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CHAPTER II. 
IX THE WOOD. 

| m JT ins. WALLACE opened the 
| IV11 door under the signboard 
RM wbicli announced Ju faded 
HBhmP letters tlie fact that tlie shab
by old timber building was occupied 
by "p. Houston, Joiner and Glazier," 
and entered the workshop. It wad a 
sultry afternoon toward the end of 
August, aud within there was neither 
movement nor sound save among tho 
Ulvs that hovered and buzzed against 
the dirty small paned windows. 

*'Shope!" cried Mrs. Wallace, picking 
up a hammer from the nearest bench 
and thumping violently. 

Old Angus rose slowly from the bags 
of sawdust whereon he had been doz
ing, a blackened clay pipe between his 
teeth, and came leisurely across the 
floor, peering drowsily at the visitor. 

"Aw, It's yerselV he muttered at last, 
recognizing Mrs. Wallace. 

"Aye, It's- niasel'. Ye're busy the 
day, shalrly!" she returned, with a sar
castic smile. 

"Mphm! I was that busy I forgot 
to lock the door," he retorted good 
humoredly. 

"Are ye no' feart to gang to sleep wi' 
yer pipe in yer mootli amang a' time 
sticks an' sliavln's?" she asked .se
verely. 

"Ma pipe's toom, as ye can see, mis 
tress. If there was onythiu' in It, ye 
wadna catch mo nappin'." 

"But whit wey dae ye keep an emp'y 
pipe in yer mootli, many* 

"For comp'ny—jist for coinp'ny. But 
It's no' vera entertainin' comp'ny, an' 
whiles I forget It. Was ye wantin' 
onythiu* the day, mistress?" 

"I wis wantin yer maistcr." 
' "He's no* in the noo." 
"I can see that fur maselV* 
"Weel, ye can believe mn word a* the 

better." 
Mrs. Wallace gave an impatient sniff. 

"When '11 he be in?" 
"He didna say." 
"Wull he be in the day?" 
"lie micht, an' he inlcht no'. Was 

ye wantin' him parteeclar-like?" 
"Aye." 
"That's a great peety." 

' "Tits, man! When wis he in last?" 
"Afore dinner." 
"An' whaur did he gang then?" 
"Hauie to his dinner. I dinna ken 

what he was to get to hfs dinner, 
though." 

"I wisno spierin'." • 
"I thocht 1 wud save ye the trouble." 
Mrs. Wallace sniffed again. "Ye're 

gettin' vera polite in yer auld age, An
gus," she remarked acidly. 

"Aye, aye," he returned, blinking 
cheerfully. "A man's never ower auld 
to learn. It's maybe different wi' a 
wuminan," he added reflectively, with 
an absentininded pull at his cold pipe. 

Mrs. Wallace was too well accustom
ed to such sparring matches with old 
Angus to be deeply offended by his last 
observation. "Man, it's a peety ye 
never got mairrlt," she remarked teas-
lngly. 

"Ye're no' the lirst to say" that, 
mistress," he returned, with an irritat
ing grin. 

"Well, I'm likely to be the last!" snap
per Mrs. Wallace. "An* I'll bid ye guid 
day, ye Implddent auld man!" And she 
turned to the door, her beaded mantle, 
which she wore out of doors, summer 
and winter, shaking, half with wrath 
and half with, amusement. 

"Oh, ye better bide a wee," he said 
more genially? "What's yer hurry?" 

. "I dinna want to keep ye aff yer 
work," she retorted, facing round and 
glancing meaniugl}' at the bags of saw-

;dust. "Wull David Houston be in the 
v-Kliope the morn's moniin'V" 
i; "I wudna say he'll no'." 
? "But wull he no* be in the sliope fur 
r- certain?" the old woman demanded 
impatiently. 

"Aye, I daur say he'll be here." 
"Are ye no' shalrV" 
"Aye, I'm shair." 
"Mercy me!" she cried. "Whit wey 

did ye no' say that at the beginnin', 
< man?" 

"Oeh, I didna ken ye was in u hurry. 
; Ha'e ye a job for him?" 

"'Deed, aye. .Ma coal collar duor'rf 
n-wuntin' a new lock. I'm shair I teirt 
Jess to tell hfui about ft mair nor a 
month syne." 

