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THE OLD-FASHIONED GIRL.

There's sn old-fashioned girf in Bn old-fash-

; ‘joned strect, !

Dressed in old-fashioned clothes from her head
to her feet.

JAnd she spends all her time in the oid-fashioned
way

“Of caring for poor people’s children all day.

She never has been to cotillon or ball.

And she knows not the styles of the spring or

the fall
. “Fwo hundred a year will suffice for her needs,
And an old-fashioned Bible is all that she reads.

And she has an old-fashioned heart that is true

To a tellow who died in an old coat of blue

‘With its buttons all brass—whois waiting above

For the woman who loved him with old-fash-
ioned love.

—Tom Hall,’n Life.

$

CAPI CHARLES WING.

{{Copyright, 1893, by J. B. Lippincott & Co., and
published by special arrangement.]

1II.—CONTINUED.

It was ‘‘bonne maman,” explained
madame, who had ordered the cab from
town for them, never dreaming of the
<condition of the river road or suspect-
ing that of the driver.

“‘So much the happier for me,” laugh-
ed Waring. ‘“Take the front seat.
Jeffers. Now Nin Nin, ma fleurette
ap with you!” And the delighted chil:l
was lifted to her perch in the stylish
trap she had so often admired. *Now,
madame,” he continued, extending his
hand.

But madame hung back, hesitant and
blushing.

*‘Oh, M. Wareeng, I cannot, I must
not. Is it not that some one shall
extricate the cab?”

“No one from this party, at least,”
laughed Waring, mischievously,malking
the most of heridiomatic query. “Your
driver is more cochon than cocher, and
if he drowns in that mud ’twill only
serve him right. Like your famous
compatriot, he’ll have a chance to say,
‘I will drown.,and no one shall help me,’
for all I care. The brute! Allons! I
will drive you to bonne maman’s of
whom it is the fete. Bless that baby
daughter! And Mme. d’Hervilly shall
bless Nin Nin’s tout devoue Sam.”

And Mme. Lascellés found further
remonstrance useless. She was lifted
into the seat, by which.time the driver,
drunken and truculent, had waded
after them. :

“Who's to pay for this?” was his
surly question.

‘“You, I fancy, assoon as your em-
ployer learns of your driving into that
hole,” was Waring’s cool reply.

“Well, by God, I want five dollars
for my fare and trouble, and I want it
right off.” And, whip in hand, the
burly, mud-covered fellow came lurch-
ing up the bank. Across the boggy
street beyond the white picket fence

~~ the green blinds of a chamber window

in an old-fashioned southern house
were thrown open, and two feminine
faces peered forth, interested specta-
tors of the scene.

‘*‘Here, my man!”said Waring, in low
tone, ‘‘you have earned no five dollars,
and you know it. Get your cab out,
come to Mme. d’Hervilly’s, where you
were called, and whatever is your due
will be paid you; but no more of this
swearing or threatening—not another
word of it.”

*I want my money, I say,and I mean
to have it. I'm not talking to you;

I’m talking to the lady that hired me.’”

‘“But I have not the money. It is

pay. You will come there.”

“I want it now, I say. T've got
hire tet 'ys to get my cabout. I got
stalled \there carrying you and your
child, and I mean to have my pay
right now, or I'll know the reason
why. Your swell friend’s got the
money. It's none of my business how
you pay him.”

But that ended the colloquy. War-
ing’s fist landed with resounding
whack under the cabman’s jaw, and
sent him rolling down into the mud
below. He was up, floundering and
furious, in less than a minute, cursing
horribly and groping in the pocket of
his overcoat.

*‘It’s a pistol, lieutenant. Look out!”
cried Jeffers.

There was a flash, a sharp report, a
stifled cry from the cab, a scream of
terror from the child. But Waring
had leaped lightly aside, and before
the half-drunken brute could cock his

‘ weapon for a second shot he was felled

like a dog, and the pistol wrested
from his hand and hurled across the
levee. Another blow crashed full in
his face as he strove to find his feet,
and this time his muddled senses
warned him it were best to lie still.

