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THE ROCK-A-BY LADY.

The rock-a-by lady from Hushaby street
Comes stealing; comes creeping;
The poppies they hang from ber head to her
feet
And each has a dream that is tiny and feet—

‘Sbe bringeth her poppies to you, my sweet,
When she findeth you sleeping!

‘There is one little dream of a beautiful drum—
“Rub-a-dubl™ it goeth;

“There is one little dream of a big sugar-plum,

And, lo! thick and fast the other dreams come

“Of popguns that bang and tin tops that hum,
And a trumpet that bloweth!

And dollies peep out of those wee little dreams
With laughter and singing;

And boats go a-floating on silvery streams,

-And the stars peek-3-boo with their own misty

-And up, up and up, where the mother moon
beams.

The fairies go winging!

“Would you dream all these dreams that are
tiny and fieet?
They"ll come to you sleeping;
:So, shut the two eyes that are weary, my
sweet,
For the rock-a-by lady from Hushaby street,
TWith poppies that hang from her head to her
« feet,
Comes stealing: comes creeping.
—Chicago Record.
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CHAPTER 1V.—CONTINUED,

The restraint and diseipline to which
I was subjected brought on an explo-
sion that winter. It was soon after
my twenty-first birthday. I had been
waiting a little for my austere guardian
to inform me that I was no longer un-
der his direction, when I was resolved
by hook or crook to make my way to
Mississippi. In the meantine I resolved
upon a little unwonted personal lib-
erty. A young people’s sleighride to a
tavern up in a gap of the mountains,
with a supper and a dance, had been
projected. I well knew it would be
fruitless to ask permission; so I re-
solved to attend by means of that ex-
pedient which the sailors call ‘“‘taking
French.” In other words, I climbed
out of my chamber window at nine
o’clock, when the family were asleep.

Disaster attended our homeward
way in the early hours of the morning.
The harness broke; delay attended its
repair; it was long afterdaylight when
we reached -the village. I know that
my clandéstine absence must have
been discovered, and I resolved to put
abold face on the matter. The deacon’s
family were at breakfast when I
walked in.

The tyrant at the head of the table
glared wrathfully upon me.

‘“Where have you been, sir?”

“Up at Snediker’s, with the sleigh-
ing party.”

- “Wretched youth! Your depravity
is astonnding. I will see you in the
woodshed after breakfast.” .

I made no reply, but ate with consid-
erable composure, while the commis-
erating glances of the deacon’s big
boys sought my face. Sad. experience
told them what was coming.

The meal over, the deacon indulged
in a long addendum of thanks for what
we had received, mingled with pious
denunciations of thé depraved conduct
of one of the family. He rose fromthe
table and, with a motion to me,
marched out into the woodshed. I fol-
lowed promptly.

He reached down a great hickory

‘limb from the shelf and, bending and

trying it in his hand, he addressed me
with a sternness that was seasoned
with a savage kind of glee as he antici-
pated the diversion he was about to
provide for himself.

“Dorr Jewett, take off yourcoat. I
have too long neglected my duty. The
devil is clamoring for your immortal
soul. I will chastise the adversary out
Take off your coat.”

I snatched up.a heavy oak stool that
stood by and put myself on the defen-
sive.

*If you lay a hand on me I'll knock
your brains out!” I cried. i

He fell back. aghast. I suppose the
idea of resistance to his authority nev-
er entered his head. :

‘“‘What do you mean, you young imp?”
he stammered.

‘I mean what I say. I'vedone noth-
ing to be punished for; if I had, your
authority over me was at an end some
weeks ago. You old canting hypocrite,
I defy you to touch me!” '

My blood was up, and I said more
than I had at first intended to. He
saw that I would surely break his
head if he should advance on me, and

= .‘

“* WHAT DO YOU MEAN, YOU YOUNG IMP?”

he did nct attempt it. But never was
man in a greater rage!  His leathery
face almost turned green.

“Out of my house, you young repro-
‘bate—you spawn of Belial!” he

squeaked, in a voive shaking with

“f will go with pleasumre. Will you
send my trunk ovee o the tavern?”

“Yes. Clear ouw!”

" "I want those books you took away
from me."

“Take all your graps and leave!”

