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{ HOW WE LEARN.
Great truths are dearly bought.
truth,
Such as men give and take from day to day,
Comes in the common walk of casy life,
Blown by the careless wind across our way.

Great truths are greatly won, not found by chance
Nor wafted on the breath of summer dream,

But grasped in the great struggle of the soul,

y Hard bulfeting with adverse wind and stream.

But in the day of conflict, fear and grief,
When the strong hand of God, put forth in
might,
Plows up the subsoil of the stagnant heart
And brings the imprisoned truth sced to the
light,

‘Wrung from the troubled spirit in hard hours
Of weakness, solitude, perchance of pain,
Truth springs like harvest from the well plowed
field,
And the soal feels it has not wept in vain.
—Bonar,
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WHEN THE
SERPENT ENTERED.

How Mr. Brown Got Into and Out
of Politics,
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“My dear,” said Mrs. Thomas Brown,
“this is the twelfth anniversary of our
wedding day. I believe you had for-
gotten it.”

“Well, I haven't,”” replied the Hon.
Thomas Brown, with a fine show of in-
dignation. “I'm not likely to forget
the day when I got you. I remember
every detail with perfect clearness.”

“What kind of dresses did the brides-
maids wear?”

“And,” continued Mr. Brown, artful-
ly evading the question, “I'm sure that
we have plenty of cause to be thankful
and happy. Certainly no man ever had
a better wife.”

“Thank you, my dear, and come
home early tonight, so that we may
have a little celebration.”

After this pleasing episode the Hon.
Thomas Brown started down town to
his office. On his way to the train he
made up his mind that he would send
‘home a basket of fruit and some roses
and later in the day he would stop at
the jeweler's to look at the bracelet his
wife had admired.

It was strange, he reflected, how lit-
tle happiness some people get out of
life. IIere was he, still on the sunny
side of 40, with a sufficient income, a
devoted wife, two Dbeautiful children
and not a worry in the world. His
place in his profession was assured.
‘His neighbors respected him. He could
see no cloud on the horizon of his
hopes. He was as near complete con-
tentment as men get.

In the reception room of his office
half a dozen men were waiting. He
recognized one as a well known poli-
feian and greeted him with a some-
what chilly nod as he closed the door
of his private room. A clerk, however,
followed him and ushered in the dele-
gation.

“We've come,” sald the spokesman,
“to ask you to be our candidate for
the state senate.”

The Hon. Thomas Brown thanked

them and said he had neither the time
nor money to spare.
- “But it will take hardly any time
and less money,” was the answer.
“You can be elected witkout a bit of
trouble. You know the situation. Now
think it over and let us know tomor-
row.”

As a result of the succeeding excite-
anent, whi¢h Mr. Brown could not con-
ceal, at least from himself, he forgot
the fruit, the roses and the diamonds.
#Senator Thomas Brown” did have an
ear filling sound, as he repeated it un-
'der his breath. v

At b o'clock he started to go home.
Four professional friends met him at
the door. They called him ¢‘Senator”
‘and escorted him out to drink his
health. It was 7 o’clock before he got
out to the South Side.

His wife met him at the door. Her
usual placidity was somewhat shaken.

“Why, Tom, what’s the matter?” she_
sald. “I asked you to get home early,
and here it is after 7 o'clock and din-
mer half spoiled.”

“I’ve been asked to run for the sen-
ate, my dear,” said the Hon. Thomas
Brown impressively.

“And what did you say?”’

“Told them I'd give them an answer
after 1 had consulted my wife,” sald
Mr. Brown, who had already begun to
use. the wiles of a politician.

“I hate to think of your going into
politics, Tom, and”—

“But the senate isn’t exactly politics.
I am assured that I can be elected
without an effort on my part. If it
was going to make any change in our
home life, I wouldn't think of it. And,
besides, it’s my duty, you know. It's
my duty to the state. That will prob-
ably decide me.”

“I thought you were going to consult
your wife?”

“That's what I'm doing now.
youn_

“Let’'s go in and see if any of the
dinner is fit to eat. We can talk it
over afterward.”

The soup was served, when there
came a ring at the bell. The maid an-
mounced a party of gentlemen to see
Mr. Brown.

“Tell them Mr. Brown is at dinner,”
said his wife, “and ask them to sit
down.”

“Don’t you think I had better go out
for a second and see who It I1s?” inter-
rupted the prospective senator. “It
might be somebody from the office on
important business, you know.” So
quickly had the virus of political am-
bition begun to do its deadly work.

An hour Iater the Hon. Thomas
Brown found the dining room deserted.
His indignant wife was up stairs in
hber sitting room.