Two minutes more, when he lifted
his battered head and strove to stanch
the blood streaming from his nostrils,
he saw the team driving briskly away
up the crest of the levee; and, over-
come by maudlin conjemplation of his
foeman’s triumph and his own wretched
plight, the cabman sat him down and
wept aloud. '

And to his succor presently there
came ministering angels from across
the muddy way, one with a brogue; the
other in a bandanna, and between the
two he was escorted acrossa dry path
to the magnolia-fringed inclosure,
comforted with soothing applications
withoutand within, and encouraged to
tell his tale of woe. That he should
wind it up with vehement expression
of his ability to thrash a thousand
swells like the one who had abused
him and a piratical prophecy that he’d
drink his heart’s blood within the
week was due not so much to confi-
dence in his own powers, perhaps, as

_to the strength of the whisky with
which he had been Iliberally sup-
plied. Then the lady of the house ad-
dressed her Ethiop maid of all work:

- “Go you over to Anatole’s now, "Lou-
ette. . Tell him if any. of the byes are

for my mother—Mme d’Hervilly_m‘ Py

. there I want'um. If Dawson is there,

from the adjutant’s office, I wahnt him

. guick. Tell him it's Mrs. Doyle, and
 Desax uiad if he's been dhrinkin’; he

shall have another dhrop here.”
And at her beck there presently ap-

%)

-

;,,,_ & -
peared three or four besotted-looking
: in the -coarse undress uni-

without leave from their post below
and hoping only to be able to beg or
steal whisky enough to stupefy them
before the patrol should come and
drag them away to the guardhouse.
Promise of liberal reward in shape
of liquor was sufficient to induce three
of their number to go out with the
fuming cabman and help rescue his
wretched brute and trap. The mo-
ment they were outside the gate she
turned on the fourth, a pallid, sickly
man, whose features were delicate,
whose hands were white and slender,
and whose whole appearance, despite
glassy eyes and tremulous mouth and
limbs, told the pathetic story of better
days.

“You're off ag’in,~are you? Sure I
heerd so, and you're mad for a dhrink
now. Can ye write, Dawson, ormust I
brace you up first?”

An imploring look, an unsteady
gesture, alone answered.

‘“Here, thin, wait! It's absinthe ye
need, my buck. Go you into thatroom
now and wash yourself, and I’ll bring
it and whin the others come back for
their whisky I'll tell 'um you’ve gone.
Youre to do what,I say, now, and
Doyle will see you t'rough; if not, it'’s
back to that hell in the guardhouse
you’ll go, my word on it.”

*“Oh, for God’s sake, Mrs. Doyle—"
began the poor wretch, imploringly,
but the woman shut him off.

“In there wid you! the others are
coming.” And, unbarring the front
door, she presently admitted the trio
returning to claim the fruits of their
honest labor.

“Ishe gone? Did he tell you what
happened?”

‘“He’s gone, yes,” answered one; “he’s
gone to get square with the lieutenant
and his cockney dog-robber. He says
they both jumped on him and kicked
his face in when he was down and un-
armed and helpless. - Was he lyin?”

*‘Oh, they bate him cruel. But did
he tell you of the lady+~who it was they
took from him?”

“Why, sure, the wife of that old

Frenchman, Lascelles, that lives below,

this three months,”, .- v

“‘The very wan, mind
lady of the house,
phesis - and  glanos

that he kind of

m en that undertakes to hold up
‘their Reads over soldiers like Doyle.
Here, boys, drink-mcwsbut La_off

minute. Take this to comfort ye, but
kape still about this till ye see me
ag’'in—or Doyle. Now run.” And
with scant ceremony the dreary party
was hustled out through a paved court-
yard to a gateway opening on a side
street. Houses were few and seattering
so far below the heart of the city. The
narrow strip of land between the great
river and the swamp was cut up into
walled inclosures, as a rule—aban-
doned warehouses and cotton presses,
moss-grown one-storied' frame strue-
tures, standing in the midst of desolate
fields and decrepit fences. Only among
the peaceful shades of the Ursuline
convent and the warlike flanking tow-
ers at the barracks was there aught
that spoke of anything but demdraliza-
tion and decay. Back from the leveea
block or two the double lines of strap-
iron stretched over a wooden cause-
way between parallel wet ditches gave
evidence of some kind of a railway, on
which, at rare intervals, jogged a
sleepy mule with a sleepier driver and
a musty old rattletrap of a car—a car
butting up against the animal’s lazy
hocks and rousing him occasionally to
ringing and retaliatory kicks. Around
the barracks the buildingswere closer,
mainly in the way of saloons; then
came a mile-long northward stretch of
track, with wet fields on either side,
fringed along the river by solid struec-
tures and walled inclosures that told of
days more prosperous than those which
80 closely followed the war. It was
to one of these graceless drinking-
shops and into the hands of a rascally
‘“dago” known as Anatole that Mrs.
Doyle commended her trio of allies,
and being rid of them she turned back
to her prisoner, their erstwhile com-
panion. Absinthe wrought its work
on his meek and - pliant spirit, and the
shaking hand was nerved to do the
woman’s work. At her dictation, with
such corrections as his better educa-
tion suggested, two letters were
draughted, and with these in her hand
she went aloft. In fifteen minutes she
returned, placed one of these lettersin
an envclope already addressed to M.
Armand Lascelles, No. — Rue Royale,
the other she handed to Dawson. It
was addressed in neat and delicate
feminine hand toCol. Braxton, Jackson
Barracks.

