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NEMAHA, - - - - . NEBRASKA.
A HERO.

He treads no gory battleflelds,
A Wellington, or Honaparie;

He lends no Knighte of Crimson Cross,
Like Richard of the Lion-henrt.

I've read of no exploit of his,
Nor do 1 éven Know his name,

For round his brow has ne'er been twined

The laurel wreath of fame,

In foct, he's Just a simple boy,
A merry, gentlemanly lad,
Whose honest heart and kindly words
Must muke the very angels glad.
The fearless glances of his even
Candor and trathfulness reveal,
And prove to all that he has naught
Of meanness Lo conceal,

At leanons, houschold tasks or play,
His earnest spirit is the same;
In schoo!, he stunds the firaet In elass,
Is foremost In each manly gnme,
Eind words and sunny smiles he gives
To all, nor cenres then. Indeed,
He's ready with n willing hand
To help another's need,

My eyes are aching for a slght

Of him—my deal boy-hero.
1 challenge you to tell me now

1f such a lad you really know,
1'd like to grasp him by the hand,

And te!ll him that around his name
There |8 o glory brighter than

The blaze of wordly fame.

=Golden Days.

[Copyright, 18g5, by D. Appleton & Co.
All rights reserved.]

CHAPTER IX.—CONTINUED,

I found Charles mounted on Savoy, his
onc-eyed black charger, one of the finest
horses | haveeverseen, The king grasped the
situation at a glance. e gave a sharp order,
closed his vizor with a snap, and in five min-
utes a thousand lances followed him down
the long slope, up which the Spaniards were
uilvancing. It was an  absclutely silent
charge. Not a cheer went up, and the only
sound was the thunder of the horses’ hoois,
and the clink of mail as we sped on after
the king. Then there was a sullen crash,
and a sea of struggling men and horses. The
veteran troops of the great eaptain main-
tained their high reputation, fighting like
dragons to the end,

Charles, whose horse had earried him far
in advance of us all, was in great danger.
His helmet hud fallen or been struck off, and
he was recognized. Gonsiga, secing all was
lost, made a despairing rush at the king with
a half-dozen men at his back, and had it not
been for the way Savay kicked and plungad,
would have surely slain him. Urging my
horse to its utinost speed, I reached Charles
just in time to ward off a furious blow aimed
by the Spaniard at the Kiog, and riding full
tilt against him, brought down both horse
and man. The next moment others enme up,
and we were safe.  Philip de Comines re-
proached the King respectfully for running
himself into peril; but Charles, wiping his
sword on the mane of his charger, smid, with
a laugh:

“All is well that ends well, my lord of Ar-
genton; but it is thanks to this good sword
here,” and he turned to me, “that our cousin
of Orleans must exercise his patience yet o
little longer. Come closer, sir.”

I dismounted and approached, helmet in
hand. The king detached the eross of St.
Lnzare he wore, and, bending from the sad-
dle, slipped the loop of the ribbon round my
neck.

“Wear this for the sake of France,” he
said, with a gracious smile,

And now the patienee of Orleans had come
to its end, and Louis X1I1. was king, and of
my hopes and dreams, all that remained was
the cross of the order blinking at me.

It had to go and there was no help for
it. With an effort I rose, and, thrusting the
cross into my pocket, hurried into the
street. My way led to the ward of San
Spirito, and it took me some little time to
reach the place where I meant to dispose o1
the jewel. When I reached it, 1 was s0 over-
come with wonkness that 1 hiad to halt fora
moment to rest, It war during thot halt,
that Lesitation of a minute, that my cour-
age came back to me, and | pulled forth the
cross amd held it in my eold fingers with a
heart tossed by contlicting emotions. 1 could
nat doit. Death would be preterable, Well,
1 had faced death before, and there was no
reason why 1 should not do o aguin with
an equal mind. The Arno was deep enough
to hold me, and God would perhinps be kind
er in the next world than in this., 1 placed
the cross back slowly, my honor was still
white, and death that wus coming would
give me a full quittance for all my troubles.
1 turned my baeck on the puwnbroker and
went towards the Arno; but 1 had misealen-
lated my strength, and near San Felicita |
felt n sudden giddiness and sankedownward
on the pavement, [ stroggled to vise, but
the faintness inerensed, and, dragging my-
self close to the wall, 1 leaned against it in
a sitting posture, and a Kind of stupor fell
upon e, through which 1 still felt the in-
tolerable puugs of hunger, Ina little time |
felt better, amd, s 1 saw the flash of
torches, and henrd voices in laughing con-
versation, I made an elfort to vise, gaining
my feet just as two ladies, with their at
tendants, came opposite to mwe, and then !
staggered back ngnm.