T turned on my teel and went into
the dining-rcom. Bidding the family
good-by, I put om my cap and went
over to the tavern. I had not a sent
4a my pociket

i

CHAPTER V.
THE TAMING OF A LAND SHARK.

I had no definite plan as to how I
was to accomplish my darling wish of
going to- Mr. Bostock. The landlord
was a clever sort of man who thor
oughly disliked the deacon, and, as he
had been quite friendly with my fa-
ther, it oceurredto me that I could
claim his hospitality for a little while,
till I could get the means to pay him.
I found him alone, and briefly de-
scribed what had happened. I thought
he would go into convulsions. His fat
sides shook with laughter.

“Well, now, that’s glorious! The
best thing I've heard for a year. Tried
to lick yon, did he? . Would you really
have knocked him down with the
stool?”

“Indeed I should, if he'd come with-
in reach of it.”

“But did you really and truly call
him a canting old hypocrite?”

l‘Yes.il

“Well, I'm poor enough; but I'd have
given five dollars to hear it. The man
heard the truth about himself for
once. You're welcome to stay here till
you can do better. Did the deacon say
anything about settling with you?”

“Settling? I don’t understand.”

“Don’t you suppose he owes you
money?”

“What for?”

“Why—he’s your guardian; or was.
Hasn't he ever said anything to you
about the state of your account, or
given you any money?”

‘‘Never. What do you mean?”

‘“The old shark! He'’s trying to
swindle you, as he has some other
orphans.” ‘

As soon as the landlord’s indigna-
tion had cooled, he gave me an ex-
planation that surprised me. He said
that the mortgage on which my father’s
farm was sold was small in amount,
and that the farm sold well. There
was & surplus, which had been paid in-
to the hands of Deacon Halleck, as my
guardian.

‘“Tom Brough, the lawyer’s clerk,
was here last night, talking about it.
He says that, with a liberal allow-
ance for your board and for guardian’s

fees, the deacon ought to have five
3

hundred dollars for you.”

“Five hundred dollars!” I faltered.
“How am I to get it?”

“Ah—there is the trouble! I suppose
Tom Brough has no business to blab
the secrets of the office; but when he
has a glass in, he'll tell me anything.
He says that Deacon Halleck has made
a great deal of money out of estates,
and defrauded many widows and or-
phans, by large bills, delays and all
kinds of law-obstacles. He says that
is just what will happen to you. No
matter, Dorr; I'll stand by you. I'll
get some lawyer or othér to take your

case, and you can stay with me till'it’s |

decided.”
I sat pondering on this revelation.
“It'll take time,” I said.
“Yes—of course.”

*‘And perhaps the deacon might make-

it appear that he don’t owe me any-
thing.” ‘

 ““He’s capable of swearing to -any-
thing; and you’ll heve to take your
chances with him, of course. But I'd

follow him up.”

“He’s rich and has position and in-
fluence; I'm nobody:” I said, continu-
ing to pile up the obstacles.

“You have friends, I tell you! Just
take my advice!” "

“Thank you, Mart, I believe I'll try
another way first.” ’

“What way?”

A sudden inspiration had seized me.

“I can’t tell you; it's between the
deacon and me; I'm going right back
to see him.”

1t was not more than an hour from
the time that Ileft the home of my late
guardian when I entered it .again.
There was a little den off the dining-
room where deacon kupt a desk, the
pigeon-holes of which were filled with
his notes, leases and mortgages. I
knew his habits, and relied upon find-
ing him here at that hour. He looked up
from some accounts that he was poring
over, and scowled as he saw me.

“What brings you back here?” he de-
manded. _

“I was in too great a hurry to leave,
just now. I’ve come back to have a
settlement with you.”

He turned sharply, and faced me.

“What do you mean?”

“I want you to account to me as my
late guardian. It's my belief that
there’s as much as five hundred dollars
coming to me.” :

A contemptuous smile curled his thin
lips.

“You're getting along famously, in-
deed! What- other gossip have you
heard over at the tavern?”

“Will you settle with me?”

‘“Look here—you impertinent jacka-
naves! There is nothing to settle. The
very small amount of money that
came to me for you after the sale of
the farm has been more than consumed
by my charges for board, washing and
care. You owe me money yousrelf.”

I shall put my claim in the hands
of a lawyer.” :

““Go ahead,” he said, defiantly.

