aumber

.ria last year

.~vio LN SErum cure Wwas

most generally adopted—in New York
City.

It is reported that the constant vi-
bration, caused by the heavy steam
and traction cars in Paris, has caused
great damage, especially to tall build-
inge, and many of them are in an un-
safe condition.

South Carolina has passed a bill,
which puts the life of any and every
dog in the State at the mercy of any
person who may eatch it away from
home. Dogs oft their owner’s preperty
may be killed for committing any sort
of a “‘depredation,” and the killer is
judge and jary.

It is aflirmed that & poem offered in
acontest for a prize to the Chicago
Times-Herald, and which took the
prize, was a bold plagiarism from a
poem which was first printed in a Chi-
cago paper more than twenty years
ago. The ‘‘author” was a twenty-
Yyear-old girl of Indianapolis,

Andrew Carnegie hasaroused British
wrath by saying that it would pay
England toburn up herrailroad equip-
ment and replace it with American
models.  Andrew is undoubtedly right
if conveniceuces and comfort of travel
are cousidered, “Every American
who is not an Anglo-maniac that has
«ver tested their out-of-date traction
and tramway equipment will heartily
indorse Awdrew,” adds the Atlanta
Constitation.

re————

General Traveang Agent Stene, of
ihe Ceorgin Sonthern Railroad, told a
icorgia man recently that he had dis-
covered an electcical process for con-
verting wool 1ato stone. He could,
he said, petrify wood ata moment’s
notice, and he proposed to make a for-
tune by converting the plank walks
common inSouthern cities into stone
pavements, He aleo said that there
ought to be lots of money in turning
frame buildings into stone houses.
His statement was printed in some of
the newspapers, and now Mr. Stone is
kept busy telling his friends that he
was only joking.

——

Dr. 8. Weir Mitchell, in his address
at Radeliffe College the other day,
said: “One of the requirements for
admission to college should be a physi-
cal cxamination, as it is at Amberst,
and during the college course the girls
should not be allowed to neglect gym-
uastic work, since regularity of exer-
cise is of the greatest importance, But
it isa mistake for women to think that
they can keep up to the standard of
work that men set for themselves, It
is this disregard of their natural limi-
tations which causes so many women
to break down. Two very important
results of a college training are the
cultivation of the power of quick per-
ception and the habit of using the
Unglish language carefully in every-
day life. There shonld be a chair for
daily English in every college. A
most deplorable result of spending
four years in college would be to lose
all interest in the world outside of
books, and to let dressing the mind
keep you from giving care to dressing
the body. May this never happen at
Radeliffe.”

Treasury officials were greatly sur-
prised at the carelessuess of many
bond bidders, writes Walter Wellman,
in the Chizago Times-Herald. In ad-
dition to the 4610 bids received there
were several ecore of oflerings which

; had to be thrown out becanse the men
making them had neglected to sign
their names or fill in the amount they
were willing to take or the price they
wished to bid, Most of these blun-
ders were made by baunkers and busi-
ness men, and there were so many
epecimens that the Treasury officials
who opened the bids were forced to

_wonder if their correspondents had
not been laboring under some excite-
ment when they filled ont their blanks,
One bidder, n Western banker, wonld
be in a pretty tix if the Department
wero to accept his offer. He thought
he was going to be smart and so starte
ed ont to make his bid for o million
read ‘‘at the lowest prioce offered.”
But by some curious mental lupse he
wrote *‘highest” instead of ““lowest,”
and o greatly surprised and embar-
barrassed man he would be if Seere
tary Corhsle were to allot him his
illion at 100,
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« THE DAY 1S DONE

when the shadows fall,

10 day is done,
the erlmson vell {8 drawn
the sunken sun,
th the meadows, moist with dew,
- I hie away;

hours of pleasure come

he close of day.

rerfumes from the flowers
more sweet at night,
-ae dewdrops séfter glow
In the pale moonlight,
80, the hours of care all yassed
With the sunken sun,
Joy comes springing to my soul
When the day is done.