“Poor man! e is huret.”

“1 nm starving,” 1 said in the bitterness of
my agony, and the next moment conld have
killed wyself, for | recogmized the ladies
whom 1 Lind reseued from Luigi in the Gur
den of St Michael, Fhad mny desire and had
seen lier againg but how?

Madonna .\1IH-‘I-I-I. made a hurried searcl
for her purse, amd, not finding it, with a
hasty movement tore something off 4 brace-
let, and thrust it into my hand. Before |
could recover from my ostonishment they

had gone on, and although I ealled after
them they did not stop. The shame of hav-
ing received charity, and from her, wasall
but unbearable; but with it 1 felt the hand
of hunger knovking at me in a manner that
would take no denial, My courage was gone,
and urged by the fierce pangs of my hunger,
I resolved to utilize the gift, and obtain some
food to give we strength to die. 1 smile as
I think of this now, Then it was no laughing
matter. | plucked myself up sufliciently to
ge back to the pawnshop, Entering it, 1
placed the article, which 1 judged to be a
jewel, but which I had not even examined,
before the man in attendanee, und asked him
tor an advance thereon.

“It is one of the gold tari of Amalfi,” he
said, poixing it on his finger, “and of full
weight. Do you wish to sell it?"

“No,” 1 replied, I merely wish to pledge
| ¥

“I will give you two erowns,” he pushed
the money to me, and with it a receipt, 1
gathered these up, and staggered rather
then walked to the Marzoceo inn, which lay
hard by. There were half-a-dozen people
supping there; but I had no eyes for them,
all 1 could think of was the pasty, the roll
of white bread, and the ruby Chianti, which
1 ordered. It is a common belief that those
who have not eaten food for any length of
time are unable to do so when it is placed
before them at first. Whether I am consti-
tutionally stronger than the generality of
men, | do not know; all 1 ean say is, that
I formed an exeeption to the rule, if a true
one, and demolished my supper, gaining
strength with every mouthful, and feeling
my chilled blood warmer with every drop
1 drank of my goblet of wine. My courage
came back to me and I banished all thoughts
of the Arno. At lust 1 was done, and leaning
back in my seat viewed with complacency
the huge oriflice 1 had made in a most exeel-
lent pasty, and the whiles slowly sipped
my wine. ‘That feeling of sleepy com-
fort, which attends like a good angel
on a full meal, possessed me, my sorrows
had for the moment taken themselves ofl,
nnd I grieve to say I did not even bestow n
thonght on her to whose charity 1 was in-
delited practically for my life. 1 sat for the
moment, lapped in a deeamy comfort, for
getful of all things. 1 dozed for about half an
hour, and opened my eyes with my head
clear again, and my pulse beating firmly, 1
had, somewhat recklessly, it is true, enjoyed
a crown's worth of happiness, there was
another fat crown still in my pouch; with
care it would last some days, and during that
time luck might turn. With these thoughts
running m my head, 1 let my eyes wander
over the room. 1t was now somewhat late,
and only the night-hirds were left. Of these,
a party of five was sented at a table a little
removed from me, and were conversing in
low tones, 1t needed but a glanee to see
that they were not lionest men, and from
the suspicious manner in which they looked
around them, I gathered they were here for
no good purpose. One of the party rested
his eves on me, and then whispered to a com:
panion, who was seated with his face from
me. 1 eaught the answer, which was given
in somewhat loud tones. “Even if he does,
whnt does it matter? Cannot a few gentle-
nen enjoy a glass in peace at their ordinary ?
1f he givea trouble we ean quiet him.”

Could it be? Yos, it was no other than
the ancient Brico, who had, 1 perceived, got
out of the clutches of his friends, the eatch-
polls of Montevarchi. I made certain, there-
fore, I would have business shortly, and,
leaning back again, pretended to doze, keep-
mg my ears very wide open, and holding n
watch on the scoundrels from the tail of my
eye.

“He tarries late,” said one, “perhaps your
information is wrong."