"Aye. I mind him speakin' about it. 
. It was on the sclate, but maybe it got 

rubbit oot. Mphm!" muttered Angus, 
:: taking down a craeked school slate 
, from the wall. MIt matin ha'e got rub-

hit oot when ho was wrltin' doon Jther 
orders. Ye can see fur yersel' it's no' 
there." » 

Mrs. Wallace examined the slate, 
. upon which there were several jottings. 
' "Weel, ye can pit it doon noo," she 
said, curbing her temper. 

"I'll dae that, mistress," he returned 
pleasantly. Ife drew the wristband of 
his flannel shirt over his list, and in a 
twinkling the shite was clean. 

"My! Ye've done it noo!" she ex
claimed. 

"What's ado?" 
"Ye've rubbit oot a' the orders that 

wis on the selate!" 
Angus stared ruefully at his handi

work. "Sirs, the day! 1 maun be get
tin' auld," he ssfld dismally at last. 
"I hope the malster '11 mind what wis 
on the sclate." 

Mrs. Wallace refrained from making 
an unkind remark. After all, she 
argued to herself, David ought to at
tend to his business personally, and he 
Was the one to blame. 

"What did ye say ye wantit, mis
tress," asked AiiJ-us i.-i ;j humbled 
voice—"a door for yer coal cellar?" 

"Na, na! a lock fur the door o' 
the oeliar." 

".Hst that. Maybo ye wud write it 
doon yersel', mistress." lie said, hand
ing her the slate and pencil, as he al
ways did to customers after ottering to 
take down their order. 

Mrs. Wallace look the pencil and 
flung back the right wing of her mlintle. 
"Whit'il I pit doon?" she asked, laying] 
the slate on the bench and bending i 
over It. 

"Aw, jist write 'Lock—Wallace.' He'll 
ken what that means." 

"Man, 1 wunner at ye keepin' sic a 
bad pencil," she remarked as she 

"Oh, aye; gey busy." 
"Willi's lie workin' at the noo?" 
"I think it's his carnations the noo," 

he answered, and could have bitten off 
his tongue the next instant. "Ye 
muckle sumpb! Ye auld eediot!" he 
said to himself. "What did ye tell her 
,for.'" Then, pulling himself together, 
he said aloud: "An' he's had a wlieen 
jobs aboot the place. 'Deed, aye, he's 
been gey busy the week, mistress." 

Mrs. Wallace after a short pause said 
cuttingly. "I'll tell ye somethin', An
gus—yor maistcr ocht to think shame o' 
hissel'." 

"lloo daur ye?" he roared in a sud
den passion. 

But the visitor, as though she had not 
heard him, hurried from the shop, bang* 
ing the door behind her. 

Full of indignation, the old fellow 
leaned trembling against the bench, 
drawlug fmiously at his empty pipe. 
"Hoo daur she say sic a thing?" he 
muttered ag;iin and again, for the ad
miration of his existence was centered 
in David Houston. Angus had room 
in his heart for only one other person 
besides David, the other person being 
his sister, a year younger than him
self, but ten years frailer—hi fact, an 
invalid; hence the emptiness of his 
pipe. Ills modest supply of tobacco, 
purchased on Saturday, invariably 
gave out by Wednesday night unless 
supplemented, as now and then it was, 
by a gift from his master. Ills weekly 
wage was small, but he did little for it 
except make an occasional mistake; 
and David could not afford to pay him 
more. 

Mrs. Wallace had not intended visit
ing her niece that afternoou, but she 
changed her mind on leaving the join
er's shop and set out in the direction 
of the cottage, tilled with the idea of 
surprising David at his gardening and 
delivering him a lecture on "sticking 
to his last" 

Tasslng through the village, she 
caught sight of the grocer who was 
standing at his door moodily survey
ing a dozen or so fowls that were 
scraping, pecking or bathing in the 
warm dust of the road. He appeared 
to tyo the only wakeful persgnage In 
the locality, the other shops tn the row 
having their doors partly or wholly 
closed and their blinds drawn down, 
for the afternoon steamer, 'the arrival 

"iiuo ditur yet" he roared. 
of which always created a stir, was 
not due for half an hour. It was too 
hot for cycling or walking, and the 
summer visitors remained indoors or, 
at any rate, in the shadiest nooks of 
their gardens. From the shore came 
the chatter and laughter of tireless 
children, the only human sound to be 
heard. 

