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CHAPTER III. 
Four days had passed, and Sunday had 

rome, and this Sunday was Christmas 
flay. It was a clear, bright, frosty day, 
with brilliant sunshine that sparkled on 
trees and lx*dand the diamond icicles 
that beautified their bareness. 

Darby was standing by the window, 
ready equipped for church in crimson pe
lisse and furs, out of which her golden 
head and sweet white-rose face lifted 
themselves like a flower. The child knew 
perfectly well when I was dressed and 
ready for her. At times really it seem
ed to me as if she must be able to see, so 
been were her instincts and so infallibly 
correct. 
I was settled in the family pew. where 

fenerations and generations of Temple-
tons had worshiped in their time, and 
Darby had nestled close to me, and with 
awe-struck face, was listening to the deep 
rolling tones of the organ. As the clergy
man entered and took his place I saw two 
figures appear in the great square pew 
opposite our own. At the same instant a 
Hudge from Ted and a whisper of "The 
Rover" sent the color flying to my face 
tnd overwhelmed me with a sudden fit of 
«hyness. 
I could not for worlds have investigated 

the newcomers with the cool, critical stare 
»f my brothers. It was not, in fact, until 
Uje service was half over that I summon
ed up courage to look in their direction. 
Then I saw a bright, handsome face, with 

^laughing eyes, that met my own as if 
" claiming acquaintance with me, and in 

renewed confusion I dropped my lowered 
lids apon my book, thinking to myself: 
"So—that is the nephew." I had not seen 
the uncle at all. 

After the service we filed out of the pew 
And marched down the aisle—a family 
procession, headed by father and brought 
up by Darby and myself. Close upon our 
aeels came the inmates of Monk's Hall. 
As we left the church porch and emerged 
Into the bright, frosty air, 1 saw a tall 
aguro push rapidly by and come up with 
lather. He, in turn, stopped, then a pleas
ed look of welcome broke over his face. 
There was a bri-k shaking of hands, a 
Drowd of questions. Then my father 
Turned round and faced the group of sons 
flnd daughters with which Providence had 
leen lit to bless him, and' we heard his 
BloW, cler.r voice introducing us generally 
to his old aud esteemed friend, Sir Ralph 
Ferrers. Sir Ralph shook hands with the 
boys individually, and then looked at me 
as I stood a little apart holding Darby's 
hand. 

"My eldest and youngest daughters," 
said father, and the kindest, noblest face 
I have ever seen was looking down at me 
and at the tiny hand drawn, slowly out of 
the little muff. and held towards him. 

"And what is your name, my dear?" he 
asked, holding the wee haud in his great 
palm, and gazing with a little puzzled 
look in his keen gray eyes at the lovely 
little face, on which the winter sunlight 
fell so gaily. 
' "I is Darby," she says, in her pretty, 
plaintive voice; "and dis is Joan," taking 
Iier hand away and putting it in mine. 

Sir Ralph looked astonished. 
"Darby and Joan!" he echoed. "A new 

version of the old story, Miss Temple-
ton?" 

"It's only a nickname the boys gave 
her," I said hurriedly, for I saw the gath
ering cloud on father's face; "her real 
name is Dorothea." 

"No, it not," affirmed the child, shaking 
her golden head; "it's Darby, and me's 

*<£to's little husband." 
Sir Ralph laughed outright, and as I 

met his kind, frank eyes, I laughed too, 
feeling as if his genial face put me on 
good terms with nim directly. 

"But I am forgetting myself," he re
sumed quickly; "I must introduce my 
:nephew to you all. Here, Yorke, my boy, 
.come forward and show yourself!" 
' I did not need to look at the face, I 
'knew it so well. I could have told to a 
shade the color of hair and eyes; the 
;shape of the laughing mouth, with its 
sweep of fair mustache; the beautifully 
molded, if somewhat weak-looking chin; 
the lithe, careless grace of figure. There 
/were more bows and hand-clasps, and 
/then we moved on, »ur -numbers augment
ed by two, and I heard father warmly in
sisting upon these new acquaintances 
coming to take their Christmas dinner 
jwith us. 

