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. Since naught of nature's charm has fled,
And on Maud's I lips have pressed,
There must be youthr'snd joy ahead—
~How can you ask s lovelier test?

Thrilled by the rapture of her smile,
“'Why should I mind the almanac?
_Liet Age coneeal his frost awhile—
Ask Time to turn his dial back.
—Joel Benton, in Leslie's Weekly.

dCopyright, 1853, by J. B. Lippincott - Co., and
published by special arrangement.]

: V1L—CONTINUED.
Quietly rising from his seat, the offi-
cial who so recently had had the verbal
tilt ivith Cram held forth a rusty, cross-

. ‘hilted, two-edged knife that looked as

though it might have lain in the mud
-and wet for hours.

‘“‘Have you ever secen this knife be-
fore?” he asked. And Doyle, lifting
up his eyes one instant, groaned, shud-
«dered, and said:

“Oh, my God, yes!”

*‘Whose property is it or was it?”

At first he would not reply. He
moaned and shook. At last: .

“‘Sure,the initials are on the top,” he

But the official was relentless.

“‘Tell us what they are and what
“they represent.”

People were crowding the hallway
and forcing themselves into the room.
Aram and Ferry, curiously watching
itheir: ill-starred comrade, had ex-
«changed glances of dismay when the
knife was so suddenly produced.. Now
they bent breathlessly forward.

The silence for the moment was op-
pressive.

“If it’s the knife I mane,” he sobbed
at last, desperately, miserably, ‘“the
letters are S. B. W., and it belongs to
Lieut. Waring of our bathery.”

But no guestioning, however adroit,
«could elicit from him the faintest in-
formation as to how it got there. The
Jast time he remembered seeing it, he
:said, was on Mr. Waring’s table the
‘morning of the review. A detective
testified to having found it among the
bushes under the window as the water
.receded. Ferry and -the miserable
Ananias were called, and they, too, had
1o identify the knife, and admit that
'neither had seen it about the room
«8ince Mr. Waring left for town. Of
-other witnesses called, came first the
proprietor of the stable to which the
cab belonged. Horse and cab, he said,
covered with mud, were found under a
shed two blocks below the French
market, and the only thingin the cab
was a handsome silk wmbrella, London
make, which Lieut. Pierce laid claim
t0. Mrs. Doyle swore that as she was
‘going in search of her husband she
imet the cab just below the Pelican,
«driving furiously away, and that in
the flash of lightning she recognized
ithe driver as the man whom Lieut.
'Waring had beaten that morning on
the levee in front of her place. A
stranger was seated beside him. There

were two gentlemen inside, but she,

saw the face of only one—Lieut.
Waring. :

Nobody else could throw any light
on the matter. The doctor, recalled, de-
clared the knife or dagger was shaped
exactly as would have to be the one
sthat gave the death blow. Everything
:pointed to the fact that there had been
@ struggle, a deadly encounter, and
-that after the fatal work was done the

~murderer or murderers had left the

-doors locked and barred and escaped
through the window, leaving the desk
‘rifled and carrying away what money
~there was, possibly to convey the idea
-that it was only a vulgar murder and

- :robbery after all.

Of other persons who might throw
“light npon the tragedy the following
-were missing: Lieut. Waring, Private
‘Dawson, the cabman, and the unrecog-
tnized stranger. 8o, too, was Anatole’s
oat.

VIIL :
. When four daysand nights had passed
away without a word or sign from War-
‘ing, the garrison had come to the con-
«clusion that those officers or men of
“Battery ‘‘X” who still believed him in-
-nocent were idiots. So did the civil
<authorities; but those were days when
tthe civil authorities of Louisiana com-
rmanded less respect from its educated

. 7people than did even the military.