“Well, if this Is the way you are go-
ing to the senate, you will never go
with my conzent.” she broke out. “I
heard you toiling those men you were
‘nl\vuys glad and proud to welcome
them to your humble home, and then

If

| looked out the window and saw that
' old Pitzmacher, the saloon keeper, was

The comanon *

at the head of them. If that's politics,
I'd rather bave the mumps.”

“But, you see, Pltzmacher is the
meinber of the city central committee
from this ward, and the others are the
oflicers of the ward club. They came
over to congratulate me on my candi-
dacy for the senate. I couldn't do less
than tiank them, could I? They've
arrangoed o mass meeting for this even-
ing to indorse me, and I suppose I'll
have to go over and make them a little
speecl.”

“I thought you wouldn’t have to turn
over your hand?”

“Well, you know a candidate is bound |
to get the indorsement of his home
ward. Once I get that fixed up, you'll |
see that there’ll be no more trouble.”

An hour later Pitzmacher drove up
in an old hack, and the Hon. Thomas
Brown descended to welcome him. His
wife gave him fair warning.

“If you go riding around on the
streets with that man, Tom Brown,”
she called after him down the stairs,
“I’ll never be seen on the street with
you again. What do you suppose the
neighbors will say 7’ =

In the gray hours of the early morn-
ing the hack again drew up before the |
house, and Mr. Brown entered his once |
quiet and happy dwelling. As the door |
closed a crowd of men and boys, who |
had followed the hack from the meet- !
ing place, cheered loudly.

It was 9 o'clock before Mr. Brown
appeared for breakfast. His wife re-
ceived him with a pitying smile, in
which tears and anger were equally
mingled. She laid before him a copy
of The Morning IEcho and pointed in
silence to the headlines over an article
on the first page. ‘“Tom Brown Out
For Senator,” it read. ‘“Ridiculous
Ambition of a Broken Down Pettifog-
ger.,” “lints of Sensational Exposures
to Be Made.”

“There,” said Mrs. Brown. ‘“Nothing
to make any change in our home life,
eh? Ilected without an effort on your
part? Duty to the state? What do
you say to that?”

Mr. Brown lost what little appetite
he had. He read the article through
with anxious ecare. Then he swore.
The children looked up in surprise.

“The doorbell began ringing before
T o'clock this morning,” went on Mrs.
Brown. *“There was a procession of all
sorts of men neither you nor I had ever
heard of. They all wanted to see Sen-
ator Brown. I want you to sue that
newspaper for libel.”

“My dear,” said the Hon. Thomas
Brown, with a weak and pleading
smile, “you mustn’t let that bother you
s0. Public men, you know, are subject
to the attacks of the partisan press.
Before 1 forget it, there was one little
thing I wanted to speak to you about.
You buy your groceries of Hilton, do
you not? Well, now, just as a favor to
me, would you object to changing?
You see, Hicks, on the opposite corner,
is, I find, the president of the Brown
club. Don’t you think it would be a
little pleasanter all around if we pa-
tronized him?"”

“Mr. Brown,” persisted his wife,
“will you sue that paper for libel ?”

‘“Why, certainly not,” was the an-
swer, “but that publication makes it
absolutely necessary for me to stay in
the fight. If I backed out now, the
newspapers would all say that I with-
drew under fire. Then I should be a
coward. Of course I wish, for your
sake, since you fecel so bad about ft,
that I had never begun.”

“Well, they can’t say your son is a
coward anyway.”

“Why, wiat's the matter?”’

“He started for school at 8 o'clock
this morning, just as he has done for
the last two years. He wore a pretty
little white waist and red stockings,
and I thought he never looked so sweet.
Half an hour later he came back. I
wish you could have seen the child. He
had fought with three big boys, be-
cause they said his father was a broken
down pettifogger. I've got him In the
bedroom now, with witch hazel on his
eye.”

“Don’t you think, Nellie,” said Mr.
Brown as he got up from the table,
“that you could strain a point and buy
your grocerles from Hicks?”

“I've fixed things so that won’t be
necessary, I think. I saw enough last
night to convince me that you could
never stand the strain of a campaign
like this. When you came in this
morning, I was sure that I was right,
and even if you could the rest of us
couldn't. So when the callers began to
ring the bell at half past 6 I told them
all that Mr. Brown’s physician had for-
bidden him to accept a nomination.”

“You did?”

