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Jean Valjean is a French peasant who
was sentenced to prison for stealing: a

loaf of bread; re-sentenced several
% times for trying: to escape, until he had

spent twenty-one years in Jail. Upon
being: liberated he is«.grivcn the yellow
passport, which describes him as a convictand a very dangerous man. He

walks into a little villpge on a summer

evening and orders supper at the hotel.
The landlord asks to sec his passport,
and then promptly ejects him. The

poor fellow finds every door slammed
in his face as soon as they discover that

k he has just come from prison. In desnoraHnnha nnnllwi to the bishoD of the
KV. »».W. ..V

parish, a man noted for his kindness of
heart and gei osity. The scene is

thus described by Victor Hugo.

The door opened and a man entered.
He entered, advanced a step and

halted, leaving the door open behind
him. He had his knapsack on his

shoulders, his cudgel in his hand, a

rough, audacious, weary and violent expressionin his eyes. The fire on the
hearth lighted him up. He was hid^
eous. It was a sinister apparition.
The bishop fixed a tranquil eye on

the man.
As he opened his mouth, doubtless to

ask the newcomer what he desired, the

g2g man rested both hands on his staff, dif
rected his gaze in turn at the old man

and the two women, and without waitingfor the bishop to speak he said in

a loud voice:
"See here. My name is Jean Valje«an,

I am a convict from the galleys. I was
liberated four days ago, and am on my

way to Pontarlier, which is my destination.I have been walking for four

days since I left Toulon. I have traveleda dozen leagues today on foot.
This evening when I arrived in these

» parts, I went to an inn, and they turn^ed me out because of my yellow passport,which I had shown at the town
hall. I had to do it. I went to an inn,
They said to me, 'Be off!' at both

. places. No one would take me. I went

to the prison; the jailer would not admitme. I went into a dog's kennel;
the dig bit me and chased me off as

though he had been a man. One would
have said that he knew who I was. I
went into the fields, intending to sleep

. in the open air beneath the stars.
There were no stars, I thought that it
was going to rain and I re-entered the
town to seek the recess of a doorway.
Yonder in the square I meant to sleep
on the stone bench. A good woman

pointed out your house to me and said

!«. to me, 'Knock there.' I have knocked.
What is this place? Do you keep an

i inn? I have money.savings. One
hundred and nine francs fifteen sous,
which I earned in the galleys by my
labor in the course of nineteen years. I

will pay. What is that to me? I have

^ money I am very weary; twelve
^ leagues on foot; I am very hungry.

Are you willing that I should remain?"
"Madame Magloire," said the bishop,

"you will set another place."
The man advanced three paces and

approached the lamp which was on the
* table. "Stop," he resumed, as though

he had not quite understood; "that's
not it. Did you hear? I am a galleyslave;a convict. I come from the galleys."He drew from his pocket a large
sheet of yellow paper, which he unfolded."Here's my passport. Yellow,
as you ^ee. This serves to expel me

from every place where I go. Will you

£ read It I know how to read. I learnedIn the galleys. There is a school
there for those who choose to learn.
Hold, this is what they put on this
passport: 'Jean Valjean, discharged
convict, native of.that is nothing to

to you.'has been nineteen years in the
galleys; five years for house-breaking
and burglary; fourteen years for havingattempted to escape on four occasions.He is a very dangerous man.'
There! Everyone has cast me out. Are

you willing to receive me? Is this an

inn? Will you give me something to
V eat and a bed? Have you a stable?"

^ "Madame Magloire," said the bishop,
^ "you will put white sheets on the bed

in the alcove."

^Madame Magloire retired to execute
V these orders.
^ The bishop turned to the man.

"Sit down, sir, and warm yourself,
ft We are going to sup In a few moftments. and your bed will be prepared
1^1 while you are supping."

At this point the man suddenly comprehended.The expression of his face,
up to that time sombre and harsh,
bore the imprint of stupefaetion. of
doubt, of joy, and became extraordinary.He began stammerings like a

crazy man:

^ "Really What! You will help me?
You do not drive me forth? A convict!You call me sir! You do not addressme as thou? 'Get out of here.
vnn fine!' is what DeoDle always say

to me. I felt sure that you would expelme. so I told you at once who I
am. Oh, what a good woman that was

^ who directed me hither! I am going
k to sup! A bed with a mattress and

sheets, like the rest of the world!.a
bed! It is nineteen years since I have

slept in a bed! You actually do not

want me to go! You are good people.
Besides. I have money. I will pay
well. Pardon me. monsieur, the innjikkeeper, but what is your name? I will

pay anything you ask. You are a fine
man. You are an inn-keeper, are you
not ?"

"I am," replied the bishop, "a priest
who lives here."
"A priest!" aid the man. "Oh, what

a fine priest! Then you are not going
to demand any money of me? You are

the cure.are you not the cure of this
big church? Well. I am a fool, truly!
I had not perceived your skull cap."
As he spoke he deposited his knapsackand his cudgel in a corner, replacedhis passport in his pocket and

seated himself.
* *

"Monsieur le Cure," said the man,

'you are good; you do not despise me.

