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Straw-
AND l̂berries 
NOBLE ARNOLD 

PANTS! 
\A/E have so many single 

pants and we are bound 
to sell them out. In order to 
do so we have greatly re-

B
duced the price on them. We will sell 
you A HEAVY, ALL 
WOOL PANTS for KJUJu JrAiN 1 O TO 

$1.50, 
WORTH $2.75,and 
TheCELEBRATED 
Madrid Pants for 
$2.50. Size, 30 to 
50-in. waist meas= 
ure. 

We will  give you some of the 
best bargains you ever had 
on our heavy goods. Come 
in and let us show you what 
we can do for you. 

J. H. ALLEN 
MANCHESTER, IOWA. 

- ^ 1 7 •> ^ i {J7 

BAKERS 
MON AC A COFFEES 

are not only carefully cleaned,pre

pared and scientifically roasted, 
but what is of far greater import
ance, they are blended by a sys

m 'La. tem exclusively our own and one m 'La. 
which insures absolute uniformity. 

\ , « 
"When you have selected a Monaca 
Brand Coffee, you will find it the 

same to-morrow, the same next 

V f f  week, the same next _year! 
For sale by 

HARRY STEWART 
i 
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The Maid was in 
the Garden 
hanging out the clothes and 
met with a most unpleasant ac
cident. Why not send your 
clothes to the Manchester 
Steam Laundry to belaundried 
and this save all trouble at 
nome? You can get better 
work for less money at a first 
class laundry than you can in 
any other way. Clothes called 
for and delivered promptly. 

MANCHESTER STEAM LAUNDRY 
We ask only one trial. 'PHONE 238 

| "5 —t. ^ quickest and best route to Delaware county homes 
•""< f| lr use the MANCHESTER DEMOCRAT. It is relig-

• lously read in the office, the shop, the factor, on the 
street and in the home. Your ad in its columns is 

bound to bring business. 

0 

Cood Bread 
is half the bill of fare and an evi
dence of civilized life. Fine flower 
must be used to make it. The out
put of the Quaker Mills is not ex
celled in the world. That's why we 
carry it, knowing that it is equally 
good for cakcs and pies. These 
flours are as good as the wheat, 
and the wheat is always Ai. Touch
ing on prices, 100 lbs. for $1.80 

PETERSON BROS 

The World Agatost Him 
By WILL N. HARBEN. 

Copyright. IOQO. by 
A. N- KeUopi; Newspaper Compter 

BYNOrSIS. 
CHAJ?T22tt I.—Ronald Is the one promis

ing member of tho Fanshaw household, un
appreciated by any of the other*, save- his 
brother David. Thoprtct-dii^g summer he 
had saved the 11 Co of Evelyn, second daugh
ter of Col. Haabrooko, the counlv's great
est planter, and whoso uplendid homo was 
known as "Carnleigh." 

CHAPTER II. — At Carnleigh. James 
Hardy, n Charleston cotton merchant and 
aultor for thu hand of Caroline, l!a«-
brooko'H cldost daughter, and Cupt. 
Winkle, an admlrc-r of Evolvn, are guests. 
Kvclyn's .school dny» over, Honald mccta 
her by chance, when she again thanks him 
for tho fight ho had made with the angry 
bull which had threatened her life. Sho 18 
glad of rebuke he had given Winkle, hut 
a few minutes before, who had conde
scendingly thrown him a coin for a little 
Ashing halt. 

CHAPTER 311.—Ronald, returning home 
with hin brother, 1s overtaken by tho Has-
brooke trap. Winkle, holding tho reins, 
trios deliberately to rldo Ronald down, 
the trap coming 5?o near as to knock the 
basket in his hand to the ground. Ronalo 
determines to have satisfaction. 

CIJAPTETt IV.—The,next morning, with 
two revolvers in Ms pockets, Ronald makes 
his way to a place where Winkle may be 
met. Winkle refuses to fight a man In 
Ronald's position in life. Ronald, bent on 
humiliating the coward, grasps him by 
the collar and deliberately cute off the 
buttons and shoulder straps from his unl-
lorm. Winkle sneaks back to tho house. 
Kvelyn, who had been gathering flowers, 
tells Ronald she had been eavesdropping. 
Sorry fop- what ho had done in anger, he 
ghvs her the buttons and shoulder straps, 
that they might bo put again on the cap
tain's coat. 

CHAPTER V.—That night in the draw
ing-room at Carnlelgh, llasbroofte tells 
the sad story of Mrs. Lancaster, one of his 
guests. In early life during the war. her 
husband, a confederate ofllcer, had been 
killed by mountain bushwhackers, and her 
baby loat, perhaps killed. A little later 
Capt. Winkle gives a colored account of 
his meeting with Fanshaw. By a iiy 
stroke Evelyn shows him she knows the 
true version. When he finds her alone, he 
threatens to tell her father of hor being 
In correspondence with Fanshaw. She de
nies having learned of the affair In that 
way, saying she was a witness, and tftila 
of having the buttons and ehouJder strap* 
In her possession. 