For thy pleasant face I greet
And thy smile I see,
‘When across the dewy flelds
I have come to thee;
When I hasten home, my love,
With the sinking sun,
All my sweetest pleasures come
When the day done.
—~Daniel J. Donahoe, in Boston Transoript.

was really of a very generous nature
and who kuew nothing of Aun Eliza-
beth’s dangerous dimple, cried ont,
impetuously :

“‘Oh, I shouldn’t have called you
that ; I’'m very sorry that I called you
that. But I'm glad to hear you ac-
knowledge you were wrong, Ann Eliz-
abeth,” he added, in a superior way;
for at times the little Squire was ex-
ceeding pompous.

“The word you give out is spelled
two ways,” said Ann Elizabeth, slowly
and distinctly, *‘b-0-1-1 and b-o-w-L"

“That may be, Ann Elizabeth,” re
turned the little Squire, determined
not to lose his temper; ‘‘but it was
onlyk spelled one way in the spelling

ook.”

“‘Then the spelling book’s the dumb-
ost thing I ever heered of,” oried Ann
Elizabeth,

‘‘That may be, Ann Elizabeth,” ac-
quiesced the little Squire; ‘‘but I
soarcely think you and I are called
upon to diseuss the question.”

He looked so very little seated up
there upon his pony, and his words

LITTLE SQUIRE'S SCHOOL.

HE village, with
the school and
everything in it,
properly belonged
to the Squire; but
people called the
school the little
Squire’s  school,
becivie no one
took such an in-
terest ia it as did
the littie Squire.
Why, he would arrive at ¢he school
every afternoon for weeks running
and leave his pony standing, with 1ts
shaggy head halfway in the door,
while he took up his position beside
the teacher, and gravely regarded the
boys and girls.

‘‘Well, Charley, how's your school ?”
the Sqaire would ask, if he happened
to meet his son returning from the
village.  “Coming on finely, eh?
Learning readin’, writtin’ and 'rith-
metic, and sewing into the bargain?”
And then the Squire would roar,
lnughing; for he thonght it a huge
joke the iuterest the little Squire took
in the village school.

Even the schoolmaster, Mr. Finch,
spoke of the school over which he had
presided for fifteen years as the little
Squire’s sohool. But many and many
a time the good man ¢aid to himself:
‘‘He’s o fine, manly little fellow, the
little Squire; but 'm feared he'll be
spoiled. 'Tisn’t more’n human nature
that the littlo Squire should be spoiled,
with the Squire himself willing to run
at the lad’s beck and call, almost, and
the children here at the school fairly
worshiping. A flne, fine lad; but 'tis
a pity.” The schoolmaster said all
this, however, before a certain occur-
rence and its sequel down at the little
Squire’s school.

This is how it was. The little Sqnire
stood as straight as a soldier in front
of a long line of boys and girls, He
held a spelling book in one hand and
a ruler in the other; the little Squire
was fond of slapping the book with the
ruler. The echoolmaster was swiling
as Le sat idle at his desk.

The little Squire turned back the
leaves of the spelling book and gave
out the word ‘‘Bowl!”

Seated at the head of the bench,
with her eyes fastened upon the little
Squire, was a little flaxen-haired girl
wearing a queer, voluminous frock and
a skimpy print apron. She was an
odd-looking, eager little girl and she
spelled very quickly *‘B-o-1-1.”

“‘That isn’t right,” said the little
Squire.

The little girl’s face grew red and
white by turns, a bright gleam came
into ber blue eyes and she showed one
dimple in her left cheek.

“‘Ann Elizabeth,” called out Mr.
Finch, in a warning tone.

*‘Next,” cried the little Squire.

‘‘B-o-w-l, bowl,” said the second
little pupil, emphatically.

“Go head,” ordered the little
Squire. Thenhelooked at Ann Eliza-
beth ; she was actually muttering that
it wasn't fair.

‘“You're a very bad girl, Ann Eliza-
beth,” suid the lad. ‘I think you for-
get who is teacher to-day.”

Then Ann Elizabeth shocked every
one in the school. She burst into im-
pudent langhter.

‘“You're a common girl, Ann Eliza-
beth,” oried the little Squire, energet-
ically; “‘and I won't teach this class
any more till Mr. Finch sees that you
mind your manners.”