*Now, Dawson, ye can't see her this
day. and she don’t want ye till you can
| come over here sober. Off wid ye now
'to barracka, Thay're ali out at inspee

specimens . \
form of the day, poor devils absent

—her the lieutenant’s been sparkin’|his

ag’'inst his coming. He’ll be here any

tion yet, and will be for an hour.
this with the colonel’smail on his desk,
and thin go you to your own. Come to
me this afthernoon for more dhrink if
ye can tell me what he said and did
when he read it. No! no more liquor
now. That’ll brace ye tilldinner-time,
and more would make ye dhrunk.”

Miserably he plodded away down the
levee, while she, his ruler, throwing
on a huge, dirty white sun-bonnet, fol-
lowed presently in his tracks, and
shadowed him until she saw him safely
reach the portals of the barracks after
one or two fruitless scouts into way-
side bars in hope of finding some one
to treat or trust him to a drink. Then,
retracing her steps a few blocks, she
rang sharply at the lattice gate open-
ing into a cool and shaded inclosure,
beyond which could be seen the white-
pillared veranda of a long, low, south-
ern homestead. A grinning negro boy
answered the summons.

“It's you, is it, Alphonse? Is your
mistress at home?”

“No; gone town—chez Mme. d’Her-
villy.”

‘““Mme. Devillease, is it? Very well;
you skip to town wid that note andget
it in your master’s hands before the
cathedral clock strikes twelve, or ye'll
suffer. There’s a car in t'ree minutes.”

And then, well content with her
morning’s work, the con3%ort of the
senior first lieutenant of Light Battery
“X” (a dame whose credentials were
too clouded to admit of her reception
or recognition within the limits of a
regular garrison, where, indeed, to do
him justice, Mr. Doyle never wished to
see her, or, for that matter, anywhere
else) betook herself to the magnolia-
shaded cottage where she dwelt be-
yond the pale of military interference,
and some hours later sent ’Louette to
say to Doyle’ she wanted him, and
Doyle obeyed. In his relief at finding
the colonel had probably forgot-
ten the peccadillo for which
he expected punishment, in bliss-
ful possession of Mr. Waring’s
sitting-room and supplies now that
Waring was absent, the big Irishman
was preparing to spend the time in
drinking his junior’s health and whisky

w.umi'a’s FIST LANDED UNDER THE CABMAN’'S JAW.

and discoursing upon the enormity of
8 misconduct with all comers, when
ias entered and informed him
was 2 1ady Selaw who wished to
im—‘‘lady” being the euphem-
e lately enfranchised for the’
of their race. It was 'Louette
with the mandate from her mistress, a
mandate he dared not disregard.

“Say I’ll be along in a minute,” was
his reply, but he sighed and swore
heavily, as he slowly reascended the
stajr. “Give me another dhrink,
smut,” he ordered Ananias, disregard- |
ing Ferry’s suggestion: “Better drink
no more tiirafter dark.” Then, swal-
lowing his poticn, he went lurching
down the steps without another word.
Ferry and Pierce stepped to the gal-
lery and gazed silently after him as he
veered around to the gate leading to
the old war hospital inclosure where
the battery was quartered. Already
his walk was perceptibly unsteady.

“Keeps his head pretty well, even
after his legs are gone,” said Ferry.
‘Knows too much to go by the sally-
port. He's sneaking out through the
back gate.”

