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NEWSPAPER LAWS.

Any ,l;""‘"' who takes the paper regularly from the

Lofiice, whether directed to hisname or whother
subseriber or not, Is responsible for the pay.
The ¢ urts have declded that refusing to take
newspapers and periodicals from the postoffico, or
rom¢ ving and leaving them uncalled for is princ
Juct e anee of INTENTIONAL PRAUD.

SOMETHING TO FORGIVE.

You s=ay: “Such ardent friendship is mis-
taken; if you knew—-""
There! Close your lips and listen:
the sky is clear and blue,

When sun and birds and dew drops make
the big world glad and bright,

‘Would all be half so preclous had there
been no clouds or night?

Would flowers seem so beautiful if sent
from heaven above—

Does not their earthly origin add sympa-
thy to love?

So friendships must be human if on earth
they'd thrive and live—

For what does friendship feed on when
there's nothing to forgive?

When

How could my heart be gentle to’ard a
heart that knew no pain?

Could friendship go on living if its prof-
fered help were vain?

Could I, were I not certain you were only

= human, feel

The tender, sweet compassion that my
words to you reveal?

Oh, say not: “If you only knew—""
Father knows I know;

He left His blessed impress on each hu-
man soul; and so

My loved one must be human while upon
this earth I live—

I'or carthly love grows stronger when
there's nothing to forgive.

—S. W. Gillilan, in Los Angeles Herald.

The

MYSTERIOUS
MISS DACRES

By Mrs. Schuyler Crowninshield.

Copyright 1901, by J. B. Lippincott Co.

CHAPTER V.—CONTINUED.

“Yes, Beldon—Mr. Beldon—came in
from the vestibule and down that
central aisle, and as he was coming
the door opened again, and you came
in  with that tiresome old Dr.
Wynne.”

“My dear,” said I, excusing her in
my heart, because she was so like

“my little Amaranthe—*“my dear,
don’t speak so. e is a dear old gen-
tleman. Highly recommended Dby

President Smith, of the Galtersville

college.”

“Well, if he bored me with the Lost
Tribes as he bores you, I'd get rid of
him mighty sud—I mean as soon as
possible. But to go on, where was
1? Oh, yes, T erouched down behind
the front pew and that man, Beldon,
I think, you said, came down the
aisle. Then you came in and I heard
You all talking. I then felt sure from
the sound of your voices that yon
were coming along to the chancel, so
I simply crawled round the corner,
up the side aisle, and while you were
still talking with the officious man
in the back room I was out of the

‘xdoor and off. Johnny opened the
door for himself, so that I could get
out without it being very apparent.”

“I don't see why you hid,” said I.

“Why, from Mr. Beldon. I told you
I was averse to meeting him. I don’t
like his looks at all. 1 won't know
him—simply won’'t! I never saw
¥ many old churches,” continued Miss
Dacres, musingly. “Out in India they
are mostly temples, and such things,
but——"

“So you have been in Indin,” T said.
“You have traveled a greai deal for
8O young a %

“Did I say India,
careless I am. I didn’t mean to tell
You now. Perhaps I will sometime,
all about it. In our Wisconsin home
we hadn’t, of course, any old
churches, and after mother died
father took me abroad with him.”

“When you came here yon said
that your mother was in town—in
the city, I mean—and that your
brother brought out your slippers.”

*Yes, you dear old thing,” said she,
stroking my knees with her thin
brown hand, “I know I did. I was so
&ufrnid that you would turn me adrift,

and I had really nowhere to go. 1
said I was married, too, at least I
spoke of my little chap at school!
No such good luck for me. Can you
forgive me?”
¢ “Poor child!” As I spoke a tear
'druppv(l from my eye upon her yellow
curls.

“Don’t cry,” she said. “Don’t cry
for me.” She got up on her knees
and stroked my cheeks. “It may be
better some day.” She winked very
hard and bit her lip. “I really
haven't any mother. That is just a
good woman who took me in, but her
married daughter came home with
two children and I had to leave. I
could send you to her any time. She
would tell you the same. And that
man—well, his name was Waldemar,
but he wasn’t my brother. 1 am
going to confess all about it. He is
that kind woman’s daughter’s hus-
band. She sent him out here with
my slippers. They are plain people,
and queer sort of people, but I'd
trust thera as 1 would myself. 1
knew you would not like it, and, in
fact, I didn't like it any too well my-
self. What do you think he did? He
threw gravel against my windows.
Now, did you ever hear of such a
thing?—calling a respectable girl in
tthnt way? Did you hear anything?”

