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It was Christmas morning. The eun wa« 
.'■lining brighUy on the new-fallen enow, 
[t was just cold enough to freeze.

The sleigh bells were ringing merrily.
The children were having a gay time, 

.keting and coasting and playing tricks on

P*Oue decrepit old man was thrown down 
by their tricks, and lay so still they feared 
they had killed him.

Another eye besides theirs witnessed the 
gecident and its cause.

A young girl stood in the bay window of 
the mansion before which the old man had 
aU0n ; another instant and she came run
ning down the marble steps unmindful of 
her costly attire, the rich silk that fell in 
heavy folds about her form, she sank down 
eaidt; the old man, exclaiming :

««For shame, boys ! Come, Eugene, and 
help me raise him. Nay, he must be 
juried. Go bring Brown here.”

A moment or two later Eugene returned, 
followed by a large, etrong-looking man. 
*ho, in obedience to the girl's command, 
raised and bore to the house the inanimate 
orm ot the poor old stranger.

“Gently, gently, Brown ! Flace him on 
the lounge,” she said.

Restoratives were applied. Tenderly he 
wa8 cared for. And after a short time the 
kind girl’s efforts were successful.

The old man opened his eyes and looked 
enquiringly into her face. .She explained 
the accident and was holding a glass of 
wine to his lips when a servant came in the 
rnnm bearing on a silver waiter a oand. 
Clocked at it and said :

“Tell Mr. Grainger I will be up very 
soon. Ask mamma to entertain him.”

A rustle of silken robes,and Mrs. Camer
on glided into the room and stood looking 
with pe rfect, amazement on the scone before 
her. Kneeling beside the lounge, alternate- 
ly batning the face and placing wine to the 
lips of the miserable old man, was her
^«■Florence !—who?—what is the meaning 
of all this?” she asked.

The gentle girl explained and her mother

8a“ljne of the servants could have attended 
to him. If he is able to be moved now you 
had better send word to the proper author
ities and have him carried to his home or
the hospital.”

««Rut, mamma, we are the proper ones to 
attend him. Eugene and his companions 
are accountable for his suffering.”

The old man said something in a low, 
feeble voice, and Florence’s ear was bent 
dose to catch the words.

“He will go home he says. Well, yon 
must wait a little longer and I will have 
the carriage”—

“A carriage! If you please. Florence, 
send Brown to procure one,” Mrs. Cameron 
said. As she turned to leave the room she 
continued : “Mr. Grainger will feel flat
tered i>y your conduct,"

“Send him here, mamma, I know he will 
think I am doing right.”

A few momenta more and Carl Grainger 
came into the room. Florence’s sweet, 
bright face that had been raised to greet 
him, was suddenly clouded. She saw that 
she had mistaken her lover—for with an 
expression of contempt, which he could not 
or cared not to hide, he looked on the sutier-

Scaree had Mr. Grainger passed the com
pliments of the day, when again the door 
opened, and another young man entered.

He was not strikingly handsome, like 
the other, bat hie was the face of one that 
children love to linger near, women confide 
in and men trust.

“ Excuse me, but I have permission,” lie 
said. “Mrs. Cameron told me you were 
entertaining your guests here.”

Florence’s father's disappointment was 
as keen as his wife’s for he felt his foun
dation trembling, and knew before long it 
must fall. And so it was ; before another 
year had passed the stately mansion was 
no longer his. He was almost penniless. 
But he was a true, loving father, and would 
not barter his child’s heart for gold.

And so, when William Hartley won 
Florence, he took her not from a home of 
luxury, but one as humble as his own. 
Years rolled by, bringing with them joy 
and sorrow, until six had passed.

During the last one clouds had gathered 
8wift and dark over William Hartley and 
his loved ones ; and so on Christmas morn
ing, six years after the one when the 
strange old iflau was helped by Florence, 
they were absolutely destitute.

“ I wonder what has become of that old 
man ?” said William, during the day. “ I 
called a few days after I took him home to 
inquire how he was getting on, but he had 
gone from that place.”

