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THE OLD HOME.

——

BY J. N HOWARD

The old home i3 deserted,
Its walks are covered o'er

‘With greensward and with wild weods
They ne’er did wear before;

And nottles now are growlog
Along the yellow brook,

But still 1t ripples down the rooks,
With old-time spray and look.

The spring Is clear and cool,
Tho trout swims as of yore,

Or, with a glint, beneath tho rocks
s lost as heretofore.

The dove its wings has folded,
No dog sleeps in the barn}

A stiliness, like the “morning watch,"
Has settled o’er the farm.

And thus the home deserted,
Its walks all coverod o'er
With greensward and with wild woeds,
Is home to me no more.
Havaxa, N. Y.

AWEIRD MYSTERY

—O0R—

Tracing a Dark Crime.

-

BY ALEXANDER ROBINSON, M. D.

-

CHAPTER II1. —(Continued.)

«] am convinced, Mr. Ketcham, be-
yond ull shadow of doubt, that the
poison did not have time to work be-
fore the dagger was usod; at least, that
poor Dr. Seabury was yet alive when
this cruel thrust was made into his
heart.®

He nodded his hoad.

“Doctor, "] am glad to see you so posi-
tive. It has a decided bearing on the
case that has been thrust before us.”

“I don’t understand eoxactly. What
possible difference can it make to Dr.
Seabury, or any one else, whether that
blade passed into his heart five sec-
onds before or after the poison had done
4ts work? He was a doomed man any-
way.”

“Doctor, that is whore the value of
your testimony comes in—that is why I
‘warned you to go slow and sure. If he
was already dead when the blow struck,
#t was a case of suicide—we could not
prove that the would-be assassin had
‘taken that which the old Doctor had not—
'his life.

“On the other hand, if you can swear
#hat the creese was used while Dr. Sea-
bory was yet breathing, and that it
stilled the action of his heart, it is a case
©f murder!” .

I drew a long broath.

“Quite & fine point of distinction, sir.”

“And yet some one’s life hangs upon it.
If you raise a plea in court that the man
you slew in cold blood had hasty con-
sumption, and must die shortly at any
rate, that won’t save you. The court
doesn’t take into cousideration the stato
of health of . your victim. It seeks a
motive and result. That is all.”

“According to that then, Mr. Ketch-
am, there has been a crime committed
here.” :

“Undoubtedy.”

“And Dr. Seabury was murdered.”

“Resting upon your evidence, I can
positively swear in the affirmative.”

1 began to feel a.second growth of im-
portance. This time, however, I did not
inflate myself with pomposity. The
-manner in which I had been Jowered be-
fere was a warning to me.

I saw that I could really be useful to
the old detective if I went about my
work in a quiet way, and I determined
to do everything in my power to retain
the respect of Mr. Ket:ham.

“I still hold to my conviction,” I said,
firmly and positively.

“Can you explain to me without the
wse of any technical language upon what
you base your conviction?”

“Look here a minute, 8ir, and I will
endeavor to make it clear to you, though
I can hardly hope to put it as strongly
into words as I feel it.

“You see the spot of blood upon the
linen? This poison is very peculiar in
its action. This is why I said it would
surprise me to find the blood gathered at
the heart as you suggested.”

“Ah, Doctor, that was a mere subter-
fuge to draw your attention to that
quarter.”

“I have since suspected it. Now the
deadly qualities of this drug, found in
the tomb of some old Pharaoh of Egypt,
and secured in a hermetically sealed
jug, consist in paralyzing the heart and
its tributaries, so that they cease their
action instantly, and the blood coagu-
lates. :

“I golemnly believe that, had that dag-
ger been thrust into his body after the
virns had gotten in its work, if any
blood had issued at all, which I serious-
1y doubt, it would have been as black
as tar instead of crimson as you sce this
stain.”

Mr. Ketcham had stood by my side
while I was speaking.

He now took my hand.

“Doctor, you have made it clear to me.
I only hope you wiil let me have an op-
portunity to tell the same story to an in-
telligent jury.”

*“Meaning, I suppose, that you only
hope the murderer will be caught.”

He gave me a peculiar look.

I had cause to remember it afterwards
—in fact, before we left that room.

“Yes, if it is in mortal power, the
hand that sent the vengeful steel into
the heart of that venerable man shall
pay the penalty of murder.”