We all walked on together, father and 
iSir Ralph chatting in a friendly and fa
miliar fashion that amazed us, Yorke Fer-
irers and King Alfred just behind them, 
;and Ted clinging to my arm, schoolboy 
(fashion, as I walked along with Darby. 
j Presently Yorke Ferrers and Alfy turn 
\around and join us. 
j "Alfred," I ask, "did you notice that 
'.old Mrs. Bazebrook was in church? I 
iwonder who that pretty girl was with 
jher. Do you know?" 
! "That," says Yorke, quietly, "is her 
'granddaughter, Miss Croft—Nettie Croft. 
|I know her very well. What a horrid old 
jwomaa the grandmother is! Do you—at 
ileast, I suppose you do know her?" 
| "She is one of our oldest and dearest 
ifriends," says Ted calmly and menda-
jdously, and with a rebuking gravity of 
rvoice that would not misbecome father. 
! I glance at Yorke Ferrers' disconcerted 
(face, and then at my brothers' surprised 
{ones. I feel indignant. 

"Do not believe him, Mr. Ferrers," I 
jtay hurriedly. "She is nothing of the 
l«ort We detest her—a mean, backbiting, 
)spiteful old woman. I am sorry for her 
j granddaughter." 
i "So am I," he says, looking at me grate-
i fully. 

CHAPTER IV. 
The Christmas dinner is over. We have 

eaten of turkey and plum pudding; we 
:have been astonished at father's genial 
[appearance and conversation; we have 

taken notes of our visitors, and are rath
er inclined to be pleased with Sir Ralph. 
The young ones have gone off to bed, 
and Alfred and I and Yorke Ferrers are 
sitting with father and his friend in the 
dining room, and there partake of "a last 
stirrup cup." 

"How jolly you must all be together!" 
remarks Yorke Ferrers, who is at my 
side. 

"Jolly!" I say dubiously. "Well, yes, I 
suppose we are. But I should think you 
must find your uncle excellent company." 

A black look I have before noticed 
comes into the sunny eyes. 

"A man twenty years older than my
self can scarcely be 'excellent company,' " 
he says with a sneer. 

"Twenty years!" I exclaim involuntar
ily. "Is he really twenty years older? I 
should never have thought it. But then 
some people are young for their years, 
just as others are old." 

And as I say it I sigh, remembering 
how heavily my seventeen years seem 
sometimes to weigh upon me. 

"I suppose you think I am old for 
mine?" says my companion hufiiiy. 

"You don't look twenty years younger 
than your uncle, certainly," I answer 
frankly. "But, then, no one would ever 
dream he was forty!" 

"You have not had much experience in 
judging of age, I should think," is my 
companion's reply. "Your brother tells 
me you have lived here all your life, and 
for real, utter, downright stagnation, give 
me a country life with its daily undeviat-
ing routine." 

"Have you experienced it?" I ask coolly. 
"Well, not exactly. You see, I've been 

at Eton, and then at college, and I only 
came here when—when " He hesi
tates, and his brow darkens. 

"When you had expectations?" I sug
gest. 

He looks at me blackly, almost savage
ly. Evidently I have hit upon a sore 
point. 

"You know—of course every one knows. 
It is common talk, no doubt. That is an
other advantage of country life; every 
fact and detail relating to one's neigh
bor's affairs is seized upon and discussed 
with the utmost avidity." 

"I wonder, if you so dislike it, that you 
have come to live here," I remark, won
dering what Sir Ralph is telling Alfy and 
father that seems to amuse them so much. 

"I have no choice," he says gloomily; 
"I am dependent on my uncle." 

It is on the tip of my tongue to tell him 
he ought to be more grateful than he 
seems, but I refrain. I am still lost in 
meditation when his voice recalls ine. 

"Well," he says, and like magic the 
clouds clear oif, and it is his bright, sunny 
boy face that looks back at me again. 
"You have been studying me as if you 
wished to take me for a model. I know 
you paint; your brother told me so." 

"My brother seems to have told you a 
great deal about me," I say, trying to 
hide my confusion by speaking jocularly. 