“Do you know, William, to that old 
man’s sufferings you are indebted for your 
wife?”

“ That day I saw the difference between 
you and Carl Grainger. Hia heartlessness 
frightened me, and I fled to you, and grew 
calm and happy,” said Florence, while a 
beautiful flush spread over her face, chasing 
away the careworn look of a few moments 
before.

“You fled to poverty, toil, suffering. 
Oh ! my darling, I hoped to have sheltered 
yon from such,”

“ I fled from worse. Come, cheer up ! 
All will yet be well. I did not tell you the 
last time 1 was out I saw Carl Grainger 
very much intoxicated. He is living now 
entirely on his expectations.”

“Mamma ! Mamma ! Krisa Kringle’s 
coming ! See ! See ! Hurrah I Old Kriss 
liked to have forgotten us, 1 guess !” cried 
little Willie, shouting and clapping his

Florence arose to look out when a knock 
Bounded on the door ; opening which she 
beheld standing before her the old man of 
whom she had just been speaking.

“Come in ! I am glad to see you. 
YV here have you been this long time ? And 
how did you find us ?” Florence asked 
taking his hand and drawing him in.

“I found very easily what I had never 
lost. I’ve thought of yon often, but chose 
to come to-day. It is a good time to come,” 
answered the old man.

“Come ! sit down here," said William, 
getting up and offering his own comfortable

“ YY'ait a bit. If I sit down I don’t want 
to get up soon. Better know first how long

i
answered the old

Turning to meet Mr. Grainger, the young 
man saw the sufferer on the lounge.

“ Who have you here ? Are you hurt, 
■ir ?” he said, going up to the side of the 
old man and taking his hand.

Briefly Florence told of his fall, and the 
look of admiration, nay, adoration, which 
beamed in William Hartley’s eyes as they 
sought hers ought to have been the balm to 
entirely heal the wound caused by Carl 
Grainger’s look.

But. it was not, just then, for Florence 
had thought more of the handsome Carl 
than any of the other young men who visit
ed the house. She was dreadfully disap
pointed to know him so different from her 
thoughts.

The old man signified his desire to go and 
when Brown returned with a carriage 
William Hartley, with almost womanly 
gentleness, assisted him in .and urged that 
he might accompany him home.

An approving look from Florence and he 
jumped in, closed the door and ordered the 
the driver to the street and number direct
ed.

“ God bless you 1 You are a good child. 
I shall never forget this day. Perhaps I’ll 
come to see you again some time,” the old 
man said on leaving.

The same contemptuous expression was 
»gain on Carl’s face, and he said sneer- 
ingly:

" Quite a dignified acquisition o Miss 
Cameron’s list of acquaintances 1”

A deep flush mantled her fair brow, but 
*he designed no word of reply.

Carl Grainger saw he had been indiscreet 
to say the least, and endeavored by putting 
forth his most fascinatiug'powers, to cast 
»way the cloud that had gathered on the 
mce usually so bright. Carl’s attempts 
were fruitless.

But when an hour had passed, and Wil
liam Hartley returne 1, then to his great 
'hagrin, he saw a softer glow in her dark 
®ye», and her lips wreathed with smiles 
that he had failed to draw out.

That night Carl Grainger, determined to 
‘now his fate, asked Florence to be hia 
»»e, and to her parents’ great disappoint
ment, she kindly but firmly said she 

could not love him 1”
"Foolish girl 1 Do you know that, be- 

Mes his own fortune, Mr. Grainger is the 
. y lieif of an old uncle., v/ho is fabulously 
tch »” said Mrs. Cameron.

“As long as you like. We are poor,very 
poor, but if you want a home with ua we 
will not semi you forth. Sit down,” ans
wered William.

“The same ! Unchanged !” murmured 
the stranger.

When Florence went ont to prepare the 
frugal dinner, the old man called the chil
dren. and listened to their lisping voices.