He was deeply in carnest.

Doctor Seabury had inspired respect
wherever he was known, and I was heart
and soul with the detective in his de-
sirc to have justice done.

“Would it be asking too much if I in-
quired whether you have any idea as to
the identity of this loathsome criminal?”

“Doctor, you have done me a good turn
to-night, and one which no other physi-
cian could have brought about. Because
of that and the fact of my having taken
a fancy to you, I shall indulge your curi-
osity to a certain exteat.”

“Thank you, Mr. Ketcham, bat don’t
do it unless you think it politic. I know
how to keep a close mouth, and if I can
be of any use to'you, command me.”

A word dropped sometimes gives me
an idea or a clew. I generally work on
the principle that a secret is better kept
with one than with two. At the same
time I have scen occasions where two
heads were better than a single one.”

“So have I, sir.”

“If you will glance at the face of the
deceased you will sce that the eyes are
bulged out, although closed. I lowered
tho lids when I first came. The jaw is

nithough the expression of his face now
s rather peaceful.

“Notice his hands. Ono has a doath
grip on the covorlet yonder. Tho other
clutched this orystal phial convulsively.
“The staring, sightloss oyes were fixed
upon a point that would cover me as I
stand here now. If my invention were
perfocted I would bo able to take from
thoso sightless oyes tho photograph of
tho faco that bent over Doctor Seabury
in his dyIng seconds—the face belonging
to the arm that drove the awful weapon
home. Thatis a triumph reserved for
my future. When I peorfect it crime
must go down before the march of im-
provemeont.”

I was astonished at his words.

Thoy gave me subject for further
thought when I could ponder upon the
range and possibilities of an invention
such as that he mentioned.

“Being without such a little detector I
am obliged to depend upon othpr sources
for my clews. 1 examined the vines out-
side the window and discovered that in
places thoy were torn, showing that some
one climbed up the trellis. ’

“I also made up my mind that this
person was light of build, much more so
than either you or I, for those vines
would swing loose under our weight.

“Having traced my assassin to the
window I look further for evidence.

“On the sill I find certain scratches on
the paint that seem to tell of a human
foot having scraped across.

“Thus I follow the trail into the room.
Imagine the horror of the old Doctor’s
soul when, aroused from his slumber by
some sound, perhaps a chuckle of satis-
faction from the devil who stood here,
his eyes rested upon the face that had
haunted him sleeping or waking for
years.”

I could imagine it, and I shivered with
the realization.

What could not these mute walls have
told had they been gifted with tongues?

“l imagine that Dr. Seabury, as soon
as he could command himself, seized the
little crystal phial, swallowed its deadly
contents, and then as he struck the
electric bell in the wall, received the
steel.”

1 could sec it as tho old detective spoke
—tho swarthy villain bonding over the
bed, his evil face aglow with hate and
trinmph.

“It is terrible to think of, sir. Now, if
you had some idea of this bloody assas-
sin’s personal appearance, we might
hope to get on his track.”

“I believe I can show von the face that
bent over Dr. Seabury while he expired.”

“Show me? Is it possible?” 1 ex-
claimed.

“See here.”

He took a photograph out of his pock-
et, and passed it over 1o me.

As I took it I turned so that the light
from the lamp might fall npon it.

Had some one struck ine [ could not
have been more staggered than when my
eyes fell upon the object 1 held In my
hand.

Mr. Ketcham watched me closely.

“Gracious heaven! a woman!”

CHAPTER 1V,

It was a face to fascinate one.

I gazed upon it as though some subtle
charm had bound me.

There was a dusky shade to the
rounded cheeks, and a midnight dark-
ness in tresses and eyes, that told of life
beneath the sun of some warm clime.

I remembered what the detective had
said about the Malay creese.

It was used to a great extent by the
thugs of India, in connection with their
nefarious cord. | -

Could it be possible that one so lovely
would stoop to such base passion?

What wrong had this learned phy-
sician done her to induce such an action?

I could sec that there was a depth of
feeling in those [uthomless eyes, a power
that had not been fully developed when
this picture was taken, but which might
have been brought out.

At last I looked up. .

Mr. Ketcham had been observing me
closely.

“Well?” p

I understood that he wished for my
opinion.

“It seems impossible to me. sir, that
the original of this picture should be the
terror of Dr. Seabury’s life.”