CHAPTER VI.—One July m»rning Ron
ald finds a lynching plot on. A wonrnn 
has been murdered for her money, and the 
suspect, caught with blood-stained handt 
and considerable money, had escaped'from 
the sheriff and known to be In hiding in th& 
pwamp. Young Fanshaw determine* t® 
thwart the mob. 

CHAPTER VII.—The mob beats the 
swamp, but Ronald goes from man to man, 
trying to dissuade thorn from their pur
pose of lynching the man when captured. 
Evelyn learns of his noble course, and 
wants to write a note of encouragement. 
Mrs. Lancaster, who has been made a con
fidante, disapproves, but compromises by 
writing such a note herself. 

CHAPTER VIII.—It is after dark when 
the fuglthe is finally captured. Ronald 
speaks to the crowd, and, on the pretext of 
showing the crowd how small the prisoner 
Is, he lifts the lad to tho saddle, wheels his 
horse, and is off for the Jail at Danube. 
Sydney Hart, ringleader of the mob, find
ing himself thwarti d, fires at the fleeing 
figure, but pavid knocks the gun barrel 
up, so that no one Is hurt. Evelyn anxiously 
watches the road until in the early morning 
she sees him safety return to his home. 

"I thought I saw him fall off." sale 
Evelyn. ''Oh, if—if lie is dead—" 

Evelyn's voice broke. They "were 
both silent for a few minutes and then 
the}* saw the torches going' out oue 
by one. The people were goings home. 
There could be no doubt now. Rome-
thing- had happened. Ronald's voice 
was heard no more; could it be stilled 
forever? Then they heard tHe trap re
turning-. The two women advanced 
to the steps us the horses were reined 
In at the door. The occupants alight* 
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"WHAT DID THEY DO, FATHER?" 

ed. As her father ascended the steps 
Evelyn caught both his hands in hers. 
"What did they do, father?" sho aslted. 

The old soldier laughed. 
"Do?" he exclaimed, enthusiastical

ly, as he rubbed his hands together, 
"why.theydidnotliHig. Jade Fanshaw's 
eon rode into their ranks and made the 
grandest speech I ever listened to in 
my life, lie turned the wtry marrow 
in my bonea to ice. I was oold one 
mi&ute and as hot as old Nick the 
next. I believe we were all hypnotized. 
From the minute ho began to shtrw up 
the horror of lynch law and the risk 
they were running of hanging an inno
cent man, I believe I'd a-died rather 
than let the mob harm the fellow. lie 
stood there with more ropes on him 
than he could carry and didn't look 
big enough to harm a- fly. After Fan
shaw got their attention the first thing 
he demanded was that they let the 
prisoner tell his story. He gained his 
point and tha little chap began to talk. 
You could hardly hear what he said, 
he was so fatigued and hoarse. 'In 
the name of God and Christianity,' he 
said, Met ma have a chance to prove 
I'm not guilty/ 

"•Syd Hart, Iliad Williams and their 
faction were too full of whisky and 
hatred to lie moved by mere eloquence; 
they were there for blood, and they 
were going to have it; so they tried 
to drown out what the prisoner was 
sayjng. But Fanshaw, towering above 
them all on his horse, finally succeeded 
in. getting him heard and the bov's 
story satisfied me of his innocence. He 
said the money ho had was his sav
ings from two years' hard work in an 
iron foundry in Chattanooga and that 
he was taking it home to his widowed 
mother, who depend# on lum for her 
support. lie said ho was tramping 
home on foot to save the expense of a 
railroad ticket. Somebody asked him 
why he had tried to escape from tho 
sheiiil, and he said he was afraid of 
being lynched—that he had heard of 
tiie treatment men accused of crime re
ceived in these mountalns-

"Then tome one asked him about the 
blood on his hands and shirt, and he 
showed thein a cut on his leg which 
had been bound up and was bleeding. 

"About that time byd Hart became 
obstreperous again. Captain, I saw 
you talking to him just then. I won-
deied if jou had said anything to in
flame—" 

*'I thought I might reason with him," 
broke in Winkle, with a start. "I saw 
he wo*» clear out of his head, wholly 
unreasonable, you know." 

"Well, you seemed to havo struck 
stony ground for your good seed," 
laughed llasbrooke, "for ho got wilder 
than ever." 