William was watching, very much amused, 
when the old man’s words were whispered, 
and little Willie, seeming to understand, 
lowered his tone, and the heads of the old 
and young were close together, at some 
mysterious plotting.

The father’s amusement was soon changed 
to the greatest amazement , when soon after, 
as Florence came back, YViilie ran up, ex-

Christmas gift for mamma, and papa 
too ! Kriss Kringle sent them to you ! ”

It was only a little roll of paper. Open
ing which, they found told in words never 
p ainer : “No more money. No more toil- 
ii g ! ” Many thousands of dollars they 
held in their hands.

They could not speak at first. But after 
awhile, when they poured forth their 
thunks, Kriss Kringle said :
“Your home is mine ! You and yours 

are urne ! All I have is tor you ! You won 
it six years ago, both of you ! And that day 
you had another friend with you. I knew 
him by name before ; I learned his nature 
then. I heard his remark when I was go
ing out. Ha ! ha ! He lost something 
then, didn’t he?” Eh?

“Go make your children happy !” he 
urged. “ And,my child,take this,” handing 
her more money, “ and make the poor old 
folks you meet, and the little children who 
are looking longingly in at the gay windows, 
make them hanpy, too.”

Oh, what a joyous Christmas it was !
For live years the old man dwelt with 

them, and then he sank calmly to sleep, 
loving hearts and gentle hands soothing 
him.

And then from a lawyer of high standing 
came the startling information that William 
Hartley and Florence were the only heirs 
to all the immense wealth of old Mark

Trouble With English.
The attempts at translating “ la belle 

langue” into English by the French have 
sometimes resulted in extraordinary pro 
duuliuus. :: Times is money” is often quot 
ed in Paris newspapers. “ High life” is 
put into “ hig lif,” and is so pronounced. 
Evan Paul Bourget makes a slip now and 
again. But I have seen nothing funnier 
than the sign-board of a modest shoemaker 
who addresses himself to a much-desired 
English clientele thus:

•" REPAIRS HUNG WITH STAGE- : 
COACH.

This has been found to indicate; “ Re 
pairs executed with diligence.”

THE RIOTINcT IS OVER.

Krill*1* Blue Jackets on Dnly in Honduras 
With Salutary Effect.

Latest advices from British Honduras 
state that the riots there are at an end. 
The blue-jackets guard the town, and the 
show of force confines the restless laborers 
to meetings of protest. Fourteen rioters 
are in prison, and. although Bishop Di 
Peitro, S. J., interceded for them, the Gov
ernor refused to interfere. In the mean
time the Government Council has reduced 
duties on food products and tobacco, and 
that will probably enable the Mahogany- 
men to raise lalior rates and ease the dis
turbed situation.

DEATH TO HER A RELEASE
MRS. PETERSEN KILLED BY HER 

BRUTAL HUSBAND.

.1 Life Tragedy Buried by Murder and 
Suicide—The .Murderer It in Said Deser
ved a Worse Death Before Ills Final 
Crime.

The kind of tragedy with which the pol
ice records of every large city are filled was 
enacted on Thursday in a tenement behind 
Trinity Church, New York City,when Karl 
Petersen in a fit of drunken frenzy, killed 
his wife and himself. For the woman the 
tragedy was a release. Her whole life for 
years past had been one of the unending 
drudgery by which some women support 
themselves and their families,and of patient 
submission to the brutality of a husband 
worse than worthless.

“It was the best thing that could happen 
to her,” said the other tenants who came to 
look at the bodies. “It was the only good 
turn he ever did for her. But the poor 
children. What's to become of them?”

There are five children left orphans by 
the murder and suicide. One of them is 
but seven weeks old. Another was born 
three years ago just before the Petersen’s 
moved into the wretched little rooms on the 
top floor of the five-story tenement at 106 
Trinity place. The others are 13, 10, and 
6 years old. The Petersens lived in three 
small rooms, which were shared by Mrs. 
Petersens’s brother, Richard Small, Mrs. 
Small, and her sister, Annie McLaughlin.