You receive me into your house. You

light your candles for me. Yet I have

not concealed from you whence I

LND
HE GOOD BISHOP

ing the Power of
ness.

ES," by VICTOR HUGO.

come and that I am an unfortunate
man."
The bishop who was sitting close to

him, gently touched his hand. "You
could not help telling me who you
were. This is not my house; it is the
house of Jesus Christ. The door does
not demand of him who enters whetherhe has a name, but whether he has
a grief. You suffer; you are hungry
and thirsty; you are welcome. And do

not thank me; do not say that I receiveyou in my house. No one is at
home except the man who needs a

refuge. I say to you, who are passing
by, that you are much more at home
1 ~ 4U"~ T mvoalf ITvorvfhlnc
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here is youra What need have I to

know your name? Besides, before you
told me, you had one which I knew."
The man opened his eyes in astonishment.
"Really? You knew What I was

called?"
"Yes," replied the bishop; "you are

called my brother."
"Stop, Monsieur le Cure!" exclaimed

the man. "I was very hungry when I
entered here; but you are so good that
I no longer know what has happened
to me."
The bishop looked at him and said:
"You have suffered much."
"Oh, the red coat, the ball on the

ankle, a plank to sleep on, heat, cold,
toil, the convicts, the thrashings, the
double chain for nothing, the cell for
one word; even sick and in bed, still
the chain! Dogs, dogs are happier!
Nineteen years! I am forty-six. Now.
there is the yellow passport* That Is
what it is like."

"Yes," resumed the bishop, "you
have come from a very sad place.
Listen. There will be more joy in

Heaven over the tear-bathed face of a

repentant sinner than over the white
robes of a hundred just men. If you
emerge from that place with thoughts
of hatred and of wrath against mankindyou are deserving of pity: If you
emerge with thoughts of good-will
and of peace, you are more worthy
than any of us."

In the meantime Madame Magloire
had served supper; soup, made with
water, oil, bread and salt; a little
bacon, a bit of mutton, figs, a fresh
cheese and large loaf of rye bread.
The bishop's face at once assumed

that expression of gaiety which Is peculiarto hospitable natures. "To
table!" he cried vivaciously. As was

his custom when a stranger supped
with him, he made the man sit on his

right. Mademoiselle Baptistlne, perfectlypeaceable and natural, took her

seat at his left.
The bishop asked a blessing, then

helped the soup himself, according to

his custom. The man began to eat
with avidity.

All at once the bishop said: "It
strikes me there is something missing
on this table."
Madame Magloire had, in fact, only

placed the three sets of forks and
spoons which were absolutely necessary.Now, it was the usage of the
house, when the bishop had any one

to supper, to lay out the whole six sets
of silver on the tablecloth.an innocentostentation. This graceful semblanceof luxury was a kind of child's
play, which was full of charm in that
gentle and severe household, which
raised poverty into dignity.

Ma-'-^me Magloire understood the
remark, went out wunoui saying a

wcrd. and a moment later the three
sets of silver forks and spoons demandedby the bishop were glittering uponthe cloth, symmetrically arranged
before the three persons seated at the
table.

After bidding his sister good-night,
the bishop took one of the two sliver
candie-stlcks from the table, handed
the other to his guest and said:

"Monsieur, I will conduct you to

your room."
The man followed him.
As might have been observed from

what has been said above, the house
was arranged that in order to pass
Into the oratory where the alcove was

situated or to get out of it it was necessaryto traverse the bishop's bedroom.
At the moment when he was crossingthis apartment Madame Magloire

was putting away the silverware In the
cupboard near the head of the bed.
This was her last care every evening
before she went to bed.
The bishop installed his guest in the

alcove. A fresh white bed had been
prepared there. The man set the candledown on a small table.

"Well." said the bishop, "may you
pass a good night. Tomorrow morning,before you set out. you shall
drink a cup of warm milk from our

cows."
"Thanks, Monsieur le Abbe," said

tho mnn

Hardly had he pronounced these
words full of peace when, all of a suddenand without transition, he made a

strange movement, which would have
frozen the two sainted women with
horror had they witnessed it. Even at
this day it is difficult for us to explain
what inspired him at that moment.
Did he intend to convey a warning or

to throw out a menace. Was he simplyobeying a sort of instinctive impulsewhich was obscure even to himself?He turned abruptly to the old
man, folded his arms, and bending
upon his host a savage gaze, he exclaimedin a hoarse voice:
"Ah! Really! You lodge me in your

house, close to yourself, like this?"
He broke off, and added with a

laugh in which there was something
monstrous:
"Have you really reflected well?