“Yes, and then, a little later, the re-
porters from the afternoon newspapers
called to interview you. I told them
all that you had refused to be a ecandi-
date; that the state of your health was
precarious, and that you were out of
polities for good. So you see, after all,
it won't be necessary for me to buy my
butter from Hicks.”—Cincinnati Trib-
une,

A Pumg Story From Paraguay,

The puma or mountain lion of the
Andes Is naturally an affectionate and
harmless animal and is oftén domesti-
cated, and some of the ranchmen In
Patagonia and Chile often tame them
and train them for watchdogs. An ex-
traordinary story is told of a tyrant
who ruled in Paraguay for many years

and was notorious all over South
America for his cruelty. It is said that |

i this ruler once had a woman chained to

a tree in the forest where she would
either starve or be devoured by wild
beasts. After she had been out about
ten days he sent a scout to see what
was left of ‘her, and, much to his as-
tonishment, It was found that she had |

| been fed and protected by two pumas,

male and female, and had suffered in

| no way except from exposure and

fright. The pumas brought her raw
ment from the animals they had killed
aol slept by her side encl night lke
watchdogs.—Chicago Record,
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ilow Kaflievs Uank Their Money.
The natives of that part of South

Africa which to a great extent is in-

hablted by bushmen and Hottentots
have a peculiar system of banks and
banking.

These Katlirs among whom this curi-
ous system of banking obtains live
near Kaffraria, in the south of the
Colony country. The natives come

down south from their country to trade
in the several villages and towns in
large numbers and then return to Kaf-
fraria.

I'rom those who trade of their own
number they select one who for the
geeasion is to be their banker. He is
converted into a bank of deposit by
putting all the money of those whose
banker he is into a bag, and then they
sally forth to the stores to buy what-
ever they want.

When an article is purchased by any
of those who are in this banking ar-
rangenient, the price of the article is
taken by the banker from this deposit
woeney bag, counted several times and
then paid to the seller of the article,
after which all the bank depositors
cry out to the banker in the presence
of the two witnesses selected:

“You owe me so much!” This is then
repeated by the witnesses. The gen-
eral accounting between the
banker aund his several depositors
when all desived purchases have been
made, after which all the natives de-
part foir their northern wilds.

coines

Teaching Etiquette,

“Madam,.” e began as the door open-
ed, 1 am selling a new book on ‘Eti
quette and Deportment.' ™

“Oh, you are.” she responded. *“Go
down there and elean the mud off your
feet!™

“Yes'm.
am sel”’—

“Take off your hat. Never address a
strange lady at her door without re-
moving your hat.”

“Yes'm. Now.
ing"—

“Take your hands out of your pock-
ots.  No gentleman ever carrvies his
hands there”

“*Yes'm. Now. ma'am’ this work on
‘Lti"”"—

“Throw away your pipe. If a gen
tleman uses tobacco, he is cuareful not
to disgust others by the habir.”

“Yes'm. Now, ma'am, in ealling vour
attention to this valuable”—

“Wait. PPut that dirty handkerchief
out of sight and use less grease on
your hair in the future. Now you look
a bit decent. You have a hook on ‘Eti-
quette and Denortment.” Very well. |1
don’'t want it. I am only the-servant
givrl. Go up the steps to the front door
and talk with the lady of the house.
She ecallod me a downright, outright,
no-doubt-about-it idiot this morning,
and 1 think the book you're selling is
just what she requires.”

As | was saying, ma'am, |

then, as 1 was say-

Two Anssvers.

Not long ago a Boston clergyman re-
ceived an evening call from an elderly
man and woman who expressed a wish
to be joined in the bonds of matrimony
then and there.

“Have you ever been married be-
fore?’ asked the clergyman of the
man, an honest eyed. weather beaten
person of seafaring aspect.

“Never, and never wanted to be be-
fore,” was the prompt reply.

*And have you ever been married be-
fore?' the question came to the wo-
man.

“No. sir,” she replied with equal
promptness, and with a touch of hu-
mor that appealed to the clergyman at
once she added, “I never had a
chance!™

The marriage ceremony was speedily
performed, and the clergyman refused
to take any fee, telling the bride with
a twinkle in his eye that it had been a
privilege to officinte which he would
have been sorry to miss.—Youth's
Companion.

Odd Albanian Customs,

An Albanian woman expects to be
beaten if she misbehaves, this being
the prerogative of an Albanian bus-
band. He must be careful, however,
not to draw blood during the castiga-
tion, or the wife can complain to the
authorities. who will fine the husband
and give his property to his wife.

When an Albanian marries, he is
bound to provide his wife with food,
clothes and a home in keeping with his
station and means and cannot require
her to earn money for herself or him
by her labor.

