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Uneeda 

The cracker jar has been supplanted by the Uneeda JinJ©r 
Wayfer box. The box that keeps its contents as fresh as the day 
they came from the oven. When your appetite craves a fresh, sweet, 
delicate morsel try a Uneeda Jinjer Wayfer. Keep the box 
•where you can try them often. Where the children can get them as 
often as they like. r 

Uneeda 
ayfer 

la the ivract sister of Uneeda Biscuit. Ask yonr grocer for them. 
Made only by NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY, 

Proprietors of tbe registered trade mark—" U noeda." 

- tJ. La. Warbasse. 
DEALER IN 

Pianos. Organs, sewing Matins 
And musical instruments. We handle the well known 
B u r d e t t  &  N e w m a n  O r g a n s ,  a n d  S m i t h  &  B a r n e s -
Fisher, and Kingsbury Pianos. We also have a".*J< 

• splendid Estey Organ. White Sewing Machines with • 
ball bearings, easy running. We carry a ' new line of 
ioc sheet music and other music; also a full line of 
small goods. Cleaning and repairing of organs and sew
ing machines in charge of expert repairer. Also rotary . 
standard sewing machines. 

CRAWFORD COUNTY 

Real Estate Exchange 
E. GULIGK Mano'r. ^ 

'Denison, , - . v Iowa. 

Farms and Town Property Sold or 
Exchanged on Commission. 

LOANS NEGOTIATED. 
Abstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes 

Paid and Rents Collected. 

Any business entrusted to me will receive 
prompt and careful attention. ' 

MONEY TO LOAN on Eeal Estate security. Not a 11,000,000, but a few tlOO 
Apply to E. Gullck, Boom No. 3, Gullck & Solomon block 
Denison Iowa, 

FOR SALE Several choice Improved farms, close to school and market. Call 
on or address E. Gullck. the leading real estate agent, Denison, la. 

FOR 8ALE Choice resident properties and unimproved town lots on easy terms, 
to E. Gullck, real estate and loan agent, Denison, Iowa. 

3 H. W. RANDALL, E 
3 —painter, Paper Hanger, ^ 

and Decorator. 

•3 

Wall tinting and glazing a specialty. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. 

Special attention to country work. 
For estimates call on or address 

I? 
Telephone No. 152. 

fi3m: 
H. W. RANDALL, 

The Denison Decorator. 
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W. A. MCHENRY, Pres. ; SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier 

F rst National Bank. 
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Tucs. Wed. Tburs. Fri. Sat. 
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Finally the big Dane stepped for
ward again and said, speaking more 
respectfully than he did at first: 

"Mr. Hardy, we be thinking maybe 
you would'like to help towards him the 

ROBERT HARDY'S 
SEVEN DATS. 

J A DREAM ATJD ITS C01?33Q,-JS."KrCES. 

BY REV. CHARLES M. SHELDON, 
Author of "In BU Steps," "The Crucifixion of Philip Strong." "Malaim Kirk. 
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On those trains are groups of coal bo-
grimed human beings who never go in
side a church, who never speak the 
name of Gocl or Christ except in an 
oath, who lead lives that are as desti
tute of spiritual nourishment as a des
ert of sand and rocks and who are 
compelled to labor contrary to .God's 
everlasting law of rest iu order that 
man may have "more to feed his body 
and indulge his passions! Do not tell 
us it is necessary labor. It is labor for 
the making of more money. It does 
not need to be done. The community 
could dispense with it, and in the sight 
of God it is a wicked use of human 
flesh and blood and souls, and" the 
starved spiritual natures of these men 
will colne up at the judgment day be
fore the men who had it in their power 
to say, "Not a wheel shall turn on 
these tracks Sunday even if we don't 
make a little more money." Money or 
souls! Which is worth more in the 
thought of the railroad corporation? 
Let the I'acts make answer. 

Mr. Hardy did' not. know just how 
long he kneeled there in that bare 
ro6m. At last he arose weariedly and 
came out, but his prayer had not re
freshed him The surgeon glanced at 
him inquisitively, but asked no ques
tions. The sick woman was in a state 
of semiconsciousness. Mr. Hardy's 

cook, her sister, sat listlessly and worn 
out by the side of the louuge. The sur 
geon rapidly .gave directions for the 
use of some medicine and prepared to 
go. Some of the neighbors called, and 
the surgeon let two of the women come 
in. Just as the two men were going 
out together, Mr. Hardy still absorbed 
in his great desire to do something of 
importance for the mother and het 
children, his minister. Mr. Jones, ap 
peared. 