"Perhaps I asked him," he says in a 
low voice, and looking at me as never 
human being has looked yet. 

"That is so likely," I say, in sudden an
ger. "Why should .vou interest yourself 
about me—about any of us? Why, you 
never knew of our existence till to-day." 

"Perhaps when I did know of that ex
istence the interest followed," he answers. 
"I have been here a week and had not 
a living soul to exchange ideas with—ex
cept, of course, my uncle." 

"And Nettie Croft," I say, quickly. 
He gives a little start. 
"How do you know ?" he asks. 
"I—I only supposed it," I say, laughing 

at his confusion. "You know you told 
me this morning that she was a friend of 
yours, and they certainly don't live a 
stone's throw from Monk's Hall." 

"That doesn't count," he says, hurried
ly. "She's a sort of—of cousin, or some
thing. We have known each other since 
we were children." 

"You have quite cheered Yorke up 
among you all," here says Sir Ralph, 
beaming in most kindly fashion and com
ing towards us. "I have not heard him 
laugh for many a long day. I dare say," 
he adds, with compunction, "it is dull 
enough for him, shut up with an old fogy 
like myself. I hope, if it is not asking too 
much, that you will let him drop in now 
and then; the society of the young is for 
the young—eh, Templeton?" 

"Yes—ah!—decidedly," says father, with 
unwonted cordiality. "Send him here 
whenever you like—whenever he likes. 
And—and you must come yourself, you 
know. I. should be glad to explain to you 
that new work I have been engaged on, 
and whose discussion we postponed to
night." 

Presently I hear plans being laid for a 
visit to Monk's Hall. We are all to go— 
he insists upon it—father and all; and for 
the first time in memory I hear father ac
cepting an invitation almost as heartily 
as it is given. 

Then there is a vast deal of hand-shak-
ing and speechifying, and finally our 
gflests are off, and we watch them driving 
away in the frosty December starlight, 
and I go up to my room with Sir Ralph's 
hearty voice ringing in my ears: 

"Thanks for a most happy Christmas!" 
The next day we all paid a visit to 

Monk's Hall. We passed into the hall. 
Sir Ralph leading the way with father, I 
following them, with Yorke Ferrers on 
one side and Darby clinging to my hand 
on the other. 

Monk's Hall was very, very old—I am 
afraid to say how old. I know there was 
a general air of gloom and moldiness 
about it that would have enraptured an 
archaeologist. Father naturally vas in 
ecstasies over it, and peered into moldings 
and carvings, and gave dates of the archi
tecture and medieval decorations, that 
somehow seemed to interest the possessor 
far less than the informant. 

"Come with me," whispered Yorke Fer
rers hurriedly, "I want to show you the 
picture gallery. Leave the old fogies to 
prose to themselves." 

"You are not very polite to your uncle," 
I said, following him as he dived through 
a curtained archway, and glancing back 
as I spoke to give a sign of invitation to 
the boys, which they promptly followed. 

I found myself at last at the farthest 
end .of the gallery, and standing before 
the portraits of one of the bygone genera
tion of Ferrers. The face struck me at 
once by its extraordinary likeness to that 
of Yorke. It was a young face, too, and 
handsomer even than that living one by 
my side, but marred, as his often was, 

by the look of gloomy discontent t&at 
darkened the eyes and brows. 

"Do you see the likeness?" asked York* 
abruptly, as my eyes turned from the pcer-
trait'to himself. "Of course you do. I" — 
with an uneasy little laugh—"I can se<- it 
myself. He was a bad lot, that Ferrers 
—my great uncle—and came to a bad end. 
I often think they ought to have painted 
a b'.ack veil over the portrait, as they 
havw done over that one of Marino Faliero 
in the Doge's palace in Venice." 

"That would have been cruel," I said 
indignantly; "for in time his evil deeds 
might be forgotten, and fade away with 
his memory. There is no need to put up 
a perpetual tablet to revive them." 

"I should not have thought you would 
be merciful to evil-doers," he said, look
ing curiously at me. "Most women are 
hard on men's errors, I fancy—at least, 
their errors against themselves." 