“I didn’t hear the gravel,” said 1.

“Then I needn’t have told you,” she
laughed. *“I was so ashamed when
You discovered it, I wrote to his
mother that when she had anything
more to send or any message, or
anything, she must send her son
out in the daytime; but he is em-
nloyed in an automobile factory, as
I veld you—that is all true—and he
can't very well get away in the day.”

1 Started, for just here T thought
¥ heard a faint rumbling sound be-
neatlh the place where we were sit-
ting,. “\What is that noise?” I ex-

claimipd.
“Nojse?

2 .

really? How

I don’t hear any.”

.

“Yes, underneath us, in the cellar.
It sounds like a rumbling.”

“Dear me! Dear me!” she jumped
up from the floor and began to
scream nervously. ‘“Perhaps we're
going to have an earthquake. We
had one out in—" She ran to the
cellar door, making a great deal of
noise as she went, and flung it wide,
“Is there anyone there?” she called.
“Come and listen for yourself, Mrs,
Brathwaite. Come and listen for
Yourself.”” The rumbling had ceased.

“I certainly heard a noise,” said I.

“Well, you ought to know your

own cellar. You will make me
afraid to sleep if you say such
things.”
“Let us go down and see,” 1 sug-
gested,
She hesitated, and then said:

“Well, if you wish, but it's
draughty. 0-0-o-h! I'm
already.”

Now, I had the beginning of a cold,
caught suddenly, T feared, in the old
church, and for that reason I hesi-
tated also to go down into that
gloomy vault. I did, however, push
myself a little way down, and then,
as if I had seen them for the first
time, “Why! what is this?” said T,
and I reached out my hand and took
from the wall the suit of men's
clothes.

At this my boarder seated herself
upon the top step, put her hands
over her face, and burst into tears.

“They’re Jim’'s,” she said. “They’re
Jim’s,”

“Don’t, my dear. don’t.
agitate yourself so terribly.”

She shook all over her spare form.
Her voice came muffled from between
her fingers. There was no doubt
about her grief being serious. “It
seems as if I were suspected and
hounded every step I take. I'm sure
I have only good intentions. I have
no wish to do anything wrong, but,
dear Mrs. Brathwaite, just remem-
ber that I have had no mother. You
know what that means to a girl—no
mother! Poor Jim! It might not
have happened if she had not died
and left us. Jim’s clothes are all
that I have left of him, and I kept
them. I could not bear to give them
away. I have heard of women being
blamed for not giving away their
baby’s clothes, after they died, to
poor people. I feel as if Jim had
been my baby, my dead baby. Jim!
dear, dear Jim!” Her tears were
very honest tears.

I came to the top step and gath-
ered the girl in my arms. *“There!
don’t ery,” said I. *“Don’t ery.”

“Stop, dear lady,” said she, brush-
ing away her tears hurriedly, *I
must hang up poor Jim's clothes
again. 1 didn't think you'd mind. T
hung them there to keep them free
from moths.” I wanted to take her
in my arms and say “Little Amar-
anthe, little Amaranthe.” She looked

very
shivering

Do not

so thin and helpless and woe-
begone. She hung the clothes upon
their nail with many a sigh and

heave of the Wbreast. Her sor-
row was so real that my heart ached
for her. I went back into the room,
and in a moment she joined me.
“How good you are to me,” she said.
My own eyes were brimming as I
put my hands on her shoulders and
looked into hers, and I said it:

“Little Amaranthe! little Amaran-
the!”

“What do you mean?" said she sud-
denly, the color flushing her cheeks.
She stared at me like one seeing an
apparition.

“Ah, little Amaranthe, you don't
remember me. You don’t remember
Wibby, who used to teach you when
yYou were a little tot.”

She put her hand to
“Say that again,” said she.

“Wibby, Wibby, who used to teach
you.”