“And yet you will acknowledge, Doc-
tor, that even there, in a picture taken
some years ago while Seabury was in
India, one can see remarkable power in
thatface. If that girl made anything a
life work, she would carry it out.”

“I grant you that, sir. Now, will you
kindly tell me what makes you think
this is the assassin of Dr. Seabury?”

“Readily. First of all, let me state
plainly that this is not a positive but a
negative case. In the absence of other
clews, I have decided to test this one
first.

“To begin, then, I was not long coming
to the eonclusion that the enemy the
good Doctor feared was a woman.

“Although he did not state so plainly
himself, I inferred as much from his
words, and one of the earliest things I
did was to cast around to sceif I could
make this out to be a fact.

“Here you will see the positive evi-
dence, which 1think can not be refuted.”

Again he drew out something from the
pocket of his coat.

This time it was an envelope.

He opened it and placed the contents
in my hands.

It was nothing except a few shredsof
hair about a foot long.

They were of sable hue.

Instinctively I turned again to the
picture.

Such hair as that would correspond
with the owner of this dazzling face.

Somehow it made me sick to think of
this; but mastering that feeling, I turned
once more to the old detective.

“Mr. Ketcham, where didgyou get this
tress of hair?” I asked.

“Guess, Doctor!”

“From some projecting nail that stole
it as the owner passed.”

“Try again, Doctor.”

“Was it wrapped up with Lhis pic-
ture?”
“No, sir. This hair was taken from

the head of the assassin asshe bent over
the bed yonder.”

“Ah!”

“] see you have guessed it now, Doc-
tor,” with a grim smile.

I silently pointed to one of the white
hands of Doctor Seabury.

“Yes, I found these strands of hair
fastened about the fingers that now
clutch the coverlet so intensely. They
were snatched from the head of the
party who bent over him, and who,
there is at present every reason to be-
lieve, was the original of that photo-
graph.”

I caught at a straw, as very often a
man who has about given up hope will.

“But, my dear sir, having found that
picture among his papers, as I presume
you did, what tangible evidence have
you to connect her with. the case? This

rigid, showing that he died in an agony,

is a most brutal crime. The fact of this

hair resombling hers in ecolor would

'hardly warrant the suspicion that she

is the guilty party.”

Ho smiled at my earnestness and I
half imagined he believed I was in love
with the photograph.

“Hardly, Doctor. To begin with, I
don’t think you have examined that
picture as thoroughly as you might.”

I started and looked at it again.

“Turn it over. Upon the back you
may discover something.”

Sure enough I did.

In a man’s handwriting I found a few
words, as follows:

Lenore !

The cause of my sleepless nights and
watchful days.

There was no getting around that—it
must mean that this girl was the party
whom Dr. Seabury feared.

I could not but admit that the case
seemed dark for her, but why need I
care so deeply—that picture was some
vears old, and its original might now
have been transformed into an ugly
woman by rcason of passion.

“By the way, Mr. Ketcham, what fam-
ily has tho old Doctor?”

I was beginning to wonder why he had
not aroused some member of his own
househeld when danger threatened; also
how it was we had not met with or heard
a living sonl.

It was now early morning, and I conld
see the gloom of night giving way to the
light of day.

“T cannot answer that question fully,
for on my visits here I saw no one save
an old woman servant named Ursula,
and his aged man of all work, Peter, who
sleeps in the stable.

“Stay—once I did catch a fleeting
glimpse of a lady's silkon gown just van-
ishing through one door of the library as
I entered the other, but I did not see her
face.”

“I believe the Doctor was a bachelor.”

“Report said so, but wo don’t know
how true it was. The Doctor was one
of & few men in New York who could
keep their oyn secrets. This lady, how-
ever, may have been a patient, or even a
distant relative.”

“I hear sounds out in the stable. Peter
is up and at work.”

“I will go out and inform him of the
sad ovent that has taken place within
these walls last night.”

“Loeaving me here?”

“You can stay here, or go down to the
library. There is smoke coming from
the kitehen chimney, so the old woman
must be up, too. Isee they're ecarly
risers hero.”

He passed out of the door.

I was alone with the dead.

This in itself was not a very terrible
thing, sccing that I was a doctor, and
used to scenes of dissolution.