‘“Why, what does he go out there for,
when he has the run of Waring’s side-
board?”

*‘Oh, didn’t you hear? She sent for
him.” :

‘““That’s it, is it? Sometimes I won-
der which one of those two will kill
the other.”

**Oh, he wouldn’t dare. . That fellow
is an abject coward in the dark. He
believes in ghosts, spooks, banshees
and wraiths—everything uncanny—
and she’d haunt him if he laid his
hands on her. There’s only one thing
that he’d be more afraid of than
Bridget Doyle living, and that would
be Bridget Doyle dead.” 'S

“Why can’t he get rid of her? What
hold has she on him? This thing’s an
infernal scandal as it stands. She’s
only been here a month or so, and :
everybody in garrison knows all about
her, and these doughboys don’t make
any bones about chaffing us on our
lady friends.”

*“Well, everybody supposed he had
got rid of her years ago. He shook her
when he was made first sergeant, just
before the war. Why, I've heard some
of the old stagers say there wasn't a
finer looking soldier in all the regi-
ment than Jim Doyle when he married
that specimen at Brownsville, Doyle,
too, supposed she was dead until after
he got his commission, then she reap-
peared and laid claifrto him. It would
have been au easy enough matter five
years ago to prove she had ‘forfeited
all rights, but now he can’t. Theu
she’s got some confounded hold on
him, I.don’t know what, but it's- kill-
ing the poor beggar. Good thing for
the regiment, though; so let it go.”

“Oh, T don’t care a rap how soon
we're rid of him or her—the sooner the |
better; only I hate to hear these fel-

mwummuu‘
i o

I‘y'[Dovyle." And here the young fellow

hesitated. ‘“Ferry, you know I'm as
fond of Sam Waring as any of you. I
liked him better than any man in his
class when we wore the gray. When
they were yearlings we were plebes,
and devilled and tormented by them
most unmercifully day and night. I
took to him then for his kindly, jolly
ways. Noone ever knew him to say
or do a cross or brutal thing. I liked
him more every year, and missed him
when he was graduated. I rejoiced
when he got his transfer to us. It's
because I like him so much that I hate
to hear these fellows making their lit:
tle flings now.”

“What flings?” said Ferry.

*Well, you know as much as I do.
You've heard as much, too, I haven’'t a
doubt.”

*“Nobody’s said anything about Sam
Waring in my hearing fhat reflected
on him in any way worth speaking of,”
said Ferry, yet not very stoutly.

“Not on him so much, perhaps, as

but on her. She’s young, pretty,
married to a man years her senior, a
snuffy, frowzy old Frenchman. She’s
alone with her child and one or two
servants frgm early morning till late

monkey of a man the rest of the time.
The only society she sees is the one or
two gossipy old women of both sexes
who live along the levee here.
only enjoyment she has is when she

run up to the opera when she nan get
Lascelles to take her. That old mum-
my cares nothing for music and less
for the dance; she loves both, aud so
does Waring. Monsieur le Mari goes
out into the foyer be#ween the acts to
smoke his cigarette and gossip with
other relics like himself. Waring has
never missed a night she happenert to
béXhere for the last six weeks. % ad-
mit he is there many a time when she
is not, but after he’s had a few
words with the ladies in the general’s
box, what becomes of him? I don’t
know, because I'm seldom there, but
Dryden and Taggart and Jack Merton,
of the infantry, can tell you. Ie is
sitting by her in the D'Hervilly loge

especially and the garden scene from
‘Faust.’”

[ro BE CUNTINUED.]

FRANCO-PRUSSIAN WAR LOSHES.

The French Dead Numbered 136,000 and
the German Dead 49,000.

Militaerisch® Wochenblatt contains a
statement which is said to have never
been published so fully before relative
to losses in the Franco-Prussian wat:

According to this paper there fell on
the battlefield or died of their wounds
on the German side 1,881 officers and
26,397 men; the number of wounded
was 4,239 officers and 84,304 men; of
the missing, 127 officers and 12,257 men,
aggregating a total loss of 6,247 officers
and 128,458 men.

Among the missing those still mina-

formation has been obtained up to the
year 1802 must be counted among the
dead. These, numbering about 4,000,
and the 17,105 who perished from dis-
ease, bring the total up to 49,000 Ger-
mans who died for their country dur-
ing this memorable war.

