everybody knows it was you. he want-
ed all the time, not any other.. And ' ̂he 

everybody about the place is saying 
so!" hotly said little Syb. 

'Hush!" Leila winced at Syb's last 
words. "As for her right, we must re
member every minute in the day that 
God has given her that right as—as 
Gervis' wife." 

Bravely the words came, but they 
wrung the heart of the gentle speaker. 

'And, Syb, can't you take it in, once 
and for all, that we are not sent into 
the world to snatch at as much hap
piness and self-pleasing as we can? In 
order to copy our dear Lord, even 
faintly, we must each give up some
thing, and go on giving up until the 
end comes. If Gervis had not given 
up his—his wishes, the old home would 
have been wrecked, his parents would 
have been beggars. I—I think it a 
great thing to sacrifice all yourself for 
those dear and near. Syb, I could give 
up anything for you." 

"Fore me? Could you, Leila? Such 
miserable, humpy, crooked little 

thing as I?" 
Syb's lips quivered. 
"What matters it whether our bodka 

are straight or crooked? It is our 
souls that will live by and by in Para
dise, if they are straight and true, the 
homes of pure thoughts and gentle 
deeds. Oh, Syb, try and cast out that 
passionate nature of yours. And when 
Gervis brings home his bride, let us 
be loving and kind to her, a stranger 
amid us all—think of it!" 

"But shall you, Leila?" Syb stared. 
Shall you really, welcome her and be 

nice to her—you?" she demanded, 
wonderstruck at such a possibility. 

"God helping me, I shall," gravely 
scld Leila, and she meant it. 

It was not that her old love for 
Gervis had died a sudden death; but 
because he was now the husband of 
another woman, bound to love and 
care for her "until death them did 
part," that Leila could put him out 
of her life, save as the man who had 
saved his old home and his parents 
from earthly ruin. 

If Gervis could attain to such a sac
rifice as he had made, could she her
self not imitate his self-abnegation in 
her life? And the passion-distraught 
little sister must be brought round 
somehow, and taught to welcome the 
new comer into the family. 

It was a difficult task to persuade the 
untamable spirit. Though Syb was but 
thirteen years of age, she had a grown
up mind and one as distorted as her 
poor little body. 

'I should like to see her lying dead— 
that American girl!" said the deformed 
girl when Leila's persuasive voice 
ceased. "You see," went on Syb, "if 
she were dead, Gervis would have all 
her money, of course, and he could 
marry you." 

Leila groaned. This horrible, in
human wish was the only result of her 
efforts to soften the ungoverned heart. 

"That's why I keep on wishing 
something would happen to them!" 
vehemently insisted Syb. 

'Happen to whom?" Lady Jane's 
voice startled the sisters, and Syb slip
ped off Leila's knee. "I've just had a 
wire from Gervis. They are in London 
and will be here today," she went on 
hurriedly. "And they are bringing a 
friend with them, a Mr. Ansdell. I 
fancy it is the same man who saved 
the whole train, you remember, from 
a terrible fire in the midst of the prai
ries." 

"Yes, 'Ansdell' was that man's name, 
dear aunty," said Leila, "a well-known 
scientist, Gervis said he was." 

Leila spoke the name of her lover 
she had lost in a controlled, calm voice. 
The help she had sought was vouch
safed her abundantly. 

"Well, we must be good to him in 
that case. But our house has been 
filling up this week until there's hard
ly a decent room left for this stranger. 
And, Leila, my dear, I want your help 
again. Our arrangements are not 
quite finished." 

Lady Jane rushed off as rapidly as 
she had come. 

There was to be a large party of old 
and young on Christmas night at Tem
ple-Dene. For years there had been 
almost no entertaining in the partially 
ruined home. The Christmas gather
ing was, therefore, looked forward to 
by the neighborhood with keen expec
tation. 

"It is to be quite an old-fashioned 
Christmas party, with a tree and blind-
man's buff and' romps—neither more 
nor less," Lady Jane warned them. 
"It should have been, properly speak
ing, on Christmas eve; but our dear 
young people will not arrive until that 
day, so our merry-making must be on 
the twenty-fifth." 

