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GRAND ANNUAL SESSION.

The National Farmers Alliance at
Ocala, Fla.

President Polk’s Annual Ad'dreu
Given Here in Full.-—-An Ani-
mated Convention.

i
A press rlispatch from QOala, .Fla., says:
The National Farmers Al}unce and
Industrial Union are meeting in the opera
Nearly every delegate has arrived
7 ;wded with Alliance
men and women
Great enthusiasm
congress is hard at wor
ance prublmus.
PRESIDENT POLK'S ADDRESS.
Immediately after calling the delegates
to order President Polk began the deliv-
erv of his annual address, which occupied
over an hour. Theaddress congratulated
the Allinnce on its achievements since the
laet theeting, aud then reviewed the caus-
es of agricultural depression. Mr. Polk
declared that the depression is an anomaly
to the student of industrial progress.
--Retrogression in American agriculture,”
he said, *‘means national decay, and
powertul and promising as is this young

i« manifested amd the

k on knotty AlL-

| wiunt republic, yet its power and glor;
" touch not the degradation of the American

furmer.  The alarm incident to the
centralization of monopalies was then

| pointed out #nd both political parties

were condemued for forcing and encourag
iny this condition,

\With referance to extending the order
Mi. Polk urged that additional organi-
sers he sent at once into Oregon, Wash-

| ington, Ohio, New York, New Jersy,

Arizona and other States.

Awong the recommendations was one
that an organization be formed to be
kfiown as the Nationul Legislature, com-
posed of the national president and the
president ol the State Allia ces, their
duty being to look closely after the legis-
lature reforms demanded by the Alliance,
Loth io State legislation and in Congress.
lle recommended changes in the consti-
tution aud recited the **‘demands™ to be
made in the way of financial, land, clec
tion and tax reforms. He deprecated
scetionalism and closed withan eéloqueat
appenl for national harmony.

O[ course nothing of importance was
done to-duy except securing an orgauiza-
tion. Al are in the mood for exertion.
and soou the convention will be up to its
¢lbows in the hardest kind of  work.
From the talk in the lobbies some idea
cat be obtained of what is proposed to
be done.  Many of the more conservative
leaders are dreading certain schemes that
will be introduced by some of the more
cuthusiastic, who are fond of riding their
own peculiar hobbies.

The air is full of all kinds of reforms,
and unless a strong hand is at the helm
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~ome of them will force the debate and
probably an issue. The leaders recognize
thisand will do all in their power to
shelve Ctopian schemes and to keep the
Alliance coinmitted to whatis now known
as the cardinal p-incinles of the Order.
It may be easily done or it may prove an
impossible task. The Alliance is in a
certain sence in danger, but it is a danger
that can be overcome by prudence and
tirmness.
GROWTH OF THE ALLIANCE.

In the way of explanation of the rapid
growth of the Alliance, which the officials
say is still extending’in all directions, an
dtflicial organ of the Order in high stand-
ing says:

“*We have now three million members,
and they are men who represent almost
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every variety of politicial opinion. It
would be worse than folly to try to en-
list these men in the support of either of
the existing parties or of a new party.
Our methods of developing the Otder so
far have been solely educational, and to
be successful they must continue so tobe,
Therein lies the secret of the growth and
power of the Alliance. It has .been dis-
tinctly a business organization so far, and
it is in politics only so far as the business
intcrest of the members make it neccssa-
rv. We have endeavored to educate the
farmers in economical and financial mat-
ters. - Every political move which has re-
sulted has been spontaneous and natural,
not forced or artificial. We have no agita-
tors in the Order, and we will tolerate
none. One of our most difficult tasks has
been to suppress and silence agitators
amony the local leaders of the Order.
\We don't believe in the policy of some
labor and semi-political orgunizations,
which is simply to incite discontent
among the people for the purpose of
gaining some definite political end. We
are sccking no partisan ends whatever.
We enaeavor to educate our people in
sound economic and business principles.
When they come to apply these princi-
ples to public affairs remedies will be
spontaneously applied bv the people
where they are needed. If it requires a
new party toaccomplish necessary reforms
anew party will be promptly forthcoming
But if the Alliance leaders should be so
foolish as te attempt to create such a
party they would fail igouominiously and
thé whole Order would suffer disinte-
gration as the pepalty for the folly. Our
whole experieuce thus far has proved the
truth of what [ say. In South Carolina
and Kansas, for instance, the situation
made a third party necessary and it was
spontaneously forthcoming. In Georgia,
where we are equally strong, a man who
advocated the formation of a third party
would be hooted out of the State. We
must stick to this policy ol education
and political ncutruii v, o we shall loose
all we have gained.”
' e —
The Egyptian Cotton Crop.