“I have it from a sure hand, from the young-
er Ceci. DBuonoecorsi and he will both be
here. The former, however, as you know,
we do not want "™

I alinost started at these words. Was it
pessible that I had stumbled on the bravos
who were engaged in Ceci's plot? 1f go,
stranger thing never happened to me, and
chanee wasa probably throwing in my way
what otherwise I would never have been
able to discover. Even as the last speaker
finished his sentence, two persons, evidently
of consequence, and a woman entered the
inn, and sct themselves down at a table
close to mine. The men both wore masks,
but the ludy did not, and let her glance run
with a free look on us all. One of Lier two
compianions, a very stout man, put down his
miusk, disclosing a jolly, rubicund face, and
roared out for a flagon of wine, The other,
still keeping lhis features covered, engagel
in a lively badinage with his fair friend, and
as he moved his hand slightly I canght the
flash of a valuable ring.

The five ot the table all had their heads
together now, and 1 saw the one nearest to
me stealthily deaw his sword, With an ap-
parently carcless movement 1 so placed my
own weapon os to be at band on the mo-
ment. Presently Drico arose, and, sywagger
ing across the room with a glass in his hand,
deliberately stopped before the lady, and
drained it to her health, She laughed back
Ler appreciation, and Brico called  out:
“Plood of a King! Madonna, but yon waste
vaursell with His Corpulence there,” and
he jerked his hand towards the stout man.
who sat speechless, his cheeks purple with
rage. “CUome and joinus good fellows here,™
he added, and wttempted to pass his arm
around her waist; but the masked stranger
tlashed out his rapier, and Brico only es-
caped being skewered by an agile retreat.
This was, however, the signal for an instant
assault, and with a shout of:“A Medici—
pille—palle,” those at the table rushed on
the smaller party, As they rose, | jumped
up, and pushed my table with great violence
in their divection, Two of the men fell over
it, and this gave me time to draw my sworid
and join the weaker party. The lady rushed
out with a seream, and the stout gentleman,
bellowing lustily for help, followed suit, the
attack being solely directed agninst  the
masked man, whe, with his back to the
will, and the tuble between himself and his
assailunts, defendoed himself with groat spiric
and skill.

Slashing one of the rullians acrass the
face, wlhich put him out of the fight, 1
ranged alongside of the strangon, and a very
pretty set-to ensued, At this juncture the
innkeeper enterdd with half-n-dozen others,
und Kept dancing about, adjuring us to stoj,
Lbut oftering no belp. 1 made for Brico, Lut
conthd not reach him, having to engage with 4
better swordsman than I had met tor Ly
ndays but 1 saw wo were new three to twao,
for the ancient was more bent on executing
fourishes with his sword, and in cheering on
the attack, than on real business. My appon-

out wus a left banded man, so anything like |

A time-thrust was out of the question. He
played the vsual game of left-handed men,
namely, # cut over, and disengagement in
tierce, but, remising, | forced Lim to
a straight riposte, and pinked him through
the ribs. IHe fell with a howl, just as my
companion ran his man through. We were
now two to two, if Brico was imeluded, but
the others waited for no more and fled, no
attempt being made to stay them by the
host, The inkeeper, however, began to
make ngreat to-do; but the stranger thrust o
purse m his hand, and, hfting his mask,
fpoke a few words in mine host's ear. The
effect wap magioal, and the padrone was now
all civility, We had a look at the two men
who were down, the one who waa slashed
across the face being nowhere to be seen.
They were both quite dead, and an il Jooks
ing pair of corpses did they make,

“Have these earrion removed, padrone —
and beware how you say a word of what
has happened, signore,” and the masked
rann held his hand out to me: I thank you
heartily and you will find I have a long
memory, Do me the favor to accompany e
to my house.”

1 hiad no reason to rofuse, and, bowing my
acknowledgments, we left the inn.

CHAPTER X,
NICCOLO MACHIAVELLL

As we renched the strect I expressed the
hope that the lady and her stout companion
were in safety, The stranger lnughed: “Oh,
Buonoccorsi, he and La Sirani are no doubt
shivering in security by this time; but let
us hasten, for although we have barely no
more than a couple of cross-bow shots to go,
our bravox may return and have better
luck, St. John! but it wasa narrow aflair."”

Our way led back to San Felicita, past the
Ponte Vecchio, and at length we came to a
halt before u small side door, let into what
scemed to me nothing but n vast blank wall,

My new friend opened this door nowseless-
Iy, with a key he drew from kis pocket, and
invited me to enter. Pleading ignorance of
the way, however, I gave him the pass, and
foallowed lim up a narrow and very dark
stairway, which apened into a long gallery,
likewise in semi-darkness. Up this gallery
we went, then there was another small
passage, and, lfling a curtain at the end of
this, we stepped past an open door into a
large room, evidently a study, for it was
flled with books, all but the side near the
passage, which was covered by a heavy
tapestry. In the middle of the room was a
large tuble littered with papers in much
econfusion, and eight tall candles burning in
a pair of grotesque candelabra  threw a
a bright but soft light over the chamber.

