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T THE WINDOW.

Three times have these sig-
nificant words come. And
three times has Death fol-
lowed in their wake..

To the three victims who have each
In turn received this strange mes-
sage of death.there may be added a
fourth, a brother of!two .of those who
have already died and a nephew of
the third whose life bas been'taken,
declares the New York World.' He,
in fact, lives with the fear of death so
strong in his heart that no amount of
assurance can dissipate it.

To the words of those who seek to
allay the fear.that is slowly but sure-
ly overpowering him; that is making
of a strong man a weakling, his an-
swer is always the same: .

“l am as a hand that Is hopelessly
ralsed when Death’s -Ickle Is swing-
'n' ”

It s an answer familidr to the ears
ot.those who know of the bloody ven-
dettas of Sicily. And it“is an answer
most fitting; for the man stands in
fear of a Sicillan Vendetta.

Crimes Justice Cannot: Rueh.

No crime or serles of crimes, has
presented’ in years all the strange,
mysterious, well-nigh {nexplicable
features that are found in the Cardi-
nelli vendetta, as it 'has come to be
known. Three times has the assassin
or assassins sent one message, a warn-
ing of approaching death, and three
times has Death approached, struck
and made his escape.. 3

It 18 now seventeen years and a few
months since the Cardinelli family
Jeft a little town in the southern part
of Siclly. There was the father, Fran-
cesca. his wlife, his brother Giovanni,
and his three sons, Giuseppe, Bar-
told! and Vincenzo. Francesca,  his
wife and Vincenzo are still alive. The
others are dead and it is Vincenzo
who stands, as he says, “like a hand
that is helplessly raised when Death's
sickle s swinging.”

Another, there was, who left Sicily

‘about the same time as did the Car-

dinellis. He was a friend. In Sicily
he had been a neighbor. In this coun-
try he again became a neighbor and
the friendship of the olden days was
renewed.

Others, too, from time to time, left
their farms, their homes, and sold
their household belorgings and jour-
neyed to the land where things were
free, where money was plentiful and
where one might llve without work-
ing.

Story of The Other.

And the others had known the Car-
dinellis and the Other. who, in this
story at least, mnst go unnamed.
‘What, then, more natural than that
the Cardinellis, the Other, and the
others be friends here in the country
of their adoption? And so it was,

That much the police have learned
in their efforts to solve the mystery
of the Cardinelll vondetta.

It is not so many’ years ago that
New York was startled as it had sel-
dom been before or since by a pecu-
liarly atrocious murder. The victim’'s
body was discovered, jammed in a
barrel, in the early hours of the morn-
fng.

The “barrel mystery,” as it has ever
since been known. was by no means
easy of solution, It took the trained
sleuths many weary hours of pains-
taking work to finally trace the vic-
tim’s history to Buffalo, and eventu-
ally to lay their hands upon the men
whom they had charged with the
crime. 5
Finally Found Solution.

The success that did crown the ef-
forts of the police in that case came

PROMOTER SETS UP A WAIL

Mr. Boggs Declares Great Chance Is
Missed In Not Using Catacombs
as Subway.

“Well, Mr. Boggs,” sald the lady
with the gold lorgnettes, as the com-
pany gathered at the dinner table after
a strenuous day in the Eternal city,
according to Harper's Weekly, “what
do you think of Rome?"

“] haven't begun to think, madam,”
sald  Boggs, wearily, “1 haven’t had
time.”

“What have you seen?”’ asked the
student of human nature.

“I don’t know,” said Boggs.
my Baedecker with that old taxi
brigand who drove me home. Just
where I left off when the whistle blew
I couldn’t possibly tell you, but I think
we were ambling along somewhere on
"the 432d page when I lost conscious-
ness. The last thing I remember we
were standing In a dark and muddy
gubway called the catacombs, and
gomebody was saying something about
them, I didn’t exactly catch what, his
'English was 8o sort of tired, but any-

“I left

Vincerzzo C‘ara’me/// ey

about through their knowledge of a
violent quarrel that had taken place
within the innermost circles of a des-
perate band of counterfeiters. While
all had gone smoothly the murderers
and the victim of the ‘“barrel” case
had been friends. The moment there
arose a sign of trouble the first step
was to seal forever the lips of the
victim who knew and who was angry
and who might tell:

And In the Cardinelli vendetta the

‘golution, if it is ever found, will be

found by precisely the same methods.

There came a time about four years
ago wken the Other seemed to grow
tired .of ‘the ways in which the Car-
dinellls were doing things. The others
evidently sided with uJie Other. The
gang was broken up.

It was only a short time after that
a friend of the Cardinellis, one they
had made since they came to this
country, received a blackmailing let-
ter from the Black Hand. The man
was sore troubled.

In hls first moments of apprehen-

'sion he went to Gluseppe Cardinelli,

whom he ‘trusted, and tcld him. Glu
seppce’ needed. but a single glance at
the Black Hand letter to krcw from
whom it came.