He looked surprised at seeing Mr. 
Hardy, inquired the news of tbe doc
tor and at once asked if he could sec* 
the poor widow. The doctor thought it 
would do no harm. Mr. Jones whisper
ed to Mr. Hardy:" 

"She was a faithful member of our 
church, you know'." 

Mr. Hardy did not know it. to bis 
shame, he confessed. This sister of his 
in Christ had been a member of the 
same church, and he had- not even 
known it. If she had happened to sit 
on the sam« side of the building where 
ae sat, he would probably have wonder
ed who that, plain looking person was. 
dressed so poorly. But she had al
ways sat back on the other side, being 

CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, 
DEPOSITS, 

I LOANS, • - - < 

$125,000.00. j'Sr-, 

425.000.00. . 
450.000.0a 

With our thirty years of experience in the banking business and our 
large capital and constant increasing deposits we are able to take care 
of our customers at the lowest rates. Deposits received subject to be 
drawn at sight. Time certificates issued drawing three per cent for 
six and four per cent for twelve months. We make a specialty of 
loaning money on cattle to be fed for market. Money to loan on 
short time 
Also make first m< rtgage loans on improved arms at current rates. 
We sell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts of title and sell steamship 
tickets for foreign parts. Our officers speak German.,, JWe solicit 
your patronage. ' 

Three Farms For sale*,, 
One 174i acres, neany all in cultivation, a splendid orchard, gooo Wge 
barn nicely arranged, feed sheds, good hoase with large rooms, good well 
•nd two cisterns. . Price $4600—Part on time. 

farm of 100 acres in fine state of cultivation, good house, barn and out
building, all fenced, good orchard, plenty of wood. Price 927 per acre-
Part on time. 

Farm of 20 acres, J of a mil' from court house, tine land, good hoase, 
fine flowing well, some fruit n fine place'for chicken or hog raising 
there is th"n»»ni1p of acres of timber joining. Price $700—Part time. 

as 

A. HARTNEY, VERSAUXES, 
Morpi Coimtyi MluourL 

way possible." ' 1 -
Mr. Jones' eyes ailed with tears. . He 

grasped Mr. Ilard.v's hand and said 
simply: "Brother. God bless you! Let 
me be of service to yon in any way 1 
can." 

Mr. Hardy felt a little bettor for.the 
partial confession aud parted with his 
minister at the nest corner, going 
down to his oEiee. 

The features oj the dead man were Axed 
in an expression of despair. 

one of a few poor women who had 
been attracted into the church and 
been comforted by Mr. Jones' simple 
piety and prayers. 

The minister kneeled down and Baid 
a gentle \v,ord to the woman. Then, as 
if in reply to a low voiced request, he 
began a prayer of remarkable beauty 
and comfort. Mr. Hardy wondered n,s 
he listened that he could even have 
thought this man dull In the pulpit. 
He sat down aud sobbed as the prayer 
went on and took to himself tbe conso
lation of that heavenly petition. When 
Mr. Jones rose. Mr. Hardy still sat 
with his bauds over his face. The sur
geon was called out by some one. Tlieq 
the minister, after making arrange
ments with the women who had come 
in for the funeral of Scovllle, started to 
go out, when Mr.- Hardy rose, and they 
went away together. 

"Mr. Jones," said Mr. Hardy as they 
walked along. ','1 have an explanation 
and a confession to make. 1 haven't 
time to make it now, but I want to say 
that I have met God face to face with
in the past 24 hours, and I am con
scious for the first time in years of the 
intensely selfish life I have lived. 1 
need your prayers and help. And I 
want to serve the church and do my 
duty there as I have never before done 
It. I have not supported your work as 
I should. I want you to think o( me 
this week as ready to help In anything 
in my power. Will you accept my apol
ogy for my contempt of your request a 
week ago? I will come Into the meet
ing Thursday night aad help to 

• CHAPTER IV. 
It was now 10 o'clock, and the day 

seemed to biui cruelly brief for the 
work he had to do. He entered the 
office, and almost the first thing he saw 
on his desk was the following letter, 
addressed to him. but writteu in a dis
guised''hand: 

Mr. Hardy—l;s in the casting room don't need 
no looking after, but maybe the^next pot of hot 
iron thai explodes will be next Uie offls if you 
thinks we have bodi .'S but no sots some morning 
ycu will wake up beleving another tiling. We 
ain't so easv le.! as sum supposes. Better look to 
houae and employ spesul patrol; if you do we 
will blak his face for him. 