Mrs. Wallace could seldom resist 
little chat with the grocer, the reputed 
oracle of Khiiodian, and she halted 
at his door, remarking briefly: 

"Warm the day, Malster Ogilvy." 
"Ye never said a truer word, Mis

tress Wallace. Are ye keepin* mid
dling" 

"Oh, I eanna compleen. Hoo's 
trade?" 
* "Bad, extraornar' bad; never seen 

onythin' like it." 
"It maun be gey bad, fur I've heard 

ye sayin' the same fur near ten year. 
It's a gmid job ye've no' a wife an* 
weans." 

"It is that. If I hadnn been a single 
man I wud ha'e been in the puir's 
hoose Jang s.vno. Aye!" And Mr. 
Ogilvr xtuck his thumbs in his waist
coat anuholes. half shut his eyes, drew 
a long breath of misery and—looked 
the very picture of ease and pros
perity. 

"Havers, man! Ye maun be daeln' a 
graun' trade wj' a' time simmer veesit-
ors. I'm teli't every hoose on the 
shore's let, an"— 

"Simmer voositors! <_»uid sake! I 
wish ye kent the simmer veesitors as 
weel as I dae, an' ye wudna be speak-
in' aboot grauif trade! No' but what 
there's a pickle dacent folk amang 
them. J Jul If ye wis in ma poseetion, 
Mistress Wallace, an* seen the hoaxes 
an* hoaxes o* groceries coinin' aff every 
boat f'r.te (he hig grocers I' the toon (o 
the—the simmer veesitors, ye wud—ye 
wud—oh, I dinna ken what ye wud 
dae! it's jisl hertrendin'! An' me 
keepin* the.best proveesions to be got! 
Ach! Whiles I think the stuff I keep's 
ower guid fur the—the simmer veesit
ors!" 

"Dae they get their proveesions 
ehuper l'rae the loon?" put in Mrs. 
Wallace. 

"I'll no' deny that they maybe get 
twa-lhree things a ha'penny or a 
penny diaper nor 1 can sell them— 
bottled peas, for instance; thae 'pettit 
poys,' ye ken. Aye, the 'pettit poys' 
is a guid example. Maybe ye'll ha'e 
noticed a vera wiyiiah hddy that's been 
bidiii' in the Grange since the beginnin' 

, , , , . , July. She's aye /leeiii* aboot in a 
scrawledjaboriously to the aceompanl- 1 eairriage an' pair, an' 
inent of a hideous screeching. "It's 
Hear as bad as playin' the liddle. Weel, 
see an' no' rub this oot, Angus." she 
said, rising and adjusting her mantle. 

"I'll tak' care, mistress," the old man 
replied in a subdued voice. He was 
.very much jishamed of himself and had 
no heart for further chaff. 

"Hns yer malster been busy the 
r Inquired Mrs. Wallace. 

"Aw, ye mean Mistress SprJght. 1 
heard her man wis awl'u* wealthy." 

"'Units her. A weel, she never cam' 
ower ma doorstep till the day afore 
yesterday—na, it was the day afore 
that—an' she left her eairriage an' pair 
at the door an' walkit in as if she wis 
gaun to buy a' 1 had. An' I tell ye 
I was rale pleased to see her, fur I 
Lent hers wud he a grauu aecoont. So 

Mi 
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I says it's a fine day an* got ready 
ma book an' pincll." 

"Wis she jist wantin* change?" asked 
Mrs. Wallace. 

"Na, na. But efter takin' a luk roon 
the place she spiert if 1 had ony o' 
thae 'pettit poys.' At least I kent that 
wis what she was efter, though she 
said it in a kin* o* highfalutin style. 
'Peftee pons' I think she said." 

"That'll be Italian maybe." 
"Weel, I dinna ken. But onywey I 

had them an' showed them to her au' 
spiert hoo mony bottles I wud send, 
for of course yiu bottle o' peas is 
naethin' to thae^gentry. An' wud ye 
believe it, Mistress Wallace, she spiert 
the price, an' when I teli't her she said 
she cud get them frae the toon a penny 
a bottle diaper!" 