Straight to the Other went Gluseppe.
He told bhim the man he was trying
to blackmall was a friend of the Car-
dinellis and that he must leave the
man alone. The Other only smiled.

%A week or so later Giuseppe recelv-

ed a Black Hand letter warning him
to mind his own business. That was
the beginning of the Cardinelli ven-
detta.
" Then came the first letter of warn-
ing. Giuseppe and his young wife
and baby lived at 241 Hamilton ave-
nue, Brooklyn. One day the mail man
brought a sealed, bedraggled looking
letter to the house. When Giuseppe
opened it he turned pale, and without
a word walked out of the house.

Only six words stared out at him
across the single page of note paper
on which the letter was writtne. But
the words were a message of death.

All that met the gaze of the man
who was already dead was this short
but terrible message.

“You will die—at the window.”

And Giuseppe Cardinelli did dle,
though not at the window. It was less
than twenty-four hours after the let-
ter came to his house that the Other
and two or three of the others came
to his house. On their faces were
smiles. In thelr brown eyes was no
sign of anger. They had come, said
the Other, that they might talk things
over.

Lured to His Death.

“It was not good that they
be enemies,” sald the Other. *“Each
knew too much of the others. Would
not Giuseppe come out of the house,
take a little walk and talk things
over?”

Giuseppe did. He kissed his wife
and his baby and went out with the
men. An hour later the body of him
who had been Giuseppe Cardinelli was
found on a bench in Coffey park,
Brooklyn. A sharp knife had all but
severed the head, an equally sharp
stiletto had found its way into a dozen
different places on the body.

The police conducted an energetic
search for the murderer or murderers
of Giuseppe, but their efforts were
seemingly fruitless.

The Cardinellls were not inactive.
They did not need to guess who had
done the deed. They knew. The Oth-
er and the others, they were the ones.

Giovanni, the uncle, was the most
active of all the Cardinellis in his ef-
forts to avenge the death of his

should

how 1 wasn’t at all impressed. We'd
been in there not less than forty min-
utes, and nary a train of any kind
that I could see run through in all
that time; and even it there had been
I should not have tried to get aboard,
because as far as I could find out they
don’t run to any place [ have the least
desire to go to.”

The student of
laughed.

*l guess not,” sald he. *There are
only two stations on the Catacomb
subway, and they are both terminals.”

“So I understand;” sald Boggs, “and
for the time being nelther of them ap-
pealed to me. Besldes, even if I had
wanted to go to one end of the line or
the other, [ couldn’t have done so, for
the very good reason that there were
no ticket offices in sight.”

The lady with the gold lorgnettes
interposed at this point

“You are aware, of course, Mr.
Boggs,” said she, “that there are no
trains running through the cata-
combs?”

“That's what they told me, madam,”
sald Boggs, “and it was just that that
disgusted me with them. Great Jupi-

human nature

nephew. How he did it he would not
tell the police, but Giovanni got word
from the Other that he must dle.

“You will die—at the window,”
the message,

Giovanni was not frightened. "It is
the Other,” he gald, “but I will do to
him what he would do to me.” Brave
words, but empty.

Police Could Do Nothing.

Two weeks to a day, or Jan. 18
1909, after Glovanni received his word
of warning, he was sitting beside the
frosted windows in the rear of the lit-
tle poolroom he maintained at 28
Coles street, Brooklyn, when he was
shot dead.

Quickly the police reached the spot.
Back across the yard whence came
the shot that had killed Giovann! went
the police, straight to a house front-
ing on the next street. But there the
trail stopped.

But if the police did not know then,
they do now, that the Cardinellis
knew who had fired the shot, even
though they would not tell.

“It is the wqrk of the Other,”
the Cardinellis.' “The Other
die.”

Little i{s known just how much the
Cardinellis have retaliated against
their enemies. Yet no great stretch
of imagination {s required to picture
the other side of the story.

Back no later than March of this
vear a particularly sinister-looking Si-
cilian was found lying badly wounded
in the gutter of a street in the Latin
quarter of St. Louis. In his body were
forty-three distinct knife wounds.

It was days before the police of St.
Louis were eyen able to force the man
to tell his name and admit that he
had come from New York. Other
than that he would not tell. Why or
how he had been injurced, of that he
would not speak. Who had attacked
him? He knew, but he would not tell.

“] know; and I fix him,” was all he
would say.

In due course of. time, thanks to
good nursing and a marvelous consti-
tution, the man recovered and left the
hospital. The next day he disap-
peared from St. Louis.

The Cardinelll Side.

Was that one incident in the other
side of the Cardinelll vendetta? The
police say it was.

Were it not, how, ask the police,
did the Cardinellis in New York know,
even before a word was published in
any newspaper, that the Other had
been stabbed forty-three times in a
street of St. Louis? For the injured
man was the Other.

And then came the third warning to
the Cardinellls.

Bartholdi Cardinelll Mved in a mod-
est flat house at 344 E. 21st street,
New York. Right next door lived his
father, his mother and his brother.