And with that the lad tossed the
snelling book across to the teacher’s
desk, darted out of the schoolhouse,
mouuted his pony, looking uncon.
cernedly into the room, and rode
away in high dudgeon.

“I’'m astonished at you, Ann Eliza-
betb,” said Mr. Finch, sternly. *I
was under the impression that you
were a well-behaved girl.”

The spelling class was for the most
part dumbfounded ; but still that dan-
gerous dimple showed itself in Ann
Elizabeth’s left cheek, and still her
oyes gleamed.

‘I know I'm & common girl,” said
Anu Elizabeth, as she trudged home a
quarter of an hour after the other
ohildren; *‘but I know it's worse to
oall a person what they is than what
they isn’t; and I know that word boll
was right. I'll be even yet with the
little Square.”

About & week later the little Squire
overtook Avn Elizabeth as she was
walking along the lane. He rode very
slowly as he came up to her, for he
wanted Ann Elizabeth to beg his par-
don ; he wanted to give out some more
lessons at his school. Then the shaggy
little pony of its own acocord stood
still by the side of Ann Elizabeth,

The little Squire lifted his cap and
said “Good-morning.”

Aun Elizabeth curtesigd.

‘I know I'm a commou girl, 8quare
Charley,” she smd, uudd.ufy.

d so very big that for a moment
Ann Elizabeth almost gave up her
idea of getting even ; but she had been
head in thespelling class three months
all but two days, and her grandmoth-
er had promised her a new ecalico
frock if she stood head at the end of
the third month; and although Aunn
Elizabeth's frocks were voluminous
and came almost down to her heels
she was immensely proud of a new
one.

“I'm a common girl, I know that,”
repeated Ann Elizabeth; ‘‘and you're
a fine little gentleman, everybody
knows that, and I got a grandmother
dnd o hev you.”

She was lookinz over the back of
the shuggy pony. far away from the
little Squire's honest eyes.

The little Squire was going to be an-
gry, but he smiled instead.

““T'hat’s 80, Ann Elizabeth,’’ he said.
“I've got a grandmother, and so have

on.” .

*‘My grandmother,” said Ann Eliz-
abeth, looking wickedly into the won-
dering face of the little Squire, ‘‘helps
with the baby and bakes pies and does
a turn most everywhere ; you can't go
by the house you dou’t hear her sing-
in', Onet your grandmother went a
potterin’ ‘round at Farmer Hath-
away’s, workin’ bard as anybody 'fore
she married the Square’s father; now
yon keep her lack she was a chiny tea-
pot or some’n; dress her in silk, and
a’most set her in a chair, She do look
lack a chiny doil, sure 'nough, settin’
wishin' the Lord’d teck her. Little
Square, my grandmother pities your
grandmother ; hear that?"

The shaggy pony kept its feet plant-
ed in the middle of the lane as the
little Squire's indignant eyes followed
the figure of Aun Elizabeth going on
to his sohool.

The trees met overhead in the ave-
nue up which the little Squire galloped
his pony. He had muttered ‘‘china
teapot” and *‘ching doll” defiantly, Le-
fore he persuaded the pony to leave
that spot in the lane, and his face was
aflame as he galloped up-the avenua,

“China teapot!
deed!”

The little Squire was in an irritable
mood a3 he mounted the ha!l steps.
Everything about him was elegant as
he had always remembered, large,
comfortable and elegant; and yet he
never for a moment doubted the words
Ann Elizabeth referring to his grand-
mother ‘‘potterin’ round at Farmer
Hathaway's.” He entered tho back
parlor whero ho knew his grandmoth-
er was sure to be; buthe did not speak
to her, he just went to tossing about
the papers on the center table. Be-
ingangry with the common little girl
mofle him angry with the whole world.