"Ah," I said lightly, "but you see I 
have had no experience in that line yet." 

"Have your brothers always been so 
good to you?" he asked. "You see, it is 
a novel experience to me, meeting with 
a family party like yours. I never had 
any brothers or sisters." 

"Had you not?" I exclaimed, compas
sionately. "What a pity! I think you 
would not be so " 

"So what?" he questioned as I came to 
an abrupt stop. 

"Well," I stammered, growing some
what confused at my own plain speaking. 
"I was going to say so hasty. You 
know," I added, apologetically, "you do 
take umbrage very quickly." 

"Do I ?" he said, reddening. "I did not 
know. I suppose I do. They always said 
at school I had a beastly temper." 

"I have not asked you for that ances
tor's history," I said, with sudden irrele
vance. "But I wish you would tell it me, 
some day." 

"Certainly," he said, a little surprised. 
"But I warn you it is not a pleasant one." 

"No matter," I answered, curtly. "It 
may be—prophetic." 

(To be continued.) 

WIDOWS OF THE REVOLUTION. 

Seven Pensioners Whose litiabandi 
Served Under Washington. 

"Seven women are still drawing pen
sions as the widows of men who saw 
active service in the war of the revolu
tion; women whose husbands served 
under Washington more than a hun
dred and twenty years ago," 
writes Clifford Howard in the La
dies' Home Journal. "The eldest 
of these surviving widows of the 
revolution is living at Los Angeles, 
California. She is Mrs. Lovey Aldrich, 
now in the ninety-eighth year of her 
age. Her husband was Private Caleb 
Aldrich, who was born in the year 1763, 
and served as a soldier boy in the New 
England campaigns of the war. Mrs. 
Nancy Jones, of Jonesborough, Tenn., 
whose husband was Darling Jones, a 
private in one of the North Carolina 
regiments, is the youngest of the revo
lutionary widows, being now about 83 
years of age. The other five are Nancy 
Cloud, who is living at Chum, Virginia, 
and is the widow of Sergeant William 
Cloud, of Captain Christian's Virginia 
line; Esther S. Damon, of Plymouth 
Union, Vermont, whose husband was 
Private Noah Damon, of Massachu
setts; Mary Snead, living at Parksley, 
Virginia, widow of 'Private Bowdoin 
Snead; Nancy A. Weatherman, who 
lives at Elk Mills, Tennessee, and 
whose first husband was Robert Glas
cock, a fifer in one of the Virginia regi
ments; and Rebecca Mayo, living at 
Newbern, Virginia, widow of Stephen 
Mayo, a soldier from Virginia. That 
these women can be +1ie widows of 
revolutionary soldiers is readily under
stood in view of the fact that their hus
bands were well on in years when they 
married. As, for example, when Esther 
Sumner married Noah Damon in the 
year 1S35—fifty-two years after the 
close of the war—she was but twenty-
one, while he was seventy-six. The last 
revolutionary widow pensioner who 
had married prior to the close of the 
war, and had therefore actually lived 
during revolutionary times, was Nancy 
Serena, widow of Daniel F. Bakeman. 
She died about twenty-seven years ago, 
only a year or two after her husband, 
who was the last of the revolutionary 
soldiers on the pension roll." 

The Worst of It. 
President Lincoln's reputation as a 

humorist rests largely upon the good 
stories he could tell, or invent, to il
lustrate a point. Sometimes, never
theless, he exhibits himself as n joker 
in another way, as In this ai)eoilote 
narrated by Harper's Round Table: 

One day Lincoln and a certain Judge, 
an intimate friend, were bantering 
each other about horses, a favorica 
topic. Finally, Lincoln said: 

"Well, look here, judge, I'll tell you 
what I'll do. I'll make a horse-trade 
with you, only it must be upon these 
stipulations: Neither party shall see 
the other's horse until it is produce^ 
here in the courtyard of the hotel, and 
both parties must trade horses. If 
either party backs out of the agree
ment he does so under a forfeiture of 
twenty-five dollars." 