‘““Well, Deacon Halleck—that’s the
end of that business, for the present.
You’ll hear from my lawyer in due
time. There’s something else I want
to talk about.”

He turned his back upon me, and
busied himself again at his desk.

“Your barn was burned last Decem-
ber.”

He wheeled his chair sharply abou

“What of that?” :

“I know who set it afire.”

“You do?”, }

“Yes." :,':,. ;

His defiant manner was gone; the
wrinkles of his face quivered and he
had hard work to return my steady
look. 4

“Well—" and then camc & pause.

*“Who did it?”

* You did it.” : :

He jumped .up, strode to and fro,
shook his fist.at me and poured out a
vorrent of words.

‘“You rascally young liar! What do

! you mean, coming: here and insulting

me with sueh a ridiculous story? Do
you supposé yon can blackmail me—me
—in this way? - I'll have you arrested
—’l'u-” -

.
[ His wrath, and his fears, too, as his
face plainly showed, choked his words
I quietly took a chair.

“I'd advise you to take it cool, sir!
You'll remember we've done talking
about my claim; we are on another
subject now. I merely say to you that
I have the evidence that you burned

insurance on it. Ishall go from here
to @ magistrate and make complaint.
If you know of any reason why I should
not you had better state it.”

He sat down and stared hard at me.
He tried hard to' conceal his thoughts;
but I saw plainly that his mind was
halting between fear and bluster.

“Preposterous!” he muttered.

I said nothing.

“Who do you expect to believe this
silly story?”

“I refuse to discuss that. It will be
time to talk about that when my proofs
are presented.”

‘““What are your proofs?”

‘“You'll know in due time.”

He hesitated, then said, with an ef-
fort:

‘“You haven't ayy proof.
with you no more about it.”

I thought the game was lost, but I
resolved to play it to the end.

“Very well,” I said. “You defy me
to make a criminal complaint against
you. I will do it at once.”

I turned and walked out of the
house. A window was raised, and I
heard the deacon’s voice calling me
back.

I had triumphed!

When I was again alone with him he
locked the door,

‘“This is all very absurd and foolish,”
he said. ‘‘Of course I never set fire to
my barn, and if you know anything
about it you know that I did not. But
I don’t court trouble. I haven’'t been
over my agccounts with you; possibly I
do owe you something. Suppose I pay
you the five hundred dollars you claim,
will you tell me what evidence you
have that I burned the barn?”

l‘Yes-”

“What will there be then to prevent
you from making your foolish com-
plaint?” .

‘“There will be nothing, Deacon Hal-
leck. Understand me. I know what
Sompounding a felony is, and I'm doing

Il talk

‘‘ OH, DORR, DON'T BETRAY ME!”
nothing of the kind. I make no bar-
gains. But you'll probably agree that
my evidence against you in a criminal
case would not be worth much if it
was shown that I hdd just been mak-
ing an amicable settlement with you,
and that I had received from you the
full amount claimed against you as
guardian.”

“You’'re a keen one,” he said.
you mean to stay here?”

“No. I am going south very soon. I
may never return here.”

He turned to his desk and wrote off
a receipt for five hundred dollars, in
full of all claims against him as
guardian. I signed it. From a drawer
of his desk he took a package of bills,
and counted out the amount. He
watched me till I had counted it and
put it away.

“What' was your proof?” he
manded.

“Your own guilty conscience, Mr.
Halleck! I have heard it whispered
twenty times, since that night, that
you burned your property toget a high
rate of insurance. I have suspected-
you, as well as others; but I knew no
more than they, which was just noth-
ing. But as soon as I charged you
with it, conscious guilt looked out of
your face. You were made to be a
small rascal, deacon; you can’t conceal
a crime. I predict that you’l} betray
yourself afterI have gone.”

The anger with which he heard the
beginning of my declaration changed
to abject terror as I went on. He
wept, wrungehis hands, almost grov-
elled at my feet.

*‘0 Dorr,don’t betray me!” he whined.
“Think of my family, think of my
good name, think of my_ position in so-
ciety and the church!”

I assured him that I would not men-
tion the accusation, and left him in his
terror and misery.