It was late afternoon when the fam
ily carriage, newly furnished, came up 
the steeps from the roadside station, 
and reached the Temple-Dene avenue 
of tall firs, whose stately trunks were 
redding in the sun's dying glare.-

"We're at home now, Gladdy! We're 
on our own land st last. Welcome, 
dear wife, to Temple-Dene!" 

Gervis bent forward and lifted in his 
the little hands lying listlessly on 
Gladdy's lap. Perhaps, if they two 
had been alone, tie would have kissed 
his welcome as well as said it; but they 
were not alone. From a corner of the 
roomy old carriage a pair of dark rest
less eyes roved ofer the snow-covered 
landscape. 

Gladdy, at her husband's words, lift
ed her head to look out also, and it 
was startling to note how she. had al
tered. There was a peculiarly wasted 
appearance and an unutterable listless 
ness not natural in one so young. It 
needed a distinct effort for her to sur
vey her new home; to speak she inade 
no attempt Gervis drew back dtsap 
pointed. 

"Haven't you a word of praise, my 
dear, for your own home?'' he asked. 

"It's all very nice, but it is so cold, 
and I never liked pine trees," Gladdy 
forced herself to say. And she shiv
ered under her Parisian wraps and her 
costly furs. "They always make me 
shudder, they are 60 gloomy," she add
ed piteously. 

{ 

"Site's fearfully nervous," thought 
Gervis. 

But there was no sign of "it when 
Gladdy'stepped out of the carriage and 
into Lady Jane's widely welcoming 
arms. 

A self-possessed, wistful-eyed little 
bride it was who lifted her cold cheek 
for her mother-in-law's kiss; a dainty 
figure, in truth, in its costly furs. 

But the face under the green velvet 
toque, with its diamond buckle and 
nodding feathers, was not the face of 
a shy, happy bride, and for a moment 
Lady Jane stared, half puzzled. 

Then Gervis was clasped in his 
mother's arms and held tight. If her 
ladyship had a soft corner in her 
worldly, ambitious heart it was for her 
boy, the son who bad done so much 
for herself and the old home. 

The bride stood apart, a pathetic 
little figure In her momentary loneli
ness. Leila, who had been shrinking 
behind the person of Lady Jane, quick
ly noticed it, forced herself to go for
ward. 

"May I bid you welcome? I am 
Leila. Perhaps Gervis has told you 
that his cousins, Sybil and I, have lived 
here since we were almost babies— 
Syb, at least, was a baby." 

Leila's winsome, tender face was 
bent close to Gladdy, who was slightly 
shorter in stature than. she. Her low, 
rich voice, with its caressing note, 
stirred sometning in Gladdy's heart, 
and she moved eagerly forward—so 
eagerly that their lips met in a cling
ing kiss before Leila had quite made 
up her mind to greet the bride with 
anything warmer than a stiff hand
shake. 

"I didn't know there was any Leila," 
said Gladdy, in her sweet, childish 
tones. "Gervis did not tell me. But 
I am so glad! Please take me away 
somewhere. Let us go together, you 
and I, I am so weary!" 

Leila was startled. Go away to
gether, the bride and she!' It sounded 
bewilderingly strange. 

And—and had Gervis forgotten her 
so utterly that her name had' never 
been uttered to his newly made wife? 
The thought wrung her gentle heart. 

(To be continued.) 

FRUIT PLIES. 

Smalt Insect.? Among: Canned Fm*tt on 
tli© Shelves* 

Often housekeepers who do not takt, 
sufficient pains with the sealing of thq 
cans of fruit they put away in the fall, 
find on the surface of the contents lit-> 
tie, slender maggots, feeding on the 
contents. These larvae are probablj 
of the species called fruit flies. They 
belong to a class of insects containing 
some thirty kinds. The flies are light 
brown in color. They are so small 
that they are commonly thought of a* 
ordinary gnats. They are attracted by 
the acrid odor of vinegar as well aa 
fruit. Stone jars simply covered wit^ 