"The police force, like the state, were
sundergoing a process called recon-
sstruction, which might have been
dmpressive in theory, but was ri-
«diculous in practice. A reward had
‘been offered by business associates
©f the deceased for the capture and

, ~conviction of the assassin. A distant

relative of old Lascelles had come to
take charge of the place until M. Phil-
ippe should arrive. The latter’saddress
‘hafl been found among:old Armand’s
-papers, and ‘dispatches, via Havana,
“had been sent to him, also letters.
Pierre d’Hervilly had taken the weep-
“ing widow and little Nin Nin to bonne
‘maman’s to stay. Alphonse and his
woolly-pated mother, true to negro
superstitions, had decamped. Nothing
would induce them to remain under
the roof where foul murder had been
~done. ‘“De hahnts” was what they were
afraid of. And 80 the old white home-
-stead, though susrounded on every side

was y Cram went
abont his duties with a heavy heart
and light aid. Ferry and Pierce both
commanded section snow, as Doyle re-
mained in close arrest and ‘“Pills the
Less” in close attendance. Something
was utterly wrong with the fellow.
Mrs. Doyle had not again ventured to
show her red nose within the limits of
the ““barx,” as she called them, a hint
from Braxton having proved sufficient;
but that she was ever scouting the
pickets no one could doubt. Morn,
noon and night she prowled about the
neighborhood, employing the ‘“byes,”
so she termed such stray sheep in army
blue as a dhrop of Anatole's best would
tempt, to carry scawling notes to Jim,
one of which, falling with its postman
by the wayside and turned over by the
guard to Capt. Cram for transmittal,
was addressed to Mister Loot’'nt James
Doyle, Lite Bothery X, Jaxun Barx,
and brought the only laughter to his
lips the big horse artilleryman had
known for nearly a week. Her cus-
tomary Mereury, Dawson, had vanished
from sight, dropped, with many an-
other and often a better man, as & de-
iy

Overz at Waring's abandoned quarters
the shades were drawn and the green
jalousies bolted. Pierce stole in each
day to see that everything, even to the
augmented heap of letters, was undis-
turbed, and Ananias drooped in the
court below and refused to be comfort-
ed. Cram had duly netified Waring’s
relatives, now living in New York, of
his strange and sudden disappearance,
but made no mention of the cloud of
suspicion which had surrounded his
name. Meantime, some legal friends
of the family were overhauling the
Lascelles papers, and a dark-complex-
ioned, thick-set, active little civilian
was making frequent trips between
the department headquarters and bar-
racks. At the former he compared
notes with Lieut. Reynolds, and at the
latter with Braxton and Cram! The
last interview Mr. Allerton had before
leaving with his family for the north
was with thissame lively party, the de-
tective who joined them that night at
the St. Charles, and Allerton, being a
man of much substance, had tapped his
pocketbook significantly.

“The difficulty just now is in having
a talk with the widow,” said this offi-
cial to Cram and Reynolds, whom he
had met by appointment on the Thurs-
day following the eventful Saturday

‘“HAVE YOU EVER SEEN THIS ENIFE BEFORE?”

of Braxton’s ‘‘combined” review. ‘‘She
is too much prostrated. I've simply
got to wait awhile, and meantime go
about this other affair. Is there no
way in which you can see her?”

Cram relapsed into a brown study.
Reynolds was poring over the note
written to Braxton and comparing it
with one ‘he held in his hand—an
old one, and one that told an old, old
story. “I know you’ll say I have no
right to ask this,” it read, “but you're
a gentleman and I'm a friendless wom-
an deserted by a worthless husband.
My own people are ruined by the war,
but even if they had money they
wouldn’t send any to me, for I offend-
ed them all by marrying a Yankee offl-
cer. God knows I am punished enough
for that. But I was so young and inno-
cent when he courted me. I ought to
of left—1I would of /left him as soon as
I found out how good-fornothing he
really was, only I was so mnch in love
I couldn’t. I was fastenated, I suppose.
Now I've sold everything, but if you'll
only lend me fifty dollars I'll work my
fingers to the bone until I pay it. For
the old home’s sake, please do.”

“It’s the same hand—-the same wom-
an, Cram, beyond a doubt. She bled
Waring for the old home’s sake the
first winter he was in the south. He
told me all about it two years ago in
Washington, when we heard of her $he
second time, Now she's followed him
over here, or got here first, tried the
same game probably, met with a re-
fusal, and this anonymous note is her
revenge. The manshe married was a
crack-brained weakling who got into
the army the fag end of the war, fell
in love with her pretty face, married
her, then they quarreled and he drank
himself into & muddle-head. She ran
him into debt; then he gambled away
government funds, bolted, was caught,

d would have been tried and sent to

il, but some powerful relative saved
him that, and simply had him dropped
—never heard of him again. She was
about a month grass-widowed when