The consciousness of the fearful mys-
tery surrounding Dr. Seabury’s taking-
off served to make me feel uncomfortable
in the presence of that cold form.

I busied myself in leoking aronnd,
wondering if I could not find some trace
of the assassin that had slipped even the
vigilant eye of Mr. Ketcham.

While ehgaged in this laudable bit of
entertainment I heard the sound of wail-
ing from the direction of the kitchen,
and kuew that Mr. Ketcham had im-
parted the sad news to old Ursula while
passing through. -

I went to the window and' looked ont.

The vines were torn as he had said,
showing that some one had made use of
them to enter the room.

A little experiment proved to -me that
Mr. Ketcham was right also in declaring
that the party who had ascended must
have been lighter than either ofsyus;as
the vines would not have borne up our
weight. Jo o

Then the thought struck me that per-
haps I might make some discovery by
going below. -

Leaving the room, I made my way
down stairs, and linding the side door
passed out into the garden. ¢

Here there were walks and rose bush-
es, with many beds of rare flowers, and
a glass conservatory near by, connected
with the library.

Evidently the Doctor or some one else
in the house had been passionately fond
of flowers.

I walked about a few minutes, and
then made my way to tho foot of the
vines that clambered up the side of the
house.

The yielding soil might tell a story.

I found footprints.

They scemed to be those of a small
man, but'of conrse that was not positive,
for if the assassin were a womaun she
might have been in disguise.

Ha! what was this?

I picked up a peculiar piece of steel
that stood up in the carth, having evi-
dently fallen from above.

To my unsophisticated eyes it was a
puzzle, but I had an idea that it was
some species of burglar’s tool.

Undoubtedly Mr. Ketcham could throw
some light on this subject.

I placed it securely in my pocket and
continued my investigations.

Therg was nothing more to find, and T
amused myself by following the trail of
the assassin through the garden to the
point where he had scaled the wall, both
in coming and going.

I saw that it was the lowest point in
the wall, and judged that the assassin
had made previcus observations in order
to so ably locate this.

Then I returned once more to the
house.

The bustle of New York streets could
be plainly heard upon the morning air.

I managed to find the library, and,
entering, looked around.

It was a singularly pleasant place, and'
the great cases of books, instead of
being arranged in stiff rows, filled niches,
and gave the room the appearance a
Gothic cottage might have beside one of
the angular buildings of the past.

I sat down in a chair, and waited for
the coming of my friend, the detective.

Presently I heard the door open, and
my cars caught the rustle of silken
skirts.

I remembered what Mr. Ketcham had
said about one of his visits, and sprang
to my feet.

As I turned to face the person who
entered, I felt the blood rushing 1o my
heart, while my hands clutehed the top
of the chair in front of me, for I gazed
upon the countenance of Leonore, the
dusky beauty upon whom had fallen the
suspicion of this terrible crime.

CHAPTER V.

Leonore stood there looking upon me
with an expression of surprise merking
her beautiful countenance.

I was like one enchanted.

For the life of me, I could not have
moved just then, even had the fate of an
empire depended upon it.

The photograph, taken,some years be-
fore, scarcely did her justice.

She was as beautiful as an houri, just
such a woman as I have often seen in
the harems of Constaniinople, and yet
far more intelligent-looking.

I was too surprised just then to make

a deliberate note of her charms. Later
on they floated before my mind as a
dream.

I could only realize that her presence
cast a subtle spell oyer me, which at first
I did not even care to resist.

Then like lightning leaping from the
storm clouds came the awful thought
that this wonderful girl stood before the
sight of Abner Ketcham a criminal—that
her dainty hand it had been which drove
the murderous Malay creese home to Dr.
Seabury’s heart before the deadly poison
had been given time to work.

Terrible though the thought was it
brought me to my senses.

I was no longer in a dazed state, but
wide awake, ready and eager to grasp
the situation and wrestle with it.

“Are you waiting for the Doctor, sir?”

Her voice was musical. It sounded to
me like the tinkling of silver bells. I
had never heard a voice like it.

At the some time her words told me
that she meant to appear ignorant of
what had occurred, however much that
feeling might be assumed.

It oceurred to me to wateh hor while I
imparted the news.

Already her presence was having an
effect upon me in this way: Tnstead of
an eagerness to bring her to justice as
the criminal, I was eagor to find a possi-
ble flaw in the indictment of the detect-
ive.