But never in his short life had the
little Squire remained angry for a long
time. All at once he raised his eyes
from the scattered papers and re-
garded his grandmother, She must
have seen him when he first came in,
but she was not thinking of him now;
she was sitting in her rocking chair at
the west window. No, he was not
angry, but Ann Elizabeth’s words
were ringing in his ears: ‘‘Dress her
in silk an. t set her in a chair,
She do look lao l? chiny doll sare
’nough.” Was hi§ grandmother sit-
ting there wishing the Lord would
take her? Then the little Squire hid
his face for a moment in his arms; for
even as he had gallcped fariously past
Aun Elizabeth’s home he had heard
the useful old grandmoiher laughing
and singing to the baby. And that
old grandmother pitied his grand-
mother He walked softly across the
room and stooped and kissed the little
old lady, ““You don’t want to go Heay-
en yet a while, do you, Grandmoth-
er?” he asked, anxiously.

She started guiltily, her shranken
little face flushing. “‘It’s very nice
down here, Charley,” she said, smooth-
ing out her gown.

“Is it made of silk?"’ questioned the
boy, following the movement of his
grandmother’s hand.

“Yes, dear, it's made of silk—fine
silk,” she mnrmured.

“But you don’t feel like—like you
was a china doll, do you, Grandmoth-
er?’

“A china doll,” repeated the old
Indv, in a tremulous tone—*‘a china
doli.  Who says that, Charley ?”

But the little Squire hung his head.
He never intended to tell of Anna
Ehzabeth,

As the day went by the lad did not
go again to the village school ; instead
he set diligently to watohing his little
china doll grandmother ; for that was
the way she began always to appear
in his thoughts. He wondered how it
would bo to grow old and sit s.ii .ul
have nothing to do. Sowme people, of
course, might like it; but not a person
who had once been busy, not & person
who had gome ‘‘potterin’ ronnd at

China doll, in-|gee

times—this the little Squire noticed
with » great sinking of his heart—the
little grandmother sat a¥ the western
window and cried softly to herself.

One day the little Squire kissed the
little old grandmother right where the
tears were settling on her cheek, and
cried out, in his impulsive way,
“‘Grandmother, did you use to like
work ¢

“‘Like to work, Oharley ?" she asked,
faintly, And then of a sudden the
little grandmother was quivering an
ot{ing and laughing all at once, as she
told the little Squire about her past
usefulusss and, how she was wout to
*'fly around the house.” ‘‘And now,”
she added, *‘I've nothing to do, noth-
ing whatever to do, no more than if I
wasn’t in the world, But it's all right
yes; o! course it’s all right,”” she went
on; ‘“I'm the Squire’s mother, and I’'m
proud and happy ;" and then the ¥
little grandmother, from something
she saw in the little Squire’s big blue
eyes, hid her little, old face in her
little, old, useless hands, and fell to
sobbing like a baby.

Ten minutas later the little Squire
knocked boldly at his father’s study.

*‘Come in!" roared the Squire.

When the iittle Squire, thus hid-
den, opened the door he fonnd hisg
mamma idling away the Squire's time
to the Squire’s infinite satisfaction.
The lad walged resolutely to his fath
er’s desk, and determination in his
blue eyes, his lips pressed together.
“I've just been with grandmother,”
he began; ‘‘sho isn't happy here. I
say, grandmother ought to be made
awfully happy, she's so little and she’s
so good.”

Thereupon the Squire was for rush-
ing off to the back puarlor to find out
what was the matter; but his wife put
her hand on his and bade him ask the
little Squire to explain.

*‘Mother unbappy in my house?”’
fumed the Squire, ‘‘What do you
mean, Charley?”

‘She's got to have something to do,”
said the little Squire, boldly. She and
I have got to take care of the parlors
or some’'n ; she mustn’t #it etill all day
any longer.” Then the lad’s bravery
deserted him, ‘It's trne, Mother,”
he sobbed out, ‘“‘my grandmother’s
treated like she was & china doll, and
Ann Elizabeth’s grandmother makes
the whole house chippy.”

The #quire’s mouth and eyes were
both open ‘very wide. *‘Clean the
parlors!” he gasped. Mother would-
n't like that; that's servant's work.”
Then, us if he might solve the problem
in another way, he inquired, anxiously,
““Who's Ann Elizabeth?"’

The litile Squire’s mother answered
for him, with a faiut smile. ‘‘She’s
one of the children down at the little
Squire's school.”