Two years and more had passed
since the death of Giovanni. In the
interim the Cardinellis had escaped all
harm. The vendetta for them, at
least, had apparently ceased to exist.

And then came the warning:

“You will dile—at the window.”

The message did not seem to Inter-
fere with Bartholdi's occupation as a
barber.
went, apparently as care-free as any
man could possibly be."

Bartholdi even dared to sit on the
front steps of, the house in which he
lived in the early hours of the even-
ings. But once he set foot across the
threshold of his own home—then all
was changed. There, and there only,
did danger lurk for him.

For two weeks Bartholdl Cardinel-
1i’s form never showed at a window of
his home, either by day or by night.
And then came—death.

The night was particularly hot. The
small rooms of the flat were stuffy
and oppressive. Suddenly Bartholdi
rose from his chair, walked to the win-
dow—fell back dead.

A pane of glass lay shattered on
the floor and five gaping wounds mnde
by as many crudely shaped slugs of
lead showed in his body.

Five minutes after the shooting the
entire block was surrounded by po-
lice. Not a bouse, not a roof, not a
cellar escaped their search, but the
slayers were not to be found.

Murderers in Safety.

It was not difficult for the police
to trace the source of the shot. Al-
most on a line across the street from
the home of Bartholdi they located
the lair of the murderers, but the mur-
derers were gone.

They had left behind them the gun
with which the crime had been com-
mitted, a crude, old-fashioned shot-
gun, a pile of cigarette ashes, an emp-
ty bottle or two, and that was all,

‘Vincenzo is still alive. Francesca,
the father, is, too. But it {8 not Fran-
cesca who is in fear. He is old and
his days are but few as it i{s. But
Vincenzo!

As he stood by the casket in which
lay the body of his brother, his cheeks
paled and his knees trembled at the
burden they bore.

“I am the next, there is no escape,”
said the man. “They who have killed
three will return for a fourth. What
is to happen will happen.”

Know them? Yes, Vincenzo belleves
he knows who killed his two brothers
and his uncle, but to the police he will
say nothing. “They can do nothing,”
he repeats over and over again, “and
should 1 speak it would only hasten
the end for me.”

But, despite his fears, despite his
own certainty that his end is not far
off, it may be that Vincenzo will live.
The police have learned much. But a
tew days back they found one whom
they believe to be the Other. He has
been arrested, and if they who have
told will tell again, the police believe
that the time has come when they will
be able to write finis to the story of
the Cardinelll vendetta.

But Vincenzo Cardinelll shakes his
head and, staring straight in front ot
him, merely mutters, “We shall see.”

- N

ter! When will these Romans wake
up to their opportunities? Here they
have 6545 miles of subway handed
down to them from the spades of their
sires, and no sign of a track running
in any direction. No expresses, no
locals, no third-rail, no straps, no rush-
hour, no guards, no impudence—no
nothing. Just 545 miles of gloom
varied by a few ancestral pigeon holes,
any one of which, enlarged a bit,
would do nicely for a waliting room or
a ticket booth. If some one of our
Roman friends who visit America pe-
riodically with a hand organ, aseisted
by one of his simlan cousins adorned
by red cap and armed with a tin cup,
could only drink a few of our modern
ideas in the course of his pursuit ot
the elusive cent, this city of Caesars
would begin to look up, and, instead
of ranking among the cities of the
world as a sort of glorified Mulberry
street, would soon become a second
Indianapolis, an Itallan Syracuse, a
Caesarian Cincinnati.”

read
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Its Kind.
Wife—The church I8 on fire,

Husband—Holy smoke!

To and from his work bhe.

On the Scene of the Recent Massacres
in New Turkey—Even the Men
Who in Cold Blood Slew Americans
Are Permitted to Walk at Liberty.

By WILLIAM T. ELLIS.

Adana.—I watched Baltimore bdrn.
I trod the smoking ruins of San
Francisco. 1 have threaded my way
through camps of myriads of starv-
ing Chinese, in the great famine of
four years ago. But no experience
1 have ever undergone has been so
depressing as a visit to Adana, the
center of the Armenian massacres of
a year and a half ago. Throughout
these investigations in Turkey, Adana
has kept arising as a specter.

Now I have seen what remains to
be seen of that holocaust of blood and
fire and pillage. The heart of the
city is still in ruins. People are only
beginning to rebuild. Widows and
orphans bulk largely in the popula-
tlon. A measure of self support is
coming through the picking of the
cotton crop, at which a family may
earn as much as 25 cents a day. It
seemed to me, as I walked about the
streets of the city, and had pointed
out to me individuals as well as
neighborhoods which had been re-
sponsible for a share of the five thou-
sand deaths, as if there were a cyn-
fcal l¢er upon the faces of the Turks
who watched the stranger pass.

A Pall Upon the Country.

I came down through Asia Minor to
Adana ,and two days back in the
Taurus mountains I was told that
“Here the massacres began.” The
Christians were harried through
many villages and into Adana and
Tarsus. The whole region ran blood.
One cannot enter irto conversation
with a group of people. without quick-
1y hearing echoes of those awful days.