There was no signature to this threat
ening scrawl, which was purposely 
misspelled and ungrammatically com
posed Mr/Hardy had received threats 
before and paid little attention to them. 
He prided himself on his steady nerves 
and his contempt of all such methods 
used to scare him. Only a coward, he 
reasoned, would ever write an anony
mous letter of such a character. Still 
this inoruiug lie felt disturbed. His 
peculiar circumstances made the whole 
situation take on a more vivid coloring. 
Besides all that, he could not escape 
the conviction that he was in a certain 
sense responsible for the accident iu 
the easting room. It was not his par
ticular business to inspect machinery. 
But Ills attention had been called to it. 
and he felt uow as if lie had been crim
inally careless in 1101 making the in
spection in the absence of the regular 
officer. Au investigation of the acci 
dent would free Mr. Hardy from legal 
responsibility, but in the sight of God 
he felt that he was morally guilty. At 
this moment Mr. Burns came in. He 
looked sullen aud spoke in a low tone: 

"Only half the men are back this 
morning, sir. Scoville's death aud the 
injuries of the others have had a bad 
effect on the men." 

Mr. Iiardy crumpled the letter nerv
ously in his hand. 

"Mr. Burns, I would like to apologize 
to you for my neglect of the injured 
men. Who are they and how badly are 
the.v hurt?" 

Burns looked surprised, but made 
answer, describing briefly the acci
dents/ Mr. • Hardy listened intently 
with bowed head. At last he looked 
up and said abruptly: 

"Come into the casting room." • 
They went out of thC office, passed 

through the repairing shops and enter
ed the foundry department. Even on 
that bright winter morning, w.'.th the 
air outside so clear and cool, the atmos
phere in this place was murky and 
close. The forges in the blacksmith 
room at the farther end glowed through 
the smoke and dust like smoldering 
piles of rubbish dumped here and there 
by chance upon some desolate moc:-

and stirred by ill omened demons of 
the nether world. Mr. Hardy shudder
ed as lie thought of standing in such an 
atmosphere all day to work at severe 
muscular toil. He recalled with sharp 
vividness a request made only two 
months before for dust fans which had 
proved successful in other shops and 
which would remove a large part of 
the heavy, coal laden air, supplying 
fresh air in its place. The company 
had refused the request and had even 
said through one of its officers that 
when the men wore out the company 
could easily get more. 

Mr. Hardy aud the foreman paused 
at the entrance to the casting room 
where the men had been injured the 
day before. A few men were working 
sullenly. Mr. Iiardy asked the fore 
man to call the men together near the 
other end of the room; he wanted to 
say something to them, He walked 
over there while the foreman spoke to 
the men. They dropped their tools and 
came over to where Mr. Hardy^ was 
standing. They were mostly Scandi
navians and Germans, with a sprin
kling of Irish and Americans. Mr. 
Hardy looked at them thoughtfully 
They were a hard looking crowd. Then 
he said very slowly and distinctly: 

"You may quit work until after Sco
ville's funeral. The machinery here 
needs overhauling." 

The men stood impassive for a mo
ment. Finally a big Dane stepped up 
and said: 

"We be no 'minded to quit work 
these times. We no can afford It Give 
us work in some other place." 

Mr. Hardy looked at him and replied 
quietly: 

"The wages will go o* jwet the same 
while you are •ut." 

There was a perceptible stir among 
tbe men. They looked confused and 
Incredulous. Mr. Hardy still looked at 
them 

"No, no thanks! I'll do something more." 
family of the dead and others as be 
hurt. I been 'pointed to take up purse 
for poor fellows injured. We all take 
hand in't. My brother be one lose his 
two eyes." 

A tear actually rolled down .the 
grimy cheek of the big fellow and 
'-•opped into the coal dust at his feet. 
Mr. Hardy realized that he was look
ing at a brother man. He choked 
down a sob and putting his hand in his 
pocket pulled out all the change he.had 
and pound it into the 'Dane's hand. 
Then, seeing that it was only $4 or $5, 
he pulled out his purse and emptied 
that of its bills, while Burns, the fore
man, aud all the men looked on in stu
pefied wonder. 

'No, no thanks! I'll do something 
more." 

Mr. Hardy walked away, feeling as 
if the ground were' heavy under him. 
What was all his money compared 
with that life which had been sacrific
ed in that gas poisoned sepulcher? He 
could not banish from his mind the pic
ture of that face as it looked to him 
when he drew back the sheet and look
ed at it. 