“Sit you down there," said my host, point-
ing to n chair, “and we will have something
to drink. Diavolo! You are wounded!
Why did you not say?”’

I looked at my left arm, and, sure enough,
the coat sleeve wus red with an enlargening

Bhe tore somethiog off & bracelet and placed It
in my hand.

patch. It was only a trifle, however, as we
found on exumination; but my companion,
who still kept his mask on, insisted on ban-
daging it, wihich he did with deft fingers, and
then turning to o curiously inlaid eabinet, let
into the wall, brought theneeforth a flagon
of green erystal and two long-stemmed Vens
etion glasses,

Whilst hie was thus engaged my eyves rosts
ed on a book on the table, and I saw at a
glance that it was the copy of “Plutarcl’s
Lives” which Ceci had lent me on payment,
80 that it was most probable that 1 was in
the presence of the noble against whom the
Medici plot was directed, and in whose li-
brary the intendant’s nephew wes employved,
purtly I guessed a8 a spy. My hand was on
the book as my host placed the glisses on
the table, and obsciving the movement he
suid, with a smile:

“I see, signore, you not only corry wsharp
sword, but know a book as well”

“As for books, signore,” 1 answered, “1
lknow but little of them. 'Thig one, however,
I thought T Linl seen before,"

“Indeed,” he said, “that 18 odd, for 1 I«
lieve this is the only rendering of Plutareh
into Italinn which is in existence, Steange,
tno, as for aver week Teould not find it oy
where,"”

“Very,” 1 apswered, shortly, and iy host,
pouring out o glass for me, helped hiimeseld,
and, settling comfortubly 1o a chair opposite
to me, slowly removed his sk and Ladd it
aside, 1 suw before me a man in the prime
of life, of millle height and slender Hgure,
witly, however, & great dignity of carriage.
His head, covered with short dark hair, was
small, but wellshapad, his datk ejes
sparkled with intelligence, and a slightly
uquiline nose cirve | over a pair of thin, suy
costic lips, which were, however, now sniling
at me with as much good bumor as they
could express

"Ji{n-!\",” ilt‘ '--'iiil. "Hl'l' t![r- i!|-|'.|.:hl of mny
life, \Without themaoll would bestule, Hore"
and he lield up a voluine, “is a priceless

treasure, [U iv a manuseript copy of Cicern's
De Gloria. 1 oblained it from wy fricud,
Iilmr _\: '_.-}r; 1 A .'iu."

He lat) dovn the book, *“Of a truth,
men wepe giaots in those days—but hark!

Thnt [oud for a rat.”t At

s o R IYE S HLEE
ment we hoare adistinet rustling behind the
tapeatry, whik hung on one side of the

will. Ay ha
vopier in Lis hwad, liited the arras.
lowed la-i.l; Y

¥pring up, nnd, with drawn
1 fol:

door, which was concenled beliind the ew-
tain,  “This is o private door leading to the
corridor, and, confonnd it—it is open. How
the devil did this bappen? lowever, this
will make things sure.” e turned the key
which was in the loek, and, removing it,
pliced it carefully aside in o drawer, and his
tace wns shaded a little withanxiety. This,
however, he brushed otf like a fly, and, re
suming our sents, he poured out some more
wine for both of us, and said:

“Signore, now that | abserve you closely,
it appears to me that vour sword, good ar
it 15, has not helpod you to fill yonr purse.”

“1 was able to save your life, Mosser—]
know not your name,” | nnswered, with a
little heat, and rose an if to take iy leave.
He laughed cheerfully, and, putting his
hand on iy shoulder, pressed me back into
my chair,

“Bit down, signore, 1 meant no offense,
and my natme &8 Niceolo Machiavelli, Will
yon give me yours in return ™

I was, then, before the secretary of the
Council of Ten, the erafty politician who at
that time held Florence in his hand, and
with whore name all Italy was full, | now
understood Ceei's plot at once, but the
question was, should | give my right name?
Sooner or later the seeretury would tind out,
and 1 accordingly answered him as honestly
as possible,

“1 pass under the name of Donati, your ex-
cellency; will that dot”

He leaned back reflectively, *1 like eon-
fidence when 1 give it,” he said, "and yet
perhaps it does not matter, You had no idea
who 1 was when you helped me?” he added,
with a quick look.