“I beg your pardon, miss; I am a doc-
tor, Vance Burton.. I was sent for on
professional business.”

There flashed across her face a look of
genuine alarm.

“Not for guardy—is he sick?”

The little dusky hands which I had
been admiring came together in what I
took to be a sudden fear.

How could I tell her?

Still, innocent or guilty, she must hear
the news soon—why not now?

“You are Leonore?” I asked.

“Yes; 1 am Leonore. What has hap-
pened to my uncle, sir?”

“Be seated, my dear young lady. I
have something to tell you that may
prove a shock.”

She sank into a chair. Her large
black, lustrons eyes were fixed npon me.
I could not help but think of a frightened
gazelle.

Could it be possible that this innocent-
looking girl was the female demon the
assassin had been pictured by Ketcham?

Heaven forbid!

1 could not and would not believe it
unless stronger evidence was put for-
ward.

“Tell me the worst, sir.”

Her white teeth were pressed into her
lower lip, and I conld sec that sho was
possessed of hidden powers for which I
had not given her credit.

No danger of her fainting away.

“Dr. Seabury was your guardian, as I
understand it?"”

“Yes, ves' why do you say was, sir?
Has anything happened to him?”

“I am sorry to say there has. You
have met with a heavy loss. During the
night the good old Doctor has passed
away.”

“Dead, sir.”

“Yes; Dr. Seabury is dead.”

As I expected, she did not fall. All
the color forsook her face, and her eyes
seemed blacker than ever by contrast.
Her hands were tightly clenched, until
the nails scemed to almost plerce the
flesh.

Was this counterfeit agony?

If such it should prove to be, then all
I could say was that it had never been
equaled as acting in my experience.

“Sir, you are not deceiving me?” she
at length breathed.

“My dear yodang lady, heaven forhid
that I should mock your affection for the
good Doctor. He bas passed away, and
is now at rest.”

“From what did he die, sir?”

I hesitated.

This was a direct question, and I mighnh
Le hurting Mr. Ketcham’'s case if I gavs
too much information.

I would be conservative, and allow him
to run his own business.

“Sad as it may scem, a phial was found
in the Doctor’s hand which had con-
tained a deadly poison.”

“Then he took his own life?”

. “So it seems.”

“Why was not I made aware of this
terrible calamity sooner? Why did not
Ursula come to> me before sending for a
stranger? My position in this housc is
such that I should have been consulted.”

“Miss Leonore, Ursula has only Inurncd.

the truth in the last ten minutes.”

“Then who sent for you, Doctor?
Peter?”

“No; he, too, has been in complete ig-
norance of the truth. You look puzzlcﬁ.
Perhaps 1 can enlighten you a little.

“Dr. Seabury was connected with the
office of a friend of mine by a telegraphic
instrument. He feared sudden death,
and had made arrangements with this
friend to come the instant he was suin-
moned. .

“This morning, about two o'clock, this
friend of mine received the summons,
Tle hastened here at once, let himself in
with a key the old Doctor had given him,

Land feund Dr. Seabury dead, his hand

still grasping the fatal phial which he
had pressed to his lips.

“[n the hope that an antidote might bo
of some use, and knowing that I was
skilled in the use of poisons, this friend
took a cab and got me here.

“It was of no avail; the old Doctor
had passed to that bourne from whenece
no traveler returus. I was waiting here
for my friend, who had gonc to break
the sad news to Ursula and Peter, when
I was surprised by your entrance.”

“It is hard for me to believe you, sir.
My dear, good guardian dead! Ob,
what shall I do now! 1 am alone, alone,
with his faithful arm to stand no more
between the blackness of the past and
my heart! Woe is me!”

Suddenly she seemed to remember my
presence and ceased moaning.  When
she looked at me I could see stern lines
near her mouth—lines thate seemed for-
eign to a woman’s fair face, and which
spoke plainly of determination.

She was no ordinary woman.

No matter what the misty future had
to unfold in connection with this case, I
was bound to believe this fact.

Innocent or guilty, Leonore was a
revelation to me.

“You speak of a friend, Dr. Burtosn.
Pardon me, but is he not a detective?”

I could not help answering in the
affirmative.

“A Mr. Ketcham?”

True, Miss Leonore. He has never
seen you. May I ask how you know
him?”