“We'd just dust,” said the little
Squire, perseveringlyy ‘I'd dust the
piano legs while Grandmother dust the
chairs. Sally never half dusts, any-
way. Aund Grandmother and 1 could
have a flower bed back [fof the parlor
windows; that wouldn't be servant’s
work, Father.” The little Squire al-
most stuttered in his eagerness, while
the big Squire’s amazement grew and
W,
¢ But the lad’s mother had her arms
about him. *‘The littlo Squire may be
right,” she said softly; *‘we must let
him do what’ he can to make Grand-
mother happy.”

It was a happy day for the littls,old
grandmother when, envoloped in a
white apron, she dusted the center-
table in the front partor. The little
Squire sat under the pianc feasting
his eyes upon her before he vigorously
dusted the legs. And that flower bed
under the back windows; why, from
the very beginning it brought the
laughter into Grandmother’s little
wrinkled face.

The little Squire entered his school
very gravely one morning toward the
close of the third term, It al-
most seemed as if he had been
neglecting his duty; Le badn't been
near there for over four weeks.
The common little girl hung
down her head when she saw him.
The little Squire had never told of
her, and she felt ashamel and repent-
ant. The schoolmaster smiled in
hearty welcome,

“I'd like to hear the spelling class,
Mr. Finch, if you don't mind,” said
the little Squire; and the schoolmas-
ter smiled again and held out the book.

“I'm going to skip about,” said the
little Squire.

It was a long time before the little
Squire selected a place in the'spelling
book. Then he looked at Ann Eliza-
beth, who stood at the head.

“Boll!” he said.

¢B-o-w-l,” answered Ann Elizabeth,
in a low voice. .

“There are two ways of spelling
that word,” said the little Syuire,
looking far away over Ann Elizabeth’s
meek head; ‘I didn't know it the
other time; this word’s spelled the
other way, but both ways are right.
1f I'd know I wouldn’t have made Ann
Elizabeth go down.”

Then the little Squire’s eyes fell on
Ann Elizabeth, abject and miserable.
He saw the flaxen head bowed away
down over the bib of the funny little
apron. He knew that Ann Elizabeth
was juet as sorry as she counld be.

But, somehow, the little Squire was
just as glad as he could be. “Ann
Elizabeth,” he said, in a friendly
fashion, ‘‘you ought to see my grand-
mother and me dusting the parlor
furniture; you ought to see us! And
we've started a flower bed; we're

oing to have every kind of flower.
on must come up and see it some-
times."”

Then, to the amazement of the spell-
ing olass, the little Squire held out
his aristocratioc hand to the common
little girl, as if she were a great lady
or somebody whom he respected nrs
much, and Anu Elizabeth took it an
laughed bashfully.

And Mr. Fineb looked on affection-

Farmer Hathaway's.” His grandmoth-
er nsed to take up her knitting ocon
cionally ; bae she didu'c eare for knit. |

ately from his sont nt the teacher's
desc down in the litthe Squire's sohool,

Thereupon the Jitte Squire, who ' ting; it ccamped hor Hogevs, Some- ~The Indepondunt

THE MERRY SIDE OF LIFE.

STORIES THAT ARE TOLD BY THE
FUNNY MEN OF THE PRESS.

An Advantage of the Sterner Sex—
A Tale of Adventure—Keeps Right
On—Two Wishes, Ete., I'te.
Thot:fh a man has fourteen pockets,

And & woman has but one,
He can go through all of hisn
While her search is just begun!

A TALE OF ADVENTURE.
“Hello, Billy, where's your wife?"
“She’s gone on & whaling expedi-
tion up in the nursery.”—Chicago
Record.

KETPS RIGHT ON.

Passenger (on the vestibule limited)
=—*Porter, .does this train stop at
Dinkeyville ?"

Porter—*‘No, sah; she doan’ even
hesitate dar, sah.”’—Harper’s Bazar,

TWO WISHES.

Mister—*‘Oh, dear! I wish I could
get hold of some good biscuits like
mother used to make for me.”

Missus—*‘And I wish I counld get
some good clothes like father used to
buy for me."--1ndianapolis Journal,

HANDICAPPED HIMSELF.