How do you know that I have not
been an assassin?"
The bishop replied:
"That is the concern of the good

God."
Then gravely, and moving his lips

like one who is praying or talking to
himself, he raised two fingers of his
right hand and bestowed his benedic-

tion on the man, who did not bow,
and without turning his head or lookingbehind him he returned to his
bedroom.
As the Cathedral clock struck two

in the morning, Jean Valjean awoke.
What woke him was that his bed

was too good. It was nearly twenty
years since he had slept in a bed, and,
although he had not undressed, the
sensation was too novel not to disturb
his slumbers.
He had slept more than four hours.

His fatigue had passed away. He was

accustomed not to devote many hours
to respose.
He opened his eyes and stared into

the gloom which surrounded him;
then he closed them again with the
intention of going to sleep once more.

When many varied sensations have
agitated the day. when various matterspre-occupy the mind, one falls
asleep once, but not a second time.
Sleep comes more easily than It returns.That is what happened to Jean
Valjean. He could not get to sleep
«-* flrn I n Qnrl V* o 1 tA KlnlflnO' THftflA

six sets of silver haunted him. They
were there. A few paces distant.
Just as he was traversing the adjoiningroom to reach the one In which
he then was, the old servant-woman
had been In the act of placing them
In a little cupboard near the head of
the bed. He had taken careful note
of this, cupboard. On the right, as

you entered from the dlnning-room.
They were solid. And old silver.
For the laddie one coUld get at least
two hundred francs. Double what he
had earned in nineteen years. It is
true that he would have earned more

if the "administration had not robbed
him."

His mind wavered for a whole hour
in fluctuations in which there was certainlymingled some struggle. Three
o'clock struck. He opened his eyes
again, drew himself up abruptly into

a sitting posture, stretched out his arm
and felt of his knapsack, which he
had thrown down on a corner of the
alcove; then he hung his legs over the
edge of the bed and placed his feet
on the floor and thus found himself,
almost without knowing it, seated on

his bed.
He remained for a time thoughtfullyIn this attitude, which would

have been suggestive of something
sinister for any one who had seen him
thus In the dark, the only person
awake in that house where all were

sleeping. All of a sudden he stooped
down, removed his shoes and placed
them softly on the mat beside the bed;
then he resumed his thoughtful attitudeand became motionless once

more.
He remained in this situation, and

would have so remained Indefinitely
even until daybreak, had not the clock
struck one.the half or quarter hour.
It seemed to him that stroke said to

him, "Come on!"
He rose to his feet, hesitated still

another moment, and listened, then
executed a movement like that of a

man who has made up his mind,
strode to the alcove, grasped his knapsack,opened It, fumbled In It, pulled
out of it something which he placed
on the bed, put his shoes into one of
his pockets, shut the whole thing up
again, threw the knapsack on his
shoulders, put on his cap, drew the
visor down over his eyes, felt for his

cudgel, went and placed It In the angleof the window; then returned to
the bed and resolutely seized the objectwhich he had deposited there. It
resembled a short bar of iron, pointed
like a pike at one end. It would have
been difficult to distinguish In thai
darkness for what employment that
bit of Iron could have been designed.
Perhaps it was a lever; possibly It
was a club.
He took the candlestick in his right

hand. Holding his breath and trying
to deaden the sound of his tread, he
directed his steps to the door of the
adjoining room, occupied by the bishop,as we already know.
On arriving at this door he found

it ajar. The bishop had not closed It.
Toon VaHpnn reDlaeed his

cap on his brow; then stepped rapidly
past the bed, without glancing at the
bishop, straight to the cupboard,
which he saw near the head; he raised
his iron candlestick as though to force
the lock; the key was there; he openedIt; the first thing which presented
itself to his gaze was the basket of silverware;he seized it, traversed the
chamber with long strides, without
taking any precautions and without
troubling himself about the noise,

gained the door, re-entered the oratory,opened the window, seized his
cudgel, bestrode the window-sill of
the ground-floor, put the silver into
his knapsack, threw away the basket,
crossed the garden, leaped over the
wall like a tiger and fled.

» * *

The next morning at sunrise, the
bishop was strolling in his garden.
Madame Magloire ran up to him in utterconsternation.
"Monseigneur, Monselgneur!" she exclaimed,"does your Grace know where

the basket of silver is?"
"Yes," replied the Bishop.
"Oh. I am thankful for that," she resumed:"I did not know what had becomeof it."
The bishop had just picked up the

basket in a flower-bed. He presented
it to Madame Magloire.
"Here it is."
"Well!" said she. "Nothing in it!

And the silver?"
"Ah," returned the bishop, "so it is

the silver which troubles you? I don't
know where it is."

"O, my! O, my! it is stolen! That
man who was here last night has stolenit."

In a twinkling, with all the vivacity
of an alert old woman, Madame Magloirehad rushed to the oratory, enteredthe alcove and returned to the bishop.The bishop had just bent down,
and was sighing as he examined a

plant of cochlearia des Guillons, which
the basket had broken as it fell across

the bed. He rose up at Madame Magloire'scry.
"Monseigneur, the man is gone! The

silver has been stolen!"
As she uttered this exclamation, her

eyes fell upon a corner of the garden
where traces of the wall's having been
scaled were visible. The coping of the
wall had been torn away.