"Oh, do go onl" cried Mrs. Lancas
ter. "What became of Mr. l-'anshawV" 

"I was coming to him," said the old 
man. "As soon as he appeared on the 
scene, the sheriff, who had hardly 
opened his mouth in any sort of remon
strance, picked up his courage and be
gan to try to get possession of the pris
oner; but nobody paid any attention to 
him. Hart and Williams had their ears. 
However, young Fanshaw saw how tho 
thing was going and brought it to a fo
cus by the most unexpected and 

risky move I ever saw. Pretending that 
he "wanted the people in the edge of the 
crowd to see how small the prisoner 
was, he lifted the little fellow onto his 
horse in front of him, and, before any
one suspected what he was up to, he 
had wheeled his horse and was off like 
the wind. Syd Hart pulled his revolver 
and aimed it at Fansliaw's back, but 
Dave Fanshaw knocked the weapon up, 
and it went off without harming any
one. Then Dare held a pistol at Hart's 
head and dared him to stir a muscle. 
Thic quarrel dre* the attention of the 
mob from the prisoner and Fanshaw 
bore him away without any opposition. 
Tht sheriff followed at his heels. They 
have gone with him to the jail in Dan
ube. He'll be safe there." 

Evelyn was closely watching Winkle; 
6he had read him better than had her 
father. 

"It was the noblest deed I ever heard 
of," she said, e-xultingly. 

Winkle responded with a shrug and 
a frown. 

"Fanshaw will pay well for it, in all 
probability," he said, sullenly. 

Despite her habitual command over 
her emotions Evelyn's face fell, but she 
did not gratify her enemy by reply
ing to his thrust. 

llcr father agreed with Winkle. 
"Yes," he said, "it is not over yet by 

any means. Syd and Tliad will certain
ly be bent on revenge, and Fanshaw 
w ill be their target. I never saw a more 
malignant countenance than Hart's 
when he realized that his plan® were 
thwarted. I guess he will lie in wait 
for Fanshaw on. his return from Dan
ube." 

Grown suddenly faint, Evelyn- turned 
into the hall. Mr. Hardy's voice followed 
her and beat pleasantly on her ears. "I 
certainly take off my hat to that sort 
of courage," lie was saying. "Fanshaw 
has the right kind of grit. It's a pity 
the world has not more men like him. 

Evelyn's window commanded a view 
of the road leading from Danube to 
Fanshaw's house, and the remainder of 
the night, sleepless and distraught, she 
sat gazing across the fields at a spot she 
knew he must pass on his way home. 
And there, in that awful still suspense, 
she read her heart as she had never read 
it before. 

"Yes," she confessed to herself, aloud, 
because she loved to hear her own voice 
pronouncing a truth which seemed to 
have quickened her soul inrto a new and 
higher life, "yes, I love him! I love 
him!" 

About five o'clock, after it had grown 
light'—when the sky in the east was 
turning golden—her long vigil was re
warded. Moving along the road, with 
a tired step, she saw a white horse, and 
a moment later she recognized the 
rider. Then she put her icy hands to 
her face and burst into tears of relief. 

AA hour later, with a mother's solid-
tuere, Mrs. Lancaster stole into her room 
and found her asleep, her head resting 
on the bare window board. The good 
woman comprehended it all, and, rais
ing the girl's face, she kissed her eye
lids till they opened. 

"He is safe!" were Evelyn's first 
words. "I saw him come home. I inr-
tended to go to bed then, but I was say
ing my prayers here wlien'I fell asleep." 

Mrs. Lancaster's lips twitched sympa
thetically as she put Evelyn to bed and 
sat by her stroking her brow until 
sleep came again. Then the old lady sat 
with her chin resting in her hand, quite 
thoughtful. 

"I really don't know which way my 
duty lies," she mused. "She loves him 
—she loves liini just as I should have 
done at her age, and she will suffer over 
giving him up as I suffered whem he 
was torn out of my life." 

CHAPTER IX. 

The guests and family at Carnleigh 
usually came down to breakfast irregu
larly, but this morning by eight .o'clock 
they were all at the table, including 
Evelyn. The colonel, who had been out 
for an early business walk with one of 
his overseers, was the last to sit down. 
And as he took his place at the head 
of the table he had the air of a man 
anxious to be questioned. He had 
picked up a piece of news. 

"Well," he began, with twinkling 
eyes, "it seems that Ronald Fanshaw 
was not spending his breath ancNrid-
ing his horse to death for nothing. 

"So he reached the Jail all right, did 
he?" inquired Mr. Hardy, as he put a 
apoomful of whipped cream Into his oof-
fee. 

"'Oh, yes, he made that trip all right, 
but the news has just come from Wilkin 
Station, on. the other side of the moun
tain, that a negro has been arrested 
who has already4eonfessed to the crime 
of killing the old woman." 

"So the boy was innocent, after aill* 
cried Hardy. 

"Yes; the sheriff nabbed the wrong 
bird at the start, and if it had not been 
for Fanshaw his body would have been 
swinging at the sgort of the wind this 
morning." 

