CHAPTER XXIX-Continued.

TLord Clanyarde and his daughter
left at the end of the week. There
were fever cases talked of already, and
all the American tourists had fled.
Lord Clanyarde felt he was not get-
ting away an hour too soon. They
dawdled about among Swiss moun-
tains, living a life of rustic simplicity
that was wondrously beneficial to Con-
stance, but somewhat painful to Lord
Clanyarde. At the beginning of July
they had established themselves at a
little lonely village in the shadow of
white, solemn mountains. and here
Constance felt as if she had passed be-
yond the region of actual life into a
state of repose, a kind of painless pur-
gatory. She had done with the world
and worldly interests and affections.
Even the little stranger’s héart must
‘have been weaned irom her by this
time.

Lord Clanyarde saw the gradual de-
ecay of his daughter’s strength, and
trembled for the issue. She had grown
dearer to him in this time of close
compansonship than she had ever been
since the far-off days when she was
little Connie, the youngest and loveli-
est o/ his daughters. He told hirself
that unless something occurred to
rouse her from this dull apathy, this

lacid calm, which looked like the

orerunner of death's irozen stillness,
there was every reason for fear and
but:little ground for hope.

Lord Cianyarde prayed more ear-
nestly than he had ever done before in
his self-indulgent life, and it seemed
to him that Providenee heard his cry
for help.

One morning there came a letter
from Rome which startled father and
daughter alike. It was from Mra.
Walsingham, written in a tremulous
‘hand, and addressed to Lord Clan-
yarde. :

. “They tellme [ am dying, and the
near approach of death has melted the
ice about my heirt. I have been a
very wicked woman, and now con-

science urges me to make you what
pcor reparation I can for the most |
cruel and treachérous revenge—not '
upon the man who wronged me, but
upon the innocent girl for whose sake
1 was deserted. |

“I nave deeply injured your daugh- !
ter, Lord Clanyarde, and 1 meant to
carry the secret of that wrong to the |
grave—to leave her desolate and child- |
less to the end. But the long lonely
night-, the pain and weariness of de-
cay, the dreary seclusion from the
dreary outer world—these have done
their work. Conscience, which had
been deadened by anger and revenge,
slowly awakened, and there came a
longing for atonement. I can never
undo what I have done. I can never
give your daughter back the years that
nave been darkened by sorrow—her
wasted tears, her vain regre!s. But I
may do something. ILet her come to
me—Ilet her stand beside my deathbed,
and 1 will whisper the story of my
crime into her ear. I will not write it.
She must come quickly if she wishes to
hear what I have to toll, for death
stares me in the face, and this letter
may te long reaching you. Everyday
drifts m»> further down the dark river.
How swifty it rushes sometimes in the
dreary night-watches! ‘I can fancy I
hear the ripple of the tile and the hol-
low moan of the great ocean that lies
before me—the unknown sea of death
and eternity.”

Here came a broken sentence, which
Lord Clanyarde could not decipher,
and it seemed to him that the writer's
mind had wandered toward the close
of the letter. There was no signature,
but he knew the handwriting, and
Mrs. Walsingham’s address was en-
graved at the top.

The letter had been more than a
week on the road, and was readdressed
from the hotel where Lord Clanyarde
and his daughter had stayed at the be-
ginning o: their tour.

“It’s a curious business,” said Lord
Clanyarde, doubtfully, after he had
given Constatce the letter. “I believe
her mind is affected, poor soul; and I
really don’t think you ougnt to go.
Who can tell what she may do in her
ravings, and not a vestige of truth in
it, perhaps.”

He thought Mrs. Walsingham’s
death-bed confession might concern
‘her relations with Gilbert Sinclair,
and that it would be better for Con-
stance to hear nothing the unhappy
lady could tell. :

“This letter bears the stamp of
truth,” sa'd Constance, firmly. “I shall
g ,papa. Pray get a carriage and let
'us start as quickly as possible: ”

“But, my love, consider the unhealth-
iness of Rome at this time of year. We
might as well go and live in a fever
hospital. The Pontine Marshes, you
know, steaming with malaria.” We
snould be digging our own graves.”

“You need not go there unless you
like, pa; a, but I shall not lose an hour.
She has something to confess—some
wrong done me — tcomething about
Christabel, perhaps,” cried Constance.

He saw that the only wise course
was to yield to.his daughter’s wishes,
and lost- no time in making arrange-
ments for the journey back to Rome.

They entered Rome in the summer
sunset, the city looking teautiful as a
dream. The atmosphere was cool and
balmy, but Lord Clanyarde looked with
a shudder at the silvery mists floating
over the walleys, and fancied he saw
the malaria fiend grinning at him te-
hind that diaphanous veil. Constance
thought of nothing but the purpose
for which she had come.

“Tell the man to drive straight to
Mrs. Walsingham's, papa,” she said,
eager.y.

He gave the directions to the driver,
and the man pulled up his tired horses
befgre one of the stately palaces of the
pas

An Italian man rervant admitted
them to the-anteroom lavishly decora-
ted with pictures and bric-a-abrac—a
room in which 1ord Clanyarde had
eaten Noapolitan ices or sipped coffee
on those Saturday evenings which
Mrs. Walsingham had made so agree-
able to him. He had never seen the
room empty before to—nifht, and it
had a singularly desolate Iook to his
fancy in the flicker ng light of a pair

| NeS8 Was
. istence, and I resolved that the child

of wax candles that had burned down

|
to the sockets of the Pomreian bronze !
candlesticks on the velvet draped |
mantelpiece. |

“How is your mistress?” Lord Clan-
varde asked, eagerly. The Italian
shrugged his shoulders.