I chanced to meet six prisoners just

out . of jail, where they had been im-
prisoned since the massacres, because
they had defended their village

against the Turks who assaulted it.

Some of the stories of the defense
of individual homes and village com-
munities are thrilling to the last de-
gree. One English speaking young
man told me quietly when I ques-
tioned hiia that he had not been in
Adana at the time, but in a near-by
village which had successfully resist-
ed the attacks of the Moslems. At
the last attack, when the Turkish
soldlers and the fanatics came wmpon
them. the men of th> village moved
in a body outside the walls, to make
there a last stand for their homes
and loved ones; for they knew If the
butchers got within the gates, all
would be over.

The massacre swept like a forest
fire over all this beautiful region. It
gives a visitor a creepy feeling to
have a yesident point out to him, here
and there, an individual who led in
the attacks upon the Christians. The
real lcaders in the massacre were
never punished. To the credit of
the young Turks, be it said, they
hanged fifty-six unimportant persons
whoni they held responsible.. On the
spot I find an ominous questioning as
to whether the party in power has not
been obliged to make terms with the
reactionaries.

Unavenged Americans.

It comes as a surprise to learn that
nobody has been punished for the
cold-blooded murders of Rogers and
Maurer, the two Americans who were
shot down while engaged in carrying
water to extinguish a fire. The very
names of the murderers are men-
tioned here. It would seem as if the
simplest kind of detectlve work on
the part of the government could find
the culprits. I /saw the exact place
of the tragedy. The men were shot
from a window that was pointed out
to me, while they were engaged in a
work of mercy. It was not random
balls from a distance—the nature of
the street precludes that—but well-
almed shots from the home of a well
known citizen, occupied at the time
by Turkish neighbors. Trowbridge,
the third American, escaped only by
falling on his face.

Here arises an Important question.
The safety of all other Americans in
Turkey is endangered by the immu-
nity of the murderers of Rogers and
Maurer. The fanatics bave not been
slow to spread the news that two for-
eigners had been killed and nobody
punished. If this may be done with
impunity once, why not again? Amer-
ifcans In this part of the world are
quite perturbed over the situation,
and they point to the well-known
usage of Great Britain in following to
the bitter end whosoever sheds Brit-
ish blood. The deepest instinct of
nationality calls for the protection of
citizens abroad. The departmert of
State has filed a caveat with the
Turkish government, so that the way
is yet open to demand the punishment
of the offenders and indemnity to the
families of the slain. It is true that
a few persons of no consequence were
punished for the murders of fifteen
thousand Christians; but nobody has
been punished specifically for the
death of the murdered Americans.

The Reason for the Massacres.

“When the hive is full we gather
the honey,” i8 the way one Turk is
quoted as having explained the Adana
massacre, and those that have pre-
ceded it throughout the past fifty
years. That is to say, many foreign-
ers resident here believe that the
prosperity of the Christlans, which is
markedly superior to that of the Mos-
lems, is a temptation that provokes
the massacres. This would make the
end chiefly sought not vengeance but
simply loot. Certainly, in addition to
the massacres, the houses and stores
of the Christians were completely gut-
ted. I saw whole lines of shops that
had been stripped bare by the Turks.
The latter are no better for all their
plunder, for “Come easy, go easy.”
Most of it has been spent in dissipa-
tion and gambling. The latter vice
sits heavily upon Adana.

Another reason, greater than the
loot, was the carrying oft of Christian
girls and women to Turkish harems.

This 13 a phase bf the massacre which
naturally cannot be written about in
detail. It was no case of haphazard
plunder, such as that in which the
Sabines used to figure; it was rather
Turks making choice of the daugh-
ters ' of neighbors with whose un-
vefled faces they were famillar. Each
man had his prize marked before the
signal was given. And this applied
also to loot as well as to lust.

One typical instance was recalled to
me, as I met a woman who had lost
in the massacre every member of her
own and her husband's family. Her
daughter, 1 was informed, was one of
the twenty-seven Armenian girls who
braided their hair together and per-
ished in a burning house, taking this
means of making sure that nore of
them i{n an agony of pain would es-
cape from the fliery prison, which was
really a deliverance trom the fate
they most dreaded.

It 1s undoubtedly true that some of
the Armenians had been indiscreet in
the use they made of the liberties
granted by the constitution, they talk-
ing patriotism and a possible renewal
of the ancient Armenian kingdom.
They followed the general custom of
carrying firearms and they openly
practiced with them. They were
flamboyant and injudicious, and gave
this slight pretext for the awful
crimes which followed.

The Holy Law of Blood.