"Aud a widowed mother rtould have 
been without her son," put in Mrs. Lan
caster, with telling- offect» 

"Fanshaw did only what any man 
would have don£ who believed in the 
prisoner's innocence," said Capt. Win
kle, with an icy.smile at no one in par
ticular. 

Hut Mis. Lancaster was more than a 
match for him. "It's only what one 
man did do," she retorted.* Thereupon 
Winkle stirred his coffee in moody si 
lence. 

"I am borry It was Ronald Fanshaw 
who is to get all the credit," remarked 
Caroline Hasbrooke, coldly. "Since he 
has taken up the study of law it looks as 
if he lias a pretty good idea of his im
portance. Things are coming to a pret
ty pass when such people as the Fan-
shaws get into the professions usually 
held by gentlemen." 

"Don't kick againBt the pricks" (it 
was a favorite expression of hefefa-
ther's), "the common people have been 
rising into prominence since the birth 
of creation." 

"And the better class has been degen* 
oiating," remarked Mr. Hardy, with a 
slow smile. "As far us I am concerned, 
I'd rather employ a man like. Fanshaw 
to defend me, if I were on trial for my 
life, than some man with more ancestry 
and less individual'torce." 

44I3ravo! bien dit," applauded Mrs-
Lancaster, and she rose to accompany 
Evelyn out on the lawn* 

The dew lay as heavy us raindrops on 
the grass and hung like scintillating 
gems from the gofgeous hollyhocks, the 
liidftn chieftains, and the roses flared 
like billows of red on the silvery grecn-
M\nt-d of the sloping terraces. Mrs. 
Lancaster was first to break the alienee. 

M1 xtced not tell you I'm glad that boy 
was innocent," she began. "I am espe
cially glad because it emphasizes the 
nobility of Mr, Fanshaw'sact. Iain go
ing to drive over to his house in the pony 
cart this mornang. I have something to 
say to him." 

L\elyn raised her great eyes in aston
ishment, but she uttered no comment. 

Mrs, Lancaster's voice shook per-
ceptibly as she went on: 

"-Nothing lias ever uffccted me so 
powerfully as all this has. Last 
night the impassioned fervor of his 
voice while ho was speaking down 
there brought^back some of the ten* 

derest and saddest recollections of my 
young iharried life. It reminded me 
of a speech in favor of secession that 
my husband made, just before the 
war broke out. There seemed to be 
a ring in Mr. Fanshaw's tones like my 
husband's. It may have been only 
my imagination, and the great dis
tance, but it drove me nearly wild 
with the old pain. And last night 
in thinking of Mr. Fanshaw's danger, 
it seemed to be my husband who was 
in peril. Really, I did not sleep a 
wink. I went to the window a hun
dred times, I saw Mr. Fanshaw re
turning this morning, and then I drew 
my first easy breath. Oh, Evelyn!" 
(Mrs. Lancaster was gazing into the 
girl's eyes) "what is the matter with 
both of us?" 

Evelyn shook her head; her rich, 
abundant hair glistening like threads 
of burnished gold in the sun. 

"I know what's the matter with me," 
she said, with a little lnugh. "I hope 
something else is wrong with you." 

Mrs. Lancaster sighed. "When I get 
back from his house I maj' tell you 
whut I am going for, but 1 shall not 
now—no, I shall not now." 

Mrs. Lancaster had several times 
taken short drives in the pony eart, 
which was always at the disposal of 
the guests of Carnleigh, and so, when 
she ordered it out at ten o'clock, no 
one made any comment. As she 
drove up near the dilapidated domi
cile of the Fanshaws she began to 
shrink from her intehtions. The place 
certainly presented a torn-down, for
bidding aspect. In front, not twenty 
yards from the porch, was a decaying 
rail fence and a gate that sagged to 
the earth. The roof of the porch was 
low and flat, dank and moss-grown, 
and on it lay some pieces of ragged 
cast-off clothing on which two or three 
cats lay sleeping in the sun. The two 
sisters half lay, half sat on the porch, 
and Mr*. Fanshaw stood in the front 
doorway, her dull gaze an the cart 
and its inmate. The dogs sprang 
from under the house and ran bark
ing furiously to the gate, and Mrs. 
Fanshaw, thinking that the lady had 
stopped to ask some question about 
the road, as passers-by often did, 
shambled down the steps and out to 
the cart. She succeeded in driving tho 
dogs back, and then leaned over tho 
gate expectantly. 

"I called to see Mr. Ronald Fan-
thaw," announced the visitor; "is he at 
heme?" 

"Yes, ma'am," answered Mrs. Fan
shaw; "he was up in his room jest 
now. Won't you 'light an' come in?" 