Mr. and Mrs. Petersen had been married 
fifteen years. Petersen was a sailor and 
was 38 years old, five years his wife’s senior. 
Only Ruth Petersen herself knew what

A HELL ON EAKTH

he made of her life. She was a patient, un
complaining little woman, who never told 
her neighbors of her husband’s cruelty. But 
they knew, tor often, late at night, they 
heard Petersen’s heavy footsteps in unsteady 
progress upthe stairs, and Petersen’s voice, 
thick and uncertain with drink, howling 
curses and threats at his wife, even before 
he reached his rooms. At such times, if 
Small was at home, the husband turned 
and lurched down the stairs again, for he 
dared not beat his wife when her sturdy 
brother was there. But often Small, who 
was also a sailor, was away on a voyage. 
Then the neighbors heard the sound of 
blows and smugglings in the room above, 
which ended only when sleep overcame the 
drunken brute, or when the wife, bruised 
and bleeding, ran for re uge into the street 
or to the rooms of some other tenant. Even 
then she made excuses for her husband.

«' Ij is the drink,” she said. “He never 
would do it wnen he was sober.”

But he never seemed to be sober when 
he came home. Once, when he chased 
her into the street in the middle of the 
night,,

THREATENING TO BRAIN HER

with the club which he held in his hand 
the police caught him and he was sent to, 
the Island tor three months. The Justice 
would have made the sentence six months 
but for the pleading of the wife, who, still 
clinging to the delusion so sadly familiar to 
every police court Judge, made the often 
reiterated plea:

“ If you’d only give him another chance, 
your Honor, I’m sure he’d treat me right 
after this.”

When Petersen came back from the 
Island he went on a long voyage on a coal 
schooner. During that time hia wife man
aged to support herself and the children by 
cleaning offices, and despite the drudgery, 
she would have been quite happy but for 
the fear of her husband’s return. Another 
baby was to be born to her soon, and her 
constant prayer was that Karl might not 
get back to share her earnings until the 
little one had come. A ween before the 
baby’s birth he

CAME HOME RAVING WITH DRINK.

He dTagged his wife from bed and gave her 
a terrible beating. Before he went out he 
gave her a final kick, and growled :

“I guess I’ve finished you this time. If 
I haven’t I’ll come back.”

That was the last thing she remembered 
before she fainted. Her sister-in-law 
lifted her to the bed and got a doctor. It 
was a uarr w line that divided life from 
death when the baby was born, but the 
little woman pulled through.

For the baby’s sake she went to court 
and swore out a warrant for Petersen's 
arrest, but the husband kept away, and she 
went back to her scrubbing work. Her 
brother, Dick .Small, was at home, and she 
had no tear as long as he stayed, for he had 
once given Petersen such a thrashing for 
striking her, that, drunk or sober, the 
sailor had never dared to lay a hand on her 
in Dick’s presence. But on Wednesday 
night Small left the.house to board a vessel 
on which he was to sail early Thursday 
morning. Perhaps Petersen found this out 
or perhaps it was only chance that brought 
him home the morning after his brother-in- 
law had sailed.

Annie McLaughlin, when going out to 
her work at 6 o'clock saw him standing in 
the doorway. Without a word he pushed 
by her and started up stairs. She ran 
after him and entered the room with him, 
cr) mg out :

“Charley's come back, Ruth 1 Charley’s 
here ; get up.”

Mrs. Small came out to meet Petersen. 
Mrs. Petersen was lying on the bed with 
the little baby, and 3 year-old Sabina was 
asleep in the crib. She too jumped up, and 
when Petersen saw her

HIS I-ACE DARKENED.

The other two women said that there 
was murder in the look that he turned on 
his wife, and they ran out, shrieking for 
help. Their erics awoke Maria Lillie, the 
eldest of the children, who was in the ad- 
joiu ng room, and part of what happened 
she saw and heard. Her father put his 
hand on her mother’s shoulder and snarl- 
ed :

“I want to see that baby. Where is 
it ?”