He hurried back to the office through 
the yard and sat down at the well 
worn desk. The mail had come in. aud 
half a dozen letters lay there. What 
iljd It all amount to. this grind of busi
ness, when the heartache of the world 
called for so much sympathy? Then 
over him came the sense of his obliga
tions to his family—Clara's need of a 
father's help, George going to the bad. 
Alice in need of sympathy, his wife 
weeping even now at home, the church 
and Sunday school where he had been 
of so little use. the family of Scoville 
to be provided for, the other injured 
men to be visited. Improvements for 
the welfare of the men in the shops to 
be looked after aud the routine of his 
business—all these things crowded in 
upon him. and still he saw the face and 
heard the voice of Eternity. "Seven 
days more to live!" 

He sank into a reverie for a moment. 
He was roused by the sounding of the 
noon whistle. What, noon already? So 
swiftly had the time gone! He turned 
to his Tlesk. bewildered, and picked up 
lys letters, glanced over them hurried
ly aud then gave directions for the an
swers of some of them to his impatient 
f lerk. who had been wondering at his 
employer's strange behavior this morn
ing. Among the letters was one which 
made his cheek burn with self re
proach. It was an invitation to a club 
dinner to be given that evening in hon
or of-some visiting railroad president. 

It was just such an occasion as lie 
had enjoyed very many times before, 
and the recollection brought to mind 
the number of time's he had gone away 
from his home and left his wife sitting 
drearily by the fire. How could he 
have done it? He tossed the gilded in
vitation iiercely into the wastebasket 
and, rising, walked his room, thinking, 
thinking.. He had so much to do and 
so little time to do it in! He thought 
thus a moment, then went out and 
walked rapidly over to the hotel where 
he was in the habit of getting lunch 
when he did not go Lome. He ate a 
little hurriedly and then hastened out. 

As he was going out upon the side
walk two young men came in and Jos
tled against him. They were smoking 
and talking in a loud tone. Mr. Iiardy 
caught the sound'of his own name. He 
looked at the speaker, and it was the 
face of the young man he had seen in 
his dream, the one who had insulted 
George and struck him afterward. For 
a moment Mr. Hardy was teujpted to 
confront the youth and inquire, into his 
son's habits. 

"N.o," he said -to himself imer a 
pause; "I will have a good talk with 
George himself. That will be .the 
best." 

He hurried back to the office and ar
ranged some necessary work for his 
clerk, took a walk through the other 
office, then went to the telephone anil 
called up the superintendent of the 
Sunday school, who was a bookkeeper 
In a clothing house. He felt an intense 
desire to arrange for an interview with 
him as soon as possible. Word came 
back from the house that the superin
tendent had been called out of town by 
serious illness In his old home and 
would not be back until Saturday. Mr. 
Hardy felt a disappointment more 
keen than the occasion seemed to war
rant. He was conscious that the time 
was very brief. He had fully made up 
his mind that so far aB in him lay he 
would redeem his selfish past and 
make a week such as few men ev; ;• 
made. He was Just beginning to real
ize that circumstances are not always 
in our control. We are obliged to wail 
for time to do some things. We cannot 
redeem seven years of selfishness with 
seven days of self denial. The death 
of Scoville revealed to Mr. Hardy his 
powerUwiMVW • lw I he face 

possibilities. He now feared that the 
superintendent would fail to return in 
time to let him confess to him his just 
sotrow for his lack of service in the 
school. He sat down to his desk and 
under that impulse wrote a letter that 
expressed in part how he felt. Then. . 
he jotted down the following' items to 
be referred to the proper authorities of 
the road: : 

Item 1. The dust in the blacksmith 
shop and in the brass polishing rooms, 
is largely unnecessary. The new En- ' 
glefield revolving rolling fans and ele
vator ought to be introduced in both 
departments. The cost will be but an 
item to the road and would prolong the 
life and add to the comfort of the em
ployees. Very important. ' 1 i 

Item 2. Organized and intelligent ef 
fort should be made by all railroad cor- • 
porations to lessen Sunday work in v ' 
shops and 011 the road. All perishable -
freight should be so handled as to call 
for the services of as few men on Sun
day as possible, and excursion and pas
senger trains should be discontinued 
except in cases of unavoidable neces
sity. . V 

Item 3. The inspection of boilers, re
torts, castings, machinery of all kinds,' 
should be made by thoroughly compe
tent and responsible men, who shall an
swer for all unnecessary accidents by . 1 

swift and severe punishment in case of 
loss of life or limb. tvy 

Item 4. In case of injury or death to^A'-* 
employees, if incurred through the neg
lect of the company to provide safety, ^, ' 
It should provide financial relief for thej|:5*. 
families thus injured or stricken by/v." 
death and so far as possible arrange; V 
for their future. 