The : next morning the village was
horrified to hear that Deacon Halleck
had committed suicide. He was found
hanging by the neck to the rafters in
} the garret. Fear, I think, not con-
science, had destroyed him.

uDo
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CHAPTER VL
A DISAPPOINTMENT—AND A WELCOME

Of course, there had to be a coroner's
inquiry, and I was called as a witness.
So long was this investigation that
May had come before I was released.
The first week of June found me steam-
ing.down the Mississippi in one of the
great river palaces of that day.

Everything was new and wonderful
to me, and I thoroughly enjoyed the
journey. The river craft, of all sizes,
shapes and mecans of locomotion; the
width and majesty of the downward
eweep of the vast flood, draining half a
¢ontinent; the verdure and luxuriance
of the southern spring, passing into
summer; the army of passengers, the
people, white and black, so different
from those to wkom I had been zecus-
tomed; the sights and sounds of the
river by day and by night, and, as we
entered the cotton belt, the spectacle
of immense tracts of rich black loam
on the bottomsor the uplands, burst-
ing into the *“mimic snow of the cotton-
fleld;” these were the things that kept

your own property to realize a large:

my mind in a kind of repture all the i
way. To the speedy meeting with my !
benefactor I looked forward impa- |
tiently. Never, I believe, did man cast |
his former life behind him more en-
tirely than I had done. .

I was ashore at Vicksburg before the !
steamer was fairly moored. It was '
not the picturesque little city of to-
day, but a scattered town of barely"
four thousand inhabitants, straggling i
along the river bottom and trying to !
climb the heights. I arranged with '
one of the dozens of loafing negroes to |
carry my trunk, and, escaping from |
the crowd of passengers, cotton-buyers, :
and ‘“roustabouts,” that the dozen ,
steamers lying with their tall smoke- :
pipes along the river front had
brought here, I climbed well ap the '
bluffs and engaged quarters at a quiet '
place kept by a one-eyed Frenchman, |
who would talk without the slightest
excuse or provocation.

After supper, as we sat out in front
and watched the twinkling lights on |
the river, and heard the hoarse shouts
of the steamboat men to the negro
roustabouts, as they unloaded cargo er
‘‘wooded up,” I asked my host if he
knew anything of Mr. Pierce Bostock,
a wealthy planter of the vicinity.

*Bossytook, sair? I nevair hear ze
name.”

‘I believe he does not live right here;
it is a few miles below.”

“I cannot tell; I know him not.”

A small shadow fell upon my exuber-
ant spirits. I had taken it for granted
that everybody in Vicksburg knew of
the great and rich Mr. Bostock.

As we sat there, my host inquired of
several loungers, one after another, if
they knew the object of my search.
Not one had ever heard of him.

“I do not zay zere is not such man,”
said the Frenchman. *“But I have been
here four year, and I have not hear ze
name.”

“Who was it?” a man asked, coming
in for a drink.

‘A planter named Pierce Bostock."”

He gulped down his' brandy, wiped
his mouth with the back of his hand
and began to meditate.

“Bostock? I declare I have heard the
name. ['m up and down the river all
the time, and things gits away from
my head in a week; but if I ain’t clear
outen the channel a man with some
such name was mixed up in a fight
some time ago. Wasn't it so, Frenchy?”

“I tell you I know not ze name,”

Rather dejected, I was about to re-
tire, resolved to start out in the morn-
ing and make a systematic search for
information, when a communicative
old negro approached me. He had
heard my inquiries and told me that
‘“’bout seben year ago, or mcbbe
longer,” he was ‘‘one of Marse Bos-
tock’s boys.” He remembered the
place well; he could tell me just where
to find it. I slipped a half dollar into |
his hand and encouraged him to go on.

[TO BE CONTINUED.|

ABBREVIATION OF  NAMES.

Good Taste Demands the Use of the Full |
Christian Name When Possible. ‘

The newspapers note a marked ten- |
dency toward the use of the full Chris- ]

tian name in books and standard pub- '
lications, and in social matters. One

LAST APPEAL FOR SILVER.

The Friends of the White Metal Make &
Final Straggle for Its Recognition.