“Alas, excellency, it goes always the
sawe, She still exists, that is all.”

“Tell her Mrs. Sinclair has come
from Switzerland in the hope of see-
ing her.”

The Italian s° mmoned Mr.. Walsing-
hams mwaid, who requested Constance
to come at once to the sick-rcom. She
was expected. Bit she must prepare
herself to be shocied by Mrs. Wals-
ingham’s appearance. Her end seemed
near.

“You had better go to your hotel,
papa,” said Constance. “I may have to
stay here a long time. You can come
back for me by and by.”

Cn reflection Lord Clanyarde consid-
ered this the best arrangement. He
really wanted his dinner. Indeed, he
had never yet found any crisis in life
80 solemn as to obliterate that want.

The servant led the way through a
suite of reception-rooms to a tall door
at the end of a spacious' saloon. This
opened into Mrs. Walsingham's bed-
room, which was the last room on this
side of the house: a noble chamber,
with windows Jooking two ways—one
toward the hills, the other over the
stately roofs and temples of the city.
Both windows were wide open, and
there was no light in the room save
the rosy glow of sunset. The bed was
in an alcove, voluminously draped with
amber damask and Roman lace. Mrs.
Walsingham was in a sitt.ng position,
propped up with pillows, racing the
sun-glow beyond the purp.e hilis.

There was a second door opening
onto the staircad®, and as Constance
entered, some one—a man—Ileit the
rcom by this door, She supposed that
this person mu-t be one of Mrs. Wal-
singham’s medical attendants. The
doctors were hovering about her no
doubt, in these last hours.

“You have come,” gasped the dying
woman, “thank God! You can go, Mor-
ris,” to the maid; “I will ring if I want
vou. Come here, Mrs. Sinclair. Sit
down by my side. Tnere is no time to
lose. My breath fails me very often.
You must excuse—be patient.”

“Pray do not distress yourself,” said
Constance, seating herself in the chair
beside the bed; “I can stay as lony as
you like.”

“How gently you speak to me! but
you don’t know. You will look at me
ditierently presently—not wita those
compassionate eyes. I am an awiul
scectacle. am I not?—living death.
Would you believe that I was once a
beauty? Sant painted my portrait
when we were both at our best—" with
a bitter little laugh.

“I have not lost an hour in coming to
you. If you have done me a wrong that
you can by any means atone for, pray
do not lose time.” :

“Peath is waiting at my door. Yes,
I must be quick. But it is so horrible
to talk of it, such mean, low treachery.
Not a great reven_e, a piviful, paltry
act of spitefulness. Oh, if you knew
how I loved Gilbert Sinclair, how
firmly I believed in his love—yes, and
he was fond of me, until the luckless
day you crossed his path and stole his
heart from me.”

“I never knew,” faltered Constance.

“No: you wronged me ignorantly, but
that did not maike my loss lighter to
bear. Ihated you for it. Yes, I mea;-
ured my hatred for you by my love for
him. Life was int.lerab.e to me with-
out him, and one day I vowed that I
would make your life intolerable to
you. I was tod that you were making
an idol of your child, that your happi-
ound up in that baby s ex-

should be taken from you

“Wretch!” cried Constance, starting
up in.sudden horror. “You were there
—at Schcenesthal; you pushed her
down the step: 1t was not an acci-
dent—” ;

“No,no. I was not quite so bad as
that; not capab e of taki. g that sweet
young life. 'To take her from you, that
was enough.. To make vour days mis-
erabie, to make you drink thé-cup of
tears, as I had done, because of you:
that was my end and aim. 1 found a
willing tool in your French nurse-maid
—a skillful ¢ adjutor in James Wya t.
Everything was well planned. The girl
had learned to swim, the year before,
at Ostend, and was not afraid to plunge
into the river when she saw some one
coming. ' This gave a look Of peality
to the business. I met Melanie Duport
at the ruins that September mcrning,
and took your baby from her. I car-
ried her away in my cwn arms to the
place where a carriage was waiting for
me, and drove straight to Baden, and
from Baden traveled as fast as I could
to Brussels, keeping the baby in my
own charge all the while.”

“She was not drowned, then. Thank
God! thank God.” cried Con:tance,
sinking on her knees beside the bed,
and lifting up her heart in praise and
thanksgiving. Of Mrs. Walsinghan’s
guilt—of the vain sorrow she had en-
dured—she hardly thought in this mo-
ment of delight.

“Where i she, my darling, my angel?
‘What have you done with her? Where
have you hidden her all this time?

A wan smile crept over the ashen
face of the dying sinner.

“We are - trange creatures, we wom-
en—my: teries even to ourselves,” she
said. “I took your child from you, azd
hearing you were dying broken-heart-
ed, gave her back to you. Your old
lover pleaded strongly. I gave her
into Sir Cyprian Daverant’s keeping.
I know no more.”

“Then I was not deceived. My Chris-
tabel—it was my Christabel they
brought back to me. The instinct of
my mother’s heart was nota delusior, ’

“Can you pity—pardon?” faltered
Mrs. Walsingham,

“Yes. I forgive you for all—for
months of blank, hopeless grief—all—
because of what you have told me 10-
night. If you had taken this secret to
the Frave—if I had never known—I
should gave gone on steeling my heart
against my darling; 1 should have
thrust her from me, left her mother-
less to this cruel world, ani thought
that I was doing my duty. Yes, I for-
give. You have wronged me cruelly;
and it was heartless, treacherous,
abominable, what you did at Schcen-
esthal; but I forgive you all for the
sake of this blessed moment. May
God pardon you, as I do.”