"Agreed,." cried the judge, and botli 
he and Lincoln went in search of their 
respective animals. 

A crowd gathered, anticipating some 
fun, and when the judge returned first 
the laugh was uproarious. He led, or 
rather dragged, at the end of a baiter 
the meanest, boniest rib-staring quad
ruped, blind in both eyes, that ever 
pressed turf; but presently Llucoln 
came along carrying over his shoulder 
a carpenter's horse. Then the mirth 
of the crowd was furious. Lincoln 
solemnly set his horse down, and si
lently surveyed the judge's animal 
with a comical look of infinite disgust. 

"Well, judge," he finally said, "this 
is the first time I ever got the worst of 
it in a horse-trade." 

Turned Orer. 
"There is too much system in this 

school business," growled Tommy. 
"Just because I snickered a little the 
monitor turned me over to the teacher, 
the teacher turned me over to the prin
cipal, and the principal turned me over 
to paw." 

"Was that all?" 
"No. Paw turned me over his knee." 

RULED BY THE BANKS 

CONGRESS DANCES WHEN WALL 
STREET FIDDLES. 

Gaee( Carlislc> ct ol. Plan to Contract 

the Currency—Corruptionists Invite 

Revolution—Republican Pledges Not 

Fulfilled—Free Silver Is the Isoue. 

A Bankers' Oligarchy. 
It is clearly evident to the most ob

tuse mind that the country must have 
financial legislation, and that relief 
can only come through that direction, 
but the uppermost question in 
the minds of bankers and brok
ers, Wall street speculators and old 
party politicians, is how to revise the 
laws so as to increase the power of the 
banks and more effectually rivet the 
bonds of slavery on the common peo
ple, while quieting the present crying 
demand for relief. 

A dispatch from Washington says 
that Secretary of the Treasury Lyman 
Gage is preparing a measure to be sub
mitted to Congress. He has sent out 
letters to several hundred leading 
bankers and merchants throughout the 
country and invited suggestions for 
placing the currency on a "sound" ba
sis. It is not more difficult to imagine 
about what conclusion will be arrived 
at by these advisers of Lyman Gage 
than it would to tell what plans would 
be devised by a council of hawks in 
formulating a plan to care for the 
chickens, or a convention of wolves in 
devising methods for guidance of the 
lambs. Mr. Gage invited ex-Secretary 
Carlisle to a conference, and the dis
patches gravely announce that there is 
110 difference whatever in opinion on 
the money question between tkem. 
When Carlisle was Secretary under the 
Cleveland administration and Gage 
was a Chicago banker, they were in 
consultation on all Important questions, 
and it was in these conferences that 
the Chicago banker proved himself the 
sort of man \yhom Wall street could 
trust in McKinley's cabinet. 

These two "financial experts" are 
planning changes in the currency sys
tem of the country and in outline the 
scheme will embrace the gradual re
tirement of greenbacks and a substitu
tion of national bank notes; also allow
ing the national banks to issue to the 
full limit of bonds held instead of only 
90 per cent.; and reducing the tax on 
circulation from 1 per cent, to one-
fourth of one per cent. There will also 
probably be a provision for branch 
banks and the use of State, county and 
city bonds as a basis for note circula
tion. Secretary Gage is already carry
ing out the scheme tor retiring green
backs as far as possible under existing 
laws, by locking them up in the treas
ury, where about sixty millions are 
now being held. Messrs. Gage and 
Carlisle, it is said, also favor limiting 
the denominations of bank notes and 
all other paper money to $10, and sub
stituting silver for all below $10. 

It is now believed that when the 
bankers can reconcile certain jealousies 
existing in their own ranks and agree 
on a plan, it will go through with but 
little contention. As at present consti
tuted, Congress dances whenever Wall 
street fiddles. We are living under the 
shade of a bankers' oligarchy.—Chicago 
Express. 