A cablegram from Cairo, Egypt says:—
The Cotton Association reports that the
picking of the Egyptian cotton crop is
finished, that the crop is of good quality,
| xud the vield 3,750,000 cautars.

A CHRISTMAS LULLABY s

Sleep, baby, sieep! the Mother sings:

Heaven's angels kneel and fold their -wings;
Bleep, baby, sleep!

With swathes of scented hay thy bed 7

By Mary's hand at eve was spread. !
Bleep, baby, sleep! "

At midnight came the shepherds, they

Whom seraphs wakened by the way.
Sleep, baby, sleep!

And three kings from the East afar

Ere dawn came, gnided by thy star!
Sleep, baby, sicep!

They brought three gifts of gold and g emsg
Pure orient pearls, rich diadems. '

Sleep, .baby, sleep
But thou who liestislumbering there, ,(
Art King of kings, earth, ocean, air. ¢
Sleep, .baby, sleep! _
Sleep, baby, sleep! * The shephar-ds 3ing;
'lhroug‘h heaven, through ewrth, hosannas
ring.
Sleep, baby, sleept,
—~John Addingtcos Symonds,

——EEmmma

“he Baker of .Ba;burv.

A CHRISTMAE STORIY.
T was tkeree days be-
X fore Christmas, and
8 thebaker of the little
“village ot Barnbury

,y8at in the: room, be-

was a short and
sturdy baker, a good
! fellow and ordinarily
of a jolly demeanor,
but thist day he sat
grim in his little back room.

“‘Christmas indeed,” he said{to him-
self, *‘and what of Christmas? ‘Thank
you, baker, and a merry Christmas to
you, and.every one of them goe§ away,
with the present of a raisin-cake or a
horse ginger cake, if they like that bet-
ter. All this is for the good of the trade,

of course. \Confuund the trade; I'm
tired of trade. Is there no/good in the
world, but thexgood of the trade? ‘Oh,

yes,” they'll say, ‘there’s Christmas and
that's good.” *Buwt what is the good of
it tome? say I. Cioristmas day is a family
day. and to a manN\without a family 1t's
no day at all. I'm o\t even fourth cousin
to a soul in the town.,. Nobody asks me
to a family dinner. ‘Bake! baker"
they cry, ‘that we may at and love each
other.” Confound them. Iam tired of
it. What is Christmas toyme? I have a
mind to skip it.”

As he said this a smile |broke out on
bis face. ¢'Skip Christmns,” said he
‘‘that is a good idea. ‘Ehey did not
think of me last year; this would make
them think of me this year.”™

As he said this he opened \his order
book and ran his eye over the names.
*'Here’s orders from every onceof them,”
said he, ‘‘from the doctor dowm to Cob-
bler John. All bhave- families,: all give
orders. . It's pastry, cake or sweetmeats,
or it's meat or fowl torbe balked. What
a jolly Christmas they will hawe without
me! Orders from all of'them 4severy one,
all sent in good time for: fearyof being
crowded out.”

Here he stopped and ran his ¢eyc again
over the list. '

“No, not all,” he said,. ‘‘the! Widow
Monk is not here. What is the, matter
with her, I wonder? The.only ‘person in
Barnbury who has mot omdered either
pastry, cakes or sweetmcats; or fowls or
mesat to be baked. If I skip Christmas,
she'll not mind it, but she’ll,be only one
—the one in all Barnbury. Ha! ha!”