The fundamental cause must be
sougnt deeper than any of the consid-
erations named. The reason lying
at the bottom of the massacres may
not be doubted. It Is clear to who-
ever would look. It was, the appeal
‘of Abdul Hamid to the holy law of
the Sheriat. One need not go far-
ther back than the indubitable fact
that the one line of division which
marked the massacre was the line
of religion. It was Islam raising the
sword against Christianity. The
Sheriat was the bond that held to-
gether the murderers’' legions. The
power of the hodjas and mollahs was

their number. They still look upon
the Christians with antipathy. The
village Moslem children cry at their
Christian playmates: “I am golng to
get that dress when we Kill you.’

A Crop of Orphans.

The aftermath of the massacres I8
the multitude of orphans, each with a
story as individual and as tragic as it
his were the only story of sorrow in
the land. I have met many at Tarsus,
where 5,000 Armenians refugeed in
the American school, so that only two
hundred were slain. I saw a little
boy of 7 or 8, whose father and broth-
ers had been killed before his eyes.
I asked how he escaped. With a sig-
nificant gesture he answered: “I lay
among the dead”; that is, he had
fallen down as if slain and had walt-
ed until the murderers left.

The mission schools are over-
whelmed with these orphans. In Adana
they are so thick in one of the
schools, which the missionaries hope
may one day be made larger, that
they sleep on the floor so closely that
the teachers must pick their way
among their bodies in order to reach
their own rooms. Pathetic tales of
the murders are legion. Here i8 one,
for instance, of a widow who has to
support a swarm of little children, an
aged mother, and an idiot sister, and
who herself has no training for earn-
ing a livellhood. The missionaries
have started industrial work among
the Armenians, and they have also
established an international hospital,
which is to be a permanent memorial
of the Adana massacre.

Surveying the Situation.

It seems to me as if “Remember
Adana” should be written on the mind
of the Young Turk party when it is
tempted to boast; and also before
the eyes of all the statesman and pub-
licists who have anything at all to do
with affairs in the Turkish empire.
There are some reasons Wwhy this
massacre may not easily be repeated,
but there are greater reasons why a

duplicate of it may burst upon the

the machinery chiefly used in organ-
izing the massacres. ' The one great
weapon left in Abdul Hamid’s hands
was his office as Caliph, “the Com-
mander of the Faithful.” So, to con-
found the plans of the Young Turks,
and to invoke foreign intervention, he
gave the command to strike. Only
the power of the Young Turks pre-
vented similar massacres in many
places. This is a chapter mostly un-
written. Sometimes it was a force-
ful governor who prevented the ful-
fillment of orders from Constantino-
ple, In one case it was a Young Turk
{ltnry officer, who, upon receiving
news of the plan, went into the pres-
ence of the Gavernor and sald: ‘I
want you to understand that if there
is to be a massacre here, it will begin
with you.”

In Adana, strangely enough, most of
the Christians still hlame the Young
Turks for at least a measure of re-
sponsibility. They say that the Young
Turks wanted to give a lesson to the
turbulent Armenians and Macedo-
nians. They point out that the worst
massacre occurred nine days after the
first, the Christians having been dis-
armed in the interval. The Salonica
soldlers’ they charge with participat-
ing in the slaying of the Christians.
There are some things that cannot
easily be explained about the massa-
cre, if the New Regime I8 to be ac-
quitted of all responsibility, yet there
is no doubt, whatever agencies con-
tributed, the real power of the mas-
sacre lay in the ineradicable hatred
for Christians on the part of the fol-
lowers of the Prophet.

Will There Be Another?

When I asked the Minister of the
Interior in Constantinople, Talaat
Bey, if there could be another massa-
cre, he lifted up his hands and cried,
“God forbid.” The Shelkh ul Islam
assured me positively, and he was
speaking as the religious head of
Islam in the Turkish government,
that such a thing could not occur
agaln. The enlightened and strong-
handed governor of this province,
Djemal Bey, gave me his word that
there would be no more massacres
in the region of which he has since
taken charge. No assurance could be
more positive than these I have had
from the highest quarters.

None the less, in the interior of the
country the people feel otherwise.
The Christian community, which rep-
resents many denominations of the
older churches, stand sollidly together
in a conviction of a possible repeti-
tion of the massacres. At Adana I
had an interview with the*leaders of
the orthodox Greek church, the Greek
Catholic church, the Armenian Cath-
olic church, the Gregorian Armenian
church and the old Syriac church, and
they were a unit in declaring that the
attitude of Islam toward Christians
has not changed, and that the worst
is still possible, although they have
confidence in the good intentions of
the present Governor. Even the Rev.
W. N. Chambers, the American Board
missionary, who has been the fore-
most figure In events subsequent to
the massacres, and is easily the lead-
er of the community, is under the
same cloud of depression. Small won-
der, when he recalls the murdered
friends who died is his arms, and the
bodies which he rescued from mutila-
tion.

The argument for the possibility
of another massacre lies in the fact
that there has been no change in the
minds of the people. The Moslems
have not been made over by the pun-
ishment of an inconspicuous few of

International Miss ion Hospital, Adana.

world at almost any time. For the
mind of Islam has not changed.
(Copyright, 1911, by Joséph B. Bowles.)

f
Barney Won.