«I have heard my poor guardia
speak of him, and I know the arrange-
ment he made with the detective.
Doctor, have you told me all?”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

“ARrE tho winters cold in Arkansas?"
“I"'mnot sure; but they always have Ho!
Springs.”

WINDOM ' THE WOLF.

THE PEOFPLE'S SERVANT THE
TOOL OF MONOPOLY.

The Goyernment Js Good Backing for
Bank Currency, but He Kicks on Its
Backing Feople's Money.

Sccretary Windom thinks that with three
little ament ments the proposition of Sena-
tor Stanfor.. and the alliance people for
loaninz the woney of the government at 1
or 2 per cent. to farmers would be generally
neeepro.,. One awmendment he proposes is
to loan i* on all kinds of property, is as
good us an ther before the law. The second
amendme), .. is that If & man has brains and
no propert,” he should be loaned money on
his bralns. The other amendment is that if
& man has nelther brains or properiy and
needs u loan worse if anythihg than all the
other sorts of men, he should have a chance
to borrow the money of the government on
his title as an Amecrican citizen. This
weuld equalize the thing and make it fair
all around.—State Journal.

Notice these remarks of the great
statesman at the head of the treasury
department. How do you like this
ridicule of a proposition for tho relief of
our embarassed condition from a man
whom you have allowed to occupy an
office paying a salary of $8,000 a yoar?
Our public servant—paid with onr money
and bear in mind that this is one of the
men who misrepresented this great na-
tion when the war debt was doubled by
the legal tender act in behalfl of the
Wall street gamblers in spite of the pro-
test of an honest house of representa-
tives. He—Windham one of the senate,
conspired to folst this damnable act upon
this people. He was also one of those

thieves who voted away from the
13,000,000 of landless laborers of
the United States 220,000,000
acres of the public dommin

for subsidies, bounties and free gifts to
monopolists, speculators and robbers.
Every bill in congress that would give
the bankers’ triangle the power to con-
tract the currency this same Windham
ha8 championed.

Here we have a proposition which we
belleve will relieve the stringency, and
offer the best security in the world, and
why does not Mr. Windham show some
golt;d cause why we should not have this
bill.

We almost feel like saying that if Mr.
Windham was obliged to hire money on
his brains that no sane man would take
security, in view of the fact that he can-
not or will not notice the ‘handwriting
on the wall.”

The State Journal proceeds to air itself
still further by saying that:

“The amount of silly twaddle that was
emptied on the country a few years ago by
the greenbackers about the blessedness of
fiat currency, and the ease of making
everybody rich by issuing unlimited
amounts of paper dollars ‘direct to the peo-
ple,’ based on the ‘credit and faith of the
government,” was im but it
that we shall have to be deluged again with
the same stuff,

*+The faith and credit of a great govern-
ment’ that does not pay its debts and which
never intends to take up its paper with coin
of intrinsic value is precisely as good as the
‘faith and credit’ of any ordinary tramp
who should offer you all the paper notes
that you could carry away for u square
meal. To be sure you could pay your taxes
to the great government if the fiat money
scheme was adopted, and could force your
creditors to take it for debts you have con-
tracted. But you could not force a mer-
chant to take It for a yard of cloth or a palr
of shoes or 4 hired man to exchange a day’s
work for it.

If you do not manufacture tobacco orrum
or impert goods from abroad you would not
be able to get any of the stuff off on the
government. If you are not already In debt
you could not pay future debts with it. Tt
is doubtful if congress could compel a stute
or municipal government to take it In taxes
if the laws of the state did not sanction
such receipt.’”

Now there was a time when the “faith
and credit of thé government” was all
sufficient to issue greenbacks—has it de-
generated?

What is the security for the bonds is-’

sued by this government, but the *‘faith
and credit” and what is to be the secur-
ity for the proposed bonds which these
allwisec would-be dictators propose for
the relief of this money stringency?
‘Who the ‘““faith and credit of the gov-
ernment” to be sure, and is not the same
“faith and credit” behind the green-
backs.

We are tired of such “twaddle.”

But the loaning of money direct to the
people on land certificates is the indi-
gestible pellet that produces congestion
in the Jowrnal fugleman’s stomach—and
he lets no opportunity pass to hold it up
to ridicule.