‘Let me think,” said she.
think. I seem to see—oh! was it a
great white house? Was there a ri-
otously lovely garden? Did we do
lessons out under a tree? Was there
a great dog, and a cow that 1 used
to fondle? Were there two ladies
there, and a little ore, who always
came with the books 2

*Yes, yes,” whispered I, as my
tears streamed fast. “It was like
that. What you say is proof enough
for me. I am Sophronia Willoughby
who used to teach you, my dearest
little girl.”

*So you are Wibby ?” said she. “Is
it a wonder that 1 did not know you?
How you have changed?”

"Yes,” said I, with a sigh. “I have
indeed changed. How could 1 help
it in 16 years? Do you remember
your aunts?

“Yes,” said she. “They were my
aunts, were they not, those two
ladies? Then there was mother and
an uncle. Was his name—-"

“David,” said I. *“Don’t

her head.

“Let me

you re-

member your Uncle David, David
Darlington?”
“Was it David?” she asked. “Was

it my Uncle David? I knew that my
name was Darlington. It was the
name we had in Madras. After
futher died I had to do something.
Father died very poor.”

“But how was that?” I asked. “He
was a rich man.”

“I don't like to say things against
dear daddy,” she laughed—a sad little
laugh—*“but to tell you the truth,
Mrs. Brathwaite dear, father was a
confirmed gambler. He died when 1
was 15 years old, and I have been sup-
porting myself ever since.”

“With the great Youse standing up
there on the hill,” I ecried, “and
enough and to spare.”

“Are those my Darlingtons?” she

asked in an awe-struck voice. “Are
those my people? I cannot believe
it. Oh, to be at home at last! Not

to have to work any more, to be taken
care of!™ and she burst into hysteri-
cal tears.
“And why did you never write?”
“I did write atter father died, but
1 never received any answer. Then
dre consul wrote, but he was un-

i open
| night

successful also. T thought that they
must all have died. Father had told
me that he had taken all that be-
longed to him, and I felt that I had
no rights, that perhaps they did not
want me, would not welcome me.”

“Why did you change your name?”
I cried—*"oh, why?"”

“Oh, to Dacres?
my father.”

“You forget, my dear, I did know
your father.”

“Very well, then, you know how he
hated the ideca of one of his family
working for a living. He had very
grand ideas, had daddy. He said of-
ten and often that no one of the
Darlington family should disgrace his
name or him by working for a liv-
ing.”

“Yes,"” said I, “those were exactly
Ilugene Darlington’s ideas. I have
heard him express himself in that
way fifty times or more.”

“But what was I to do? 1 had no
friends—no one to take care of me.
I went first to England with an Eng-
lish family as nursery governess.
When I Jeft them I went into an Eng-
lish hospital. I learned to be a
trained nurse. I took the name of

If you had known

Dacres. It came into my head, I
don’t know how. TFather had been
persistent about the honor of his

name, and here I am, as Josephine
Dacres, at your service.”

“Josephine Amaranthe Dacres,” I
corrected her.

*Yes, Josephine Amaranthe, but not
Dacres—Darlington at last, thank
God!”

As I lay thinking of it all, after I
was in bed, T remembered that 1 had
not asked her how she came to have
a brother. I had never heard of any
son having been born to Eugene Dar-
lington. I must ask her about it in
the morning.

And now it seemed to me that the
time had come when I should take the
ladies into my confidence. I began a
series of visits to them.

Each time that I went to the Hall
I took with me a copy of a letter,
the words traced in the hand of Miss
Elizabeth, Miss Evelyn, or their dead
Lrother David. How Miss Elizabeth
wept over them, and how sweet Miss
IEvelyn sobbed over them, until the
ink in which I had copied them was
faded and blurred with their remin-
iscent tears.

And now the summer flowers were
bursting into bloom. The country
was, [ thought, at its best. Every-
thing gave promise of a delightful
season. It was the latter part of
June, about a week, perhaps, after
my interview with Miss Dacres, that
there came a sudden change from
warm to hot weather. My room was
not under the attic, which acted as
an air chamber, and it became so
Lheated that one would have thought
it was midsummer.