Henri Gressit, the Savage advance
man, -who, it is claimed, is the per-
fect sartorial gem of his profession,
sailed yesterday r. the Cretic for
Mediterranean points on a five weeks'
pleasure trip. At 9 o'clock yesterday
morning Barney Rellly decided to ¢
along. They had to hurry, but they
caught the ship. Quite pompously
Henrl went abroad. Barney followed
him in anything but a pompous man-
ner.

A few moments before the moorlngs
were cast off Henri, talking to an-
other passenger, said:

“My man and I had to hurry to
get here in time.” .

Barney heard him. He knew he
was that “man,” and he wasn't ex-
actly pleased. Stepping up to Henrl
he asked:

“Where did you tell me you're to Le
head waiter when you return to New
York?”

Henri furned away, drew a pink silk
handkerchief from his sleeve and
mopped his brow.—New York Tele-
graph.

Dig for Gold to Pay for Building.

The local lodge ot 0dd Fellows has
engaged in mining at the site where
its néw building is being erected.
While workmen were excavating for
foundations for the building a rich
prospect of gold was discovered on
bedrock. A sluice box was put in and
all dirt excavated is being run through
it to extract the gold. Good.values
are being taken out daily, and the
total sum will amount to a large fig-
ure. The lodge will use the gold to-
ward paying for the building.

When excavating was first started a
gold coin of early mintage was found.
It is engraved on one side, “Augustus
Humbert, United States Assayer,
1852, and on the other side *“United

States of America, $10, 884 thous.”.

One side contains an eagle and the
other side a beautiful scroll. Such
coins are rare now and worth a large
sum.—Placerville correspondence San
Francisco Chronicle.

Use of Ice in Germany.

“Household ice has always been
looked upon as a necessity by our
American friends,” sayss a writer in
Die Kuche, *‘and it is becoming more
80 every year with us. Its useful
ness .for keeping meats and vege-
tables in good condition is always ap-
preciated, but of late the American
ice water is asserting itself in Ger-
many, and the American who orders
it with his dinner is no longer looked
at with large eyes, but his example
is frequently followed by those who
once wondered at the custom.” The
writer then glve the price of ice as
quoted by a Hamburg firm. For five
pounds daily, $1.80 a month; for ten
pounds daily, $2.40 a month; for fifty
pounds daily, $5.70, and for one hun-
dreds pounds daily, $8.265.

Some Uses for Antiquities.

Old parchments on which state doo-
uments were written have been sold
in England for various purposes. Fish-
mongers and tobacco dealers made use
of many tons of them, a gold beater
bought large quantities to be sold to
boys to be used in whipping tops, and
some were turned over to a pastry
cook, who intended to make jelly ou}
of them, but found them too poor for
the purpose.

Natural Indignation.

A cautious German, who keeps a
pawnbroker’s shop in Sydney, is in the
habit of leaving his daughter in charge
while he attenés sales to pick up bar
gnns. A Chinaman entered the stoge
the other day to buy a watch. ‘The
girl placed four on the counter, and,
‘'while her back was turned, John
changed the places of the highest and
lowest priced watches. He then saild
he would take the cheapest one, for
which he paid and departed. It was
not until he was clear away that she

discovered the fraud, about which, on
her father’s return, she told him with
many tears. “Never mind, never mind,
mine tear,” he said; “dose watches
was all de same price. But vat a
scoundrel dot Shinamon must pe,
don’'d he?”

Love.

Let it come to me—let it come—in
all its glory and majesty—beautiful,
love! I take you to my heart, dear
love; gracious, wonderful, flery love!

Even though you have power to hurt,

I long for you, I embrace you. Never
before did I open my heart to the mys-
tic rapture -of your voice. Speak to
me now—speak to me—speak ever!
The music is stealing away my soul;
lgt it take my body too.—From a Now
el by a Woman.

Toller's Dilemma. /
“I'm up agin’ it.”
“What's the matter?”
“The walkin’ delegate tells me I got-
ta strike, an’ me old woman tells mq

1 gotta work.”

PARTY HAS DONE WELL

DEMOCRATS HAVE REASON TO BE
PROUD OF REPRESENTATIVES.

Progressive Legislation to the Credit
of the Congressional Session Just
Ended—Country May Be De-
pended Upon for Approval.

In the tariff session of 1909 the Star
had frequent occasion to criticize the
Democratic minority in congress for
its lack of earnestness in working for
revision downward, and even for
blocking such revision,

As an independent newspaper the
Star now records its conviction that
in the session just ending the Demo-
cratic congressional organization has
shown itself alert, intelligent and sin-
cere in promoting' progressive meas-
ures,

The good record began last winter
when the Democratic leaders of tne
house called a caucus of members-
elect to agree on a program for the
next session. It would have been easy
to walt until the new congress should
assemble before perfecting the or-
ganization. That would have involved
long delay in framing bills. As a re-
sult of the grasp of the situation by
such men as Champ Clark and Oscar
Underwood, all the preliminary work
was out of the way when the special
gsession convened, and it was able to
get down to business at once. That
was an excellent beginning,

In passing the reciprocity bill with-
out amendments the Democratic con-
gressmen resisted tempting opportuni-
ties to play politics, and worked sin-
cerely for what they believed to be the
country’s best interests. They might
have sought to make political -capital
out of reciprocity. That they did not
—except in the broad way of helping
the party by helping the country—

.| went far to win them public esteem.