“Oh, Charley you wouldn’t hurt it !” 
pleaded the frightened woman. “ It’s so 
little you would kill it. Hit me, but don’t 
touch the baby-”

With an oath, the sailor took a step to- 
ward the bed where the infant lay, and, 
at that, all the mother-love of the woman 
flamed into courage. With all her force 
she pushed him back.

“ You shall not !” she cried fiercely 
“ Not until you’ve killed me first ! I’ve 
got a warrant out for you now, and if you 
,don’t go I’ll have the police here.”

The girl in the next room saw her father 
draw a pistol from his pocket. The girl 
buried her head under the clothes to shut 
out the sight of what was to come ; but she 
could not shut out the sound of a pistol 
•hot that was followed by

A GREAT SOBBING CRY 

and then three more shots. She cowered 
under the bed clothes, waiting for some

They found Mrs. Petersen lying at the 
side of the bed where the baby still slept. 
The second bullet had not been necessary. 
The first alone was enough. Both entered 
the biain. The other two shots were for 
Petersen himself. He had fired the first 
into his bead, and the second into his stom
ach. His clothes were smouldering from 
the shot’s flame when the police reached the

A kindly neighbor took the children to 
her room until an agent of the Gerry society 
came for them. Other neighbors, women, 
sat in the room of death waiting for the 
Coroner to come. There was nothing for 
him to do hut to give a permit for the re
moval of the bodies. They were taken to 
the Morgue. All the neighbors had some
thing to say of the cruelty of the dead man 
and the patient suffering of the dead wo
man. Even Policeman Seiford, who was on 
guard, remembered that two years ago he 
was called in to rescue Mrs. Petersen from 
her husband. She had refused to make a 
complaint against him, and he had refused 
to leave the place until the policeman put 
him out by force. He had come back 
again the next night, said the other tenants 
and had beaten her cruelly. Death by his 
own hand was too good for him, they said, 
even if he hadn’t committed murder.

RUSSIAN COURTS.

The Curious Yet Effective Way In Which 
llie Law is Administered lu Russia.

In the poorer parts of Russia justice is 
administered in a primitive yet effective 
fashion, says a recent writer who had the 
fortune to bo present at a sitting of one of 
the peasant courts in a government of 
central Russia. The judges, chosen from 
the peasants, were unlettered. The session 
was held in a log cabin—a small, low room. 
A picture of the emperor decorated the 
wall, and as in every Russian house, in the 
corner hung the holy eikons. Three judge 
and a scribe were present. The day was 
Sunday, a day of idleness for the peasantry. 
The hall, the judges and the public all had 
an air of simple dignity, almost of rude 
majesty.

Two cases were tried. Parties and wit
nesses, as they entered, bowed low to the 
holy images. The judges spoke and ques
tioned by turns, or all at once, each loudly 
expressing his opinion. I admired the 
patient persistence with which they tried 
to bring the litigants to an amicable under- 
atanding. One case was characteristic.

A woman, a large, robust virago, com
plained of having been beaten by a man.

he man’s defence was that the woman 
had struck him first. Plaintiff and defend
ant stood before the judges volubly plead
ing each his or her case and appealing to 
their witnesses at their sides.

“Varvara Petrova,” declared one wit
ness for the defendant, “ has said that with 
a vedro of vodka she was sure o winning

This statement did not appeal to aston
ish or scandalize the court. The judges 
gravely nodded their heads, and after a 
brief rebuke went on with the case.

“ Come to terms ; make it up between 
you,” they repeated over and over, trying 
to get tiie parties themselves to suggest a 
sentence, instead of pronouncing one ex

“ Well, now, Varvara Petrova,” said one 
of the judges, at last, “ how much indemnity 
do you want?”

“ Three roubles.”
“ Ah, three roubles ! That’s too much. 