On the hottest night of all, T lay on
my bed fanning myself and trying to
fall into a doze. It was useless, and
remembering the cool horsehair of
our old sofa in the parlor, I got up,
opened my door very gently, so as not
to disturb Aunt Jane Mary, and went
down the stairs. The parlor door
was open, and I slipped into the
room. There was enough of glimmer
from the moon to show me my way.
[ groped past the table to the sofa.
Ah, how invitingly cool it was! I
lay down under the window fanning
myself for a half hour or so, and
finally awoke to the fact that 1 was
not growing cool but chilly. T was
just about to get up and take a shawl
from the hall hat-rack when I heard
a step upon the piazza. Now, the
window was open, and 1 felt sure
that in another moment some mid-
night marauder would be crawling

I LEANED OUT AS FAR AS I COULD
AND WATCHED.

over me and into the room. 1 was
terribly frightened. Ile might show
a dark lantern at any instant. Then
what would be my fate? I slid soft-
Iy from the sofa and crept to the in-
ner side of the room, to the recess
behind the organ, which stood across
the corner. Here 1 crouched and
waited.

“Jo!™ 1 heard, “Jo!™ and then in
a little louder tone, “Jo, are you
here?” Then a light streamed into
the room. There was a grunt of an-
noyance on account, 1 knew, of the
discovered nature of the room, and
the light was withdrawn. I heard
the footsteps go along the piazza and
past the hall door. 1 hardly knew
what to do. I thought of running to
Mr. Beldon’s room and knocking on
the door, and then I remembered
suddenly that which I was always
forgetting, that he spent his nights
at the newspaper oftice. There was
no one to protect us but an old and
feeble man upstairs, locked in his
room, difficult to awaken perhaps, or
Baldy Towner, who was sound asleep
over the stable. To reach him I must
unlock the back door and eross the
yard. I might meet this mid-
prowler anywhere outside of
the house,

As I listened, 1T hearvd a tapping o,
«Tre window farther along the piazza.
HMe was not trylng the front door,
taen? 1 crept out from my place of

concealment, and, kneeling on the
sofa, 1 leaned out of the window as
far as T could and watched. Then I
heard a second tapping, and after a
few minutes the window was gently
raised. There was a short conversa-
tion, and the figure disappeared
within the opening. I leaned out as
far as I could, wondering where Bill
could be. He had always slept with
one eye open just in front of the hall
door, and no one could so much as
lay a finger on the gate latch without
his deep growl sounding in my ear.
[ strained my eyes; Bill certainly
was not there.

Bill, dear old Bill! They knew
your faithfulness, but they also knew
your greediness, as  the following
morning  showed me, when Baldy
Towner, with real tears in his eyes,
came and beckoned me to the back
door. There lay my dear old dog,
stiff and cold, a meat bone stained
with green powder lying near, proof
of his too trusting natuve,

I crept out through the dark hall,
and going close to Miss Daeres’ door,
put my ear to the keyhole and lis-

tened. T heard voices talking,
though hardly, above a whisper;
there  were more than two; it

seemed to me that I heard three, but
so nervous had I become that I could
not place them or say if I had ever
heard them before. Sometimes I
thought that one of them sounded
like Mr. Beldon’s. I fancied that I
heard Miss Dacres’ soft tones, and
my heart sank like lead! Perhaps,
though, she was pleading for her life.
Of course, I knew that Mr. Beldon
could not be there, that he was away
in the city, working over his articles

for the next day's paper. Then I
heard a movement within, and a
door was unbolted and a light

streamed from under the door of
Mr. Beldon’s room. So this was the
way in which Miss Dacres disposed
of her midnight visitors! Such was
my sudden change of mind. She used
Mr. Beldon's room while he was
away!

I started up and went swiftly to
the door of my lower-back. As I
reached it, T saw that a figure was
there before me. It came suddenly
upon my sight. It stood oa the
farther side of the door and leaned
down with its ear to the keylole.
As I came close, it raised its head,
and at the same time clasped my
wrist with a wiry grip of iron.

[To Be Continued.)

A Gentleman Beast.
Representative Lacey, of lowa, has
contributed to the Congressional Rec-
ord the following essay on the Buf-
falo:

“The buffalo was the noblest of
all the wild animals that inhabited
this continent when America  was

discovered.