Three big achievements for revision
downward are put to their credit in
the wool bill, the farmers’, free list
bill and the cotton bill.

Each one of these measures promis-
ed the country relief from tariff exac-
tions. Each one of them was a sin-
cere effort to remedy glaring evils.
Each one of them was blocked—most
mistakenly and most unfortunately—
by the president.

In the case of the cotton bill a

| group of reactionary Democrats—for

there 18 a reactionary Democratic fac-
tion in both house and senate—by
what they considered a ‘“‘smart” trick,
disrupted the progressive alliance in
the senate. But with the wool bill
and the farmers' free list bill the
Democrats showed themselves emi-
nently practical and sincere.

The situation was difficult. The
house was Democratic, the senate Re-
publlclan. The only hope for tariff
legislation lay in a progressive alli-
ance in the senate. DBut there were
vital differences between the progres-
sive Democrats and the progressive
Republicans as to the principles on
which revision should proceed. The
only thing they agreed on was that
duties were too high.

It would have been easy for small
politicians to insist uncompromisingly
on having their way, when they knew
they could not get it. The session
might readily have degenerated into
an attempt on the part of the house
Democrats to ‘‘put the Republicans in
a hole” by putting up bills to the sen-
ate and standing pat.

That they did not do this, that they
were ready to compromise so that re-
llef legislation could be enacted,
showed capacity of a high order and
greatly increased popular confidence
in Democratic leadership.

The campaign publicity bill, a bill
with claws and teeth, is another
achievement that must be set down
to the credit of a congress one branch
of which is controlled by Democrats.

It is simple truth to say that the
record of the special session has enor-
mously strengthened the confidence of
independent voters in the capacity of
the Democratic party as represented
in congress.

On the strength of this record with
a strong presidential candidate the
party would make a powerful appeal
to the nation next year.—Kansas City
Star.

Well Done, Democrats!
Not rince Civil war days has a ses-
glon of congress been held with re-
sults so significant as those attending
the gpecial sitting recently closed.
Rarely, if ever, in the country’s his-
tory has the national lawmaking body
started on a program of legislation so
fraught with possibilities of benefit to
the people.
More than that—never before have
the Democrats in that body worked
more in harmony and accord with true
Democratic principles than in the long
summer sitting.
Democracy is coming into its own.
And the results will be still further
economy in national affairs and still
greater and more complete and tri-
amplAant supremacy of those princi-
ples which make for “equal rights for
all, and special privileges for none.”

President’s Attitude Wrong.

The tariff as at present constituted
is aggressively and monstrously un-
just. The choice is between revising
it with an ax—leaving the finishing
planing to be done later—and allow-
ing licensed robbery to continue. The
way to revise i8 to revise. The pres-
ident's way is to procrastinate. Mr.
Taft has traded a real and great bene-
fit to the American people for a
hope. And every standpatter, every
tariff monopolist in the land approves
his action.

People Will Have Justice.

Mr. Taft has been trying to save his
party from the inevitable destruction
consequent upon {ts refusal to meet
the popular demand for relief. But
there is no one to save him from the
natural results of trying to thwart the
pQlicy for which the people voted last
November.

Robbery to Go On.

For lack of a sclentific revision of
the wool schedule that “indefensible”
part of the high tariff continues to rob
the public scientifically.

Barns and Barnacles.

“Pretty, handsome barn, don’t you
think?” sald the member of the city
group who had been on the farm be-
fore. “Which is that?” asked the one
who was on ber first visit. “The large
red building is the barn!” *“Oh, yes!
And the little buildings around it
are the barnacles, are they?”

. Timely Tommy.
Teacher—Now, litlle Tommy, give
us an example ol tl~» double negative.
Little Tommy—I don’'t know none.—
New York Globe.

WATCH THE CURRENCY BILLS

Congressmen Will Do Well to Have
an Eye on Legislation Proposed
by Nelson Aldrich.

The public does not realize the im-
portance of safeguarding the general
welfare in any legislation that may
be proposed by Nelson Aldrich’s cur-
rency commission. The money prob-
lem is complex. Every human being

in America is interested in it.

In 1899 the stock of gold in this
country was about $700,000,000. In
1905 it was nearly $1,400,000,000. Dur-
ing the same period population in-
creased only 20 per cent.

In 1899 national and state banks
made loans of $5,000,000,000. In 1909
their loans were $10,000,000,000.

In 1899 the Issue of national bank
notes was $237,000,000.
Increased to $685,000,000. This huge
bank note issue is secured by a gold
redemption fund of 5%, or $34,250, 000.