"Weel, I never!1' * 
"I was vexed at that, but I didna 

want to loss iter custom, an' I said if 
she was takin' itlier proveesions—an' 
some o* them's chaper wi' me nor in 
the toon—I wad tak' the peuuy aff the 
pens. But she said she didna want 
onythin* else an' the peas was ower 
dear, but she had been pnssin' an' 
thocht she wud gl'e me a trial. An', 
seein' Blio was gaun to buy naethin' 
avn\ I got kin' o' wild, au' I says, 
4 'Deed, mum, it's a trial that's gey 
hard to bear.' But she gaed oot to her 
eairriage wi' her nose r the air, as if 
she liadna heard me. An' she's yln o' 
yer simmer veesitors that brings trade 
to Kinlochan! Humph!" 

But this was not the information 
which Mrs. Wullace had hoped she 
might gain from Mr. Ogilvy, who was 
invariably a day before his neighbors 
with the true news, not the mere gos
sip aud rumors, of the district. Mrs. 
Wallace had heard a certain rumor, 
and she was anxious to have it con
firmed, if possible, ere she went to the 
cottage, but Mr. Ogilvy in his position 
of oracle was not always in the humor 
for consultation, and she felt it would 
be vain to ask the question at the mo
ment, for just then the steamer appear
ed in the distance, and the grocer 
seemed to be suffering from visions of 
heavy consignments that held no profit 
for himself. 

So, with a brief adieu, she was turn
ing away when he said abruptly: "If 
ye're for Hazel Cottage, ye can tell 
Davie Houston that Maistcr Mathleson 
o' Arden Hoose '11 shin be wantin' esti
mates fur repairin' a' his greenhouses, 
a fine big job, ower big fur Davie, I 
doot. But ye best gl'e him the hint, fur 
I heard the jiners in Kilimibeg an' 
Fairport was efter it. Weel, guid day 
to ye. Ye'll no' be ueedln' onythin' the 
noo?" concluded Mr. OgiIVy, who never 
forgot business. 

"I'll maybe see ye on ma road hamc," 
returned Mrs. Wallace as she bustled 
off with her desired information. Aft
er some consideration by the way she 
dccidcd, though it did go against the 
grain, to tell Jess and not David about 
the repairing of the Ardeu greenhouses. 

Mrs. Wallace entered the garden of 
Hazel Cottage to find the owner bend
ing over a clump of carnations as if he 
loved them, as indeed he did. At the 
sight of him her expression softened 
somewhat, for, after all, it was one 
thing to speak severely of David Hous
ton and quite another to speak severely 
to him. 

"Weel, Davie," she said, advancing 
toward him. 

"Mistress Wallace!" he exclaimed in 
a tone that suggested he was glad to 
see her, and he arose and shook hands 
with her with the queer mixture of 
dignity and easiness that had always 
attracted her in the days when he was 
courting her niece. Mrs. Wallace had 
many a time admitted to herself—only 
to herself—that there "wis somethin' 
aboot Davie Houston she cudna get 
ower." 

"Jess '11 be rlcbt pleased to sec ye," 
he weuton, "an' ye've jist come in time 
fur a few o' ma carnations. Jess was 
fur takin' theiu to ye hersel', but I 
teli't her I wud be prooder to gi'e ye 
them jist oot the gairden. Ha'e! Smell 
that, Mistress Wallace," said David, 
with pride in his voice, handing her a 
bunch of his blooms. 

"Mplim! It's no' a bad scent that," 
she admitted after a short inhalation. 
"It's near as nice as cloves," she addi^d, 
endeavoring to be gracious and wan
dering how siie could introduce<the sub
ject of the lock for her coal cellar door. 
"But ye'll be wantin' to see Jess," 

said David. 
"Aye. Is she in the hoose?" Being 

atiuwered in the affirmative, she nod
ded to David and left him, deciding 
that, after all, it might be better to 
mention, her complaint to her niece. 

She found the young woman in the 
kitchen with her print sleeves rolled 
up and her arms up to the elbows ir 
flour. 

"Preserve us! Are ye tryin' yer haun 
at the bakin' noo?" she exclaimed 
seating herseif in the armchair, 

"Scones," replied Jess, with a some 
what rueful smile. 