"Stay! yonder is the way he went.
He jumped over into Cochefllet Lane.
Ah, the abomination! He has stolen
our silver!"
The bishop remained silent for a moment;then he raised his grave eyes,

and said gently to Madame Magloire:
"And, In the first place, was that diverours?" '

Madame Magloire was speechless.
Another silence ensued; then the blihopwent on:
"Madame Magloire, I have for a long

time detained that silver wrongfully. It
belonged to the poor. What was fiat
man? A poor man, evidently."
"Alas!" returned Madame Maglo re.

"It is not for my sake nor for Mademoiselle's.It makes no difference to
us. But It is for the sake of Monselgneur.What is Monselgneur to eat with
now
The bishop gazed at her with an airl

of amazement.
"Ah, some! Are there no such things

as pewter forks and spoons?"
Madame Magloire shrugged her

shoulders.
"Pewter has an odor."
"Iron forks and spoons, then."
"Iron has a taste."
"Very well," said the bishop; "woodenones then."
A few moments later he was break-

fasting' at the very table at which Jean
Valjean had sat on the previous*evening.As he ate his breakfast, the bishop
remarked gaily to his sister, that one

really does not need either fork or

were gendarmes; the other was Jean
Valjean.
As the brother and sister were about

to rise from the table, there came a

knock at the door.
"Come in," said the bishop.
The door opened. A singular and violentgroup made its appearance on the

threshold. Three men were holding a

fourth by the collar. The three men

gendarmes; the other was Jean Valjean.
A brigadier of gendarmes, who

seemed to be in command of the group,
was standing near the door. He enteredand advanced to the bishop, making
a military salute.
"Monselgneur." said he.
At this word, Jean Valjean, who was

dejected and seemed overwhelmed,
raised his arm with an air of stupefaction.
"Monselgneur!" he murmured. "£!o

he is not the cure?"
"Silence!" said a gendarme. "He is

Monselgneur the bishop."
In the meantime, the bishop had at

vancedas quickly as his great age permitted.
Ah! here you are!" he exclaimed,

looking at Jean Valjean. "I am glad
to see you. Well, but how is this? I
gave you the candlesticks too, which
are of silver like the rest, and for
which you can certainly get two hur

dredfrancs. Why did you not carry
them away with your forks and
spoons?"
Jean Valjean opened his eyes wide,

and stared at the venerable bishop
with an expression which no human
tongue can render any account of.
"Monselgneur," said the brigadier t f

the gendarmes, "so what this man sail
is true, then? We came across him.
He was walking like a man who is Turningaway. We stopped him to look
into the matter. He had this silver."
"And he told you," interposed the

bishop, with a smile, "that it had been
given to him by a kind old fellow of a

priest with whom he had passed the
night? I see how the matter stands.
And you have brought him back here?
It is a mistake.'

"In that case," replied the brigadier,
"we can let him go?"

"Certainly," replied the bishop.
The gendarmes released Jean Vaijean,who recoiled.
"Is It true that I am to be released?'*

he said, in an almost inarticulate vole;
and as though he were talking In hi J

sleep.
"Yes, thou art to be released; dost

thou not understand " said one of the
gendarmes.
"My friend," resumed the bishop, be

fore you go, here are your candle*
sticks. Take them."
He stepped to the chimney-place,

took the two silver candlesticks, and
brought them to Jean Valjean. Tho
two women looked on without utterinr
a word, without a gesture, without I.

look which could disconcert the bishop.
Jean Valjean was trembling in every

limb. He took the candlesticks mechanically,and with a belwildered air.
"Now," said the bishop, "go in

peace. By the way, when you return,
my friend, it is not necessary to pass
through the garden. You can always
enter and depart through the street
door. It is never fastened with anythingbut a latch, either by day or by
night."
Then, turning to the gendarmes:.
"You may retire, gentlemen."
The gendarmes retired.
Jean Valjean was like a man on the

point of fainting.
The bishop drew near to him, and

said in a low voice:.
"Do not forget, never forget, that you

have promised to use this money in
becoming an honest man."
Jean Valjean, who had no recollection

of ever having promised anything remainedspeechless. The bishop had
emphasized the words when he uttered
them. He resumed with solemnity:.
"Jean Valjean, my brother, you no

longer belong to evil, but to good. It
is your soul that I buy from you; I
withdraw It from black thoughts and
the spirit of perdition, and I give it to
God."
(The story goes on to show how Jean

Valjean was transformed by the good
bishop's kindness, and spent the rest
of his life in the most unselfish efforts
to help others.)