On the other side it is estimated that
the French lost 2,900 officers and 186,-
000 men by death, of whom 17,633 died
in German hospitals. There fell of in-
fantry, at its average strength, 4.47 per
cent.; of cavalry, 1.40 per cent.; of ar-
tillery, 1.28 per cent., and of the pio-
neers, 87 per cent.

As to the separate contingents the
Hessians paid dearest with their blood
for the restoration of the unity of the
German empire, losing 5.97 per cent.;

onians 5.40 per cent.; the Prussians
4.85 per cent.; the Badeners 8.76, and
the Wurtembergers 3.51.

A very large number of German sol-
diers had to be placed upon the invalid
list after the war, numbering 69,805
subalterns and men who were in active
service in 1870-71. This is 6.28 per cent.
of all the German soldiers who went
into the field. .

The pension appropriation of the Ger-
man empire amounts to about 500,000,
000 marks, or $119,000,000, out of which

of the late war receive their pensions.

MESSAGES TO THE DEAD.

How Deporte'd Friends Are Honored fn
Siam.

Siam is one by which they do honor to
their dead. At full moon in October,
and again in November, three even-
ings are devoted to setting lighted
candles afloat on the border of the
sed, in the belief tbat they will be
borne away to those who have passed
out of this life.

The humblest style, says the Satur-
day Review, in which the ceremony
can be performed is yet pretty enough.
The broad, strong leaf of a plantain is
bent or folded into the shape of a boat
orraft. In the middle of this simple
structure a tiny taper is fixed upright.
The “katong,” or raft, of which 4his is
the simplest form, is then kept ready
in the house until the auspicions mo-
ment—predicted by the family priest—
has arrived. )

Then at this moment, when the
water is silvered over by the beams of
the broad, rising moon, the taper is
lighted and the tiny raft is launched
upon the waves. :

Very slowly at first it makes its way
along the edge of the ebbing tide; then,
wafted gently by the still evening air
‘into the swifter current, it drifts fur-
ther away, until only a bright speck of
light distinguishes it from the rippling
surface all around. :

‘When the night is fine thousands of
these little stars of light may be seen
twinkling on the broad bosom of the
Menam, all wending their :ldllent. way
towyard the boundless sea, bearing

0% Sheies. (6" dacliied  Steute

silent
et T

unknown land.—Youth's

A beautiful custom of the péople of |

the world looks at this sort of thing, monetizing silver.

A LITTLE HISTORY.

Proof of the Conspiracy Against Silver—
Money Sent to This Country to Influ-
ence Legislation. ,

That there was a conspiracy formed
between the bankers of Threadneedle
street, London, and of  Berlin and
other continental cities of Europe a
quarter of a century ago, to demone-
tize silver, does not now admitof a
sshadow of doubt in the minds of those
who have acquainted themselves with
all the facts and have watched the
trend of events to the present time,

There are many, strange as it may
seem, who are not acquainted with
these facts and events, and for those
who may read this article, the follow-
ing proof is submitted. Here is the
statement of Ernest Seyd made to

" Frederick Luckenback and sworn to i

The |

can get to her mother’s up in town, or !

'!

!
|
{
i
{
{

|
|

I

grillee and going over the lastact with I
her and rhapsodizing about Verdi, |
Bellini, Mozart, or Gounod—Gounod |

In discussing the German army bill '

ing or as to whose fate no certain in- |

the Bavarians 5.58 per cent.; the Sax- |

an affidavit made before James Mill
clerk of the supreme court of Colorado,
on the 9th day of May, 1892. He said:
“I went to America in the winter of
1872-78 authorized to secure, if
I could, the passage of a bill de-
It was to the
interest of those 1 represented, the
governors of the Bank of England, to
have it done. I took with me £100,000
sterling, with instructions if that was

: ; | not sufficient to accomplish the object
evening, and with that weazened little :

to draw for another £100,000 or as
much as was necessary. German bank-
ers were also interested in having it
accomplished.” He said he was the
financial adviser of the bank. He
further said: *“I saw the committee of
the house and senate and paid the
money and stayed in America until I
knew the measure was safe.” He de-
clined to give the names of the mem-
bers to whom he paid the money.
‘*Your people will not comprehend the
far-reaching extent of that measure—
but they will after years,” etc.

These statements wers made in Feb-
ruary, 1874, to Mr. Lunckenback while
a guest at Mr. Seyd’s house in London.