“You are an angel,” sighed Mrs,
Walsingham, stretching out @ feeble
hand, which Constance pres:ed ten-
derly in both her.own. Death is a
great healer cf b/-gone wrongs. “And
will you forgive the friend who brought
you your own child, believing that he
was bringing upon you a strarger, ard
who experimentalized' with your ma-
térnal love in the hope of winning you
from the grave®” B

“You mean S r Cyprian Davenant?”
said C. ns!ance.

“Yes. ”

'“I felt’ angry with him when my
father told me what he had done; but
I am sure all he did was done out of

foretells a wedding:

. mothing to fcrguve.” |
| “I am glad to hear ycu say that. Sir

A I AS I i Cyprian hasre urned from Africa after |
'a successful expediticn.

| Rome.” |
Constance’s pale cheek grew a shade ;
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He is in

er.
“He is in Rome, and has paid me
many vis.ts in the sick-room. He has
talked t> me of ycur ge:tlene:s—vcur
divine compassi-n. But fcr that I do
no: think that I should ever have had
the cou:age to send for ycu—"

“I tcank him with all my heart,” ex-
claimed Ccnstance.

“Let your lips thank him, too,” said
Mrz. Walsingham, touching the spring
tell on the little tab e b, her side.

She struck the bell three times, and

| at the third chime t:e door opened

and Cyprian lavenant came in. It
was he who had withdrawn quietly at
Mrs. Sinc air's entrance, and whom
she had mistaken for the doctor. -«

“She has forgiven all,” said Mrs.
Walsingham. *“You we:e richt when
you called her an ungel. And now let
me do one good thing on my death-
bed. Let me be sure that the rest of
her life will be bright and happy, that
there will be a strong arm and a true
heart between her and sorrow. It
will help to lift the burden from my
conscience if I can be sure of that.”

Constance spoke not a word. She
stocd before her first lover blushing
like a school-girl. She dared not litt
her eyes to his face.

Happily there was little need of
words.

Cyprian put his arm rcund the slen-
der figure, in its dismal black dress,
and drew the love of years to his
breast. “God has been very good to
us, my dariing,” he said. “May He
never part us any more! I think He
meant us t> live and die together.”

Constance did not question this as- |

sertion. Her heart mutely echoed her
lover's words.

* * *

In the early spring of the following
year Lavenant awoke like the palace
of the Slceping Beauty, and the com-
fortable o.'j) sertants, who had grown
fat and sleck during their period of
comparative idleness, rejoicel and
made merry at the coming home of
their master. They had known him
from his boyhood, and to them this
raising up of the o.d family to more
than its former prosperity was like a

r:onal elevation. kven 1he neigh-

ring villages had their share n the
gladness, and there were more bon-
ures and triumphal archos between the
railway station and the park gates on
the evening of Sir Cyprian’s return
with his beautiful wife than had ever
been seen betore by the olce;t inhab-
itant.

Baby Christap:l was waitinz to re-
ceive them on the threshold of the old
oak-paneled' hall; and Martha Briggs,
resplendent in a new siik gown, de-
clared that this was the happiest day
of her life—an assertion which James
Gibson, the gamekeeper, resented as a
personal affront.

“Bar ore, Fatty,” he remonstrated.
“1 should think your own wedding-day
ought to be still ha pier.”

“No. it won’t.” cried Martha, decid-
edly; “and I think you ought to know,
Jim, that I would never have given my
consent to get married if my mistress
hadn’t —"

“Set you the example,” cried James,
with a guffaw. “And a very good ex-
ample 1t is, too. Sir Cyprian bhas
pro niced me the new lodge at the
south gate—five rooms and a scullery.
That's the missus’doing, 1’1l be bound.”

w |THE END.)

* * * *

u

tskimo Weapons.

The spear used by the Eskimo is
about five feet long. It is made of
wood, mounted with bone, in which
are finely carved all the fantastic de-
sions characteristic of the Iskimos in
this line of work. The arrow is made
in three pieces, two parts wood, and
the third, which is the head, of bone
dipped in poison. The three pieczs
ame held together by a leather thong,
but with a sligat movement of the
hand these can be disengaged, leaving
the head, when it strikes the animal,
curved in its body in such manner that
it is impossible t) disengage it without
cutting the sgin,

When the weapon is used on whale,
geal or other water animals a floator,
made of the bladder of a seal, is
attached to the end of the spear, so
that the hunter way trace its course
and locate his game. The FEskimos
have a peculiar way of “shooting” this
weapon.

The hunter holds in his right hand,
high above his head, a short ttick, or
“gun” with a notch near th= top, where
the end of the spear fits snugly. Tak-
ing aim at his game, he moves his
right hand swiftly forward, propelling
the spear with lightning speed, and in-
variably with unerring aim at the
mark, Instances have been recorded
whera a hunter brought down his game
at fi ty yards, and one or iwo Alaska
story tellers, who have ao fear of be-
ing discredited by the rising genera-
tion, tay that animals have been slain
at 100 yards distance. But all agree
that the averaze Kskimo is a marks-
man who nev r fails to hit his mark,
and wko, when so disposed, always
provides plenty for his fam ly with his
primitive weapon. Sometimes to this
spear is attached a ropa of leather,
one end of which is securely fastened
to the bunter’s arm, so that he may
keep hold of his game. But this is
only done on short distance shots,

A wea>on u-ed in hunting birds is a
tripod-shaped tpear. This is thrown
in the same mannsr as the poisoned
spear. The hunter sneaks within dis-
tance of his covey of ptarmigan or
other birds, and lets fly his weapon. If
he be lucky, three birds are the reward
of his skill; if not, one or two.