Item 5.  Any well organized railroad^ 
could, with profit to its employees^ -, 
have upon its staff of salaried men a^.„ -
corps of chaplains or preachers whose,.,' ' 
business is would be. to look after the|'.;< 
religious interests of the employees. -V' 

Under this last item Mr. Hardy wrote^ 
in a footnote, "Discuss feasibility of 
this with Mr. B., influential director." 

It was now 3 o'clock. The short win
ter day was fast drawing to a close.'*,. 
The hum of the great engine in the ma- •' 
chine shop was growing very weari
some to the manager. He felt sick of -
its throbbing tremor and longed to es
cape from it. Ordinarily he Would 
have gone to t}ie clubroom and had a 
game of chess with a member, or else 
he would have gone down and idled 
away an hour or two before supper at 
the Art museum, where he was a con
stant visitor—that was when he "had -
plenty of time and the business of the 
office was not pressing. Young Well-
man, however, had succeeded to the ' : 
clerical details of the shops, and Mr. 
Hardy's time was generally free after 
4 o'clock. . , '' 

He had' been oppressed with the 
thought of the other injured men. He 
must go and see them. He could not 
rest till he had personally visited them. 
He went otjt and easily ascertained 
where the men lived. Never before did 
the contrast between the dull, uninter
esting row of shop tenements and his 
own elegant home rise up so sharply . 
before him. In fact, he had never . 
given it much thought before. Now, 
as he looked forward to the end of the"'"; 
week, he knew that at its close he " 
would be no richer, no better able to 
enjoy lustories than the dead man lying 
in No. 700. He wondered vaguely but ' 
passionately how he could make use of 
what he had heaped together to make > 
the daily lives of some of these poor 
men happier. 

He found the man who had lost both 
eyes sitting Up in bed and feeling in a 
pathetic manner of a few blocks of 
wood which one of the children in the 
room had brought to him. He was a 
big, powerful man like his brother, the 
large boned Dane, and it seemed a very 
pitiful thing that he should be lying 
there like a baby when his muscles "i. 

were as powerful as ever. The brother 
was in the room with the injured man, 
and he said to him: ~ 

"Olaf, Mr. Hardy come to see you." 
"Hardy? ..Hardy?" queried the man 

In a peevish tone. "What do I know 
, him to be?" 

"The manager. The one who donate 
so really much moneys to you." 

"Ah!" with an indescribable accent. 
"He make me work on Sunday. He 
lose me my two eyes. A bad man, •£ 
Svord. 1 will no have anything to do 
with him." v 

And the old descendant of a thousand 
kings turned his face to the wall and 
would not even so much as make a mo
tion toward his visitor. His brother 
offered a rude apology. Mr. Hardy re
plied in a low tone: 

"Say nothing about it. I deserve all 
your brother says. But for a good rea-, 
son I wish Olaf would say he forgives 
me." 

Mr. Hardy came nearer the bed and 
spoke very earnestly and as if. he had 
known the man intimately: 

"1 did you a great wrong to order the 
work on Sunday and in not doing my 
duty concerning tbe inspection of the 
machinery. I have come to say so and 
to ask your forgiveness. I may never 
see you again. Will you say to me, 
'Brother, I forgive you?' " 

There was a moment of absolute 
passivity on the part of the big fellow; 
then a very large and brawny baud 
was extended, and the blind map said: 

"Yes, I forgive. We learned that, la 
the old Bible at 'Svendorf." 

Mr. Hardy laid his hand In the other, * 
and his lips moved in prayer of bum
ble thanksgiving. What, Robert Hardy! 
Is this that proud man who only the 
day before was so lifted up with self
ishness that he could coldly criticise 
his own minister for saying that peo
ple ought to be more Christlike? Are 
you standing here In this poor man's 
house which two days ago you .frould 
not have deigned to enter and beseech
ing him as your brother In the great 
family of God to forgive you fqr what 
you have done and left undone? Yes; 
you have looked into the Face of Eter
nity; you realize now what life really 
means and what souls are really 
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