Get Sometliinc Done. 
Secretary Gage's speech before ; 

Commercial Club at Cincinnati is Still 
being exploited as a hope-giving symp
tom of returning prosperity. It came 
direct from President McKinley; that 
is, the part that forms the symptom 
did, and the thick-and-thin McKinley 
organs over the country are getting bel
licose because the rest of the nation 
doesn't accept the speech as a complete 
fulfillment of all ante-election prom
ises. There is quite a gap, however, 
between speech and action, comments 
the Chicago Journal, and perhaps peo
ple who have been promised one are 
not to be severely censured for refusing 
to be satisfied with the other. 

The present administration has been 
In power for almost three months. Con
gress was called in extra session on 
March 15 and the tariff bill was imme
diately introduced. The makers of it 
promised to have tlig President's sig
nature on it by to-day. The lower 
house dallied with it awhile and sent 
it to the Senate and then it was to be
come a law by July 1. Now it is said 
we are to have this most disquieting 
question settled by August 1. Nothing 
else has been done. A resolution rec
ognizing Cuban belligerency, which 
seemed to promise speedy settlement of 
that question, stops'at the door of the 
House because officially there is no one 
at home. Senators are taking advant
age of the misfortunes of the nation to 
speculate in sugar stock. 

Mt-anwhile the deficit we havo al
ways xv'th us. A flood of importations 
is coming in to take advantage of Wil
son bill rates and adding confusion to 
the already confused figures of the 
revenue calculations. No one knows 
what the tariffs will ultimately be and 
every importer and merchant in the 
country is in suspense. Business is 
waiting to know which way the train 
is going to start. Investments hn^jr 
fire, enterprise is afriaid to take-a-Jfcp 
tn any direction. Capital is timidY^d 
labor suffers from that timidity. a\Vi 
remedy we get Secretary Gajirs 
speech. The country is not out of tffle 
woods by a long distance and its way 
is impeded by the dead timber of tnese 
unsettled questions. No amount of post
mortem promises by Secretary Gage or 
any one else is going to settle the.ai.— 
Joliet News. i 

Selling Children in Connecticut. 
The practice of wife-selling has been 

in vogue in the more benighted lections 
of our country ever since its settlement, 
but it .remained for die wealth;,* and on-
llghtemed State of Connecticut' to com
mence the business of selling Children, 
to keep them from starving. jA West-

ville mother recently sold her 3-ycar-
old daughter for $5. At that rate the 
"land of steady habits" and wooden 
nutmegs ought to do a thriving busi
ness. The probability Is that a trust 
will bo formed to control the output 
and put up prices. The people of Con
necticut have long enjoyed the reputa
tion of being very ingenious; and this 
lia.ppy combination of humanity and 
business in the matter of traffic in hun
gry children oug'ht to, and doubtless 
will, still further enhance her fame.— 
New York Commonwealth. 

The Crisis of Corruption. 
"We best honor the soldier dead by 

an incorruptible purpose to keep the 
republic they gave their lives to save," 
said General Butterworth in his Me
morial Day address, and he added that 
merely paying tribute to those heroes 
in words was a mockery. 

An imperative duty summoned us to 
the living present. We were fast ap
proaching the period foretold by the 
prophets of woe, who had always look
ed upon our government as a doubtful 
experiment. Wealth was corrupting 
and demagogues were pisleading the 
people. "The republic is in more dan
ger to-day than when Fort Sumter was 
fired upon." 

Does that sound like an exaggera
tion? If so, here is an assertion that 
must go home like a dagger thrust to. 
the people: "In almost every municipal 
and State legislature there is an organ
ized banditti that demands tribute and. 
sells legislation." Suppose the same 
forces are at work at the national capi-
tol, at every State capitol, and in every 
great city. Would it be a far cry to a 
revolution? Not unless the American 
people have the hearts of slaves. 

There is a crisis at hand; there is no 
doubt of that. The ex-convict from 
Philadelphia and others who think that 
the mere possession of money entitles 
them to ignore a people's rights will 
have to be taught a lesson. We believe, 
however, that the crisis will be far 
more fatal to tliem than to the people.' 
There will be no danger of such an
other four years of carnage as were: 
ushered in by Fort Sumter. Four 
hours would suffice for these brazen' 
rogues, who are cowards at heart. 