You won’t get that,” muttered the judge. 
Then turning to the defendant, “And 
you, how much are you willing to give 
her?”

“Nothing,” replied the man.
“ Ah,” again muttered the judge, “ that’s 

not enough. How much will you give 
her ?”
“Well* then, one rouble.”
“ One rouble and a shtof ?” interrupted

* Shtofs and whiskey are not to be men
tioned here,” remarked one of the judges, 
whose austerity may have been increased 
by our presence. “ Out of here you may 
drink all you want, but that has nothing 
to do with the decisions we render here.”

The woman, on this, looked resigned ; 
the scribe read the sentence, the two liti
gants bowed in acqniscence, then again to 
the holy images, and withdrew with their 
friends and relatives.

They Will Run After the Men.
“ Women cannot leave the men alone,” 

Bays a writer. “ That war-cry of theirs, 
* Whatever a man can do a woman can,’ 
is pregnant with meaning of which they 
themselves appear to be unconscious. What
ever a man does they do—chiefly because a 
man is doing it. If a man did not do it, 
they would not do it either. They crowd 
the risky entertainments because the men 
are th’re. They read and write the sug
gestive books because their first and fore
most theme is invariably the relations of 
the sexes. They play masculine games 
merely because they are masculine. I would 
venture on something of the nature of a 
prophetic utterance. It is this. If every 
man were to leave off playing golf to
morrow, there would not be a female golf- 
piayer left in England in a month. Heaven 
knows that there are a good many of them 
just now ! Where the men lead the women 
follow’. The * dear creature,’ as the old 
time ‘ bucks’ used to have it, always did 
run after the men; it seems that just now 
they are running after them a little harder 
than ever they did. That, from the social 
point of view, is the Alpha and Omega of 
the cry of the ‘ independent’ women; that 
is not seldom the meaning of ‘ women' 
rights.’ It is the right of a woman not to 
be far away from a man.”

More Appropriate.
Charley (delightedly)—I kissed Misa Up

pish under the mistletoe.
Jack (indifferently)—I did better than 

that !
Charley (excitedly)—YY'hat did you do?
Jack—I kissed her under the nose.

A student, who in prankish vein set fire 
to Glen-Almond College, in Scotland, has 
been sent to prison for a year just the same 
as if he was not a student and the aon of a 
Scotch member of parliament.

WEAK, f ! ERVOllS^DISEASED MEN,
» Thouaande’of Vo, .

I through early indiscret’oi
mg and Mid-lie Aged Men are annually t wept to a premature grave 
tion and later execs see. Self abuse iu>d Constitutional Blood 

.seaees have ruined and wrecked t -e life of many a promising voting man. Have you 
1 any of the following Symptoms: Nervous and Despondent; Tired in Morning; No Amoi- 
I tion; Memory Poor; Easily Fatigued; Excitable and Irritable; E$ee Blor; Pimple* on 
3 the iTace; I>roams and Drains at Night; Restless; Haggard Looking; Blotches; pore 
J Throat; ftnir Loose; Pains in Body; .Sunken Eyes: Lifeless; Distrustful and Lack of 
■ Euerry and Strength. Our Sew Method Treatment will build you up mentally, physically

S3 DBS. KENNEDY & KERGAN S3

l>r. Mom

» At 14 years of age I learned a bad habit which almost mined 
me. 1 became nervous and weak. My back troubled me. I could 
stand no exertion. Head and eyes became dull. Dreams and 
drains at night weakened me. I t ried seven Medical Firms, Elec
tric Belts, Patent Medicines and Family Doctors. They gave me 
no help. A friend advised me to try Dre. Kennedy & Korgan. They 
sent me one month’s treatment and it oared me. I cotild feel 
myself gaining every day. Their Sew Method Treatment cure* when 
all else fail*." They have cured many of my friends.”

ims mum n me ram.
“Some 8 years ago I contracted a serions constitutional blood 

disease. 1 went to Hot Springs to treat for syphilis. Mercury almost 
killed me. After a while the symptoms again appeared. Throat 
became sore, pains in limbs, pimples on face, blotches, eyes red, 
loss of hair, glands enlarged, etc. A medical friend advised Drs. 
Kennedy & Korgan’s New Method Treatment. It cured mo, and I have

| Curou7yearetigoT syphilis-” It will eradicate the poison from the blood.”