The room into which tho aristo
cratic caller was ushered had a worn 
scrap of carpet from the door to the 
big, sooty fireplace. There were on 
the walls several warped chromos and 
crudely enlarged crayon portraits of 
Fanshaw and his wife, also photo
graphs of every member of the fam
ily except Ronald, who had never 
cared to have his picture taken. Mrs. 
Fanshaw gave the visitor a turkey-
wing fan, and brought in some fresh 
water. Mrs. Lancaster was sipping 
it from the edge of the big cracked 
tumbler when Ronald came down the 
narrow creaking stairs and entered 
the room. 

"You may not know who I am," 
began Mrs. Lancaster, as he stood 
waiting for her to resume her chair, 
after sho had risen and given him her 
hand. 

"You may rest assured, madam, that 
everybody in this neighborhood knows 
you, at least by sight. The poor and 
needy have good cause for remember
ing you." ^ 

She started at the sound of his 
voice and stared at him for fully a 
minute; her eyes were expanded in 
surprise, and she seemed unable to^re-
ply to his compliment. She put her 
handkerchief to her quivering lips, 
and when she finally spoke it was with 
a visible effort at self-control. 

"I hope you will pardon me," she 
faltered, "but your voice is so like 
that of a dear one who was taken 
from me a long time ago—ray hus
band, who met a tragic death dur
ing the war. Last night when I 
heard you speaking in the distance I 
was reminded of him, and now—oh! 
it is very silly of me, but—you can't 
imagine how much your voice re
sembles his, and—" (the speaker swal
lowed something which seemed to 
slick in her throat) "then your hair, 
ond eyes, and hands remind me of his 
so—so very much." 

Ronald had flushed red, and seemed 
at a loss how to proceed. 

"I am sorry," he said, finally, "if any 
features of mine bring up said recol
lections." 

"I am a silly goose," the visitor 
said, with a little laugh, which was not 
quite her own. "I hope you received 
the note I wrota you yesterday?" 

Ronald bowed. "It was the one thing 
which sustained me—made mo work 
on to the end. I almost lost hope yes
terday afternoon. There wafc not a 
man on my side, even the sheriff was 
afraid to open his mouth. A dozen men 
had threatened to kill me." 

His auditor was bending towards 
him, feasting on his features with wide-
open eyes and hands tightly clasped in 
her lap. 

"I was almost sorry I advised you 
to try to save him, Mr. Fanshaw, when 
the climax was reached and I realized 
vour own peril; but now that you have 

triumphed I am glad I wrote you—oh, 
so glad! For your work last night 
has shown uia what a noble mas you 
are, and—" 

"I think," ha aaid, seeing that ahe 
was not going to proceed, "that the 
usual ha&te in such matters is not due 
lo the evil natures of these people, 
but to a certain inability to believu in 
the innocence of a man accused as this 
one was." / 

"It is certainly good of you to defend 
them as you do," said the old lady, her 
ejes still bent eagerly, searchingly on 
Ins face. "You have heard perhaps of 
thej capture and confession of the real 
criminal?" 

He told her he had just received the 
news. 

"Then," ahe went on, "the boy will 
be released, will he not?" 

"Oh, at once, of course!" 
"Do you intend to see him before he 

leaves?" 
Ronald told her he was going to ride 

to town and persuade the prisoner to 
finish his journey by rail, 

"Ah, I am so glad, for that is what 
I came to see 3*ou about. I have brought 
him a little gift; I understand his 
mother is old and needy. I hope it will 
not trouble you to deliver it to him." 

"I shall do it with a great deal of 
pleasure," he told her. 

As ahe gave him the roll oi bills 
which she took from her purse 4icr 
eyes steadied themselves on his face. 

"There is another thing, Mr. Fan
shaw," ahe faltered. "I hope you will 
forgive me if I am presuming, but since 
I have heard how hard you aro strug
gling to fit yourself for your chosen 
profession I have been ashamed of my
self for the idle, aimless life I am lead
ing. I have far more money than I 
can use, even if I were young, and you 
see I am getting old. If you would only 
allow ma to instruct my banker to—" 

He understood what she intended to 
say and theTlush which had died out 
of his handsome face returned. 

"It is most kind of you," he inter
rupted, "and under some circumstances 
I might be glad to avail myself of your 
benevolence, but in my struggles I have 
found out that all the toil, all the sav
ing, all the dei>rivations have really 
been best for mo. Resides the worst 
hae passed. I find myself pretty sure 
of admittance to the bar, and I have 
really saved up enough to defray mj* 
simple expenses for a year or so until 
I can get started." 

Mrs. Lancaster lookedcrestfallen, but 
she did not press her point. 

"Theu I can only hope and pray that 
all success may come your way, and 
perfect happiness" (she suddenly 
thought of Evelyn and sighed). 

He seemed to lie reading her 
thoughts, for he started and a grave 
expression took hold of his leatures. 
The color ran out of his face. 

"I have made up my mind," he 6aid, 
simply, "that I am never to have ideal 
happiness—the sort of happiness that 
comes to some fortunate people and 
never to others." 