"Ye're the yln fur tryin'!" 
"D'you think 1 never succeed, uunt?" 
"Whiles. Ye cauua expec' to ken 

muckle aboot keepin' a hoose eftei 
workin' in an oiflce. But nae doot ye'li 
learn. Lefs -see yiu o' yer scones 
lassie." 

Jess, with more color in her face than 
the fire had given it, passed one of her 
productions to the old lady and await
ed her verdict with dire forebodings. 

Mrs. Wallace lingered the scone, bit 
it, swallowed the fragment with ex
aggerated effort aud much facial con
tortion aud solemnly laid the re
mainder on the table. 

Her verdict was delivered in a single 
word, "Cahootchy!" which is Glasgow 
for gut fa pereba. 

Jess tried to smile, but her lip 
trembled. "I didn't think they were 
quite so tough as all that," she said, 
recovering herself and refraining from 
mentioning the fact that five or ten 
minutes before lier aunt's arrival her 
husband had eateu a couple with ap
parently supreme satisfaction. 

"Aw, ye'll maybe Mae better next 
time," remarked Mrs. Wallace doubt
fully. "Dinna wor k wi' yer scones as 
if they wis ehpft Dinna press heavy 
on them, fur 3*0 micht as weel pit them 
through.a patent mangle. Be awfu' 
carefn' wl the sody an' no* let it gang 
in lumps, fur a lump o' sody in a 
scone's as bad's a rid nose on a teeto
taler." 

Mrs. Houston laughed. "I'm much 
obliged, Aunt Wallact I'll try to 
mind your advice, and .siaybc some-
night when you come to your tea I'll 
have scones for you to try.*' 
" 'Deed, aye. Dinna be downcast. 

Try, try, try again. Ye're young yet. 
An' hoo's Davie gettin* on?" she in
quired Aiddcnly. 

•Fine,*' replied Jess. "He's bad a lot 
of work this week." 

"In the gairden?" slild Mrs. Wallace, 
glancing at the carnations lying in her 
lap. 

'No. This is the first afternoon he's 
had time for the garden this week. It 
was I that kept him at home this aft
ernoon, for I knew he was wearying 
to look after lite carnations. They're 
beauties, aren't they?" 

dinua notice if he was wearyln' 
to pit that new lock on ma coal cellar 
dooi' T 
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M0h, aunt, has he"— For a moment 
Jess was confused. . Then she said: 
"I'm sorry I forgot to tell him about 
the lock. It was my fault.'* 

"Ye didna forget to tell him. I wis 
speakin' to Angus the day, an* he said 
it had been doon on the sclate, but got 
rubbit oot. So ye needna blame yer
sel'. I pit it doon on the sclate again 
mascl', so he'll maybe mind afore the 
year's oot." 

"I'll remind Win inyself," said Jess; 
She experienced a feeling of disap
pointment, for during the week she 
had been elated to observe the regular 
and almost willing fashion in which 
her husband attended to his work, 

"There's anlther thing ye can tell 
him." Mrs. Wallace proceeded to re
tail the information receive^ from the 
grocer, concluding with: "I doot it's 
ower big a /oh fur yer man, but it'll 
be a peety if a jiner ootslde Kinlochan 
gets it. I've heard talk 0' anither jiner 
settin* up in Kinlochan, an* if the 
greenhouse job was gaun by yer man 
it micht come to rnalr nor talk, an' 
that wud be a bad thing fur David 
Houston an' yersel', Jess. Weel, I 
maun be off." 

"Wait, Aunt Wallace, and I'll get 
you a cup of tea." 

"Na, na. Never heed the tea. I've 
got ma ludgers to luk after. Never 
tak' in ludgers, ma lassie. They're jist 
a torment. I never done it afore this 
year, an' I'll never dae't again, never. 
It's hard earned siller. I thocht I wud 
like to male* a pouu* or twa extra, 
but"— 

"What have they been doing now?" 
"Aw, naethin' new, Jist the same 

auld gemm—comin' doon with the late 
boat when. I've got their teas ready 
fur the early yln, an' comin' wi' the 
early yln when I'm no' lukln' fur them 
till the late yln, an' sleepln' in i' the 
mornln' an' sweerlu' I never wakened 
them when ma haun's salr wi' chapplu* 
at the bedroom doors, an' cryin' oot fur 
suppers—hot suppers, mind ye—at 11 
o'clock at nieht, an' haminerin' their 
hired plany' an' slngln', an' smokln', 
an' playin' calrds till 2 i' the mornln', 
an'—weel, their time's up at the end 
o' the month, an' I'll no' be greetin' 
to see their backs. Guid kens when 
I'll get the smell o' smoke oot ma paur-
lour. Nae malr ludgers fur me." 