The baker wanted some fresh air, and,
as this was supper time fior the wholewil-
lage, he locked up his shop and went out
for a walk. The night was clear and
frosty. He liked this, the air was so
different from that in his bakery.

He walked to the end:of the village,
and at the last house he stopped. '

*‘It's very odd,” said he to himself;
“‘no cakes, pastry or sweetmeats; not
even poultry or meat to be baked. T'll
look in and see about this,” and he
knocked at the door.

The Widow Monk was at supper. She
was a plump little body, bright and
cheerful to look upon, and not more thap
thisty.

«iGood e?ening, b&ker,” said !he,
«« will you sit down and have a cup of
t“?”

The baker put down his hat, unwound
his long woolen comforter, took off his
overcoat, and bad a cup of tea.

““Now then,” gaid he to humself, as he |

put down his cup, ‘‘if she’'d ask me to
dinper I wouldn’t skip Christmas, and
the whole village might rise up and
bless her.” )

‘‘Weare like to have a fine Christ.-
mas,” he said to her.

(

| nave any cnristmas tms year.”

“}10"! that?” cried ‘the baker; ‘‘no
Christmas, Widow Monk”

# “Not this yeag, baker,” said she, and

she poured him another cup of tea. *‘You
see that horse-blanket?” said she, point-
ing to one thrown over a chair.

*‘Bless me, Widow Monk,” cried the
baker, ‘‘you’'re not intending to set up a
horsei”

‘‘Hardly that.” she answered with
smile, ‘‘but that's the veryelnn wl:one'.

blanket that I can get to bind. They
dom’t put them on horses, but they have
them bound with red, and use them for
door curtaing That's all the fashion
now, and all the Barnbury folks who
can afford them have sent them to me tc
bs bound with red. That one is
nearly finished, and there are no more tc
be bound.”

‘‘But haven't the Barnbury folks any
more work for you?” cried the baker;
‘“haven’t they shirts or gowns or some
other sort of needing?” :

“‘Those things they make themselves,”
answered the widow, ‘but this binding
is heavy work and they give it to me.
The blankets are coarse, you see, but
they hang well in the doorway.”

‘‘Confound the people of Barnbury !”
cried the baker. ‘‘Every one of them
would hang well in a doorway if I had the
doing of it. And 80 you can't afford »
Christmas, Widow Monk?”

t‘As the baker entered, the tall man
said to the inn-keeper:

‘‘Is there & Mrs. Moak now livine is
this village!”

“*Truly, there is,” said the inn-kupu'.
“‘and I will show you her house. Bat
you'll have your dinner first?” '

“‘Aye, ave,” said the straager, ‘‘for
I'll not go to her hungry.” )

The baker asked for rothing hot, but
turned him and went out into the cold,
bleak world. As he closed the door be-
' hind bim heard the stranger say

“‘On the brig Mistletoe.”

It was not needed that the baker
should hear these words; already he
knew everything. His soul had told him
everything in the moment he saw the
sun-browned man with the rings in his

ears!

On went the baker, his head bowed on

his breast. the sun shining' like tawdry
Lrass, the snow glistening like a shimy,

evil thing. He knew not where he was
going; he knew not what he intended to
do, but on he went.

Presently a door opened and he was
called,
~ ““I saw you coming,” said the Widow
Monk, “*and I did not wish to keep you
waiting in the cold,” and she held open
the door for him.

Whea he bad entered and had seateu
himself before the fire, she said to him:

“‘Truly, you looked chilled, you need

**No,” said she, setting herself to
work on her horse blanket, ‘‘not this
year. When I came to Barnbury, baker, '
I thought I might do well, but I have |
not done well.”

“‘Did not your husband leave you any-
thing?”’ he asked. '

‘*‘My husband was a sailor,” said she, |
‘““and he went down with his brig, the [
Mistletoe, three years ago, and all that
he left me is gone, baker.”

It was time tor the baker to open his
shop, and he went away, and as he
walked home snow drops and tear drops
were all mixed together on his face.