15 YEARS IN DETROIT. 150.000 CURED.
**I am 33 years of age, and married. ...... .. „------------- - _

gay life. Early indiscretions and later excesses made trouble 
lor me. I became weak and nervous. My kidneys became 
affected and I feared Bright’s disease. Married lif • was unsatis
factory and my hoîne unhappy. I tried everything—all failed till 
I took treatment from Drs. Kennedy and Kergan. Their New 
Method built me op mentally, physically and sexually. I fool 
and act like a man in every respect. Try them.”

EF" No Names Used Without Written 
Consent of Patient.

Cu.»6U 1U ti.iit».
Our New Method Treatment
drain* and losses, purifies the blood, clears the brain, builds up the nervous and sexual 
systems and restores lost vitality to the body.
We Guarantee to Cure Nervous neblllty. Falling1 Manhood, 

Hvpliiils. varicocele, stricture, Gleet, Unnatural Olscharges, 
Weak Parts anti All Kidney and Gladder iiiscascs.

Kennedy & Kergan are the leading specialists of 
•ica. They guarantee to cure or no pay. Their renu- 

. .1 and fifteen years of business are at stake. ion 
l honest opinion, no matter who treated yon. It may 

do.o w. ___________ ring. Charges reasonable. Write for a
I Question List and Book Free. Consultation Free.

DRS

REMEMBER as-
run no risk. Write them for an ’ 
save yon years of regret and suffei

Question Cist and Book Free.

I KENNEDY&KERfiAN.'SM
THE FIELD OF LABOR,

ITEMS OF INTEREST TO WORKING
MEN IN ALL INDUSTRIES.

Paragraphs Prepared for I lie Perusal f 
People Who Plod and Produce—What 
Workingmen Arc Doing In Ail Paris 
or Ihc World.

The silk weavers of Lyons, France, are 
od strike against a reduction of wages.

The Kingston Yehic.o Company is now 
h full blast, and before Feb. 1 there will 
be fifty men working.

During the past year it is estimated that 
English trade unions have given to strikers 
in Scotland §50,000.

The Miners’ convention,heldatCaliforuia 
was attended by over 1,000 delegates.

A number of new unions have been or
ganized in the east in connection with the 
American Railway Union.

Mr. John Burns, M. P., of England, the 
labor leader, has received an invitation to 
visit Winnipeg from the labor bodies of 
that city.

The diamond cutters of Amsterdam have 
gone on strike and are parading the streets 
which are crowded with stiikers and their 
sympathisers.

It is alleged that Secretary John W. 
Hayes, of the Knights of Labor, at the 
close of General Assembly, stated that the 
Order had 300,000 members in good staud-
iug.

The Hamilton Trades and Labor Council 
has decided to bold several public meet
ings during the coming year to promote 
the interests of the working classes gener
ally.

The Granite Cutters’ Union of America 
have prevailed upon Governor Flower, of 
New York, to issue an order stopping im- 
medi ately all cutting of granite in Sing 
Sing prison.

During the present month the members 
of the Knights ot Labor are celebrating 
their twenty-fifth anniversary, it being 
twenty-five years since the first local was 
established in Philadelphia.

The one thousand women cigarmakers 
who went out on strike some two weeks 
ago in the city of Mexico against the 
introduction of cigarette machines are 
still out and fighting to win.

The United Slaves Congress will be 
asked at its next session to pass laws for 
the better protection of seamen. It is 
claimed that even China takes better care 
of her seamen than does Uncle Sam.