She was sure that he was alluding 
pointedly to Evelyn, and she felt a 
sharp tug at her heart-strings. Her 
eyes seemed to melt on his face; he was 
so like her dead husband, the sound 
of his voice was sweeter than a lost 
chord from some heavenly choir. She 
stood up and, offering her hand, ahe 
pressed his fingers tightly. 

"If I had my way you should have 
all your desires," she i>aid, with a lit-

m 

•REMEMBER YOU M^VE A TRUE 
FRIEND OVER THERE.1 

tie catch in her voice; "all, ever£ one 
of them, including the lova of the 
traest, purest girl that ever lived." 

Then she saw his strength give way; 
she felt his hand quiver and grow 
limp in her clasp; his face was working 
under tense emotion. 

"I do not allow myself to think ol 
that," he said, with sudden firmnesB. 
"That has been only a dream of*mine, 
a hopeless, vain dream, sent to teach me 
how grimly real life is." 

Tears sprang into Mrs. Lancaster's 
eyes and she choked up. 

"You must not loso hope," she al
most sobbed, as she wrung his hand 
and then quickly'released It. 

He laughed bitterly. "I never called 
it hope at any time," he said. "She 
has only been my dream." 

She had reached the door and was 
looking out into the yard where old 
Fanshaw, in his untied brogans, hick
ory shirt and jeans pants, was oiling 
the axles of a wagon under an apple 
tree. She overheard the low voices of 
his two (laughters on the porch and 
Mrs. Fanshaw's heavy tread iu the ad
joining sitting-room. 

"Remember," said Mrs. Lancaster, 
"that you have a true friend over 
there." 

"Thank you," he replied as she passed 
out. He escorted her, hat in hand, to 
the cart and assisted her to her seat. 
Then, with a twitching lip, he stood 
watching the cart as it rolled away. 

Evelyn was in the garden gathering 
flowers for the dining-table when hor 

friend returned. She held her arms 
full of them when the old lady alight
ed and came down the walk to her. 
Evelyn studied her faca in astonish" 
ment. 

"Why, dear Mrs. Lancaster!" she ex
claimed, "you have been crying." 

The old woman wiped her red eyfea 
and began to shed fresh tears. 

"He is so like my husband," she said, 
huskily. "So noble; such a grand char* 
acter." 

Evelyn's face lighted up. "I have al
ways known that, Mrs. Lancaster. Now 
you must tell me all that took plaoa— 
mind, every word that you said 
every word he said." Evelyn drew her 
down oa a rustle seat; her whole body 
seemed ready to listen. Mrs. Lancaster 
told her of her offer to aid Ronald and 
Evelyn broke out, impulsively: 

"And he refused to accept it! Icould 
have told you that." 

"Yes, he refused," and 2Cra. Lancas
ter gave his rcasona in detail. Evelyn 
raised a bunch of p.ink rosea to her 
face; they were the color of her cheeks. 
"Nothing," she said, with conviction, 
"nothing under high heaven can keep 
a man down with such a God-given pur
pose as that." 

TO BE CONTINUED. ' 

HOW H TIIIM! 
Wo oiler One Hundred Dollura reward for 

any case or Catarrh that ennnot be cured by 
Hall a Catarrh Cure, 

F.J. Chenoy & Co., Toledo, O. 
We, tho undersluned, havo known F. J. 

Chenoy for tho last lifteen years, and bellove 
him perfectly honorablo In all busloes* transac 
tlona aud financially ablo to carry out any 
obligations made bv their Ilrin, 
\Y KS'J' & fitUA x, Wholonale Druggist,Tolodo, 0, 
WAMMNO. KIN.V,I.N & MAKVIN", Wholesale 
Drugulats,Toledo. 0. 

Hull s Catarrh Cure is taken Intornally, acting 
directly upon tho blood and mucous surfaces of 
tho system, lestlmonlals sent free. Price 70c. 
per botllo, hold by alt druggists. 
Hall's Family Pills aro the best. 

Ralroad Time Table. 
ILLINOIS CENTRAL. 

Illinois Central Time Table No. 2-1. taking ef
fect at 12:00 o'clock noon, Sunday. Anil! s.iuo. 

Main Line Passenger Trains. 

\VKST HOUND 
Xo 1*11:3". pin 
No 3* 6:'-'3Am 
No21 +0:00 p m 
X0 28H»:40a in 
No Hit 1:45 p 111 
yp71t4:ia p 111 

..I*'HS5 Train.. 
Thro Ixpress.. 
Local ti.\press 
....('Upper.. . 
..Wty Freight. 
Thro Freight 

I:\<T mi Ni) 

No 4:ii5 a in 
No 4* »:-ir p m 
No 22tn:4o a ni 
N'omr S: lopni 
Kottttii:Ooam 
No ftt'Mop m 

Nos 21 and 22 run botweon Dubuque and Fort 
Dodge. 