The corruptionists will never fight in 
the open. They will scurry for shelter 
at the first threat of trouble. Probably 
one wholesome example of popular 
vengeance would answer for the entire 
class from Maine to California. But 
that the example is likely to be forth
coming in the very near future can not 
be denied. The bribe-givers and bribe
takers have become so accustomed to 
the hue and cry against them that they 
have learned to despise it, and have 
gone from bad to worse. They flatter 
themselves that they have only words 
to fear, and for these they care noth
ing. 

Like children, who ache for a whip
ping, they will not be satisfied until 
they have gone a little too far. Then 
they will learn that their kind of anar
chy is unpopular, and there will be a 
great clearing of the atmosphere.— 
Farm News. 

Free Silver the Issue. 
What do the Republicans mean 

they talk about "sound money?" They, 
mean gold and nothing but gold. How 
do they propose to get what they want? 
By retiring the greenbacks, which bear 
no interest, and substituting for them 
a currency founded on interest-bearing 
bonds. 

What object has the Republican pa rty 
in view in retiring the greenbacks: 
They desire to reward the plutocrats 
and bondholders for their services iu 
the last Presidential campaign. By is
suing bonds bearing Interest they give 
the speculators a chance to make mon
ey at the expense of tlio people. 

The plain people of the United States 
who pay their taxes and work for a 
living, when they get a chance to do 
so, are not going to be satisfied with 
the "sound money" policy of the admin
istration. They do not beliove in the 
issuing of interest baaring bonds in 
time of peace; they do not believe in 
striking out of use one-half of the hard 
money in this country; they do not be
lieve in destroying the value of silver 
and in making all debts payable in 
gold. 

On the other hand the honest, indus
trious and suffering people of this coun
try have witli them an object lesson 
which teaches more eloquently than 
words the truth that a monometallic 
gold currency Is a curse to the nation. 
They have seen their property so re
duced in value that those who were 
once well-to-do are now poor.—Ex
change. 

Exchnnee lichocn. 
Of all the ridiculous ideas of finance, 

the one declaring that one class of mon
ey should be redeemable in some oth
er kind of money, is the most ridicu
lous.—Constitution, Cuero, Texas. 

The patriotism of the armor plate 
trust becomes badly apparent when it 
is known that it furnishes armor l'or 
foreign warships for $150 per ton while 
it charges our own government $400.— 
The Reasoner. 

Here is our guess on the future: The 
nineteenth century will close and the 
twentieth will open in war and car
nage, the like of which for destruction 
of life and property has not before been 
witnessed.—Globe, Fergus, Minn. 

The State National Bank of Indian
apolis went Republican by a handsome 
majority, last week; and hundreds of 
depositors are in the soup. About forty 
thousand of county and city funds 
caught.—Reform Press, Pueblo, Colo. 

The People's party is in favor of re
form on the money question to the ex
tent that all money shall be absolute 
money, and no dollar to be redeemable 
Tn any other dollar; that every dollar 
shall be issued by the government. No 
other organized party favors this prin
ciple. Therefore the People's party 
will never more have any fusion with 
any paity.—Messenger, Rockdale, Tex
as. -

Question of Union I<abe1. 
Among other things which the Social 

Reform Club in New York has been tryr 

ing to do has been to disseminate in
formation and to influence public opin-
'ion favorably on the union-label ques
tion. The great public which ix" InJ 
trades unions knows much aboufcJjijon 
libels and their effectiveuSj|B in 
strengthening labor organizat\^g^,nd, 
improving the condition of the lawreiv 
But the larger public 6utside of the 
trades unions knows nothing about it, 
and probably has never heard of the 
union label. John N. Bogert, secretary 
of the Greater New York Labor 
League, thinks trades unions bave pass
ed through a siege of trials, overcoming! 
many faults and evils in the struggles 
from weakness to strength, and that 
the union label must pass through the 
same ordeal. Tlie label has been mado 
a power for improvement in three 
trades—the cigarmakers, the hatters 
and the printers—and has been adopted 
by fourteen other unions. It has its 
defects, against which we must strive, 
but it stands for a much wader interest 
than that of the union which issues it. 
In the case of the bakers it is a matter, 
of general public interest when it is a 
guarantee of cleanly conditions, and 
when, as in the clothing trade and cigar 
trade, it is a guarantee againsit^ child 
labor and prison manufacture.. 
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Plea for Public .Works. 