“The ages in which this wonder-
ful ereature was evolved into his pe-
culiar form and size are inconceivable
in duration. How admirably he was
adapted to life upon the western
plains. When he had fed he traveled
with his fellows in long lines, single
file to the favorite watering place.
The herd did not spread abroad and
trample down and destroy the grass
in such a journey, but in long ané
narrow trails the journey was made.
and when the drinking place was
reached and thirst was sated, the buf-
falo never defiled the pool in which he
drank.

“He was a gentleman among
beasts, just as the game hog is a
beast among gentlemen.”—Cleveland
Leader.

Drew on Father for IHis Engliah.

In a public school down in th? eaz-
ond ward is an ambitious Italiam oy
named Michael Angelo Matasio Mi-
chael is doing his best to maste the
English language. His efforés, it
would appear, are being seconded, al-
though quite unintentionally by his
father, who is able {o give expres-
sion to his feelings iv Iuglish, which,
if broken and inelc 3ant, {3 neverthe-
less  to the point an® vigorous.  Tha
other day young M:2hsel's teacher
asked the class to write 2 sentence to
include the word disarmtrge. The
word is in advance of #Aw ltalian
boy's stock of English, a7t he was
sorely puzzled, but too pro™? to cen-
fess the fact. Later he hanw'Zd up a
paper on which was ssxiten 1z reund,
boyish characters: ‘*SWhen a fodda
light the fire in the csorning Le ruya,
‘Damma-dis-a-range. ' — Philadelphia
Telegraph.

Accepted Wrond Stde Up,

They are telling i+ Paris art cir-
cles an amusing and somewhst ecuri-
ous experience that Jefelr 2 2~ertain
F'rench painter. He %ad gene to the
salon accompanied B> a friend who
had been instrumenfe! fn procaring
the acceptapce of th® artist’s work.
When the painter cawe near his pic-
ture L» exclaimed: '‘'Heal gracious!
You are exhibiting My pictuce the

wrong side up!” “Hash!" vis the
reply. “The commitinre rejected it

ondon #ail.

the other way up.'™

Only a Lii¥e.

A little six-year-add esuld not be
induced to go into th® ocean. One
day his father offered Tim 350 certs
if he would put on his »sathing suit
and get wet all over. “lasping his
arms around his father$ eck, he
consented.  After myuel  shivering
and trembling he was wa* about two
inches over his ankles, w¥en he ex-
claimed:  “Papa! 1 guess~T-—will—
only-—take—ten— cents’—wyath—this
time."—Detroit Free Press,

Thought He Wax nn Angel,

“Did papa "jave wines whep *p was
\ : P2

a little boy?" inquired Johney, inno-

cently.,
“Of  courss ncey,”  replisd  his
| mother, “Whit =.akes you ash such

L)

ra silly guestioy ?

Cause he tolil me he used to like
to go to school.”—\Woman's Home
Companion.

THEIR KNIVES IN HAND.

Bemocratic Clnnsmen Are Preparing
for the Presidential Nomi-
nation Fray.

It is cold-blooded business, this of
starting booms for democratic presi-
dential nominees merely to see *how
the people take them” and what
chances there are for making a real
fight. It begins to look as though
much of the recent talk about Judge
’arker, of this state,has been indulged
in simply as a “feerer” to ascertain
the sentiment of the party toward him,
says the Troy (N. Y.) Times. And it
turns out that he is by no means a
unanimous choice. A correspondent
of the St. Louis Globe-Democrat, who
seems to be quite near the democratic
heart of things in that locality, writ-
ing from Chicago, gives much interest-
ing inside information. He dismisses
the Parker boom rather curtly, say-
ing it has come to a quick end, as the
response to the “feeler” put forth in
the east has not been encouraging.
Only three of the democratic national
committee expressed a preference for
the judge. The correspondent re-
marks:

‘“The New Yorkers seem to understand
that an unknown man llke Parker cannot
possibly make the appeal to the west
which it Is absolutely necessary should be
made in order to hol@ out to the party
workers any hope of a victory. A signifi-
cant part of the recent poll of the national
democratic committee was the expression
of Norman E. Mack, of Buffalo, the New
York committeeman. Mr. Mack was abso-
lutely noncommittal on the proposition,
and it was.noticeable that he was much
less enthusiastle in his praises of Judge
Parker as a man than were the committee-
men of some other states, who have proba-
bly never met the judge. It is stated here
that there {s considerable quiet opposition
among New York politiclans to the nomi-
nation of Parker, and that ex-President
Cleveland is among those who do not look
with favor upon such a nomination. Mr.
Cleveland, as was stated in this corre-
spondence some weeks ago, would rather
have Olney nominated than any other man
whose name has been mentioned in con-
nection with the selection. Already it is
given out from democratic sources that
the election of Judge Parker to the bench
was no indication of his extraordinary
strength (n that state.”