cloth to allow the fermentation oi 
vinegar are easily invaded by the in
sects, which lay their eggs on th« 
piece3 of fruit that are projecting 
above the surface of the fluids The 
hatching of the larvae-is soon, follow-, 
ed by the formation, of the pupaa 
which are found on the sides- of th« 
cans, usually; Some four days latei 
the flies issue and begin the round oi 
production again, multiplying with 
great rapidity. It is a characteristic oi 
the larvae of these flies to live only 
in upper layers of the fruit and this 
fact makes it possible to save at least 
a portion of the contents of the jars. 
Fruit put in cans and sealed up air
tight is safe. Eggs laid upon clotlj 
tops or near slight openings betweer 
lid and can often hatch into worms 
that find a way inside. Pyrethruir 
powder used in the fruit room or cel
lar will have a good effect in clearing 
out the files and this, with the pre
cautions mentioned in connection with 
canning, should rid a place of the in
sects.—George Edwin Black in Indian
apolis News. -;;v 

il 
Representative Hopkins Favors a. 

;
r Prohibitive Duty, 

TALK OF COMMERCIAL WAR. 

Mr. Hopkins Say* Tbat to Submit to the 

Action of Rnaala Would Be to Admit 

Tbat Country Hat tke Bight to Dic

tate to Us. . 

An Expelled M. Prayer. 
During the first half of the eight

eenth century one of the members for 
a southern constituency was expelled 
from the house of commons for forg
ery, and, indeed, endured the purga
tory of standing in the pillory for a 
day, says the St. James' Budget. He 
was a man of unctuous piety, and hia 
career in many respects resembled that 
of Jabez Balfonr in later days. After 
his death the following prayer was 
found, in his own handwriting, among 
his papers: "O Lord, Thou knowest 
that I have nine houses in the City of 
London, and that I have lately pur
chased an estate in fee simple in the 
county of Essex. I beseech Thee to 
preserve the two counties of Middle
sex and Essex from fire and earth
quake; and as I have a mortgage in 
Herefordshire, I beg of Thee to have 
an eye of eompasslon also on that 
county; and for the rest of the coun
ties, Thou mayest deal with them as 
Thou are pleased. Give a prosperous 
voyage to the Mermaid, because'! have 
not insured her, and enable the bank 
to meet their bills." 3'^ :<\1 ,> V ' £  ' 
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. -Theater Salon for'Loubet. ' " i '• 

M. Gaulet, the architect of the Thea
ter Francaise, in Paris, is arranging to 
give President Loubet what M. Felix 
Faure often wished—namely, a salon 
contiguous to the state box. The space 
needed for this arrangement was tak
en up by Talma's dressing room. After 
the death of that actor it was used-as 
a lumber room, and then as an office 
for the semainier, or stage manager, 
for the week. It will toe connected with 
the president's box by a small- ante
room. He can there receive the actors 
and actresses whom he wishes to com
pliment, or withdraw between the acts 
from the public gaze. 

Cecil Family Bona British Empire. 

It might almost .be said that at pres
ent the Cecil family Is running thq 
British empire. Lord Salisbury, head 
of the Cecil family,' will continue to 
be prime minister. Lord Cranbourne, 
his son, under secretary for foreign 
affairs; Lord Selborne, his son-in-law, 
at the head of the admiralty; Arthui 
Balfour, his neiphew, first lord of tin 
treasury and leader of the house oi 
commons, and Gerald Balfour, another 
nephew, secretary of Ireland. 

There are at present thirteen lncor-i 
porated automobile clubs in the United 

; States. / , 

Washington, D. C., Feb. 19.—Discus
sions of the prospects of a commercial 
war with Russia by those in official 
life seem to indicate that the United 
States cannot permit to pass unnoticed 
the action of the czar's government in 
Imposing a discriminating and prac
tically prohibitive duty on American 
imports into Russia. A general belief 
exists that nothing is left the United 
States but to meet the arbitrary action 
of Russia by placing such a high duty 
on Russian imports as to bar them 
out of this country. 

President McKinley already has au-s 
thorlty to do this, but some- members 
of congress- are in favor of legislation 
which will give the president more au
thority in the premises. 