Divorce is quite common. Excessive
corpulence on the part of the husband
Is considered quite sufficient excuse for
the wife to divorce him.

What He Prayed For,

A story is told of two worthy New
England deacons, between whom a
bitter feud had long existed coneerning
some contested point.  Neither would
give in, and the matter threatened to
be handed down to the next genera-
tion, when one day Deacon Smith ap
peared before his enemy and solemnly
said:

“Brother Jones, It is a shame that
this quarrel of ours should bring scan
dal upon the chureh. 1 have prayed
carnestly for guidance in the matter
and have come to the couclusion that
you must give in, for 1 cannot!”

Ready For Emergencles,

The German war department, it Is
sald, actually keegs in stock duplicates
of all the bridges in the empire consid-
ered likely to be damaged or destroyed
In case of war, and, what is more, it
hay duplicates of a good many French
bridges and of bridges of other coun

Journal.

The Modern Aceeptance.
The Man (teasingly)—I'1l wager you
don’t know the “Hule of Three.”
The Maid—That's casy: *“Three's a
crowd.”—Kansas City Independent

A Russd does
until be is 26,
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Basy to Leat Hotels,

“Hotet men give out that they warn
each otuier by circulars about dead-
beats,” said the slick looking man with
the high hat, “but don’t you let that
stop you if you want to live high for a
week.  Few men like to publish the
fact that they have been done up. It's
the easiest thing in the world to beat a
first class hotel. All you want is a good
suit of clothes and plenty of cheek. A
grip with a few shirts and collars is as
good as a trunk.

“You drive up in style; you register to
get the rvooin in the house; you
bulldoze the clerks and threaten the
servants. A checkbook is a good thing
to sliow, but you pay for nothing. You
talk in a loud voice, you make plenty
of kicks, and you order the best wines
for dinner. Lands, but the whole staff
of the house will fall over each other
to make it pleasant for you! You don't
pay the first week's bill. On the con-
trary, you are indignant and demand
an apology. When the second week is
due, your drafts have not come.

“You will be worked out of the house,
but with gentleness and apologies.
They don't want a row, and they don't |
want notoriety. You'll be forgiven if
you'll only go, and if you take up your
quarters for the next two weeks right
across the street no one from the hotel
will give you away. When a man beats

bos*
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ns, we like to see him beat our neigh-
bor. you Luzow. It's nice and genteel
work, with vo kicks or hard times, and

» is always room for one more in
the profession.” - Detroit Journal

Carried Her Polnt and Pet.

It is snid l))"':n cynie of the mascu-
line sender that o man never yiclds
when he Hutosws he is in the right nor
a woman when she is equally certain
she is in the wr In an Amstes-
dam avenue c¢ar the other day, while
the conductor was forward collecting
fares, a woman, followed by a large
English bulldog, entered and seatoed
herself.

*Afadan’” said
are not allowed i

“Iam go t

the conductor, “dogzs
1 these cars.”

to Rifty-seventh street.
Here is my tare,” was the answer.

“I cannot take it. madam. It is as
mueh as iy position is worth to let
that dog vide in this car.”

“Here is my fave.”

“1 must enforce the rule. It would
be better to zet off quietly: otherwise
I shall have to call an oflicer.”

“I've tuken the dog In these cars be-
fore.”

“Only dogs that can be carried arve
allowed to ride in these cars.”

“(mme. dariing. get in mother's lap.”
she said to the beast. and after consid-

erable effort she succeeded in drag-
ging “darling” upon her knees. She
finshed a Jook of scorn at the con-
ductor and exclaimed, *Now. aren't

you ashamed of yourself?’—New York
Herald.

A Quention of Clocks,

Which is the best, a clock that is
right only once a year. or a clock that
Is right twice every day? ‘‘The latter.”
you reply, “‘unquestionably.”

Very good, reader; now attend. 1
have two clocks; one doesn’t go at all
and the other loses a minute a day.
which would you prefer? ‘*“The losing
oue,” you answer, “without a doubt.”

Now observe. The one which loses
a minute a day has to lose 12 hours, or
720 minutes. before It Is right again:
consequently it is only right once in
two years, whereas the other Is evi-
dently right as often as the time it
points to come round. which happens
twice a day. So you've contradicted
yourself once. *“Ah, but,” you say,
“what’s the use of its being right
twice a day, if I can’t tell when the
time comes?*

Why, suppose the clock points to 8
o'clock, dou’t you sce that the clock is
right at 8 o'clock? Cousequently when
8 o'clock comes your clock is right.
“Yes, I seo that.” you reply.