Old Superstitions.

It is curious to observe how many
strange ideas and superstitions have
been handed dcwn to us by our great-
grandmothers, many of which are still
firmly believed in in remote country
places, particularly by the peasants in
the north of England. It was pro-
verbial with our grandmothers that—

A maiden should never be married
in colors if she wi-hes to be happy,
the most unfortunate colors being yel-
low and green. :

Widows who re-marry ought to be
dre sed in white. Wednesday'is the
most fortunate day for marriages, Sat-
urday the most unlucky.

The thirteenth of the month is ur-
fortunate for all purposes.

if a wedding party should meet a
funeral on the way to church, sgpara-
tion will ensue.

Birds in flocks are lucky, and the sun
to shine upon a tride is most propi-
tious, denoting success in all matters,
and mutual love.

If a green pea-pod containing nine
peas is put by & maiden over the hall
door, she will be married if the first
stranger who enters happens to be a
bachelor.

Everything commenced upon the
first day of the moon is supposed tz
turn out successful.

Never pick up an old glove or sorrow
will follow.

A dream told before breakfast wi'l
not. comg out true. It is:aid to be un-
lucky tc dream of a baby. lucky to
dream of a white horse, and luckiest of
all to dream one hears music being
played. Todream of a wedding mean;
a death, and to dream of a death

‘% |affection for an ol friend I have ?ST ANDS TRIUMP HANT.

BRILLIANT RECORD OF THE]

DEMOCRATIC PARTY.

]
; Living Made Cheaper and Taxes Greatly
| Reduced—Pernicious Legislation of Re-
i publicans Corrected—Great Speech of
’ Senator Voorhees at Terre Haute.
|

Talked tor Two Hours.

Senator Voorhees opened the Indi-
| ana Democratic campaign in Armory
Hall at Terre Haute. Nearly 1,500
| people were present. The Senator's
| speech was read from manuscript and
| required nearly two hours in delivery.
j Senator Vcorhees is billed for twenty-
| five speeches in Indiana during the
{ campaign. The Senator said:

I Jbe theory f this Government 15 that
| the people govern themsélves through their
representatives, chosen &t short intervals,
| and at free, untrammeled clections In
| traming and adopting the Constitution
{ under which we now live, our great fore-
| fathers planted it firmly and squarely on
the broad doctrine of s-if-government.
They proclalmed to the ends of the earth
tbelr faith in the virtue, the intelligence
| and the sovereignty, not only of their own
patriotic generation, but of all the gen-
erations which were to follow in this
mighty republic. In this doctrine is con-

BENATOR VORHEES,

tained the full and pure essence of Ameri-
can liberty.

There is no power above that which has
been given to you by the Constitution. A
stream can never rise higher than its fonn-
tain. From the beginning of the present
century, when Jefferson was inaugurated
President, down to the- present hour, the
Democratic party, through good und
through evil report, through sunshine and
through storm, in peace and In war, in its
tmes of victory, and in its times ol defeat,
has never falled to thus assert the power of
the prople, and thus interpret the Consti-
tution. The Democratic party has never
recognized any control of the people ex-
cept their own, nor any muster except
themselves. There Is not an official 1.er-
sonage in all this Lroad land, from your
township trustee to ycur President at
Washington, who can add 1o or take away
one jot or tittle of your supremucy. You
are the only people on the face of the
globe to whom are guaranteed the inalien-
able rights of man in a written consti-
tution. You are dependent on the bounty,
grace and fuvor of no man or set of men,
however jowerful, for your freedom of
speech, for your freedom of the press,
your freedom of religious worship, without
let or hindrance from secret and treason-
able, outh-bound socleties, the habeas
corpus, your trial by jury, your civil su-
premacy over all military power, and your
right to equal und exact Justice before the
law, whatever may be your state or per-
suasion, religious or political

In thus pointing out the plenitude of
your power and your unassallable sov-
ereignty in the administration of your
government, I have on this occaslon a
distinct object in view. I am one of your
public servants, now many years in your
employment, and I fully recognize, as I
bave always done, the duty I owe in ren-
dering an account on all proper occasions
of the stewardship with which you have
intrusted me. 1 also stand to-day, as I
have stood for more than a third of a cen-
tury, for the k{nor, tho Integrity, the jus-
tice, the patriotism, and the triumph of
the Democratic party. If there are those
who think this a dark hour for the great
old party of Jefferson, Madison. Monroe,
Jackson, Seymour, Hendricks, McDonald,
Thurman, and Cleveland, I do not agree
with them on that point. I have seen dark
hours in the political sky in my day and
generation; I know what they look like.
I have seen the clouds of coming disasters
gathering in inky blackness low down over
our heads, but it was only when the rov-
ernment itself, and all guarantees
of liberty and unfon, were threatened
with the same overthrow and destruction
which seamed impending over the Demo-
cratic party. As long as the constitution
survives, the party whose charge it has
always been to maintain that instrument
in all its purity and strength will survive
also. When the republic itself shall fall,
like a bright exhalation from the heavens
to rise no more, then, and only then, will
the Democratic party fall, its avocation
gone, and the world shrouded in gloom and
despair. But the present is not the hour
for dismal forebodings; it Is an hourrather
for rational discussion, and for a well-
grounded faith In the prosperity and glory
of the future. arlsing from the sure and
steady ascendancy of Democratic princi-
ples. The victorious legions of the Indiana
Democracy, veterans of more glorious
campaigns than the leglons of Cwmesar or
Napoleon ever knew, are agaln in line,
firm as in the days of old, and ready to
move forward on the enemies’ works of
usurpation, spoliat'on and oppressiop,