He had an uncongenial lot of brother
officers for a two-company post, and
really had known of this girl and her

‘people before the war, and she ap-

pealed to him, first for sympathy and
help, then charity, then blackmail, I
reckon, from which his fever saved
him. Then she struck some quarter-
master or other and lived off him for
awhile; drifted over here, and no soon-
er did he arrive, all ignorant of her
presence in or around New Orleans,
than she began pestering him again.
When he turned a deaf ear, she prob-
ably threatened, and then came these

- anonymous missives to yon and Brax-

ton. Yours always came by mail, you
say. The odd thing about the colonel’s
—this one, at least—is that it was with
his mail, but never came h the
post office.” A
‘““That's all very interesting,” said

| the little civiliux, dryly, “but what we

by curlosity seekers and prying eyes, | want is evidence to aoquit him and con-
deserted.

‘him. She has money enough.”
Waring cameé on his first duty there. |

'01d Mrs. Murtagh, wife of my quarter-

viet somebody else of Lascelles’ death.
What has this to do with the other?”
“This much: This letter came to
Braxton by hand, not by mail—by
hand, probably direct from her, What
.hand had _access to the office the day
when the whole command was out at
review? Certainly no outsider. The
mail is opened and distributed onm its
arrival at nine o'clock by the chief
clerk, or by the sergeant major, if he
happens to be there, though he’s gen-
erally at guard mount. On this occa-
sion he was out at review. Leary,
chief ¢lerk, tells Col. Braxton he opemed
and distributed the mail, putting the
colonel’s on his desk; Root was with
him and helped, The third clerk came
in later; had been out all night, drink-.

tny seniries or rides the alr on a :
hroomatick,m:enomootherold'itch-!
es I've read of. Ferry sleeps im the |
adjoining room, anyhow, so he can look
out for her. Good night, Doe.” And !
80, on they went, glancing upward at '
the dim light just showing through
the window-blinds in the gable end of
Doyle's quarters, and halting at the
foot of . the stairs.

“Come over and have a pipe with me,
Ferry,” said the captain. “It's too beau-
tiful a night to turn in. I want to talke
to you about Waring, anyhow. This
thing weighs on my mind.”

“Done with youm, for an hour any-
how!” said Ferry. “Just wait a min-
ute till I run up and get my baccy.”

Presently down came the young fel-
low again, meerschaum in hand, the

ing. His name is Dawson. Dawson | moonlight glinting on his slender fig-

goes out again and gets fuller,
when next brought home is put in hos-
pital under a sentry, Then he hears
of the murder, bolts, and isn’t heard:
from since, except as the man who
helped Mrs. Doyle to get her husband
home. He is the fellow who brough
that note. He knew something of its
contents, for the murder terrified him.d
ard he ran away, nd his trail, an
you strike {m ofFi the woman who
wrote these.”

“By the Lord, lieutenant, if youw'll
quit the army and take my place you'll
make a namé and a fortune.”.

“And if you'll quit your place and
take mine you'll get your coup de
grace in some picayune Indian fight
and be forgotten. So stay where you
are; but find Dawson, find her, find
what they know, and you’ll be famous.”

» IX.

That night, or very early next morn-
ing, there was pandemonium at the
barracks. It was clear, still, beauti-
ful. A soft April wind was drifting
up from the lower coast, laden with
the perfume of sweet olive and orange
blossoms. Mrs. Cram, with one or two
lady friends and a party of officers,
had been chatting in low tone upon
their gallery until after eleven, but
elsewhere about the moonlit quad-
rangle all was silence when the sec-
ond relief was posted. Far atthe rear
of the walled inclosure, where, in def-
erence to the manners and customs of:
war as observed in the good old days
whereof our seniors tell, the sutler’s
establishment was planted within
easy hailing distance of the guard-
house, there was still the sound of

modified revelry by night, and poker
and whisky punch had gathered their
devotees in the grimy parlors of Mr.
Finkbein, and here the belated ones
tarried until long after midnight, as
most of them were bachelors and had
no better halves, as had Doyle, to fetch
them home ‘‘out of the wet.” Cram
and his lieutenants, with the excep-
tion of Doyle, were never known to
patronize this establishment, what-
soever they might do outside. They
had separated before midnight, and
little Pierce, after his customary peep
into Waring’s preserves, had closed
the door, gone to his own room to bed
and to sleep. Ferry, as battery officer
of the day, had made the rounds of the
stables and gun shed about one o’clock,
and had encountered Capt. Kinsey, of
the infantry, coming in from his long
tramp through the dew-wet fleld, re-
turning from the inspection of the sen-
try-post at the 'big magazine.