When it became evident that the re-
peal bill would finally pass the senate
the friends of silver made their last
rally in defense of a bimetallic stand-
ard by appealing to the country and
sounding notes of warning in the ears
of the advocates of uncondjtional re-
peal. Long speeches gave way to
earnest protests, Before the final vote
Mr. Teller (Col.) began with a discus-
sion based on propositions which he re-
garded as incontrovertible, that the
supply and demand of money deter-
mined its value, and that the amount
of money in circulation determined the
price of a commodity. Mr, Teller con-
tended there had been a general fall of
prices for twenty years, beginning
with the demonetization of silver in
1878. The price of corn and pork had

| been affected in a large degree by op-

tional trading. Wheat was selling in
London, Paris and New York to-day at
a lower price than ever before, Mr.
Teller said. Within ten days wheat
had sold in New York at 66 cents. and
the best wheat from Minnesota and the
Dakotas had*been put upon vessels at
New York lately for 70 cents. He de-
nied it was a blessing to the country or
the man who buys it to have cheap
wheat.

In reply to a question whether he
agreed with those on the democratic
side of the chamber who favored cheap
prices for everything, Mr. Teller said:

“I am sure that I don’t know what

the democratic majority wants or what

it proposes to do, but I know about as
much of what it wants as I know what
the majority (the republican) side of
the chamber wants—just about the
same. The difference between the
majority of this side and the minority
of the other side is so trifling (so far as
this session is concerned) that I don't
know where the difference begins or
ends. And I do not know anybody
who does. They all seem to be in ac-
cord in producing cheapness. Every
effort made on both sides so far has
been in favor of the reduction of the
volume of money of the country.
has been in favor of contraction, which,
they all know, means low prices. If
that is the democratic doctrine and if
cheapness is what democrats want, it
seems that doctrine and that desire
have pervaded this (the republican)
side of the chamber quite as much as,
and I think, o little® more vigorously,
than the other.”

Mr, Teller did not believe any legis-

lation to increase the volume of money |

by legislation favorable to silver would
be had in the next four years. There

. would be no effective legislation in

. that direction until the great American
population was heard from. It was:

| said prosperity wonld follow the repeal

of the Sherman law, This country was
not to see prosperity immediately.
The world was disjointed and out of
shape on account of the monetary con-
ditions and there would be distress,
stagnation, paralysis of business wher-
ever the gold standard prevailed and
nothing else.

At one time during the closing debate
Mr. Teller said with much feeling: *“To
me this is the most terrible moment of

lt:

issue of $200,000,000 in bodds, believing
that the distress of the country will
i follow, and, as a result, contraction
will become so great that the govern-
ment will be unable to resist. Instead
of issuing bonds to relieve a currency
famine, the government, in his opinion,
should issue greenbacks. In conelnd-
ing Mr. Jones said: ‘‘This may be re-
garded by some of my confreres as the
doom of silver, but, sir, it is only the
commencement of the fightt We who
favor this policy and we who are
against constantly inecreasing values in
the unit of money propose to go to the
American people and see to it that
every man, woman and child in the
country understands fully the meaning
of what we intend to do next. We
may be fewer in number, though I
doubt it, but we shall show them that
though there are iords on the lowland,
| there are chiefs in the north.”
| Mr. Morgan (Ala.) severely arraigned
those of his party who so vehemently
favored repeal and he vigorously pro-
| tested against the action already fore-
shadowed. The situation in the senate
seemed to him to be a very lamentable
one, one on which he could speak only
with pain and which he could contem-
| plate only with serious apprehensions
for the future welfare of the country.
Mr. Morgan said the passage of the
bill would be an irrevocable surrender
to the demands of the most insolent
and overbearing corporations. He
. warned his democratic colleagues, who
favored repeal, against the steps they
were about to take, and said that if he
had told the people of Alabama that
the first efforts of Cleveland, if elected
| president, would be to put silver in a
position from which there was no pos-
sibility of extrication, that it was to
die in the senate at the hands of its
friends, or in the house by his com-
mand, that state, at least, would never
have cast its vote for him.

Mr. Vest (Mo) expressed his sym-
pathy with the people of the silver
states, and said no eczar or kaiser
would desolate an insurrectionary
province as congress was about to des-
olate the silver states of the west. He
argued that the seigniorage in the
treasury should be coined, and ridi-
culed the business method which
would allow this vast sum of 858,000,
000 to lie idle in the treasury and sell
bonds to secure gold.