Hebrew bakers of Brooklyn won a strike 
for better conditions in short order, *21 out 
of 25 bosses signing the scale for an increase 
in wages averaging 25 per cent., a reduc
tion in hours from 16 to 18 a day to 11,and 
no more boarding with bosses.

A vote of the ratepayers was taken at 
Chatham recently to decide whether the 
town should purchase the plant of the Chat
ham Waterwajk* Company. The result v. as 
as follows :—For the purchase of the plant, 
63 ; against 553. The by-law was thus 
defeated by 49U votes.

In the event of the rules being accepted 
the old Central Labor Union will adjourn, 
sine die on Jan. 6 next,and the now organ
ization will come into power. The name of 
the body will be the Central Organization, 
and its sessions will be secret, newspaper 
men being excluded.

Rev. Jenkin Lloyd Jones :—“ I look 
upon the organization of laborers as the 
morning star of the new day, the latest and 
finest product of social evolution. Let them 
find each other out, discuss their common 
nterests, discover their mutual obligations, 

study together, the perplexing riddle of
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i'S PUflt MILK BITTEI ll
(Patented ,Tn,v llTn, 1893,)

New Process tor Making Pure Milk Butter from tha 
Pure Solids of the Milk. No Chemical* or Ex
tra machinery Required.

, This New Process will 
make two to three time* 
the amount of Pure Milk 
Butter that, can be mask 
by any other me'hod vet 
Invented. Therefore send 
stamp for full particulars, 
also circulars or questions

asked and answered.
Thurston's Pure Milk Duller Co.,

63 King Street Fast, Toronto. Ont.

life. Let them combine. Help them com
bine. Let those who perhaps through no 
superior merit of their own have some van
tage ground guide them in their combina'

President Debs of the A.R.U. in address 
ng a meeting of workmen recently, said « 
“ 1 lost the respect of many of my fellow 
citizens, who formed their opinion from tht 
newspapers, but I kept my own.” “ The 
Pullman employes had become a part of the 
rolling stock, with no escape save through 
the back door of suicide.” “ Injunctions 
have become so popular that they may be 
issued against anything but breathing.” 
During the past six weeks he has received 
invitations to speak from 6,000 places.

According to the Labor Gazette for Nov 
ember, 1894, five now distributive co
operative societies were registered in Great 
Britain. Reports with regard to trade 
during the quarter ending in September, 
compared with the corresponding quarter 
of 1893, have been received with regard t<

. 65 Associations of Consumers (distributive 
j societies), with 120,137 members. They 
I allow quarterly sales amounting to £760,400 
a decrease of £13,450, or 17 per cent., com
pared with the corresponding period of 
1893. The falling off is mainly attributable 
to the Scottish societies in the districts 
affected by the recent coal dispute. The 
English societies making returns show a 
net. increase in sales of £6,552, or 1.4 per 
cent. A further analysis of the figure 
shows that if the 3l> English societies 
making returns, 27 with a membership of 
28,115 and quarterly sales amounting to 
£176,258, shows an increase of £18,995; 
while nine, with a membership of 56,023 
and sales to the value of £304,629, show a 
decrease of £12,442.

The Hand of Time
Mother—“Why, my dear, what's the

Daughter (tearfully)—“I—I am losing 

“Nonsense !”
“ Oh, it’s true. I wont to Bargain & Co.’s 

to price goods, and the clerk who waited 
in Vie began to look tired before I'd been 
there an hour—boo, boo, boo !”

Wise in Her Generation.
Dearest Delia—“ Why do you always 

hang the mistletoe on the chandelier inthe 
middle of the room ? ” t

Sweetest Susan—“It isn’t necessary to 
hang it in the dark corners, my dear.”

Her Difficulty.
Miss Fosdiok—“ YVhat is that you are 

working on, Blanche ?”
Miss Keedick—“ It’s a Christmas present 

for Harry, and, O, Marie, I'm in such 
trouble.”

“ XViiat are you troubled about ? ”
“I—I—I don’t know what to call it.”
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