“Nonews of poor Sam yet, I sup-
pose?” said Kinsey, sadly, as the two
came strolling in together through the
rear gate.

“Nothing whatever,” was Ferry's
answer. ‘‘We cannot even form a con-
jecture, unless he, too, has been mur-
dered. Think of there being a war
rant out for his arrest—for him, Sam
Waring!” / %

“*Well,” said Kinsey, ‘no other con-
clusion could be well arrived at, un-
less that poor brute Doyle did itina
drunken row. Pills says he neversawa
man 80 terror-stricken as he seems to
be. He's afraid to leave him, really,
and Doyle’s afraid to be alone—thinks
the old woman may get in.” :

*“She has no excuse for coming, cap-
tain,” said Ferry. “When she told
Cram she must see her husband to-day,
that she was out of money and starv-
ing, the captain surprised her by hand-
ing her fifty dollars, which is much
more than she’d have got from Doyle.
She took it, of course, but that isn’t
what she wanted. She wants to get at

“Yes, that woman's a terror, Ferry,

master sergeant, has been in the army
twenty years, and says she knew her
well—knew all her people. She comes
from a tough lot, and they had a bad
reputation in Texas in the old days.
Doyle’s a totally different man since
she turned up, Cram tells me. Hello!
here’s ‘Pills the Less,’” he suddenly
exclaimed, as they came opposite the
west gate leading to the hospital.
‘‘How’s your patient, Doc?”

“Well, he’s sleeping at last.. He
seems worn out. It’s the first time I've
left him; but I’mused upand wanta few
hours’ sleep. There isn’t anything to
drink in the room, even if he should
wake, and Jim issleeping or lying there
by him.”

“‘Oh, he’ll doall rightnow, I reckon,”
said the officer of the day, cheerfully.

ure, so trim and jaunty in the battery |
dress. Kinsey looked him overwitha '
smile of soldierly approval and a whim- :
sical comment on the contrast between |
the appeargnce of this young artillery
sprig and that of his own stout per '
sonality, clad as he was in a bulging |
blue flannel sack coat, only dis ish- |
able in cut and style from civilian'
garb by its having brass buttonsand g '
pair of tarnished old shoulder straps, |
Forry yes a swell. His acket
tittea Iike wax. Tha Russian shoulder
knots of twisted gold were of the hand- '
somest make. ' The riding breeches,
top boots and spurs were such that
even Waring could not criticise. His
saber gleamed in the moonbeams, and
Kinsey's old leather-covered sword
looked dingy by contrast. His belt
fitted trim and taut, and was polished
as his boot-tops; Kinsey's sank down
over the left hip, and was worn brown.
The sash Ferry sported as battery offi-
cerof the day was draped, West Point
fashion, over the shoulder and around
the waist, and accurately knotted and
looped; Kinsey's old war-worn crimson
net was slung higgledy-piggledy over
his broad chest.

[TO BE CONTINUED.) i

THAT WAS DIFFERENT. |

When Jim Began Supposing That Settled
the Matter.

“One day in the mountains, that lift
their green-walled battlements above
the tumbling waters of the upper
Cumberland, I stopped at a log house
to get my dinner. It was a double af
fair, with a lean-to porch in front of it,
and was occupied by a man and wom-
an, who were eager to hear me talk of
the great world beyond the fastnesses
of the everlasting hills that hedged
them in, We sat at the table for some
minutes after we had finished eating,*
and the ‘'woman began talking, in her
own crude imaginative fashion, of the
things I had been telling them.,

‘ ‘S'posin’, Jim,’ she said, addressin |
herself principally to her husband,
‘S'posin’ I wuz a fine lady in silke and
satins; an’ s’posin’ I had hosses an'
kerridges; an’ s’'posin’ we "lived in a
marble palace, with glass winders; an’
8'posin’ you wuz a prominent eitizen
an’ put on a clean shirt every week;
an’ 8’posin’ we could go to Europe an’ |
see all the grand sights; an’ s'posin’ |
we had a washtub full of money; an’
s'posin’ we'd come back yer to these
parts an’ s’posin’ we'd build a town
right out there .in the bottom, an’ |
s'posin’ it 'ud grow an’ grow, an'|
s'posin’ a boovelard was run right |
along down thar whar the cow
shed is now, an’ s’posin’ they'd name
it atter us, Jim, wouldn’t that be some-
thin’ wurth s'posin’?’ and the woman |
looked out of the door and gazed off '
across the valley with almost a dreamy |
look in her dull gray eyes.