Nobody Won the Prize..The walkingcraze a few years ago gave a well
known sporting man an opportunity
which he could not resist taking advantageof. He had handbills widely
distributed on which was stated:
"A Great Crosby gentleman will give

$50 to the man. woman or child who
first succeeds in doing the following
task: To walk from the Pierhead
(Liverpool) to Crosby village. There
each competitor must buy a meat pie
and walk around the 'Big Stone' and
eat it."
About a hundred entries were receivedand the walk took place on

Whit Monday. Much excitement prevailed,and a great cheer rose as a
local pedestrian was seen leading the
rest of the crowd. His meat pie was
sfoon eaten as he walked round the
stone and he went to the judge for the
$50.
"Why," exclaimed the judge, "I

didn't think you could have done it.
The stone seemed too hard to eat."
"What's that got to do with it?"

asked the ped.
"Everything to do with it," answeredthe judge, "and nobody gets the

$50 till they do.".London Tit-Bits.
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THE COFFEE CONTROVERSY

Valorization Scheme of Brazil Vary
Successful.

The determination of the department
of Justice to press a suit in the Federalcourts against what is popularly denominated"the coffee trust," and
which in reality is a combination authorizedby the authority of the Braziliangovernment for the purpose of
maintaining a constant equilibrium in
the coffee market, and, therefore, a

constant price level, perhaps representsthe first Instance where a foreign
government has been charged with
violating the Sherman anti-trust law.
Whatever may be the outcome of

the litigation in the courts, it is certainthat Brazil has gone to unusual
lengths to keep its coffee at a higher
price level than natural conditions
would make possible. The story of how
all this came about, and what the real
meaning: or "valorization" is, constitutesa remarkable chapter In the historyof finance. It was brought about
by the Brazilian state of Sao Paulo.
Prior to 1890 this state produced comparativelylittle coffee. But the price
of coffee had been Increasing and soon

every one of the 3,000,000 souls of that
state began to live, move and have his
being In the coffee business. By the
time of the Spanish-American war all
of Sao Paulo's millions of trees had
come Into bearing and its coffee began
to flood the markets of the world. This
drove the price down from seventeen
cents a pound to seven cents, and some

four years later It went as low as five
cents. Meanwhile the world's productionof the fragrant bean was expandingwith far more rapidity than the
consumption. Where there were 9.500,00bags produced In 1899 there
were 20,000,000 bags In 1906.
The coffee business got Into a bad

way. It was costing as much to producea pound of coffee as It could be
sold for. The Sao Paulo government
decided to try to stop the tremendous
growth of the Industry by putting a

heavy tax on every newly planted
tree. But the coffee growers continuedto expand their business, and Anallythings reached such a state that
bankruptcy threatened the planters
everywhere. Mortgages were being
foreclosed, and Sao Paulo's coffee Anancesbegan to fall into the hands of
foreigners. The planters demanded relief,with a revolution as the probable
alternative.
At this Juncture the state decided to

come to the rescue of the planters. It
decided that the world would pay a

good price for 17,000,000 bags of coffee
and no more, and that by regulating Its
own supply It could hold the world's
supply at that notch. In other words,
Sao Paulo would earner the market on

coffee. It promptly went into the marketas a coffee buyer. It agreed to pay
a cent above the market price for coffee,raising its funds from treasury
bills with the stored coffee as collateral,and thus the necessary funds were

secured from European and American
banking houses.
Sao Paulo bought coffee and more

cofTee, but the planters kept Increasing
their production, and the coffee that
Sao Paulo was able to buy was not

enough to force up the world's price
levels. Rather, the price continued to
come down until It reached six cents a

pound. With bankruptcy staring it In
the face, Sao Paulo appealed to the
Brazilian Federal government. After
Sao Paulo had surreptitiously sold 1,300,000bags of coffee which had been

pledged as security for loans to foreign
bankers there still remained over 7,000,000bags as security for the loans
that had been made.
Acting In behalf of Brazil, Hermann

Sielcken, a German-American with
large interests In that country, went to
the Rothschilds and sought to interest
them. They agreed that they would
put up the money for a valorization
scheme backed by the Brazilian government,provided that the coffee to

constitute the principal security thereforcould be stored in warehouses outsideof South America and under their
general custody for safe-keeping and
subsequent disposal.
They wanted Brar.i to pass a law

imposing a heavy penalty on any one

who would plant a new coffee tree, and
creating inspectors to go about tearing
up any new coffee trees they found.
Then they wanted Sao Paulo to guaranteethat at no time after 1910
should the total coffee exported amount
to more than 10,000,000 bags, a prohibitivetax to be levied against all coffeestill in the market after that limit
had been reached. Brazil readily
agreed to the demands of the bankers,
and In a short time Sao Paulo had
$75,000,000 with which to satisfy the
creditors on account of its attempt at

bulling the market, and even after all
debts were satisfied there was still a

nice little margin for future operations.
There were six banking houses in

on the deal, and each of them, accordingto previous agreement, appointed a

board of seven.the other member beinga representative of the state of Sao
Paulo, whose duty it became to control
the stored coffee, and to sell not less
than a stated amount each year. A
committee of three bankers also was