Ex-Senator Aldrich, as chairman of
the monetary commission, may be

In 1909 it had.

counted upon to urge & currency sys-'

tem along the lines of his tarift bill
—to benefit Big Business.

Congressmen should examine all
currency bills with a miscroscope.
They have ample time between now
and the next regular session for such
useful work.

If the country lacks confidence in
Aldrich and regards him as a cold-
blooded huckster in legislation for his
own benefit and for the advantage of
his New England mill-boss friends, he
has nobody to blame but himself.

Mr. Aldrich was never known to
propose any measure for the benefit
of the people.

Wood’s Interest Apparent.

Undeterred by the exposures = ef-
fected by the carded wool manufactur-
ers, Willlam M. Wood repeats his con-
fidence that Schedule K represents the
quintessence of human wisdom, and he
is quite sure that the ‘rage against
Schedule K will have very cousider-
ably subsided before congress reas-
sembles in December. His idea that
the “rage” against it is a recent and
temporary ebullition is very curious,
in view of the fact that 14 years ago
he was raging against it himself. To
the Dingley committee, when incubat-
ing the tariff of 1897, Mr. Wood talk-
ed very much as carded wool men
(he was one of them) talk now, and a
geod deal as tariff reformers talk, for
he preferred the provisions of the Wil-
son tariff to the proposals of the Ohio
sheep owners, which were incorpo-
rated in the bill and repeated in, the
present law. All you can infer from
Wood's approval of the wool schedule
is that he is making money under it.

A Canadian View.

The facilities provided for re-
strictive combinations are also among
the strong influences tending to make
prices onerous and sometimes in a
measure prohibitive under protection.
Much that is readily accessible to all
under normal conditions becomes the
exclusive luxury of the few under re-
striction. It is a current saying that
everyone who goes to Great Britain
becomes a free trader. It is only on
his fellow citizens that the protection-
{sts wants to levy. It is only his fel-
low citizens that he would obstruct.
This is seen on all hands, from the
captain of industry who moves .his
_government to allow him.to purchase
‘material, to the traveler who brings
back a hat or a pair cr boots. But
theories firmly planted can survive
in spite of logic, experience and nate
ural impulse.—Toronto (Canada)
Globe.

Mr. Taft Inconsistent.

A man who is haunted by a sense of

inconsistency and who fears that he
is giving color to a cherge of insince™-
ity, cannot write in an energetic and
persuasive manner.” That is the ex-
planation, it seems to us, of President
Taft's halting performance in his mes-
sage vgtolng the wool bill. Even Re-
publicans who desired him to write it
admit that it is weak and inconclusive,
but what could they expect? In this
matter of the wool duties, Mr. Taft is
in an exceedingly awkward predica-
ment. He has boldly declared that the
existing rates are “indefensible,” yet
he now app€ars as thelr defender ur
at least as the official by whose sole
act they are kept in force indefinitely.
—New York Evening Post.

Mr. Roosevelt and ‘Calamity.’

Theodore Roosevelt puts himself on
record to the effect that any move-
ment to nominate him for the presi-
dency next year would be a ‘“genuine
calamity.”

Sometimes Mr. Roosevelt is wise in
his estimate of conditions. This is
one of the times.

Any attempt to place his name at
the head of the Republican national
ticket in 1912 would be a ‘genuine
calamity” to him and the party.

But the country needed no assur-
ance from the colonel on the subjec
The people understood the situatiom.
Democracy ‘would see asurance of vic-
tory doubly sure if he were nominat-
ed. .

President Taft Alone to Blame.

Mr. Taft's stand-pat allies are en-
tirely wrong in the assertion that the
object of-Democratic legislation dur-
ing the extra session was to put the
president in a hole. On the contrary,
the Democrats helped him out of the
hole dug by the stand-patters, and into
which he had dropped together with
his Canadian Reclprocity agreement.

If the president is now in a hole—and

we think he is—he got there by in-
sisting upon the indefinite continua-
tion in force of a tariff schedule which
he had himself called ‘“indefensible.”

Not 8o Bad. £
Since 1825 the clothing of men
bas grown simpler and simpler, and
if the course of evolution has takcn
away from the picturesqueness of the
crowd, it has added to the dignity of
the man.

It Was Hls Deal.
A sleepy churchwarden who oftem
played at cards, hearing the minister
use the words “shuffle off this mortal

coll,” started. . up, rubbed his eyes,
and exclaimed,” “Hold on! it's my
deal!”

Just In His Line.

At a public sale of books the aue-
tioneer put up “Drew’'s Essays om
Souls,” which was knocked down to a
shoemaker, who, to the great amuse-
ment of the crowded room, asked the,
auctioneer i{f “he had any more works;
on shoemaking to sell.”

Figures of Sneach, i

That the “pen is mightier than tno
sword” is amply prover in the re
cent purchases of ar old book for

$50,000 and the saber of Nauolm
for 865 —Sslt Lake Herald