And now, citizens of Indiana, let us take
n survey of the political situation, and by
the solemn lizht of recorded and undis-
puted facts fix the responsibility of par-
ties, and vindicate the truth. What a
vision rises to our view as we look back-
ward for the causes which have led up to
the present condition of the country! A
aolid mass of Republican legislation from
1861 to 1803 confront us. In all that space
of American history. embracing the aver-
age period of a lifetime, every enactment
of whateverkindor description, every law.
whether by bi'l or joint resolution, is of
unquestioned R:publican origio, pedigree
and adoption. From the first Inauguration
of Abraham Lincoln on the 4th of March,
1861, to the last inauguration of Grover
Cleveland, on the 4th of March, 1802, the
Democratic party has never, for a single
day or hour, hud the power to put a law on
the statute books of the nation. During
that long period the Democratic jarty
never at any one and the same time
had possession of both houses of
Congress and the Presidency, and was,
therefore. incapable of perfectiag any
proposed measure of legislation. If
evil influences have been abroad in the
land arising: from perniclous legislution,
the responsibility and the odium can alone
rest where the power to legislate hus
rested. 7There is a brutal and senseless
accusation In certain quarters at this time
against the Democratic party because it
has not in the first eighteen months of its
logislarive ascendancy. been able to up-
root, tear down and demolish the entire
system of vicious lezfislation whereby the
Republican party for more than a penera-
tion has practically revolutionized this
government, made it a plutocracy jnstead
of a government of the plain people, es-
tablished privileze and caste In all our
public affairs; made the rich richer and
the poor poorer, aggrandized the power of
capital and oppressed every organization
of labor and every brunch of industry
ander the American flag. 1 defy. the In-
zenuity of man to show where, and in what
i instance, the lenders of the Republican

party ever devised, framed or enacted a
financial measure of any kind into a law
woich was not originated and dictated by
organized capital and agalnst labor,
whether crzanized or unorganized.

The stability of public credit was also
menaced by vicious legislation on the sub-
jectot silver, as weli asmy the plunder of the
the treasury und 'the destruction of reve-
i nue by the doctrine of protection. ' More

l than twenty years ago the grest and une; alk

| every opportuanity bv those interested in

forgiven and unforzivable crime of silves '
demonetization took place at the hands of
the Republican party and, although
afterwards partially restored. yet from
that time to the present hour sllver

money, instead of being treated In
the money world as it s in the
constitution, as the coanstitutional co-

equal of gold as a standard carrency, has
been kept in a malmed and crippled coun-
dition, spurned, c¢lutbed and stoned at

the contruction of the currency to the |
narrow basis of gold alone i
Speaking at the time in my place in the |

| Senate I mado the following stutement, |

and from it I never expect to depart: |
“As a firm, unfaltering believer in bime- |
tallism, and us an undeviating supporter |

| of the coinaze and use of both gold and

siver as the standgrd money of the |
country, without discriminating agalnst |
either matal, I voted against the passage
of the fherman act, and for the same rea- ‘
son Ishall vote for {ts repeal The out- |
cry in certain quarters at this time thas |
those who voie for the repealof this nieas-
ure are the enemies of sliver as money and |
in favor of its demonetization is not oni
false, so far as I am concerned, but in th}
light-of what has happened in the past, 13|
is absura.” |

Fcr some months past you have often |
heard the snvering and somewhat idiotio
inquiry as 10 what tho Democratic party
has done since it came into power. 1 would
say ln all kindness to our Republican
friends, that we have been engaged th%s
far, day and night, and to the polnt of ut- |
1er exhaustion, both physical und mental |
at thwes, in undoing and refirming the |
wretched and dangerous work you lert |
wheén the people ruse in their majesty and
turned you out, The author of the Shere
mun act hiwself, and every leading Re-
publicun newspaper organ in the United
States, denouunced It us frauzht with busi-
ness ruin, und clamored to Mr. Clevelund’s
administratioa for 11s instant repeal

The passaze of the McKinley uct in 189)
was the culmination of that system by
which taxes uro levied on one class of peo-
ple for the benefit of anuiher cinss, and it
was sg shameless, arrogunt aud Insoleunt In
all its features, so revolutlonary. un,ust
and oppressive In {ts exuctlons on lubor
and toe frults of labor, that it became at
once & trumpet call to Dbattle for its re-
peal, and for the final overthrow of the
hideous principle of legislative piracy on
which {1t was based. l'opular resentment
arose like aspontuneous flame against a |
meansure so unrifhteous, so subversive of
the inherent rights of man.  No enuact-
ment in Americun history has ever been
more odious to the An:erican people than
the McKinley lnw of tarlff taxation. Not
even the fugitive slave law of 1850 was
held in grenter a! horrence and detestation
throughout the North than this measureof
wickedness and extortion throughout
the whole country. I do not hesitate tode-
clare that the blIl which passed both
houses of Coungress, and became a law on
the 28th day of August, 1804, whatever its
other merits or defects may bp, will do,
more in the aggregute toward the Inevitu-
ble reduction of duties, and cqpsequeptly !
will'make a longer stride in the direction
of fredom In trade and comnierte than
any other nfeasure ever' epticted ‘into law
by the American Congress ' While repeal-
ing the McKinley nct, we providedhat at
least $80, 000,000 a year should he collected
hereafter from people who hapve good net
incomes, rather than from people who have
nothing but thelr wants, und thelr labor
with which to meet them. What s this,
but a transfer of taxation for the support
of the government from the ldboring poor
to the idle und comfortable rich? What is
it but a rellef from high protection, and a
direct and powerful blow to the whole pro-
tective system?