Mr. Harris (Tenn.) declared the pas-
sage of the repeal bill meant nnmistak-
ably the utter demonetization of silver
as a money metal. He characterized as
supremely absurd that the American
senate, representing 70,000,000 people,
in legislating should consult the ideas
of policies of foreign countries. *I
want to state to the senator from In-
diana and the balance of the world,”
said Mr. Harris, “‘that the time has not
been, it is not now, nor c¢an it ever
come when I will desert the convictions
,of a life time in order to obtain allies
| from the camp of the enemy.”
| Mr. Stewart (Nev.) closed the debate
| by declaring: ‘“‘The surreptitious and
fraudulent act of 1878 demonetizing
silver is ratified and confirmed., The
gold kings are victorious; the labors of
their champion, the senator from Ohio,
are crowned with success. The Trojan
horse was within the walls of the na-
tional capitol, but the betrayal and

now seldom sees the name of an author | my le islative life. To me it brings « capture of thé White house and the
on the title page of a new book with | more fear than anything that has oc- capture of the two houses of congress

the mere initials. Ralph Waldo Emer- |

curred since 1 entered public life. I

| was not the end of the war.” Mr.

son practically began this in the United ’ fear we are entering’ upon a financial Stewarts last words were: ‘‘Let the

States, and even Thomas Wentworth
Higginson’s later books have followed
this plan of signature. The full name
is. impracticable in newspaper work,
especially when there are two or more;
but in cases where there is but one sin-

{

.| gle Christian name, both on account

of the appearance and for the sake of’
certainty, it is highly important- that
it should be given in full. Nobody
with'a good eye or ear can be satisfied
to see or hear such a name as C, Sharp
orJ. Jones, not to mention J. Smith,
and the number of names that appear
in this slipshod manner in the newspa-
pers is something surprising. The ex-
planation is that reporters find it next
to an impossibility to obtain names
correctly, because everybody has a
large number of acquaintances con-
cerning whom no occasion has arisen
for learning the full and correct names.
An intolerable abomination also is the
abbreviation of such names as John,
James, Joseph and Charles into Jno.,
Jas., Jos, and Chas. Not less distress-
ing is the habit of mentioning in print
the familiar names of elderly peo-
ple with the prefix of ‘‘uncle,”
‘‘aunt,” “‘grandfather,”*‘grandmother,”
‘‘squire,” and the like. This class of
people may be deferentially mentioned
as Mr. or Mrs., followed by the correct

‘initials, where there are two or more,

or with the first Christian name always
spelled out where there is but one and
preferably so if there are two.

French Women Who Wear Trousers.

For the privilege of wearing trousers
the French government charges wom-
en a tax of from ten to twelve dol-
lars a year.. This by no means gives
every woman who is willing to pay the
tax a right to wear trousers. The
government, instead, confers the right
as a tribute to great merit. Trousers
are, in fact, a sort of decoration given
to women as the ribbon of the legion
of honor is given to men. The only
women to whom has been granted the
right to wear trousers are George Sand,
Rosa Bonheur, Mme. Dieulafoy, the
Persian archeologist; Mme. Foucault,
the bearded woman, and two feminine
stonecutters, Mme. Fourreau and La
Jeannette.

The Editor Always Discouraged.
When anyone proposes tostart a new
newspaper he is gravely reminded that
there are nineteen thousand five hun-
dred and seventy-three (the very latest
fizure) newspapers printed in the
United States and Canada. But he is
now learning to retort that Benjamin
Franklin’s mother advised him not to
start another newspaper ‘“since there

were already two in the country.”

—Doing nothing forothers ig the un-
doing of one’s self. We do much good
to ourselves when doing much for
others.—H. Mann.