* ‘Yes, Susan,’ responded Jim, in the
same fanciful strain, ‘an’ s’posin’ I run |
fer congress an'—' l

*S8he recovered her everyday prac- |
tical spirit at the sound of his voice
and stopped him.

‘* “No, you don't,’ she said, jumping
up and beginning to clear off the table,
‘I'll do all the s’posin’ for this family
myself. You go 'long out thar and
chop enough firewood to last over Sun-
day.’

“Fifteen minutes later, as I turned
at the bend of the road that carried
me out of sight, I saw Jim chopping
at the wood and Susan carrying an
armful to the house.”—Detroit Free
Press.

The Women of Alaska.

There isa woman in Sitka, known
as Princess Tom, who is very rich.
She at one time had three husbands,
but has become Christianized and has
discarded two. She is an extensive
trader, and has several large canoes in |
which she transports goods from Sitka |
to the interior and exchanges them |
with the natives for furs, She is I.
known all over Alaska, and wears up- .
on her arms twenty or thirty brace- |
lets made out of $20 gold pieces. The '
natives also trace their genealogy
through the female branch of the fam-
ily, and the inheritance comes through
the mother's side. For instance, if &
chiet should die, leaving a son, his sis-
ter's son or nephew would succeed in
authority and not his own son. The
women are not slaves, as in the Indian
tribes in this country, but exercise a
great deal of authority. The women
emulate their sex in eivilized countries
in their affectation of bright and gandy
colors, and most of the money they re-
ceive is invested in bright colored
goods and shawls.

The Prince and the Pelicoman.
An English woman told thisstory the
other day: ““I was attending a mon- |
strous fair in Albert hall ence upon a |
time when I spied the duke of Edin-
burgh standing near a booth where I
was making some purchases. The rest
of the royal family were in a box at
the other end of the building. Pres-
ently they prepared to descend and |
mingle with the throng om the floor be-
low. An officious policeman rushed
about among us pushing us hither and
thither. He seized the duke by the
shoulder and gave him a tug. ‘Here,’
he said, roughly, ‘stand one side, can’t
you? You've got to malke room for
the prince of Wales.” The:joke was 0o
good. I felt myself obliged to encoum:
ter that officor later on and'to tell him

“Go and get your sleep. The old wom-
an can’t get at him unless she bribea |

who the gquiet gentleman was who had

+ it will exchange for the larger quanti-

of both metals upon the ratio of 1 to

t gold to take the place of silver to some

COINED AND UNCOINED SILVER.
What Would Be the Mint Value Under

Free Colnage.

The New York Weekly Tribune of
August 9 contains an article eontrib-
uted by Hon. William H. West, of
Bellefontaine, O., which thie Tribune
commends to its readers as a singularly
clear presentation of the essential facts
junvolved in the “silver free-coinage
question.” The question propounded
by the writer of the article, and which
he endeavors to answer is: ‘‘Ought the
mints of the United States to be opened
to the free and unrestricted coinage of
both gold and silver into standard dol-
lars at their present coinage ratio or
difference in weight of 1 to 18, when
the commercial ratio or difference in
market value between the two metals
is1tou?”

The argument of Judge West pro-
ceeds throughout upon the assumption
that silver has a commercial or market
value '‘which exists anterior to and in-
dependent of all legislation,” and that
this value should control its monetary
relation to gold and fix the ratio upon
which the two metals should he ¢oined
and ysed as money; in other words,
that the niarket value of silver while
it is in_the situation of a depreciated
commodity should control its mint or
legal valuation, Our mints are now
open to the free and unrestricted coin-
age of gold, consequently coined and
uncoined gold have precisely the same
value. If they should be open to the
free and unrestricted coinage of silver
a person who should have a given
quantity of uncoined silver would not
sell it for a less number of dollars in
the market than the mint would pay
for it; and a purchaser, rather than
pay any more for it, would put the
coins struck from this quantity of sil-
ver into the melting pot. In that case
coined and uncoined silver would have
precisely the same value.