¢You have the reputation of being
4 shrewd business man,"’ remarked
the iriend of a young real estate
boomer.

“Yes,” was the reply. “It's getting
so that when I offer a man a genuine
bargain he takes it for granted that I
am getting the best of him,”—Wash-
ington Star.

SHE MISJUDGED HIM.

Mrs, Hardhead (glancing over let-
ters)—*This young man who applies
for a situation has the stamp on
crooked, and it's upside down. Doesn’t
that indicate he is lazy, careless and
perhaps cranky?”

Mr. Hardhead (an old business
man)—‘‘No, my dear, it indicates
that he is a hustler who wastes no
time on trifles,”—Pearson's Weekly.

MNEMONICS,

Professor A.—*‘Would you believe
it, my dear colleague, I actually do
not know the ages of my children!”

Professor B.—*‘3uch a thing could
never happen with me. I was born
2300 years after Socrates; my -wife
1800 years after the death of Tiberius;
our son Leo, 2000 years atter the pro-
mulgation of the Licinian laws by Ti-
berius Sempronits Gracchus, and our
Amanda 1500 years after the com-
mencement of the great Migration.
Very simple, is it not?'—Zondanss
blad.

THERE ARE OTHERS.

Mr. Cityman—*‘Isay, Mr. Medders,
the advent of the bicycle and the con-
sequent decline of the horse must have
hurt you farmers considerably by cut-
ting off the demand for one of your
chief products,”

Mr. Medders—“What product is
that?"

Mr. Cityman—*‘Why, it must be of
little use to raise oats now!"”

My, Medders—*‘Yesj that's so! The
bicyele has done us on thatj but when
one door shuts another always opens,
We raise the arnica plant now,—
Pucks

A STRANGE EXPERIDNCE.

First Department Official— ‘I had
a strange experience to-day—very
strange.”

Second Depariment Official-~*You
look as if you'd seen a ghost. Come,
tell me the story | anything to relieve
the monotony.”’

““It is not & ghost story.”

“Well, well; out with it.”

“A man came to me to-day to ask
about a matter which 1 couldu’t refer
to any other department, and I actu-
ally had to attend to it ‘myself."—
Sketel.

NOT DISPOSED TO QUIBBLE.

While the two urchins who had ad-
journed to the alley in the rear of the
barn to fight were stripping for ac-
tion, the larger one eaid:

“Kid, I'll let ye off if ye're 'fraid, I
aon lick ye id two thinutes; I'm tent
pounds heavier'n you be.”

“That’s all right,” responded the
other. *‘If you'd wash the dirt off'n
that mug o’ your'n we'd weigh ’boat
the same,”

The tight that immediately followed
was the fiercest one the neighborhood
had seen for many a day, and it is
with a melancholy satisfaction the his-
torian records the fact that the smaller
boy whipped. —Chicago Tribune.

WHY HE RAN.

Major McLaughlin put a new man
at work at his mine the otker day dry-
ing out dynamite.

““Now,"” gaid he, by the way of ex-
plauation, ‘‘you’ve got to keep your
eye on that th ter in the heat
If it gets above eighty-five, you’'re lia-
ble to hear a noise around here. When
it veaches eighty-two degrees, you've
got just three minutes in which to
work, for it takes three minutes fcr it
to rise to eighty-five.”

An hour later the Major returned to
see how the man at the heater was do-

ing.

*‘Well, bow is it getting along?" he
inquired,

“‘Ob, first-rate.”

‘Do you watch that thermometer 2"

‘‘You bet your life I do, and 1'm
Xee mg..t;r .‘;lciwn."

@ renc! nto the heater, pulled

out the thermometer, vy

“Whew! She's up to eighty-four,”
he remarked. *‘There, that'll fix it!"

He jammed the thermometer into n
bucket of cold water and hung it back
on the heater. Then ho wondered
what MeLanghlin was runping for,-,
¥eu Frauciveo Post, :

THE BEGINNING--1892, g
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“

P

This is the beginning of a Democratic era, and”

.ocratic Senators are

shosen to attend to the public Lusiness, not to “wtwr owa,—N. Y. Worid,

Novewber 25, 1892.