“Not the shghtest,”
fied in adding more.

“Well, Signore Donati, T have work for
which I want a brave wan, and if you eare
to aceept it 1 offer it to you."

“Your excelleney, 1 will plainly say that
I hardly know where to turn for employ-
ment: in fuct, T am in such straits that 1 can-
not afford to look for a hair in any egg that
may fall my way; at the same time your
business must be such as 1 can take with
honor,™

“With honor, of course,” he smiled sar
eastically, and then added: *1 suppose 1
can trmst you?"

“You need not give me employment, sig:
nore if you do not thing you can trust me—
and pardon me—it is getting late.”

“Sit down, man, 1 did it but to try you,
and you are the man I want., Where do yon
lodge?™”
1“'ln ’t?m Albizzi palace, in the street di

ueei,’

“Could you leave Florence at a moment's
notice "

“It is a matter of funds.”

“They will be provided.”

“Then, ves"

“LEnough! Tomorrow a man will eall on
yvou, precisely at noontide, with a ietter, 1
want that letter delivered into the hands of
the cardinal of Rouen at Rome. 1t is a se-
cret matter, and if you fail in it you may for-
feit your lite. IT you succeed, his eminence
will give you further oceupation. Do you ac-
cept ¥’

“1’(’“.”

As | said this we again heard the ereaking
noise, and Machiavelli jumped up as agilely
as a panther, and sprung to the deor behind
the arrus. It was open; but no one was
there,

“Maldetto!”™ he exclaimed. *Signore,
there are spics in my own house—help me
to tear down this tapestry,”

I did so, and in a few minutes we lnid bare
the side of the room, and piled the tapestry
in a heap against a bookshelf,

“That is better,” Machiavelli smid, “you
see—the spy, whoever he is, must have a
master key, There is 00 use gong into the
passage after hin; but for the present |
fancy we are safe. 1 must have a bolt put
on and keep o wateh, To resume business,
however, You say you accept, and only
necd funds,”

“Exnctly so."

He pulled from a drawer a bag, which
chinked with a pleasant sound to my ears.

“Here,” he sand, “are n hundred erowna.
It is your fee for the task 1 set you.”

“It 1s ample.”

“And now, Messer—Donati—farewel]!
You will always lind a friend in we. You
know your way—l1 lave leit the side door
open—and bear a loose sword,”

“A word, your excellency.”

“Say on.”

“Irom what has happened to-night, 1 sce
plainly that the plotters against your life
have triends vory near you. 1f they failed
this time they may not fail again. One of
the men who made the attack to-night 1 rec-
ognized,  He w called Brico, formerly an
ancient, perhaps still so, in the army of T're-
mouille.”

“1 will sttend to the Signor Brico.”

“Yot a little more, I your excelleney’s
movements are known it is probably from
within your own house. 1 would keep an eye
on your library seribe,”

“Per Baceo! Signor Donati, but you know
too much. 1 am wore and more your
debtor.”

“The hundred erowns have repaid me,” 1
replied, as 1 took my depurture, huving said
all 1 dured sny of the plot without breuking
my pledge of seereey to Ceed.

[To BE CONTINUED,]

Her Mistake,
Lady (to tramp)—Now, you've had
your dinner, why don't you go right out

I did not feel justi-

and snw that wood ? What are you wait- l

ing round here for?

Tram—Dou™t be In a hurry, lady. Do I

you tnke me for a slot machine?
Laody—I expeet you to act like one,
Tramp—I"m like one of the slot ma-
chines that dou’t worlk,
And is he walked leisurely out of the
yard picking lis teeth she was sorry
she hadn't let him alone.—~Iarlem Life,

Coming und Golng.

Mrs. Crimsonbeak—There's been a
steady stream of men golng into that
saioon nearly all day long,

Mr, Crimsonbesk—1[ don't suppose it
wils i very steady string coming out.—
Yonkers Statesman.

An luiallible Method,

Professor (leeturing on precious met-
als)=What is the casiest way of deter-
mining whether an object consists of
gald or silver?

Student—Tvy to pawu iti=Fliegende

9we UL‘!‘L‘I'\"\“} ]|r".ll,|'“: Lut & Bla{.’llt‘-

HEAVY ON KANSAS BANKS.

Congressman Nulley Endeavoring to Have
the Hank Tax Modifled or Ropeniod A
Ktatement by the Congressman.