It follows that the mint valuation of
a money metal fixes and controls its
market value and that what one of
them will sell for in the market while
in the situation of merchandise will
not in the slightest degree assist us in
determining what should be its legal
relation to the other metal which is al-
ready in the situation of a money
metal, that is, what quantity of one
metal should be treated as the legal
equivalent of a given quantity of the
other; in other words, upon what ratio
the two metals should be coined. This
can be only ascertained by first mak-
ing money metals of both gold and sil-
ver upon a given ratio, say 1 to 16, and
if this does not practically bring them
together then we can change the ratio
as we did in 1884

The history of the monetary move-
ment of the metals demonstrates that
they are governed by a law as inexor-
able as that of gravitation, which im-
pels each to the place or country where

ty of the other. Our first rago of 15 to
1gone-half a point on one side of the
French or European ratio of 15 to 1,
gave ussilver down to 18384. It was
then' changed to 16 to 1, one-half a
point on the other side of the European
ratio, and in consequence of this
change gold came to this country, and
silver, exchanging for about8 per cent.
more gold in Europe than in this coun-
try, went abroad, and so continued
down to 1878. During that time the
gold dollar was worth only about 97
cents in terms of silver, The change
of our ratio from 1te 15 to1 to 16 in
1834 was not, as Judge West assumes,
in consequence of any change that had
taken place in the commercial or mar-
ket value of the two metals. One
ounce of gold was not, at that
time, worth sixteen ounces of
silver, nor at any time down to
1873 was ome ounce of gold worth
sixteen ounces of silver. It was
not because of the excessive inflow of
gold into the world’s money stock from
the mines of California and Australia
that one ounce of gold exchanged for
only fifteen and one-half ounces of sil-
ver, but because the mints of France
were open to the unrestricted coinage

15%4, giving both the full legal tender
power, that the market value of fifteen
and one-half ounces of silver,was equal
to one ounce of gold the world over
during this period, notwithstanding
their relative quantity in the world’s
money stock during this time, changed
from 8 to 1 of silver to 4 to 8 of gold.
It is true that there was a slight dis-
parity in their value upon this ratio in
the London market, sufficient to cause

extent in the currency of France, but
so firmly were the metals united under
the French law that this disparity
was not regarded in commer-
cial transactions. M. Cermuchi, most
competent to speak upon this subject,
says that' during this period . the
money accounts between England and
India were uniformly reckoned on the
basis of the equivalency of ten
rupees silver and one pound sterling
gold.  The same authority attributes
the widening of the ratio from 10 to 1
to 154 to 1 during the last six centuries
to successive changes in the mint regu-
lations of the eommereial nations of
Europe, always in favor of gold, for
the convenience of foreign remittances.
Thus the market relation of the two
metals, when used as money metals,
was always eonincident, or very nearly
coincident, with their mint or legal re~
lation, and demonstrates that when
used as money metals, upon a proper
ratio, a change in their relative quan-
tity in the money stock does not ma-
terially affect their relative value,—
Henry G. Miller, in Chicago Inter
Ocesan.

THE REAL ISSUE.

The Double Standard Is Necessary in Order
to Glve Stabllity to the Currency.

1f the matter were not so very im-
portant it would be amusing to listen
to the arguinents of the gold mono-
metallists with reference to the supply
and use of silver as money. For in-
stance, the New York World says:
*“The simple stopping of silver

chases, as provided for in the Wilson | i

bill, would mpt in any way affect the
use of silver as money. It 'would leave

coln into . This now is, and
would continue to be, full lo(d
money.”

feature of the confidence game

the gold men are now seeking to per-
petrate upon the people of the coun=
try. The country has no assurance
that the present administration would
resume the coinage of silver if the pur-
chasing clause of the Sherman law
were unconditionally repealed. Im
fact, both the present and the last ad-
ministration put themselves on record
by ceasing the coinage of silver some
time ago and refusing\to resume it.