This will surely come to pass; repub-
licans and democrats all over the coun-
try who are fairminded are beginning to
acknowledge the justice and feasibility
of the measure. There are “none so
blind as those who won't see’ (or those
who are blinded by subsidies). The
country newspapers that have no dollars
over their eyes are beginning to see and
are edgeing aronund to the popular right-
eous side, and some of the great repub-
lican papers of the nation do not hesi-
tate to endorse it as the following from
the Minneapolis Spectator bears witness.

Senator Stanford, the California mil-
lionaire philanthropist has been [talking
to the senate of his government loan bill
for the increase of a circulating medium.
He explainad the bill as follows:

““The scheme of this bill is to supply
an ample amount of meney for all busi-
ness purposes. I have mentioued lands
as security.because they appear to be
the best and most certain offall sccurity
and are sufficient to furnish all the
money that is necessary. The people, I
think,. will haveé' more confidence in a
financial measure thatis new and radi-
cal if it has at present only land fora
basis. The rate of interest on these
loans of real estate is fixed at 2 per cent.
in the bill, but in time may be reduced
as experience shall teach. The rate of
interest charged by the government
under the provisons of this bill will not
necessarily fix the general rate of inter-
est for business purposes. That will al-
ways be determined by its value in
use. The farmer having this best se-
curity will borrow for his own use or the
use of others who may be willing to pay
him a satisfactory interest. The banker
borrows money of the government free
of interest and loans it ‘at such rate as
its use commands in the market. This
measure has been compared toa plan
adopted in the Argentine Republic for
loans on land, but there is no analogy
between the two, and to compare the
working of a measure of that republie,
say, of 3,000,000 population, to that of
our country with its enlightened 62,000,-
000 would be like comparing the
methods of somo irresponsible
banker to those of the Rothschilds.
This bill fixes a standard for
the amount so long as money can be

‘profitably used at more than 2 per cent.

per annum. The ability of the govern-
ment t0 make money being unlimived.

the real wants and necessities of the peo
plo can be ascertained and met. The
foundation of the whole matter and the
real question to be considered is, that in-
asmuch as the government_ reserves.the
right to issue money, it is its duty, the
means being provided, to furnish what
lsl neccssary to the prosperity of the peo-
p o

Senator Stanford is a statesman of
large intelligence and broad philan-
thropy, and his scheme is entitled to the
most thoughtful consideration. In jus-
tice both to him and to the nation, ne
hasty or ill-considered action should be
taken.—St. Paul (Neb.) Entevprise.

THE ARGENTINE REPUBLIC.

An Interesting Correspond Dl
the Argentine Panlo.

The Iowa Tribunc prints the following
interesting correspondence which throws
light upon important matters: G

To the Editor of the North American:
In the money article of one of your
temporaries this morning, I find the fol -~
ing: *“During all the recent stringency the
Bank of England has not been able to draw
a dollar in gold from Now York, a fact
which proves the strength of the position of
this country, as we have gold in such quan-
tities that we do not need it at all.” 3

Now, I would beg to ask what has be-
come of “Gresham’s law,” by virtue ot
which an Inferior currency drives a supe-
rlor out of the country, and under the
operation of which law the coinage of sllves
dollars wus to drive gold out of the country?
As far back as 1878 the believers in ortho-
dox politicul econemy announced with great
vehemence this driving-out process as abso-
lutely certain under the coinuge of twc
millions of dollar's worth of silver pes
month. Now we find a great London panic,
in a land mangled and dislocated, and in
which the great mass of the people are en-
slaved, because of {ts monetary affairs be-
ing dominated by a belief in **Gresham’s
Law,” the Bark of England reachnig out in
cvery direction for succor, unable to draw
from us any considerable quantity of gold.
What & commentary this great panic and
its outcome on Gresham!

The fact is, no folly was evergreater thas

can, “Inferfor” if you must, bullds up’
power of the people. and enables them te
assoclate, to produce and consume, to grow
in industrial and mental strength, and ob-
tain control over the forces of nature, and
become rich and independent, not weak an¢

pendent. The pc ion of an ample cur-
rency glves that ‘‘saving fund for labo:
which facilitates association and combina-
tion, giving utility to billions of millions ot
minutes that would be wasted did not a de-
mand exist for them at the moment the
power to labor had been produced.’”