named to be responsible for the coffee
as trustees.
The valorization scheme worked this

time. The price of coffee began to rise
and contrary to all experience, the
presence of this great supply ofwithdrawn-from-the-marketcoffee did not
tend at ail to hold down the price.
Gradually this accumulation has been
turned into the market, but always in
such limited amounts as to prevent a

downward movement of prices. In the
two years from December 31, 1908, to
December 31, 1910, the price of coffee
rose from 6i cents to 13J cents. The
profit on the coffee put in warehouses
under the valorization scheme was a

great one, but nothing as compared
with the huge streams of additional
gold that flowed into the pockets of
Brazilian coffee growers. By the simpleexpedient of holding out a little
more than ten per cent of the coffee
from the ordinary channels of trade,
the price increased more than 100 per
cent. The Sao Paulo people at one time
sought to accomplish this same result
by dumping every tenth bag of coffee

produced into the sea, but the storm of

opposition the suggestion aroused, preventedthat purpose from being carried
out.

The valorization scheme included
the idea that none of the valorization
coffee should be sold on the New York
coffee exchange. The organization
fixes the price of coffee every day.
There are nine grades of coffee cominginto the New York market, all coffeebeing graded by a set of experts,
according to standardized samples.
The basis price is on what is known as

No. 7 coffee, all the other per centages
being reckoned from that. But the
prices fixed by the exchange committee
are determined largely by the quantity
of coffee on the market In the exchange.Knowing this, the valorization
people do not offer their coffee on the
exchange, but sell it at auction and at
private sales away from New York.
That maintains the proper degree of
scarcity on the exchange and the concomitanthigh price.

If one charges up the entire rise In
coffee prices to the valorization scheme
it has been a heavy bill to the Americancoffee drinker. It Is true that it
has meant a small increase in the cost
of a cup of coffee.some one has estimatedthat it has amounted to one cent
for each 2,000 cups of coffee drunk in
the United States.but in the aggre-

gate It Is estimated that our annual
coffee bill has been Increased nearly
$100,000,000 as a result of the valorizationplans of the Brazilian governm&nt.
Not only the government of Brazil

and the bankers who financed the valorizationscheme, but the Brazilian
coffee planter as well, has made huge
sums out of the scheme. The world's
production of coffee amounts to more

than 2,250,000,000 pounds & year. The
Increase of eight cents a pound that
he s taken place since Brazil undertook
the valorization scheme now amounts
to an additional wholesale value in the
world's coffee crop of nearly $200,000,000a year.
One is safe In assuming that the

Brazilian coffee planter is an euthusiasticadvocate of valorization. It has
so enhanced the value of his prodbct
that he now is able to realize a profit of
something like 200 per cent on the coffeehe grows, after paying all the expensesof production and shipment
to the markets of the world.
The world never has seen such a

remarkably successful effort to create
artificial conditions and artificial prices
in any commodity of world-wide use.

.Frederick J. Haskin.

THE TORRENS SYSTEM.

Constitutional Amendment Under Discussionin Ohio.
The sixteenth proposal on the constitutionalballot has been commonlycalled the Torrens amendment.

The word Torrens, however, does
not appear in the text. The amendmentin full follows:
Laws may be passed providing for

insuring and guaranteeing land titles

by the state or by the counties
thereof, and for settling and determiningadverse or other claims
to and interests in, lands the titles
guaranteed, and for the creation and
collection of guaranty funds by fees
to be assessed against lands, the titlesto which are registered; and Judicialpowers with right of appeal
may by law be conferred upon countyrecorders or other officers in
matters arising under the operation
of such system.

It has been called the Torrens
amendment probably because the Tortntrfom nt land rpeist ration is
the only one generally recognized.
Yet the held is not limited, and if
in the future any system is found to

compete with the Torrens it will be

entitled to a hearing.
Were the amendment indorsed, the

details of the plan would, of course

remain for the legislature to work
out. There is, however, a general
procedure under the Torrens system
which has become virtually standard.
As many know, the Torrens system

was devised by Sir Robert RichardTorrens, premier of South Australiain 1857, for the Judicial registrationof titles to land. The idea
received a quick acceptance in many

parts of the world. Ohio had a Torrenslaw at one time, but the supreme
court declared it invalid.

In general, procedure under a Torrenslaw, the enactment of which
would be possible under the proposed
amendment, consists in an applica-|
tion to the designated court by a personinterested for the registration of
his title to some property. The title
is examined and certified by an officialexaminer. The state is then made
a defendant In any suit involving the
validity of that title.
The result claimed for the Torrens

system Is that a new and indefeasible
title In land Is created by the state.

Only one search of title is required,
the present multiplication of searches
with successive transfers being abolished.