But, after all, it is not the question
of coining the silver bullion now in the
treasury that forms the real issue be-
fore the people. The real issue is much
broader, and the welfare of the whole
people is dependent upon it. Itis the
question of the free and unlimited coine
age of silver, the restoration of bimet~
allism as a part of the financial policy
of the government. -

Gold, of itself, does not afford a suffl-
cient basis or volume for the business
transactions of the country. It has
constantly appreciated in value during
the past twenty years. Its purchasing
power has grown greater and the debte
paying value of products smaller ever
since the single gold standard was
adopted in 1873,

The double standard is necessary in
order to give stability to the currency,
to afford a sufficient volume of the cir-
culating medium to properly transact
the business of the country and to pre-
vent the constant appreciation of the
unit of value that is giving the money=-
lending classes a merciless clutch upon
the prosperity of the nation.

People may laugh at what they term
the wind and rhetoric of those who are
warning them against the constant ap-
preciation of the money-lending power,
if they can afford to, The evidence is
before them if they care to know the
truth.—Denver Times.

MRS. PARTINGTON FINANCE.

The Gold Standard Theory Is Very Much
Aftor the 01d Lady's Style.

Benjamin P. Shillaber's experiences
are being printed in one of the maga-
zines. The latest article tells of the
advent of Mrs. Partington into print.
The first of the sayings that Shillaber
assigned to the old lady was that ‘it
made no difference to her whether flour
was dear or cheap, as she always had
to pay just so much for a half-dollar's
worth.”

Mrs. Partington's views of money and
prices have not disappeared from the
earth.

The gold standard theory is defended
very much as she explained her indif-
ference to the price of flour, We hear
that the perfection of a gold standard
consists in the fact that while it is in
force a dollar is worth a dollar, in coin
or bullion and will buy a dollar's worth.
To a great many thinkers that proper«
ty of gold seems to be a conclusive proof
of the single gold standard’s merit.
Phey serenely slip over the equal pos-
session of the quality by every sub-
stance that is susceptible of division
and transference. If dirt were the
standard and a dirt ball a dollar the
given quantity would be a dollar,rolled
or unrolled.

Mrs. Partington's conception of vale
ues is foreign to discussion of money.
The money standard affects all indus~-
try, and whether the standard metal is
too dear or too cheap isa matter of
vital importance.—St. Louis Republic.

Silver Threads.
Why change the ratio and make the
silver dollar larger when it commands

Union-Dispatch.

If the senate passes the bill to repeal
the Sherman law, congress will then
be asked to mortgage the country for
gold by an issue of $300,000,000 gold~
bearing bonds.—Grand Forks (N. D.)
News.

Colorado republicans seem deters
mined on organizing a new party, the
planks of whose platform shall be frea
silver, free trade, western rights, anti~
monopoly and retaliation.—Las Vegas
(N. M.) Optie.

It has narrowed down to a fight be-
tween the east on the one side and the
west and the south on the other side,
and on this line the battle will be
fought in the next congressional and
presidential election.~Dillon (Mont.)
Examiner. »

Silver is either a commodity or it is
real money. ‘‘Concessions” which only
put out a little more silver token money -

standard than concessions which would

the government’s gold = reserve,—St.
Lonis Republic. .

been used as money and upon this use
its value was based. - When congress
said that it could no longer be used as
money it was but natural that its price
should fall. Restore the use upon
which its original value depended and
silver will take its old-time price in the
markets. —Salem (Hl.) Herald.

Gold-bugs tell us that the Sherman
law is the cause of the hard times and
financial distress, byt they have never
told us how it has wronght all the evil,

what is causing the trouble. Not ona
sound argument has been advanced to
show that the repeal of the Sherman
law will beneflt the country one biti—
Dayton (Nev.) Times, :

Concesslons That Do Not Concede. -
It is a pure hallucination to suppose
that a gold-bug concession of a few
millions of silver bullion purchased,
whether coined or not, is. a bimetallis
victory. It is another hallucinat
suppose that a particular ratio
thing to stand by at an imminen
of defeat. If any ratio.can be ¢
through it will be free coina,
It a

us with over $540,000,000 in silver dol-
lars and bullion owned by the govern-
ment, and which it has autharity to

The World’s argument is amother

a premium a8 it now h?—fl‘ipton (lnd.) Sl V

are worth no more for a bimetallic

put out a little more paper money on :

From time immemorial silver has

nor can they. The ecrimeof 1873 is