Very goad: then you've contradicted
yourself twice. Now got out of the dif-
ficulty as you can, and don't contradiet
yourself naoain if you can help it.”—
“Lewis Cairoll DRieture Book,”

ALL WOMEN
AGREE.

A druggist in Macon, Ga., says: ‘I
have sold a large quantity of Mother’s
Rriend, and have never known an in-
stance where it has failed to produce the
good results claimed for it. All women
agree that it makes labor shorter and less

painful.”

Mother’s Friend

is not a chanceremedy. Its good effects
are readily experienced by all expectant

| mothers who use it. Years ago it passed

the experimental stage. While it always
shortens labor and lessens the pains of

. delivery, it is also of the greatest benefit
, during the earlier months of pregnancy.

 Morning sickness and nervousness are
tries in which it is interested.—Chicago

readily overcome, and the linimentrelaxes
the strained muscles, permitting them to
expand without causing distress. Mother’s
Friend nges great recuperative power to
the mother, and her recovery is sure and \
rapid. Danger from rising ‘and swelled |
breasts is done away with completely.

Sold by druggists for $§1 a bottle. I
THE BRADFIELD REGILATOR CO, '
ATLANTA, GA. |

Seud for vur free ilustrated bock for expectant mothiersy. 4
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: The Palace Bakery
Maintains Its

Reputation

For having the BEST of everything in

Fresh #

* Fresh i

Candies.
In fact, it is the “FRESHEST” place
in town,

Bread
Cakes
Oysters.

M. M. BRADBURY,

Proprietor.
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FRANK L. EVANS,
Contractor and Builder

Denison, lowa.

Will estimate your building at a figure consistent with first class work, Fine resi-
dence work a specialty. Up-te-Date plans drawn complete. Reference and bond
furnished when desired. Letme have your plans for an estimate.

with its tripple current,
will make your yield 80
per cent. greater than
the gravity or old sys-
tem. Can furnish you
machines of sizes suita-
ble for from ten cows
up. Also are headquar-
ters for gasoline engines.
{4 Dog and pony powers
and dairy machinery
and supplies.

N. E. WESCOT1, Denison, Iowa.

& Write for Catalogue.

Capital $160,000. Deposits, $§300.000

GRawiord Gounty State Bank,

DENISON, IO A.
The Best Securite for Devositors,  Farm Loams ab Five Per Cend Interest,

I'his Bank is incorporated under the laws of the State of lowa. This gives the
best security to all depositors, not only to the amount of stock, but the per-
sonal property of each share-holder is holden to the amount of his share
for any loss to the bank. Incorporated banks are under the control
of the State Auditor, who can at any time examine the business, and ac-
cording to his his investigation the published statements are made. Deposi-
tors in an incorporated bank have more security than the confidence imposed in
the officers. They have the best security, because the capital stock can not
be used at pleasure for outside speculation and investment. The Craw-
ford County State Bank is tha hest incorporated banking institution
in the County. A geueral banking business done.

Passage Tickets Sold. Insurance Wiriilten. Loans Negotiated.
L. CORNWELL, GEORGE NAEVE, M, E. JONES, €. J. KEMMING,
President. V-President. Cashier. Ass't Cashier.

L. Cornwell, Geo. Naeve, H. F. Schwartz,
Chas. Tabor, J. P.Conner,

AEBISCHER BROS <z

Dlrecion {

DENISON. iOWA.

‘ Fresh Meats.
POULTRY AND GAME IN SEASON,

6hurch, School
and Platiorm

FURNITURE

And Supplies. Natural
Slate Blackboards a Spec-
ialty. American Flags,
School and Factory Bells.
The best goods. Estimates
furnished. Bids made. Save
money by addressing

POSTOFFICE BOX 139,
DENISON, IOWA.

!

Wm. Marshall,
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Three Farms For Sale.

One 1714 acres, nearly all in cultivation, a splendid orchard, good large
barn nicely arranged, feed sheds, good house with large rooms, good well
and two cisterns. Price $4500—Part on time.

Farm of 160 acres in fine state of cultivation, good house, barn and out-

gomarsmsmeyeagtys
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building, all fenced, good orchard, plenty of wood.{_Price 827 per acre—

¥1 Part on time.

.‘ Farm of 20 acres, } of a mile from court house, fine land, good house,
++ fine flowing well, some fruit, a fine place for chicken or hog raising as
;ﬁ’ there is thousands of acres of timber joining. Price $700—Part time,

" A HARTNEY, "™z

] it ’ Modrgan County, Missourl.
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City Meat Market.

Fresh Ovysters.
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