We may now 2dd that this is the end of a Democratic erz, and Démocrat

{c Senators are chosen to attend to
public.

their own business, not to that of the

fH’ITS HOP GROWERS.

DEMOCRATS WANT FREE HOPS
FOR BRITISH BREWERS.

Kicking American Hop Men When
They Are Dowan—Illard Times
Cause 8 Decrease in Consumption
of Beér—Brewery Dividends Be-
low Prospectus Promises.

The New York Times évery now and
again has a dig at the unfortunate hop
growers, Itslatest, January 27, 1896,
was as follows:

“‘If $he hop growers of the United
Btates can eell 17,000,000 pounds in
Eutope; meeting foreign hop growers
there on even terms, withontany pro-
tection whatever, it is nonsense to pre-
tend that they cannot more easily
undersell these foreign hop growers
here at bome, either with or withoul
the sutiﬂ‘ protection of the present
law.’

Nobady ever preteaded that the
American hop growers *‘caniiot merg
easily undereell these foreign hop
growers here at home.” Of course
they can. They can give away their
hope if they want to, and thus control
the home market. That would suit
the British Lrewers’ syndicate# which
control most of our breweries, and, ad
their dividends have been pretty low
lately and not up to prospectus pro-
fits, the New York Times naturally
wants to help its Kaglish friends.

If our hop growers did ‘‘nndersecil
these foreign hop growers here at
home,” would it pay them to do so?
That is the American point of view.
‘We don't want to sco American hop
growers raising their crop just for the
fun of the thing and for the pleasure
of mortgaging their farms till they
are seizel by the sheriff, for t'.)
sake of benefiting British brewing
syndicates. But the New York Times
does want this. The Demooratio hard
times have cut down the consumption
of‘beer Ly 750,000 barrels during the
first quarter of the present fiscal year
and business in undoubtedly dall
among the British brewers, But it
bas been worse with the hop growers,
who have been obligel to sell their
hops anywhere from iwo to eight cents
n pound without meking a cent of
profit.

Root up the American hop yards is
the New York Times idea, so that
wmore land may be dovoted to other
erops of which we bave a surplus, and
which are not paying farmers money
enough for taxes. Tho condition of
the hop market was will illustrated by

-9t Commerce aad Com:

inercial Bulletin, on the same day that
the New York Times gave its kick at
American hop farmers, as follows:

Prices (of hops) are still depressed
and the prospects are unsatisfactory.”

This meant ‘‘ansatisfactory” to the
farmers who held hops. Heving got
them down, the New York Times gave
them another kick, with a sort of
“‘blarst you” expression, thinking;
bow “‘satisfactory” the hop markev
news of the day wounld be to the Brit-
ish brewing syndieates.

Wa like to read the ‘‘high tariff ab-
surdity” of the New York Times, be-
sause it contains such a lot of low

tariff rot, It is amusing in its intense
ignorance, It used to profem being

an expert on the Americuf ¢arpet
trade, but it has been significanily
silent on that eubject since the Ameri-
can carpet manufactnrers got tha:
great boon of free raw material whicit
was to let them capture all the carpev
markets of the world, Why not tell
us all about those captuies, and how
many more curpet markets have been
put into captivity since we adopted
the British free trade policy? Give
us gome more low tariff rot.

e e —

A Deserled Democrat,

“A famine of statesmen.”—Now
York Evening Post.

Of course there's ““afamine ol statese
men'” in the Democratic ranks after
the three years’ experience of Demo-
cratio statesmanship since 1892, Whas

Democ:at wants to shoulder such &
Joad of responsipility? This “famine
of statesmen” in its own ranks is tho
cause of the great Democratic editorial 24
interest in the ranks of Republican
statesmen. The one receiving the
most abuse just now is Governor Mp-
Kinley, snd whenever Democratio
editors unite in atsacking any promi-
nent Republican it is sure proof that
they dread his power and popularity.

O
Korea's King and Fis 0;0;‘:.

The King of Kora has cut o quena
and I‘;‘\ud{ proolamation ordering his sub-
joets to do lkewise. They pretty unanis
ously decline, . 3