““I couldn’t do this sort of thing be- i
fore her,” he said, ‘‘and T am glad it |
was time to go and open my shop.”
That night the baker did all his regular
work, but not a finger did he put to any
Christmas order. The next day, at sup-
per time, he went out for a walk.

!

l
I

something hot,” and she prepared it for
him.

The baker took the hot beverage.
This much of good he might at least al-

low himself.
warmed.
‘‘And now," said the Widow Monk.
seating herself on the other side of the
fireplace, ‘‘I shall speak as plainly to you
as you spoke to me. You spoke very
well yesterday, and I have been thinking
about it ever since and have made up my
mjnd. You are alone in the world and I
am alone, and if you don't wish to be
alone any longer, why, I don’t wish to be
either, and so —peraaps—it will not be

He drank it and he felt

| necessary to skip Christmas this year.”

Alas for the poor baker! Here was
paradise seen through a barred gate!
But the baker’s heart was moved; even
in the midst of his misery he could not

.
R

W\

\\

THE BAKER HAD

A CUP OF TEA.

Un the way he said to himself: ¢]i
she is going to skip Christmas, and I am
going to skip Christinas, why should we
not skip it together? That would truly
be most fit and gladsome, and it would
serve Barnbury aright. I'll go in and
lay it before her.”

The Widow Monk was at supper, and
when she asked him to take a cup of
‘es he put down his hat, unwound his

woolen comforter, and toox off his over-
coat. \When he sat down his empty cup
be told her, that he, too, had made up his
mind to snfp Christmas, and he told her
why, and | then he proposed that they
should skip it tozether.

Now, the Widow Monk forgot to ask
him to take a second cup of tea, and she
turned as red as the binding she had put
on the horse-blankets. The baker pushed
aside the teacups, lcaned over the table
and pressed his suit very hard.

When the time came for him to open
his shop she said that she would think
about the matter, and that he might

come again.

The next day the sun shons golden,
the snow shone silvery, and Barnbury

was like a paradise to the good bagker.
For the Widow Monk had told him he

‘ahemthingutdﬁnghimthuhemd

|
|

|

" happy, was that good baker, that bhe

]

might come again, and that was almost

she would skip Christmas together: And
not a finger, so far, had he put to any
Christmas order.

About noon of that day, be was so

went into the village inn to have a taste
of something bot. In the inn he found »
tall man, with rings in his ears. A sun-

browned man he was and s stranger, who
had just arrived aod wanted his dinner.

DUt De grateful for the widow s words.
There flashed into his eyes a sudden
brightness. He held out his bands. He
would thank her first and tell her after-
ward.

The widow took his hands, lowered
her bright eyes and blushed. Then she
suddenly withdrew herself and stood up.

**Now,"” she said, with a pretty smile,
‘‘let me do the talking. Don't look so
downcast. When I tell vou that you
nave maae me very, very happy, you
should look happy too. When you came
to me yesterday and said what you said
I thought you were in too much of a
hurry, but now I think that perhaps you
were right, and that when people of our
age have anything important to do, it is
well to do it at once, for 1n this world
there are all sorts of things contiaually
springing up to preveat people from be-
ing happy.”

The whole body of the baker was filled
with a great gioan, but he denied 1t
utterance. He must bhear what she
would say.

*‘And so I was going to suggest,” she
continued, ‘‘that instead of skipping
Christmas together we keep it together.

That is ali the chasge I proposes to goar
plan.”

Up sprang the baker, so suddealy,that
he overset his chair. Now he must speak.
The widow stepped quickly toward the
door, and turning with a smile held up
ber hand.

*‘Now, good friend,” she said, ‘‘stop
there! At any moment some ose might
come in. Hasten back to your shop. At
8 o'clock I will meet you at the parson’s.
That will surely be soom esough, even
for such » basty man as you.”

The baker came forward, and "

“*Fine enough for the rest of you,” He wasalso s bandsome mas, aand &, “Your husband'”
she said with a swile. ‘‘but I shall not sgilor. ss anv one could see:

*iNot vet.” said the widow. with a

augh, and kissing the tips of her fingers
0 him she closed the door behind her.