Representative Hopkins of Illinois 
is one of these. He said: 

"The president has authority to act, 
but I am in favor of extending it. We 
should have maximum and minimum 
tariff duties, and in the evemt of any 
government discriminating against our 
export trade we should retaliate In 
such a forcible manner as to> make it 
unwilling to make a second attempt 
of this kind. We cannot submit to 
the action of Russia. To do so would 
be to admit that that country has the 
right to exercise supervisory powers, 
over the domestic affairs of this coun
try. It is a well recognized right of 
all governments to Impose an addi
tional duty on imports coming into its 
jurisdiction when an export duty is 
paid by the government within whose 
territory the goods were grown or 
manufactured. Duties of this kind ap
ply to all nations alike, and are not 
a discrimination against any govern
ment Secretary Gage has held prop
erly that the preference .given sugar 
by the Russian government amounts 
to an export bounty, and the extra 
duty levied is in: no way a discrimina
tion. ' But Russia has discriminated 
arbitrarily against American imports' 
Therefore there is nothing left 'but to 
retaliate. It is true we have more to 
lose than Russia, as our exports to 
Russia are larger than the commerce 
from Russia to the United States. But 
the Russians need our agricultural im
plements worse than we need the char
acter of goods coming from Russia, 
and I believe the people of that coun
try will demand that the discrimina
tion against our goods be abolished." 

War Tax Cat Unlikely.. 
Prospects of the repeal of some of 

the war taxes are diminishing and the 
war revenue bill now in conference 
will fail to become a law at this ses
sion, if the judgment of- several mem
bers of the Ways and Means commit
tee is correct. There 1b no disposition 
on the part of the senate or house con-
forces to yield anything to each other,' 
and both sides to the controversy are 
stubbornly contending for their re
spective propositions. - \ 

More or less bitterness is manifested 
on the part of the opponents. This es
pecially is true of th© houso conferees, 
who are contending for a right given 
to the house by the constitution—that 
is, the right to originate revenue meas
ures. The house Ways and Means com
mittee drafted a bill repealing some 
of the war revenue taxes. This was; 
adopted by the house, and when the-
bill reached the senate that body 
struck out aJl after the enacting clause-
and substituted an entirely new meas~ 
ure. This angered the house, and 
open threats to refuse to accept the 
senate bill were made. After several 
meetings of the conference committer 
appointed to adjust these differences 
there are no- signs of an agreement. 
Inasmuch as the indications point to 
an extra session of congress anyway, 
the house conferees are more deter
mined than ever to force the senate 
to yield, contending that the pressure 
for the enactment of the revenue re
peal law is relieved to some extent, as 
With congress in session after March 
'4 there would be plenty of time to 
Secure the passage of a bill which 
would meet the demands of the peo
ple in more respects than does th«> 
present proposed law. 

Foldlnr Bed Claims Tletlm. . . 
^ Minneapolis, Minn., Feb. 19.—James 
Stewart, a retired lumberman, aged 
80. years, is the latest victim of tha 
folding hed. He was killed at bli 
•tQme in this city. The supports of th» 
bed did not rest squarely on the floor, 
and in some way the heavy .top of th« 
bed fell, the edge striking Stewart and 
severing his spine at the sixth cervl-
val vertebrae. 
01; 
?i®l C. B. Bradley Dies In Manila. 

Chicago, Feb. 19.—Word was re-* 
ceived in Chicago of the sudden deatl^ 
of Chester B. Bradley, counsel for the 
American government and legal ad
viser of the military governor in Ma
nila. For a number of years Mr. Brad
ley practiced law in Chicago and was 
looked upon as-one of the city's ablest 
attorneys. 

Trap a FUlpIno Fore*. 

Manila, Feb. 19.—Captain Martin, 
with thirty-seven scouts and eighty 
men of the Fifth Infantry, surprised 
General Alejandrlno and Colonel Villa-
mor at Paparia, Abra. It is reported 
Colonel Villamor was wounded, but he 
managed to effect his escaped Twenty-
four cavalry horses and some a" 
were captured. . _ 

Postal's Boys Quit, • - * 
Chicago, Feb. 16.—Messenger boys of 

the Postal Telegraph company went on 
strike for more pay and their pickets 
were soon Involved in a lively fistic 
encounter along "newsboys' alley." 
"Extra" boys, put to work to take 
the places of the strikers, were way
laid when they ventured from the Pos
tal company's office at Washington 
and La Salle streets, and some wer® 
handled roughly by the strikers' 
"punching committee," stripped o» 
their badges and forced to join the in
surrection or take their messages back . 
to the o®ce_ ^ - ^ . 
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