Nos 28 and 24 run botween Dubuque and I.yle. 

CEDAR RAPIDS BRANCH. 
North Hound J Let i;edar Kpd* i South liounrt" 

Arrive 1 and Manchester | I.eate 
No,924 f»:'fi-\).in' 
No <22 0:2fip.ni 
No. 8fcy 1:35 p.tn 

...tPassenger.. 
.tPft&senger.. 

No.&tt (»:4>a.in 
.... ..r.,v.pw.. No <*21 (»:0*» p. ni 
....tfrrelght.... No.sr.i p. m 

•Daily. — 
tDallj Except Sunday. 

H. G. PIERCE. Station A?t. 

CNitwo GREAT WESTERN RV: 
"The Maple Leaf Route." 

T tno card, Thorpe, Iowa. 
Chicago Special, Dally,Going East 7:40 a m 
way hipress rial jexceptSunday U:oi p m 
Way Lrelghtoatly il;35am 
_ Go.i.g West, North and South. 
Way Freight.daily 9:35pro 
Day Express daily except Sunday.. .. i.-rapra 
St Paul & Kansas City Exp, daily . 6:41 am 

For information and tickets apply to 
J. L. O'lIARROW Agent Thorpo. 

B . C .  R .  &  1 S T . R'y. 
('El)AK ItAPIDS TIME CARD. 

MAIN LIKKG01XO N0IIT11. 
Arrive Leavo 

R m h0,1 Minneapolis Express.. 8:0ft a m 
p No,8 Waverly Passenger... 8:80pm 

12:0Q ngt No. 6 Minneapolis Express..12:20 nut 
6:45 a m No. 18 Chicago Passenger. 

11:45 p m No. 10 Chicago Passenger. 
No. l—Free chair car and conches to Minne

apolis and St. Paul. No. 5-Pu!lman sleepers 
and coaches to Minneapolis and St. Paul. 

MAIK LIKE OOINO BAST AND SOUTII. 
tS:?2 E 2) S0, ? cmeago Passongor.... 8:40 pm 
10:15 a m No. 4 St. Louli Passenger.. 8:05pm 

1 Chicago ft St.LoulsKx. 8:80 am 
12:20 ngt No. 8 Chicago Fast Kxpress. 12:30 ngt 

No. 10 Passenger G:05pm 
No 12 Burlington Passenger 7:15 a in 

No »—Pullman sleeper, free chair car and 
coaches lo Chicago. No. c—Pullman hleepers 
and through coaches to Chicago end St. Louis. 
JfFl 8—Pullman sleeper to Chicago; arrives 
Chicago 7:69 a. ra, Ngt.—night. 

DKCORAN DIVISION. 
8:io p m DecorahPassenger. .... 8:15am 

4:06p in Decorah Freight. 6:20pm 

IOWA PALLS DIVISION. 
t«:5S ^....spirit LakoPassenger.... 8:80am 
U:20 Dgt --Sioux Falls Fast Kxpress... 12:30 ngt 

IOWA CITT, CLIXTOX AND DAVKM'OJIT. 
2:30 p m Passenger 8:05 p m 
i:85 p m Passenger 7:15 a ni 
is 6 a ni Passenger 8:40 p in 

Passenger C:05 p m 
«:50 p m Clinton Passenger 7:15 n m 
7:60 p m....Davenport Passenger.... 7:15 a ni 

"Trains numbers 5. c, 8, is, 10, and Sioux Falls 
Fast Express run dally, all other trains dally ex-
cept Sunday." ' 
_ J NO-. <*• FARMER, J. A. LOMAX. 
Gen'l Pass & Tkt Agt. Ticket Agent. 

Cedar Rapids Iowa. 

Henry Hutchinson 

Breeder of Thoroughbred 

Shorthorn Cattle 
JOSEPH HUTCHINSON 

Manchester.Iowa 

You Will Need 

Wffl. DONNELLY, M. D 
Physician and Surgeon, 

Proprietor ot toe 

Ryan Drug Store. 
Dealer In 

Drugs, Stationery, Etc. 
RYAN IOW/L 

Compound Vapor and Sham 
DOO Baths. 

Most all dis
eases aro caused 
by poisonous sec 
rctiODS, which 
clog the wheel 
of NATURE. 

BATHS 
Vapoii 
and 
Shampoo. 

The name and 
the symptoms 
may be different 
but the causo of 
disease can UB-
ually be traced 

to the lmpenect aotion ol the millions 
ol pores of tho human body. A bath in 
accordance with scientific require 
ments 1b tho best preventative and 
remedy known. The methods employ 
ed by mo are the most scientific over 
invented or discovered for dispelling 
disease. Results tell the story. Give 
me a trial. This is the Conant system 
of baths. A competent lady attendant 
in charge of the fadiesdepartment. 