Out into the cold went the baker. Hia
dead was dazed, but bhe walked stead.
‘astly to his shop. There was no need
for him to go anywhere, to tell anybody
wnything. The man with the earrings
would settle matters for himsell asco0
snough. !

The baker put up his shutters and
locked his shop-door. He would do
aothing more for the good of frade;
aothing more for the good of anythiag.
Skip Christmas! Indeed would he!

And, moreover, every holiday and every
4 happy day would no# be skipped straight
on for the rest of his life. He put his
bouse in order; he arrauged his o 1
he attired himsell in bis best apparel;
Iacked his door bebind him; and| weng

out into the cold world. d
Qe 100ged NOW L0 gut Iar away Irom

the village. Befére the sun set' thery
would not be onc soul there who illrould
care for him. i

As he hurried on he saw befoge him
the parson's house. 1

“I will take but one thing away with
me," he said, ‘*I will ask the ‘i;l old
man to give me his blessing. That will

1 take with me.” {
**Of course he is in,"” said the pn?rlons
. maid. *‘there. in the oarlor.” 1

As’thc baker enlered the parsons par-
lor, some one hastened to meet In; It
was the Widow Monk. ﬂ

*“You wicked man,” she whispered,
‘‘you are a quarter of an Mour late, The
parson is waiting."”

The parson was a little man with white
hair He stepped toward the couple
standing together, and the widow took
the baker's hand. Then the parson - be-
gan the little speech he always made on
such occasions. It was full of good sense
and very touching, and the widow's eyes
were dim with tears. The baker would
have spoken, but he had never inter-
rupted a clergyman, and he could no!
do it now.
® Then the parson begaan his appointed
work, and the heart of the baker swelled
as the widow’s hand trembled in hi
own.

*‘Wilt thou have this woman to be thy
wedded wife!” asked the parson.

“‘Now for this,” quoth the poor baker

to himself, ‘‘I may bake forever, but )

cannot draw back nor keep the gooc
man waiting.” And he said, ‘‘Yer."”

Then it was that the baker received
what he had come for, the parson's bless.
ing; and, immediately, his fair compan-
ion, brimming with tears, threw herself
into his arms.

‘‘Now,” said the bhaker to himself,
‘““when I leave this house, may the devil
take me, and right welcome shall he be.

“‘Dearest,'she exclaimed,as she looked
into his face, ‘‘you cannot know how
bappy I am. My wedding day, and my
brother back from the cruel seas!™

Struck by a sudden blast of bewilder-
ing ecstacy the baker raired his eyes
and beheld the tall form of the sun.
browned stranger who had heea standing
behind them. -

““You are not a sailor-man,”’ guoth
the jovial brother, ‘‘like my old mate,
who went down in the brig Mistletoe,
but my sister tells me vou are a jolly
good fellow, and I wishi you fair winds
and paying cargoes.” And after giviagz
the baker a powerful handshake,the sail-
or kissed the bride, the parsoun’s wife,

the parson’s daughter, and the parson’s

baving just returned from the cruel seas.

The only people in the village of Barn-
bury who thoroughly enjoyed the Christ-
mas of that year were the baker, his wife
and the sailor brother. And & rare good
time they had, for a big sea chest arrived,
sod there were curious presests aad
plenty of time for three merry peopie to
cook for themseives. |

The baker told his wife of his s¢
harrowing plight of the day before. !

‘““Now, then,” said bhe, *‘don’t you
think that by rights [ should bake all
the same’”

‘Oh, that will be skipped,” she said,
with a laugh, ‘‘sad now go you sad make
ready for the cakes, pastry, and sweet-
meats, the baked meats and the poultry,
with which the people of Barabury are
to be made right happy on New Year's
day.”" —New York Commercial Adeertiser.

The Empres Prederick of Germaay
has purchased Kronberg Castle st Kron-
berg, in Hesse-Nassau, celebrated a¢
baviag been the residesce of Martia

s charitable institation in memory of ber
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