In regard to the general operations of
the now Democratic tariff law it has mude
certaln the replenishment of the treasury
and removed all risk of w further increase
jn the permanent national debt, Agals.,
It insures the cheapening, to a substantial
extent, of the muliitude of necessuries and
comforts of life, reducing the cost of living
for every household, without weakening
the resources of the government, Clothing
of every doscription, cloths, dress goods,
blankets und carpets will be cheaper and
better everywhere for its passage. Import-
ed food, wocds and lumber, chiua and
glassware, pocket knives and table knives,
neurly all the completed goods, the use of
which is so large u part of civilized life,
tozether with the materinls of which they
are made, share in the lurge reductions of
duty. These changes alone will certainly,
within a few months, make every man’s
daily earnings more valuable to him than
now, But they will do far more thun this
They will do much to revive depressed in-
dustry and to restore general prosperity,

But now, a8 my remarks are drawing to
a close, perhaps some one In my audience,
some kind friend, Democrat or Republican,
no matter which, here to-night, wants to
inquire agaln, and something more in de-
tall, what the fifty-third Democratic Con-
gress has done thus far. Let me answer
in the splendid lunguage of Fpeaker Crisp:

4“We have not done all we hoped to do;
we have done niore in the past yeuar to ree
dress the wronzs of the people; we have
done more for their relief than was ever
done by any party in the same length of
time In any country under the sun. These
are bold words,cyet I hold myself at all
times ready to defend them. Coming into
power at a time of panic, when business
was at a standstill, when labor was unem-
ployed. when our treasury was empty,
with courage and fidelity we entered upon
a struggle with the enemles of the people.
’Wet:;neued from tho struggle victorious
n this:

“Wehave repealed the McKinley law,

“We have groutly reduced taxation.

“We have made living cheaper.

“We have made all money taxable

“We have taxed surplus incomes.

“We have restored freedom of elections.

“We hauve reduced public expenditures
and we have declared undying hostility to
all trusts and monopolies orgunized for
the oppression of the people. On these
foundations we ‘build our house;’ on these
issues we go before the people. For them
we have ‘fought the good fight,’ to them
;ve have kept the faith and we have no
ear”

Turning from natlonal afairs, however,
at this point to the affairs of our own
great and beloved State, I am ready to
make answer us to what the Democratic
party has also done for the people of Ine
diana. During the last ten years Demo-
cratic Legislatures in Indians have en-
acted the following laws for the benefit
and protection of wageworkers and em-
ployed laborers,

1. The law protecting labor organiza-
tions

2. The law giving laborers a lien upon
the produst of their labor for wages und
materinl furnished.

3. The Jaw creating a mechanic’s l{en,

4 The law maxing a day's work in pub-
lic employment consist of elght hours.

5. T'he law providing for the ventilation
of mines and the safety of miners

6. The law 'prohibiting the blacklisting
of employes. o 0

7. The law protecting workmen from be-
ing cheated and imposed upon in what are
known as “pluck-me” stores. S —m0oM

The law regulating the liability® of
employes. (L

9. The law agalnst the “(mp@ﬂnthx; of |r

alien or forzign.laborers,
.10. The law repealing the so-called con~
spiracy act of 1881,

11, The law requiring employers to pro-
vide seuats for female employés 'in slores
and factories.

12. The law protecting
labels.

13. The law providing for a standard
coal screen for the protection of miners.

14, The law providing for the payment
of wages every two weeks

15 The great and just law making it a
penal offense to bring into this State armed
wmen, whether Pinkerton detectives or any
organized force, for the purpose of shoot~
ing down laboring ) eople. .

Amendments in the future will here and
there be made where experience points.out
their wisdom, and the lines of Democratic
legislation will be pushed up uat certain
points, on raw materials, a little closer to
un abselute freedom of trade. but it is due
to the reviving business interests of the
whole land to say that there Is no reserved
purpose in any pariy to recast the tariff
-chedules again orto rfp uv by general
legislation the present law unless, after a
fair, practical test, it should be found nec~
ossary 1o do sa.  But of the future work-
ings of the law we have so recently made I
have neither fear nor doubt. Although
born amid the bitter scenes of party strife
and fierce, avaricious contentions, yet it
contains the spirit of liberty, equality and
justice—~l1iberty for the commerce of na-
tions, equality for American citizens-—
without protection for any which is not
given to all, and justice to American labor, |
which upholds everything and pays for

labor union

I throughout the State.

INDIANA INCIDENTS.

SOBER OR STARTLING, FAITH-
FULLY RECORDED.

An Interesting Sammary of the More Im.
portant Dolags of Our Neighbors—Wed.
dings and Deaths—Crlaaes, Casualties and
General News Notes.

Condensed state News.
TYPHOID fever still rages at Greens-
burg.
LOGANSPORT girls have united to

| boycott every cigarette dude.

THE fine new Masonic Temple at
Ricnmond has been completed.

THE waters of the Mississinewa Riv-
er near Muncie are said to be black as
coal.

JACOB THURSTON, aged farmer near
Shelbyvills, fell intoa pond, and was

| drowned.

JOoE COWGILL, 6, a mute, was run
oveir and instantly killed by a clover
huller at Noblesville,

THE tenth annual rennion of the

{ Ninth Indiana Cavalry will be held at

Danville, Tuesday, Oct. 4.