In borror you exclaim: ‘‘Is it possi-
ble the financial adviser of the Bank
of England came to America on such a
diabolical mission? And did he aetu-
ally come here and accomplish it? It
does not seem possible!” you say. But
such is the case as is witnessed by the
silent but truth-telling statement made
in the Congressional Record of April 9,
1872, page 2,032, as follows:

‘Ernest Seyd, of London, a distin-
guished writer and bullionist, who is
now here, has given great attention to
the subject of mint and coinage. After
having examined the first draft of this
bill, he made various sensible sugges-
tions, which the committee adopted
and embodied in the bill.”

These are the words of Mr. Hooper,
of Massachusetts, a member of the
committee on coinage, weights and
measures, and acting chairman. Hon.
W. D. Kelley, who was the chairman of
the committee, told Hon. Gilbert Del.a
Matyr that he saw the original draft
of the bill and it was in the handwrit-
ing of Ernest Seyd. Mr. Kelley dis-
claimed any knowledge of or responsi-
bility for the demonetization of the sil-
ver dollar, saying the original bill con-
tained provision for the coinage of the
standard doflar, and that the change
was made in the senate.

This should be sufficient to convince
the most incredulous, but in order to
leave no doubt in the mind of anyone,
another witness is offered, in the state-
ment in the American Bankers’ Maga-
zine, of August, 1898. It is as follows:

“In 1872, silver being demonetized in
France, England and Holland, a capital
of §500,000 was raised, and Ernest Seyd,
of London, was sent to this country
with this fund, as agent of the foreign
bondholders and capitalists, to effect
the same object which was accom-
plished.”

Please note the complete corrobora-
tion. Mr. Seyd says he was sent. here
“‘to secure the demonetization of silver,
with £100,000;” the Congressional Rec-
ord says he was here, and the Amer-
ican Banker’s Magazine says he was
sent here with $500,000 to effect the

- same object. (demonetization of silver)

which was  accomplished. Mr. Hooper
said that Seyd “after examining the
first draft of the bill furnished many
valuable suggestions which the com-

' mittee adopted and embodied in the
i bill,” and Mr. Kelley told Dr. De La

Matyr that he saw the original draft of

| the bill, and it was in Ernest Seyd’s

the wounded and dependent survivors '

|

gone to the great

own hand-writing.

Americans, what think you of an En-
glishman drafting bills and making
“valuable suggestions” to your con-
gress? You cannot like it, but such
was done. The object was accom-
plished. BSilver was demonetized and
shut outof the mints and so remained
until 1878, when at the command of
the people “tt was partly, restored

i through the so-called Bland act, a com-

promise measure.

During all these years there has been
a constant onslaught on silver on the
part of the conspirators and their co-
horts and a stronger demand by the
people for its full restoration only to
be thwarted at every turn. As the last
means, when free coinage is about to
succeed, the act of July 14, 1890, is
foisted on the people through the ef-
forts of the chief conspirator, John
Sherman, hence the so-called Sherman
law, which he now'admits was intend-
ed to prevent free coinage. Under the
guise of an increased use of silver it
was accepted as another compromise.

The law was purposely framed to per-
mit a hostile administration to manipu-
late it against silver, which is proven
by the treatment it has received by
both Secretaries of the Treasury Fos-
ter and Carlisle, furnishing positive
proof of that being the intention.
After accomplishing this the comspira-
tors now make a great outcry against
their own work and demand the uncon-
ditional repeal of the law, thereby
completely striking down and outlaw-
ing silver. ,'_g%e fell purpose—the single
gold standard of values will thus be ac-
complished. .

But you say, what is the objeet, for
there must be one? Why, it is to do
what Sir John Lubbock, with prophetic

vision, forty yearsagodeclared: “There |

is likely to be an eifort made by the
capital class to fasten upon the worlda
rule through their wealth, and, by

means of reduced wages, ‘
masses upon a footing more ling
sud dependent than has evar heen

Jthe

known in history. The spirit of mone;
w seems to be rapidly dew
oping in this direction.” A

wealth that will become fastened un-
less speedily averted, and its conse-
quent result and complement, the en-
slavement of the masses of the people.
What shall be done to avert this
ruinous result?
engineer would do when he sees his
train, freighted with precious human
lives, running to certain ruin. Re-
verse the engine of destruction; that is,
restore silver at once. If this cannot
be done, then destroy the fatal en-
gine, the single gold money standard.
Reinstate silver or demonetize gold.
. H. BARKIS.