Office and bath rooms on Franklin 
street, opposite Globe Hotel 
16u G. D. GATES 

60 YEARS' 
EXPERIENCE 

TOADS MARKS 
DESIGNS 

COPYRIGHTS &C. 
Anyone tending a ntsetch and description may 

qutokly ascertain our opinion l'roo wljctlicr an 
invention is probably pntontulile. Communion-

a Pair of Sli oes 

To keep your f< ct (.'ry 

during during' the wet 
weather this spring. We v 

can suit you in quality 

and price. Also rubbers 

of all kinds. 

F. M. FOLEY 
RYAN, IOWA. 

DELAWARE COUNTY 

Abstract 
Manchester, Iowa. 

ABSTRACTS?*"-

REAL ESTATE. 
LOANS AND 

CONVEYANCING. 

Office In First Nationa 
Bank Building. 

.... r-*s?53R 
Orders by mail will receive careful 

attention. 
We have complete copies of all records 

of Delaware county. 

ENNIS BOGGSj 
MANAOKK. 

S.A. 8TEA0MAN 
DKALER IN 

Harness, Saddles. Whips, 
Robes and Blankets, 

50 set of light and heavy harness 
for the spring trade: J 

The Best 
farm harness 011 the market for 

$28.00. 

This price is for CASH. 
Come in and look over my large 
stock o( harness before buying. I 
can save you money. 

Respectfully yours, 

S. A. STEADMAN 

tlonn Rtrictiy confidential. 1 lurid took on Patents 
sontfrcc. OldeBt njjoiicjr for sccurintf patents. 

1'utentfl taken through Jluim & Co. reccive 
special notice, without clinr^o, iuthe 

Scientific Meilcatt 
A handsomely Illustrated weekly. Lnreest dr. 
culatton of any nclenttfla journal. Terms. S3 a 
years four months, $L Sold byult nen-ndeitlcrA. 

MUNN & Co.36,B'»ad^ Now York 
Branch fl25 IT 8t« WdiHm/tmi. t». f-

R. W. TIRRILL 
Is Loaning Honey as cheap 

J as any person or Corpora
tion. 

Cotswold Sheep! 

J?*™. 

kmM; 

Sixty One and Two-year-Old 
Grade Ewes for sale. 

I have been twenty-three years in the 
Bheep business. Flock originated at 
John Snell'a SODS, lirampton, Canada, 
West. Hams and Ewes for sale at all 
times. Correspondence solicited, Vis
itors always welcome at thesheep ranch 

' »• i •' i« V 

1 

PS 

lyun'ii L 

W. J. STRAIN & SONS, 
Masonville, la. 

The Old Reliable Blacksmith, 

F. J. Rooh@ 
Can bo found at his ahop on Franklin street 

during business hours, with a competent 
foroe of workmen to do all kinds of 

srsEEilP 
Horse Shoeing a Specialty. 

Corns and Interfering Cured or no pay. SattS' 
faotion Guaranteed. 

ReBiiOotfully, 

P.J.Roche. 
Something NEW IN 

LEATHER 
JEWEL 
CASES, 

Pocket books, and Calling Card 
Cases. Just what 

f? Every Lady 
Needs 

We have a fine line of 

Silk umbrellas 
with FANCY HANDLES. 
Call and see them. 

J. E.'DAVIS, Manchester, 
la., Main St., North of 
Court House. 

MONEY. ,5Vo 
TO LOAN 
• TODAY... 

I am making first-class farm loans 
at 5 and 6 per cent,, with privi
leges. 

ABSTRACTS 
furnished at a rate meeting 
all competition. 

J. E, DAVIS. Abstracter, 

B 
ALEX SEFSTROM, 

LACKSMIT H 
Mokca a Spoolalty or . 

Horse 
Shoeing1 

Interiering and Corns Cured or 
no Pay. ,„• 

Do All Kinds of * £• 
Work in Iron— <1 

Machinery and all kinds of Farm Implements"' 
and Machinery repaired. The best of 

work guaranteed. 

PRICES REASONABLE. 
A share of the Public Patronage is solicited. 

Ssffefeem, 
Suooc-Baor to Fetor Ml)T0r» 

DON 'T YOU 
NEED A 

NEW HARNESS 
We have the right 
kind at the right kind ; j 
of prices. Come in £>&•' 
and — 

LOOK THROUGH 
our line of horse fur-
n ishings—a complete [ j| 
line of Ai goods. ^|gj 

H.R.EATON 

LIVERY AND 

FEED STABLE 

First-Clasd rigs to bo had at ull times i 
Buss to all trains and passengers taken ! 

to or called for in any part of tho city. 

PROPRIFTORS. 

PATENTS !̂!? 
FREE 

mmmmmr MMMNMMP 