Washington, Jan, 22 ~Congressman
Halley, of Kansas, says he is endeavor-
ing to have the bank tax modified or
repenled. Sald he: “There are 88
banks in Kansas, with a capital of
$5,000 each. The tax of $50 on every
bank is imposed without diserimina-
tion as to the amount of capital stock.
These small banks exist in many Kan-
sas towns, not as an investment, but
a8 o business necessity, They geners
ally represent contributions of money
by public-spirited eitizens, There are
also 87 banks in our state with a cap-
itnl of $10,000 each, and 250 other
banks with n capital of less than $25,~
000 each, Banks with small capital
find the tax especially burdensome.
In the case of banks with $5,000 cap-
itul you will observe thuat the tax
nmounts to one per cent. of the
wmount of capital represented.”

Booker T. Washington Makes an Address.

Chieago, Jan, 22 Tlooker T. Wash-
ington addressed the Young Men's
Sunday elub  yesterday at  Quinm
chapel, his subject being:  “The In-
dustrinl Development of the Colored
Race in the United States,” The
speaker predieted a bright future for
the colored people in this country. He
nppealed to his hearers to cultivate &
high moral character and try and ele-
viite men and women of the race who
are less fortunate. At the close of the
address o large sum was collected
for the benefit of the Tuskogee school
in Alabama,

Commissloner Vanlandingham Dead.

St. Louis, Jun, 22.—A, J. Vanlanding
ham, commissioner of the St. Louis
Trafic burean, died at his residence
on Washington boulevard ot  $:30
o'clock lust night of pneumonia. He
has been in bad health for several
weeks, ever since his return from s
trip to Washington, where he eaught
a severe cold, Mr, Vanlandingham has
been commissioner of the St. Louls
Traflic bureau for several years, com-
irg here from Kansas City, where he
held a similar position. e was well-
known to railroad men all over the
the country,

Ashland Woolen Milla Rurned.

Ashland, Ore, Jan. 22—The Ashland
woolen mills, one of the oldest in-
dustrial establishments In the state,
owned and operated by E, K. and G.
Anderson, were  yesterdny morning
morning destroyed by fire, which is
supposed to have originated in the
weaving room.  About $6,000 worth
of blankets and blanketing in  pro-
cess of manufacture were also burned.
The total loss is §03,000. The Insur-
ance on the building and its contents
amounts to §113,000.

Stretoher Bearers Desort to Boers,

London, Jan. 22.—The Durban corre-
spondent of the Standard says: "It is
reported that ten volunteer etretcher
bearers, on their arrival at the front,
walked deliberately across into the
Boer lines. The sume thing happened
at the battle of Colenso. It is pre-
siumed they were spies who had sue-
ceaded in enrolling themselves in the
anmbulance corps. It is asserted that
the Boers desecerated the convent
church ot Neweastle in an indescrib-
able manner."

Dentists Wanted for Philippine Troopa.

Washington, Jan. 22.—Gen. Otis, in
a report to the war department, says
that a year in the tropies with army
rations has practically ruined the
teath of 50 per cent. of the men in the
army, and that the teeth of the rest
show evidences of decay, e wants
dentists sent at once, and the war de-
partment will ask congress to make
provision for the addition of dentists
to the army. The surgeon general is
heartily in favor of the plan,

No Actunl Consolldation of Rallroads.

Washington, Jan., 22— Senator De-
pew, in gpeaking of the reported con-
solidation of railroad interests east of
Chicago, said its extent and scope had
been entirely misrepresented. There
was, in fuet, to be no consolidation or
aetunl merging of the roads. It was
in the line of the different roads, and
also with a view of carrying out the
interstute  commerce  ecommission’s
idea of maintaining established rates
by the abolition of rate cutting.

Operators Hefused 1o Confer,

Indianapolis, Ind., Jan, 21.—John
Mitchell, president of the United Mine
Workers, speaking on the question of
the 75000 or 100,000 anthracite coal
miners who are threatening a general
strilie in  Pennsylvania, said that
trouble among the men dotes back
several months, but the grievances of
the dissatisfied men are sharpened by
the refusal of the operators to join the
men in o woge conference.

Troy Strest Car Men Strike.

Albany, N. Y,, Jan. 22.—All the
street cars in Troy were tied up yes-
terday as a vesult of the strike of 365
motormen  and  conductors of the
United Traction company. The men
demand 20 cents an hour and a ten-
hour work day., The compuny opers
ate lines in five eities, including Al-
bany, but the other men refused to
touch o car,