THE Polk canning factory at Green-
wood put up 126,000 canus of tomatoes
in twelve hours, last week.

LiTTLE May Lewlis, aged 3, Nobles-
ville, while playing in the street in
front of her home, was run over by a
wagon and killed.

BAKTHOLOMEW County Commission-
ers have refused to allow a $50 funeral
bill for the burial of Patrick O'Flani-
gan, an old soldier, by the county.

A C1VILIZED Indian who lives in Wa-
bash County has posted the following
sign on his farm: “Hunt all you
please and when the bell rings, come
to dinner."”

IKE LEV1 and his two sons, all noted
counterfeiters, were caught in the act
of turning out spurious coins in a little
hut near Osgood, and were arrested
by two detectives. .

AN employe by the name of Mount
was caught by machinery in the flour
mills at Atianta, and his arm broken
and badly lacrated. He is also thought
to be injured internally.

IN the trial of Mrs. Cordelia Cole-
man for arson at Lebanon, one wit-
ness testified that the defendant want-
ed her to buy some dynamite to ““b.ow
her husband to kingdom come."

EpwARDBURGESS started to go on
a freight train to Rushville, and fell in
between the scars, He was run over
and his body completely severed in
two, midway. He was an orphan, and
his grandparents live in Brookville.
He was 16 years old,

A'NEW religious’seet has mado its
appearance in Southern Indiana, They
are called the “‘saints” They profess
to be guided entirely by the Bible and
their services consist in reading ex-
tracts from the good book. The mem-
bership is rapidly increasing.

HARRISON ROwE of Waverly, ex-
hibited seventeen fine pearls at Mar-

tinsville, which he found in White
River. One ol them weighed sixty-
six graing, The most valuable among

the collection weighs thirty-six grains,
It is a8 large as anordinary rifle bullet,

AT Kokomo, two boys, 12 years old,
sons of John Knote and Irvin Brown,
owners of the Jerome mills, were rac-
ing in the mill-ra e. Young Brown’s
boat capsized and he was drowned.
The Knote boy and several others, in
attempting to rescuo the lad, had nap-
I'ow escapes,

ALLISON ANDEREON, an employe of
the Diamond Plate Glass Factory, was
helping move & large plate of glass,
when he f{ell, causing the glass to
break and fall squarely on his back,
cutting a gash ten inches long on his
left side, severing the principal mus-
cles on his back. He was . injured in-
ternally, and he may not recover,

ANDERSONIANS are telicitating them-
selves over the location of another
large manufacturing industry in North
Anderson. I'be Wright Shovel Com-
pany began the%erection of a iactory
ior the manafacture of heavy shovels,
The comyany will employ 125 skilled
men at the start and announce that 200
will be employed by the closeof the
year.

AT Red Key, a'fourteen-inch pipe in
the pumping-station of the Ohio-
Indiana Natural Gas Company burst
as tho gas was first turned into it as a
test, and George Fdger, of the Red
Key Bank, was fatally injured. A
large piece of the pipe struck him and
then crashed through a building 100
feet away. His body was hurled torty
feet and stripped of clothing, His
wooden Jeg was twisted and broken.

Two prisoners broke jail at Valpar-
aiso and made their escape, One was
Del West, who has already served four
terms in the penitentiary, and Charles
Nearhufe, a'ias C. Monroe, who was
arrested in Chicago ahout two weeks
ago and brought here for burglarizing
a jewelry store of Max Propp, at Kouts,

i They secured a key and. unlocking the

jail door, ran out. The hired girl
grabbed them and called for help, but
was knocked down, and the prisoners
made their escape. Nearhufe's rela-
tives live near Wheatfleld, Ind.

The following Indiana patents have

been issued: George E. Boots and W,
O. Eakright, Butler, wire clamp for
fences; J. C. Hardesty, Millville,

syringe; Frank Long, Kort Wayne,
buggy cushion; Jacob Redding, New
Castle, mechanism for regulating speed
of pulleys, ete., Wilfield 8. Gsbourn,
Gilbow, corn harvester: Timothy J.
Mussay, Covington, flag staff; Edward
Wilbert, Evansville, station indica-
tor; James O. Miller, Rochester, car
cou{:ling: James H. Stiggleman, Wa-
bash, furniture hinge: James J, Wood,
Fort Wayne, adjustable machine base;
Louis C. Zollinger and W. H. Patee,
assigpees of one-third, and H. C. Zol-
linger, kort Wayne, Joint for railway
rails trademarks, Frink B. Dearinger
?nd C. J. Niemer, Indianapolis, tool and
mplemént for making artificial stone
and cement pavement,

THE little town of FEaton, Delaware
County, was the sgene of a murder
the other night. Jucob Persley, a
widower, resides near Frank Bell, who
has an attractive wife. Bell began to
grow suspicious that Persley and his
wife were on too intimate terms, and
he warned the widower to stay away
from his house. Fersley became intox-
icated and went to the Bell home. He
asked Mrs. Bel!l to let him in. The
husband awoke and, rushing down
stairs, oracred Persley away. The
drunken man cut him with a knife and
Bell empt ed a shot gun at Persley,
who tell dead. Bell gave himself up.