This amendment is permissive. It
obviates the difficulty which caused
the loss of the other Torrens law in
Ohio. Some, six or eight states, as

well as a number of foreign nations,
have Torrens laws. Under the amendment,it would remain for the legislatureto prepare a law to meet the
will of its state-wide constituency.
It would probably be years before
the whole system could be put into
operation.

Proposal No. 16 should be adopted.

A Coiner of Words..There used to
be a war veteran in Owen county, Kentuckywho was always running for
office and never getting it. He was

a candidate by profession, breeding
and instinct. He also had the gift
of tongues, says the Saturday EveningPost. When he needed a word
and couldn't find it he made up one

out of his head and went right on.

Once in delivering an impromptu eulogyover a dead resident of his town,
he said to them:
"And. finally, our friend was above

all, a man of great migosity and generalunderstanding throughout the
neighborhood."
At another time he was making the

race for county judge. He and his

opponent were holding a joint debate.
He thought rome of the other man's
statements rather reflected on him.
and up he jumped.

"Mr. Green," he demanded, "are you
trying to recronicrate upon my feelinss."
"Not at all," said the other man,

wondering what reconlcrate meant.
"Then. sir. in that case I extend to

you the olive branch of peace," said
the coiner of language.

WHEN MOLLY MAGUIRES RULED

A Secret Organization That Dominatedand Terrorized Forty Years Ago.
About 40 years ago five counties

in Eastern Pennsylvania were dominatedand terrorized by a secret organization,thousands strong, whose
special purpose was to rob, burn pillageand kill. The members were

ruthless In hounding down and finally
destroying an enemy, and so powerfulhad the organization grown that
respectable residents were afraid to
leave their homes after dark, and alwayscarried revolvers to protect
themselves against an attack. Let a

man Incur the enmity of the Molly
Maguires and his life was not worth
a two-pence.
The origin and development of the

Molly Maguires is a matter of speculation.Their chief purpose was to
kill; and they killed men and women
with whom they had no dealings,
against whom they had no personal
grievances, and from whose death they
had nothing to gain, except, perhaps,
the price of a few rounds of whisky.
They committed murders by the score.
without knowing why or without caring.The men who decreed these
crimes did so for the most trival reasons,a reduction In wages, a personal
dl»like, some imagined greivance of a

friend. These were sufficient to call
forth an order to burn a house where
women and children were sleeping,
to shoot down an employer or fellow
workman, to He In wait for an officer
of the law and club him to death.

In vain did the residents of the infestedcounties form and arm committeesof vigilantes, who were to take
the law Into their own hands, inasmuchas the forces of the law were

paralyzed. All was of no avail; public
offices remained in th.e hands of ruffians;the same fierce crimes persisted,
persons were assaulted, robbed and
murdered with increasing frequency.

In 1873 Allan Pinkerton, head of
the Pinkerton Agency, was appealed
to for aid in clearing out this band.
There was then In the employ of the
agency a young man named James
McParland, who had become a detectiveby accident. McParland was

detailed to go into the territory controlledby the Mollys and to remain
"In the field until every cut-throat
had paid with his life for the lives so

cruelly taken."
It was announced that McParland

had sailed for Euorpe, and a few days
later the young detective arrived In
rottsvllle, where he established himselfin the boarding house kept by a

Mrs. O'Regan. There he met a man

named Jennings, who offered to show
him the sights of the city. They passeda noisy drinking house caled the
Sheridan House, and McKenna.for
that was McParland'sassumed name

.proposed going in, Jennings warnedhim never to cross the threshold
of that place.

"It's kept by Pat Dormer," he said,
"the big body master of the Molly
Maguires,"
McKenna noticed the frightened

manner of Jennings, but he rejoiced
to find himself so soon on the right
track. He gave Jennings the slip a

little later, and, going back to the
saloon, boldly entered. He found
himself in the midst of a noisy assembly.All of the men were drinking.
Some were dancing to the accompanimentof a crazy fiddle. Things hap|
pencd rapidly after that. McKenna
took a hand in a card game, ana accusedone of the players, th« bully of
the Molly Maguires, of having six
cards In his hand. This precipitated
a fight, in which McKenna gave the
bully a decisive beating.
The newcomer was immediately

hailed as a hero. All insisted on treatinghim. and even Mrs. Dormer and
her eldest daughter came forward
with congratulations. In a week McKennawas on such intimate terms
with the great Dormer that he was

invited to the wedding of Dormer's
sister, where he pretended to get gloriouslydrunk with the rest of the
guests. He managed to acquire a

number of the secrets and passwords
of the secret order.
A little later McKenna told Dormer

that he was going in search of a betterJob, and Dormer gave him a letter
to the desperate "Muff LAwler, body
master of the Molly McGulre lodge at
Shenandoah, a great coal center, 12
miles north of Pottsvllle, with a populationof nearly 10,000. Within a few
weeks he was installed in Lawler's
house as a boarder and was regarded
as a roaring, reckless fellow, quite
bad enough to be a member of the
Mollys. The ceremony took place in
due time over Lawler's-saloon, and,
after having paid for unlimited whisky,McKenna was instructed In the
signs and passwords of the order and
made a member In full standing.
And he rose in time to be secretary
of the Shenandoah division.
Having thus laid the foundations