HERODOTUS says that Creesus was the
first sovereign to make goins of gold.

system from which there is absolutely
no escape. I know there will be no
| favorable legislation for silver until the
3 American people are heard from at the
i ballot box and heard from in a way
| that will compel attention to their de-
sires. . Mr. President, I am not a pes-
simist; I have never been. I am an op-
| timist. 1 have never seen disaster and
| distress growing out of policies simply
. because they did not meet my approval.
I have had faith in the American peo-
‘ple. 1 have faith inmen. I canseethe

any man living. There never is a storm
so dark I cannot see the coming light
on the mountain top, but I cannot con-
template this condition of things with-
out absolute terror. It strikes to my
very soul and I want to enter this as a
warning to the American people that
if they do not resist they will enter up-
on a system of industrial slavery that
will be the worst known to the human
me."

the right of debate in the senate, closed
his appeal thus: “Out of the millions
of annual appropriations no dollar
blesses our great section, and now you
are to deprive it of its chief industry
because a contracted currency appeals
to eastern greed and meets British ap-
proval. The real struggle has only be-
gun, and will not end until silver is re-
habilitated as a money' metal and a
standard of value. 'The action youcon-
template is as if you should take a vast
and fertile area of eastern lands, de-
stroy the structures upon it and sow it
down with salt that it might never
yield to the hand of the husbandman,
These are grave and sad days for us.
We shall not eat the bread of idleness,
for under the shadow of our eternal
hills we breed only good citizens. The
wrong, however, which you are inflict-
ing on us is cruel and unworthy, and
the memery of it will return to vex
you.’' :
Mr. Jones (Nev.) sald a lawyer ar-
guing a case would not proceed with

1 much enthusiasm if he believed a de-

cision had been rendered and the seal
put upon it by the clerk. He traced
the competion of India in the produc-
tion and exportation of wheat and cot-
ton to the demonetization of silver in
1878, which was not done by nature,
but by legislation. By ' legislation
bringing the price of silver to $1.10 an
ounce, where the fathers of the repub-
lic placed it, and not by market price,
there would be absolutely a certain
method without any cost whatever to
the country of giving protection to the

and south. The demonetization of

The banks wanted a monopoly of the

ernment, after the issue of money
ceases, to turn their prerogative over

seilver lining ina cloud as quickly as

Mr. Wolcott (Col.), after advocating .

farmers and cotton planters, both north |

silver, said he, was but half
of the scheme of the banks
of the great money centers.

issue of money. They wanted the gov- ’ a day of reckoning will

to them. They will now Mn'muﬁop:uhm

| vote be taken; let the object lesson be
given. We will abide by the result.”

' w“The Die Is Cast.”

When the Voorhees bill reached the
house the friends of silver made their
last stand. The debate was brief,
but sha Mr. Bland (Mo,) sent to
the clerk's desk and had read his
amendment. It revived the free coin-
age act of 1887. Mr. Bland said a vote
must now be taken upon the all im-
portant question of returning to the
Sherman law of 1878, The recent panic
was precipitated by the moneyed inter-
ests of the country for the purpose of
affecting legiglation. With that law
to be wiped from the statute books he
had no sympathy, and he and those
who believed with him had only been
battling that it might not be wiped out
until after the political party to which
he and they belonged had performed
its pledges by restoring the free and

unlimited coinage of silver. He
declared that the advocates of
silver were not discouraged. On

the contrary, when the Sherman
law was wiped out, the sole issue would
be made whether this country should
go to the gold monometallism which
had practically bankrupted Europe or
re-establish the monetary system of
the constitution. There might be =
spasmodic revival of business now,”
said Mr. Bland, “but it could not last.
In this country stocks had already be-
gan to fall, and if anything should rise
on account of the repeal of the Sher-
man law and the going to agold stand-
ard, it should be stocks, for the legisla-
tion had been in the interest of stock-
jobbing operations. ' The old world
was in distress, however. and American
securities were sent back to this coun-
try, notwithstanding the repeal of the
Sherman law. The law had been re-
pealed in the interest of stock gam-
bling, and wheat, cotton and the prod-
ucts of the farm had been depressed
by it.” ikt

Mr. Bryan (Neb.) referred to the bi-
metallic declaration declared in the
bill as it passed the senate, and said
congress was no{ established to prom-
ise, but to legislate. At the time of
the Homestead trouble it was said that
the means by which the American peo-

ballot. What would the
-when they elected re
 pledged to a: platform and to priuciples
and then found those pledges were
not binding when the representatives
came to represent the cause? It was
blow at representative government.

Realizing that defeat was inevits
Mr. Bland gave up the figh
' final admonition: *“I ho ;
. of this measure will be better
{ believe they will be. But

! right and you are wrong

people. say
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| here register the Mhm_ i
{ American people will

ple remedied their grievances was the B