TaE Department of Agriculture
prints this statement of the ecndition
of the croysin Indiana: The condition
of the corncrop varies greatly in dif-
ferent counties. The drought of the
lﬁlst sixty daysalmost ruined the crops
in gome counties, while in others
there has been sufficient rain to ma-
ture a4 good average crop. Rains have
been local and light during the corn-
growing seasor. Wheat is an excellent
crop. Conditions were fayorable for
maturing and harvesting the crop in
first-class order. The oats crop is of
good quality and nearly up toan -aver-
age in yield. Oats are being sold at 1
cent per pound in the local markets
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FOR LITTLE FOLKS.

A COLUMN OF PARTICULAR IN-
TEREST TO THEM.

| Something that Will Interest the Juvenile

Members of Every Household—Quaint Ae-
tions gad Bright Sayings of Many Cuts
and Canuning Children.

My Big Brother.
I wish that my big brother’s here;
He comes home jes’bout onst a year,
For where he lives 's anh orful ways
An’ cars can’t come In free whole days;
But when he's here 1laugh an' laugh
Till I'm 'bout dead —more’n half.

Last year, soon’s he unpacked his trunk,
1 frowed a pillow right kerplunk;

Nen he frowed back an’ nen us boys

All frowed an’ made the biggest noise
Until we made him say “enough. »

An’ tell us we were jes' the stuff.

We played some he's our big horse Jack
An’ nen he rided us on his back;

But onst I falled off on my head,

'Cause he scared at the eat, he said—

1 Jes' got straps down off the shelf

An' tled him to behuve hisself.

One day we played that we was bears,
An’ runned him up an' down the stairs

‘I 11l ma sald she'd jes' punish us

For making such an orful fuss;

An’ nen she tookeda him 'cross her knee,
An' laughed an’ spanked him-—yes, siree)

Onst ma gived us some dough to bake
On top the stove, Jes’ 1lke a cake,

An’' nen she sald that we could try
To make ourselves an apple ple;

Nen when it cooked, we runned away
An’ et it all up in the hay.

He wished he's small again like me
Bo he could climb our cherry tree

1 8'pose he's sorry he's so old

An' could do things 'thout being told,
For lois of times when he was here
He looked that way —he was-80 queen

He'd stand an' talk to our old cow
An® ask hor how she's tended now;
He'd look at averythinz he'd made—
The places where the chickens Iald,
"I he plgeon coop, the old wood box,
I hat somehow shuts itself and Jocks
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Nen every place he used to play,

He'd go to see 'bout every day;

Down to the ice house, by the stairs
He'd go there lots—more’'n any wheres—
An' there he'd stand an’ look un’ look,
Jes' like he's veadin’ in a book.

I 8'pose he's thinking, for, you know,

He used to play there wif his beau—

A-muking ples an' lettin’ on

They's keepin’ house llke any one.

He used to say sho was his wife

And cut her name there wif his knife,

When they'd come slow-1lko up the walk
Mu sald they'd cutch thelr hands an® salk
'Bout whut they'd do when they got grows
An' had u blg house of thelr own;

But nen, 1t never did come true,

Jos' l11ke thoy sald—he's sorry, too!

Tor he'd take flowers on the hill

Nen go down there an’ keep as still;

Or else he'd look 't album where
'here’s an old faded one of her,

Mor'n onst I listened, and he said

Out loud: “Why, Annle, are you dead?»

1 8'pose ha thought she'd hear him speak
An' see the tenrs run down his cheek.
Bay, don't you think it's funny how

He jos' remembers 'bout her now?

I'or he's a great big man, you know,

‘" An’ they were little years ago

I wish some bird or fairy bright

Would bring him while I sleep some nightp
I wish he’d come right off to-day:

1'd hold him tight and make him stay.
For all of us jes' feel so good

Wheu he comes home —{ wish he would.
—New York World.

Growing Dirty.

Little 5-year-old Arthur was askeo
if he knew that a penny would grow
it it were planted. “Yes,” he replied,
promptly, “it would grow dirty.”

' Fllling an Order.

Newsboy—Say, d’yeh " remember
them old papers you had printed fer
the Washington Centennial?

Clerk—Do you mean the fac sim.
iles of a paper of a hundred years
ago? :

“That's it. Funny little paper,
with queer letters,”

“Yes. Well?”

“l want one.”

“What for?” :

“A sick lady, at a hotel acrost the
street, wants a newspaper wid no aec-
rounts of riots and murders and rob-
heries In it.”

The Right Bait.

“Papa,” said Benny Bloobumper,
who knew his father's weakness,
“you know all about fishing, don’t
you?” :

“Yes, my son,” replied the elder
Bloobumper, graciously. “There is
very little about that gentle sport
with which I am not familiar.”

“You know all about the right sort
of bait to use, don't you?”

“Certainly.”

“That’s what I was telling 'Fred-
die Fangle, and we agreed to leave
something about fishing for you te
decide. We bad a discussion about
it.”

“Well, Benny, I am very glad to see
you taking such an interest in fish-
ing, as well ‘as to see such confidence
in your father’s judgment. What
was the point in which you and
Freddy differed?”

“1 don't know as‘we differed exaot~
ly. Freddy didn’t seem to quite '
agree with me, though.” : ;

“State the question, Benny.” ;

“Well, fish run in schools, some-
times, don’t they, papa?” : :

“Yes‘" %

“That’s what I told Freddy.”

“Didn’t he believe it?”

“Oh, yes, he believed that al.
right.” . , e

“Well, I told him' that when fish
ran in schools the proper bait to use
was bookworms. Now ain't I right,
papa!” ¢

Mr. Bloobumper reached for his
slipper, and Benny disappeared out
of doors. ; ; T

A Loise Nove.
One day as Verner was

Herbert’s dog, which was
\began to sniff the atr, V.

“I ,ll‘— E