It may be asserted with perfect truth that
every so-called *'law’’ of orthodox politicai
cconomy is false, untrue and pernicious
and no people can go wrong by t-aklns a
course precisely the opposite of that dic-
tated by such “laws.”

The true, the beneficent political econ-
omy, is of American origin, and came inte
existence In this city of Philadelphia, ané
will yet be accepted as such by the entire
human race. Its great misslon has beer
the overthrow of such orthodox economi¢
error as now has collapsed—Greshamism.

HENRY CAREY BAIRD.

PHILADELPHIA, Nov. 17, 1800.

[Our correspondent lays great stress
upon the importance of an amp
ume of currency, but not somuch
importance of the currency being i
There was plenty of so-called money in
the Argentine Republic, and it was thers
that the smash occurred.—Ep. N. A.]

THE ARGENTINE REPUBLIC'S AFFAIRS.

Editor North American: In your com-
ments in to-day's issue on my communica-
tion, “What has become of ‘Gresham’s

aw?' ” you say: ‘

“Our correspondent lays great stress upon
the importance of an ample volume of cur-
rency, but not so much on the importance
of that currency belng sound. There was
plenty of so-called money iu the Argentine
Republic, and it was there that the smash
occurred.”

Now, your reference to the Argentine re-
public, permit me to say, is particularly in-
felicitous. A land with a population of
4,046,054, a public debt of $284,867,060, im-
ports in 1888 of merchandise, $127,507,800,
and exports of but £100,111,803, no diversi-
fied industries worth consideration; its ex-
ports comnsisted of raw materials, of which
wool, hides and skins, wheat and Indian
corn composed the bulk. To the student ot
the true sclence of political economy, that
which camwe Into existence in this city of
Philadelphla, this tells the story. A land
without diversified industrles possesses no
active power of association.and through
enforced idleness more labor power goes to
waste than would pay for five times the
quantity of commodities imported from
abrond if these commodities were produced
at home. The greatest of American social
philosophers has well and trgly said: ¢The
raising of raw materials for export 1s the
proper employment for the barbari nd
the slave.” No people so empjloy. ver
were, none ever will be, rich, p
happy and enlightened.

But let us look furthor at the Argentine
Republic situation. Having, through the
Barings, refunded the public debt at a low
rate of interest, and stimulated the impor-
tation of gold, it passed a law for the con-
traction of the bank currency. At the time
of the passage of this law, Oct. 18, 1880, the
bank circulution was $158,000,000. By the
law it was provided that this sum should
graduvally be reduced to 8100,000,000, and
that no issue could be authorized until May
1, 1801. This law was at once put in opera-
tion, and its fruits are before us, quick,
mighty and far-reaching.

The collapse in the Argentine Republic,
growing out of the subordination of com-
merce to its instrument, money, is the old,
old story. The people of Great Britain ex-
perienced it from 1816 until the discovery
of gold in California and Australia changed
the fuce of the affairs of the world. The
people of this country have experienced it
Arom the hour in which, in April. 1805, the
rebel army laid down their arms until Dec.
19, 1800. And now it comes once more, not
merely to torment the people of the Ar-
gentine Republie, but those of Great Britain
und of all Europe and the United States of
America. HENRY CAREY BAIRD.

STATE OWNERSHIP.

The new state of Washi
ing on the solution of the railroad ques-
tion. That infant commonwealth #had
an immense wheat crop last harvest.
The elevators, warehouses and re
along the railroad lines are fill hile
immense stacks of unthrashed grai still
stand in the fields. The railroads claim
that they are powerless to move it faster,
and the farmers charge the railroads
with being in collusion with the specu-
lators to force down the prices. So con-
fident are the farmers of this that they
now threaten to build an independent
line to their water outlet, Puget’s sound,
and ask the state to issne bonds for that
purpose; the state to own and operate
the new line. We dotest everything in
the shape of interestbearing bonds, but
we hope this road will be bnilt as an

ngton is figm

experlnl\;;nt il; state or government
ownership of railroads.—Progressive
Farmer.

THE men who stood alone for yeart
and were called kickers, bolters and in-
dependents are no longer lonesome. The
whole United States has gone into the
kicking business, and the old party is

kicked clear out of sight,—H; ~nv
dkpendent.

the enunciation of this Gresham rubbi
An abundance of currency. superior if

@