A consistent course to the suppression 
of crime and promoting contentment 
among the unemployed is to inaugurate 
systematic public hnp»ovements, says 
a writer in State's Duty. The streets, 
parks, sewers, roads, rivers, canals, 
swamps, aqueducts and many other 
channels require immediate attention. 
The foolish cry that the State has no 
revenue for such purposes is used by 
some officials and legislators. The( 

amount of unnecessary criminal and 
charitable expense alone would offset 
the cost. If consistent legislation Is 
enacted it will serve as a means of 
economy, and not a draft on the Btato 
treasury. The treasury will neveo.*, 
adapt itself to such a condition. 

Legislation must prepare the. treas
ury, and not the treasury legislation, 
for such work. The same papqjjjiso 
declares that the question of 
ing men from becoming conviof^n^ i'a^ 
more important than to discuss what 
shall be done with the product of their 
labor. 

Miners Fac? a Crisis. 
"We are up against a stone wall," 

said President James W. Carson, of 
the Miners' Union, at the conclusion of. 
the conference of miners and operators 
of northern Illinois at Streator. "If we 
go on a strike in our impoverished con
dition we shall starve, and if we accept 
the ultimatum of the operators we 
shall likewise starve. In such a crisis 
advice is impossible." At the opening 
of the conference the miners brought 
in a proposition of 05 cents per ton 
Streator and corresponding prices in 
other fields—all based on gross weight. 
The operators declined to consider the 
gross weight proposal, and made a 
strong appeal to the miners to accept 
the reduction of about 15 cents per ton 
proposed by them. The miners prepar
ed a scale, making a reduction of Di 
cents per ton, but the operators declinJ 
ed to consider it. 

Verdict in liamaee Suit. 

A novel verdict was returned/ 
jury in Portland, Ore., in the da 
suit of Leo A. Donaugh vs. The City 
and Suburban Railway Company. The 
jury decided that the company pay the 
costs of the suit, furnish Donaugh with: 
a wooden leg and also give him em-, 
ployment. Donaugh was a inotorman, 
and lost his left foot by having it, 
caught in the gearing or cogwheels ofi 
the motor while engaged in "cutting 
out." He claimed the gearing should; 
;have been protected with casings, andj 
'that the company was negligent in not 
having them on the car. 

Labor Notes. 
Frisco has Chinese cigar makers. |i 
Chicago has 100,000 unemployed. 1 

There are 804,087 Bell telephones. 
Gold miners in Alaska get $15 per, 

•^ay. 
Des Moines is to have a municipal 

electric plant. 
Cleveland Boot and Shoe Workers* 

Central Union is dead. 
All Minneapolis municipal stone cut

ting must be done by unionists. 
Chicago Building Trades Council will 

give a monster parade and picnic oj 
Labor day. 

The attorney general of Catf 
has decided that a Frisco street ra\(^Hy 
cannot carry freight. 

Mayor Harrison of Chicago has sign
ed the ordinance requiring that a'.l city 
printing shall bei'.r the union label. 

Mayor Hinchcliffe of Paterson, N. J., 
lias issued an order forbidding brew
ers to drive beer wagouis through tliu 
streets of that town on Sunday. Tlie-
Mayor is himself the largest brewer in 
Paterson. 

The New Hampshire courts bave sus
tained a law by which the State is en
titled to any excess of profits over ten 
per cent., earned by any railroad in the 
State. Under this decision the State 
recovers $750,000 from a single rail
road.—Commonwealth. 

A number otf citizens at Wakefield, 
Mass., bave for the past three month* 
been running a co-opeiraitive grocery 
store. The pJiace Is open twice a week, 
nmd the members take turns in acting 
as storekeeper. Goods are purchased 
i n  B o s t o n  a n d  s o l d  t o  m e m b e r s  a t ,  
ular .prices current In town. 
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