Meanwhile we are told that the
Cleveland crowd is in dead earnest in
efforts to secure the nomination of
Richard Olney, while Mr. Bryan is try-
ing to magke Mayor Carter Harrison, of
Chicago, his residuary legutee. If Har-
rison is again elected mayor in March
next it is regarded as certain that Mr,
Bryan will bring him forth before the
next national convention as the Bryan
candidate for the head of the ticket—
provided, of course, that Mt. Dryan
himself does not aspire to that honor,
and it would not be at ull strange if he
did.

All of which is highly interesting as
tending to show what is going on in
democratic circles. It looks as though
the final line-up in the democratic con-
test would be between Bryanismin the
west and south and Clevelandism in
the east. And how each would love
oand support the other, whichever won!

GROWTH OF PHILIPPIME TRADE

Gratifylng Improvement in Busineay
Conditions in Our Nevv
‘ferritory.

Although conditions in some purtn of
the Philipine archipelago are not prose
perous, owing to everts beyond human
control, there is evidence of gratifying
improvement in the condition of the
archipelago as.a whole, in the increase
in the export trade that isshownin the
Jatest statement compiled by the bu-
reau of insular affairs, says the Albany
Journal.

For the month of September, which
is the latest period concerning which
statistics are available, the export
trade of the islands amounted to $3.
589,535, which makes the recoid for
any month that has elapsed since the
United States took posseszion of the
islands,

The total value of Philippine exports

| for five months is 319,235,018, against

$18,860,708 for the corresponding period
of the previous year.

Imports, too, have increased. In Sep-
tember last those of merchandise
amounted to $2,785,009, or about $500,-
000 more than in September of 1901.
This shows that the purchasing power
of the Filipinos has increased, despite
the unfortunate happenings that have
temporarily impoverished certain dis-
tricts,

Barring the unforseen, there should
be henceforth steady increase in the
trade of the Philippines, and especially
their trade with the United States,
soon to be facilitated by the establish-
ment of communication Ly cable,
should develop healthy growth.

No Rejoleing Over Teller.

It will be noticed that the demo-
cratic papers of the country at large
are not jubilating over the reelection
of Senator Teller. They are saying
that he is not a democrat anyhow, and
that his vote will not be cast for demo-
cratic policies. Teller pretended to be
a republican during all the days in
which he was a power of any conse-
quence in legislation, but he has been a
democrat in the past two years, so he
has confessed, and the country has a
right to take his words for this. He
has entered democeratic caucuses from
the beginning of the present congress,
He has called himself a demoerat all
this time. His immediate friends in
Colorado call him a demwocerat. And
yet Teller's victory is not much of a
trinmph for him or for the party with
which he has allied himself. He re-
ceived a bare majority of the legisla-
ture, and this majority was due to the
large number of hold-over members in
one branch of the legislature, whom
the voters, in the recent election, could
not get at. If all the members of the
legislature had been chosen in tie
election of 1902 the republticans wouid
have had a large majority, and Teller
would have been defeated.—3$t. Louis
Globe-Demoerat.

PLANS OF JUDGE PARKER.

The New York Democratic Possibility
Takes Mention of His Name
Seriously.

Judge Alton B. Parker, of New
York, during the recess of the courtof
appeals a few months hence, is to make
a tour of the southern states, and de-
liver addresses in several of them.
This shows that. the judge takes the
mention of his name with the nomina-
tion of 1904 seriously, says the St.-
Louis Globe-Democrat. Early in 1892
David B. Hill made & similar pilgri-
mage to the south, where the senti-
ment. was supposed to be strongly in
his favor for the nomination that
Year. As a preliminary to the boom
which was to be started for him in
the south, Hill got up his early state
convention, which met in February
of that year, and which was to commit
New York to him for the candidacy
in the national convention to be held
a few months later.