for his future work, McKenna, with a

letter of recommendation from "Muff"
Lawser, now began a period of wanderingthrough the distracted counties
eettlnsr work in various mines, but
never keeping one position long. In
the course of his travels he made the

acquaintance of most of the active

Mollys, including Jack Kehoe and
"Yellow Jack" Donahue, both of
whom were hanged on his testimony.
Everywhere he found that his reputationhad preceded him, and he was

received by ail the Mollys with respect.At each new stopping place he

i
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came Into possession of new secrets
touching crimes of the orders already
committed and others that were being
planned, all of which he reported
day by day to Allen Plnkerton.
He found that each county was governedby a "county delegate," his territorybeing divided Into districts, or

"patches," each under a "body master,"or chief officer, who gave out
the signs and passwords to trusted
members, and ordered the execution
of crimes that had been decided upon.
In nearly every case the body master
was the keeper of a saloon near one
of the shafts, slopes or drifts, and no
autocrat ever wielded a power more

irresponsible than his over all who
came within his Jurisdiction. In order
to force the miners and workmen to
buy at his bar, which was usually run

without license, it was necessary for
him to control their relations with
the mines, and to do this he must
have the superintendent absolutely
within his power.

If any superintendent dared to refusethe request of the body master
to hire or discharge any man, with or
without reason, that superintendent's
life was as good as forfeited. "Bosses"were in the same way constrained
to give Mollys the best jobs.that la
the easiest.and In case of their failureto do ho they were promptly
made an example of with clubs or revolvers.Before killing a superintendentor colliery boss the body master
would usually serve him with a "coffin
notice," a roughly written warning,
bearing crudely drawn knives and re-

.

volvere, and a large coffin in the center.The man who ignored one of
these warnings was In every instance
shot or clubbed to death within a few
days.
A peculiar system was in operation

between the various "patches," in accordancewith which, if the body masterof District No. 1 desired a certain
man killed he would call upon the
body master of District No. 2 for men
to do It, and In return for this favor
he was bound to furnish assassins for
the body master of District No. 2
whenever he found himself In a murderousmood. As a measure of safetyit was always arranged, if possible,to have murders committed by
men unacquainted with their victims.
As body master of the Shenandoah
District, McKenna was called upon to
furnish murderers on several occa-

slons. He usually managed to fall to
send them, however, on some pretext
or another, or warned the men whom
It was planned to murder.
Toward the end of 1875 the strain

under which McParland had been
working for 18 months began to tell
on him and he appealed to Allen
Pinkerton to be allowed to strike the
final blow Pinkerton and his assistantshad already concluded that the
evidence McParland had obtained
was sufficient and steps were taken to
close in on the murderers.- MoParland
had still, however, many dangers to
face from fellow members of the orderwho were beginning to believe he
had played them false and from outragedcitizens who regarded him as a

monster of crime whose unceremoniouskilling would be a service to the
state.
One night In Tamaqua bands of

armed 'men searched for him from
house to house until morning, and
would certainly have found and lynchedhim had he not, by pretending
to fall into a drunken sleep, succeededin remaining all night in the house
of a respectable resident who was

not suspected of harboring him.
Several attempts were made to poisonMcParland by members of the

gang, but each time he was warned byfriendswhom he had among the members.Once a woman warned him,
another time a man. It is said that
a daughter of one of the members fell
desperately in love with McParland,
but when she found he was a detectiveand not a desperado she was

heartbroken.
McParland had succeeded in havinga number of the gang arrested,

tried and convicted without any one

suspecting that he was responsible.
But on May 6, 1876, a number of arrestswere made and McParland testifiedagainst the prisoners. It was
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tlfy, but as most of the members now

knew who he was there was no furtheruse In his concealing his identity.
The trials that followed were highly

dramatic. Held as they were in the
very center of the lawless district,
there was more or less danger that

persons engaged in them would themselvessuffer the fraternity's vengeance.The result df McParland's dangerousInvestigations and subsequent
testimony was the complete exterminationof the order of the Molly Magulres.A score or more of the desperadoeswere sent to the penitentiary.Nineteen were hanged. Among
them was Jack Kehoe, who had been
among the first to suspect McParlandof being a detective, and had
used all his power and ingenuity to

get him killed and out of the way.

Needs It Badly.."Madam, this story
will fairly take your breath away."

"I don't need it, but you'd better call
on my husband and show it to him."
"You think he will purchase? A

dollar down and".
"I am quite sure he will look upon It

as a long felt want. He has tried
cloves and coffee and orange peel and
he has yet to find something that will
take his breath so far away that he
can fool me when he comes in after
having had to work late at the office."
I.Houston Post
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