WHY SILVER HAS DECLINED.

Production Had Little to Do with the
Slight Changes of Ratlo.

Discussing the silver question with
the Times, and replying to several
questions propounded by that paper,
the Kansas City Journal says:

‘“The results of the purchase of silver
bullion as a mere commodity prove noth~
ing. The contention is whether ecoin-
:ge laws hold the two metals to rela-

ive steadiness in spite of the fluctuna-
tions in production. The Journal has
shown that they do, and that since 1878
such coinage laws have not existed.

“Production had nothing whatever
to do with the slight changes in ratio
in 1834 and 1837. These changes pro-
ceeded simply from an effort on the
part of this government to make its
ratio more nearly conformable to those
of leading foreign countries. Butit left
its ratio about three per cent. higher
than that of France—15.988 to 1 here
and 15!¢ to 1 in France—and therefore
silver was worth a premium over gold
to ship to Europe instead of coining it
here, and this accounts for the small
coinage in this country after 1837. The
silver was coined, but not here. It
afterwards returned to this country in
large quantities for circulation.

“When the ratio of 16 to 1 was
adopted, the production of silver was.
double that of gold—it has never been
nearly that in recent years.

“To the question: ‘Why, if the
coinage laws control the price of the
metals, why should not the ratio be 10
to 1 or any other lower rate?" we reply
that for hundreds of years, the ripening
judgment of mankind had valued these
two metals for coinage purposes in the
relation of between fifteen and sixteen
parts of silver to one of gold.

**With such ratio established as, in a
sense, a natural basis, it remained un-
affected as against silver, by the exces-
sive yield of silver to gold during
the first half of this century, being
from two to four times greater, or
as against gold during the next twenty
years when the output of that metal
was two and a-half times that of silver;
and in 1873, when silver was demone-
tized, the French coinage value was the
commercial value and silver wasata
premium of three per cent. in this coun-
try; and it was not until after the sup-
port of the law was withdrawn that
silver began to part compauy with gold,

“We believe in the indispensability
of bimetallism—the ratio, within reason-
ably limits is of secondary i nee.
If free coinage had not been interferred
with the two metals would have re-
mained steadfast to each other to this
day at the old ratio. It is easier to tear
down than to rebuild. It isan
question whether, under all the cireum-
stances that exist, a change of ratio,
say 20 to 1, might not be advisable.
Such a change, if proposed by the
friends of bimatallism in congress, will
be considered from an entirely differ-
ent point of view than that of demone-
tization. That is a question of detail
only.”

SILVER OT TOP.
L

It Commands & Premium Over Gold in
Wall Street. :

A fact is worth all the talk in the
world. The wants of men determine
the demand and value of anything and
everything. Right in the very teeth
and crisis of the 60-cent dollar howl,
comes the following in the money re-
port of the Associated press, whieh will
be found under the New York date of
August 4: :
‘“The scarcity of currency has led to
a peculiar condition of affairs on Wall
street. To-day a money brokerage
concern at one and the same time was

and 1}4 and 2§ premium for currency,
so that the usually discredited money
was worth more than  the yellow
metal.”

So in Wall street while gold com-
manded only 1 per cent. for the de-
mands of business payments, dlv\or»—'—og
silver certificates—commanded 1} to

cent. over ‘gold. And this right in
Wall street where the comspiracy to
bear silver was eoncocted and
out. %
It is, as a faet of Dbusiness, with all

from the Brussels conference to Cleve-
land’s proclamation. It is simply the
water-down-hill demonstration.”

At a glance the common sense of the
people will see clear  all the
subterfuge and platitude. If silver in

it not. de as an equal of gold inlaw an
at the mint? Therfact needs no

shall be received and coined b;
proper officers for the benefit

Thereltis,andputinawordiﬁlﬂl." 5
as we have it to-day, a plutocracy of

offering 1 per cent. premium for gold

the talk indulged in on this subject

words

=

Just what a faithfal #

2})4 premium—or from !4 to 1) per

Wall street on the 4th. of August, 1893,
after all the fierce war upon it, com-
manded a premiumm over gold for the
current uses of business, what wounld