Hill accomplished nothing by his
“snap” convention and his southern
crusade. Will Judge Parker have bet-
ter fortune? Possibly he may. The
judge is an unknown in politics, and
as such he has charms for the demo-
cratic politicians, who are anxious to
get 2 man whe can carry the country
on any sort of a device or subterfuge.
He is personally a genial and popular
man, but he has made no political
record of any consequence! He sup-
ported Bryan in 1896 and 1900, which
may be a merit in the eyes of western
democrats, but this consideration is
not calculated to arouse any enthusi-
asm among the democrats of New
York, New Jersey, Connecticut and the
rest of the old doubtful states of the
east, which will have to be carried
by the democrats, if they are to win
the presidency.

Much interest is taken in Parkerin
the south. Many of the newspapers
and politicians in that region have pro-
posed him for the presidency. chiefly on
the ground that he has made no po-
litical record at all, he is more avail-
able than the experienced men of all
elements of their party, all of whom
have made too much of a record for
their own political good. Undoubtedly
Parker’s tour will attract the coun-
try's attention. While the republic-
ans are not afraid of any aspirant who
is mentioned in connection with' the
democratic ecandidacy, they are nat-
urally interested in anybody who has
any chance for carrying the democrat-
ic convention. The judge’s coming
swing round the cirele will get some
space in the republican as well as the
democratic journals.

LEGISLATION AGAINST TRUSTS.

Important Casxes T'non Which Con-
gress Has Passed and Others
on the Way,

Tt looks nmow as if congress might
enact important anti-trust legislation
at this sessi jmportant meas-
CremdiitnTilendy pusseu Lol houses
and is now in conference committee
with every prospect of becoming a law
in a short time. There is a provision
in the bill to create a department
of commerce, which provides for a
bureau of corporations in that depart-
ment, with a commissioner in charge
who shall have power to require re-
ports from corporations engaged in
interstate commerce, to investigate
their organization and business meth-
ods, to compel testimony and to en-
force publicity. This provision embod-
ies the features of one of the bills pre-
pared by Attorney General Knox,
which proposed to conferthe power on
a special committee which this provi-
sion confers on the commissioner of
corporations. It ig a part of the ad-
ministration plan of anti-trust legis-
lation, says the Indianapolis Journal,

Another part of t_lw_:y}mfgﬁ:s(r:,\_tion
plan, as embodied in a Bill drawn by
the attorney general, was to forbid
the giving or taking of railroad re-
bates, or the departing from published
rates by a carrier through any device
whatever, and giving the courts civil
and criminal jurisdiction over the sub-
jeet, both to restrain such practices
and to punish them. This feature is
embodied in the FElkins bill, which
passed the senate.

A third measure suggested by the
attorney general was a bill to expe-
dite the hearing and determination of
cases under the Sherman anti-trust
law. Several important cases are now
pending in the courts, including the
Northern Securities case, the beef
trust case and the railroad injunction
suits. It isimportant that these cases
should be heard and decided as soon
as possible, and the attorney general
suggested that the courts be directed,
upon the motion of the attorney gen-
eral, to advance such cases, and that
they might be appealed directly {o
the supreme court of the United States
without the delay of an intermediate
appeal to the cireuit court of appeals.
All these provisions were embodied
in another bill introduced by Senator
Elkins, and passed by the senate, Thus
it will be seen that all of the sugges-
tions of the attorney general are well
advanced towards enactment. The one
embodied in the department of com-
mered act is sure to become a law in
a few days, and the other two, which
have just passed the senate, will prob-
ably pass the house.

t>Those papers which are attributs
ing to the protective features of the
sugar duty the present magnitude of
the sugar trust, as it is ealled, are ig-
norant of the facts. The high duty on
sugar is on raw sugar, but the duty on
refined sugar is only eight cents per
100 pounds, orabout two per cent. ‘The
sugar trust grew up by combining
nearly all the refineries and comj elling
its customers to purchase all their
sugarof the trust and sell at the trust’s
I niires —!ndianapolis Journal,
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