A minute later Sirs. Wallace took her 
departure, and Jess set about tidying 
up and preparing the evening meal. 

Afterward, as she and Davie u#.t in 
the gardeu enjoying the cool breeze 
that had risen at last, Jess referred to 
her aunt's visit and the subjects con
nected with it. 

"You know, Davie," she said, "1 
don't blame Angus. He's getting old, 
and you can't expect him to be very 
brisk. But you'll have to look after 
the orders yourself. It'll never do to 
put things on the slate if he's going to 
rub them out." 

"Piilr auld Angus!" said David, with 
a lenient smile, "ne does his best. 
Onywey I think I can mind a' that 
was 011 the sclate the day. Dinna fash 
yersel' aboot it, vJass." 

"1'iu glad your can mind the orders, 
Davie. But it isn't the first time it has 
happened. Angus told aunt that her 
order for a lock for her coal cellar 
door had been rubbed out some time 
ago." 

"Oh. ye're no' to blame Angus fur 
t't.al, Jess, fur I rubbit it oot mascl'." 

"Weil, you see, you've forgotten 
about the lock." 

"But I didna want to mind aboot the 
lock. Yer aunt's 110 needin' a lock 011 
lier cellar door. Wha's gaun to steal 
her coals?" 

"Oh, Davie, .you're the queerest man.'" 
she cried, half laughing. "It doesn't 
matter to us what people need. It's 
what they ask for," 

"But I—we dinna keep a lock on oor 
cellar door. Yer aunt has a suib on 

"/ maun yet that job!" he crlcd. 
hers, an' that's a' she needs. Are ye 
wantin' me to pit a lock on her cellar 
door, Jess?" 

"Of course. It's business, Davie." 
"Aweel, I'll see aboot it," he return

ed in a tone of resignation. 
"Tomorrow, Davie?" 
"Aye, maybe the morn." 
With which answer Jess had to be 

content. At any rate, in her eager
ness to tell him about the Ardeu green
houses she let the matter drop. She 
told him briefly. 

To her delight he became enthusias
tic at once. 

"I maun get that job!" he cried. 
"My! Ye sud see the gairdens at Ar
den Hoose. I wud tak' the job jist to 
be workin' there." 

"But you mustir*t run away aud of
fer to do it for nothing," siie said, 
smiling. 

"Nae fears, Jess. Ye'll keep me 
riclit when we rnuk* up the estimate." 

"I'll try to," said Jess quietly, 4ju1 
looking pleased. It was sweet to think 
that already he recognized in her a 
little more than the housewife. 

"I'll gang to Arden the morn," he 
went on. "I ken the held gardener, 
an' he'll no' let his maistcr gang past 
a Kinlochan man if he can help it. 
Aye, I think I'll get the job, lass, an' 
then ye'ii no' be aye thinkin' we're 
gaun bankrupt." 

"I'm b*ure I never"— she began. 
"Weel, whiles when ye're workin' at 

the books ye luk unco serious. No' 
but what I used to luk that wey 
maseJ' afore ye tuk chairge o* the 
books." 

"The books are getting <*heerier every 
day, lad," she said. And so they were, 
but very, very little. There was a big 
account due to David's principal tim
ber merchant which sometimes kept 
her awake at night. Still, there was 
an Improvement, and if David got the 
Arden job siie felt he would lie well 011 
his way out of the woo l which he did 
not know lie w.fs wandering in. 

"I'm shair I dinna ken what i wud 
dae wantin' ye, Jess," lie murmured. 

A fortnight later David Houston's 
estimate was accepted. _____ 

"I'm to get twa tnen to iielp ine," he 
told his wife. "It's the best peyln* 
job I ever had. 'Deed, ye're the wum
inan to mak' up an estimate. An* noo 
ye micht jist write to Hardy & Son for 
the wudd. I'll tell ye what to say.** 

So Jess in her best business hand 
wrote to the great timber merchants. 

And two days went past. 
And on the third morning David 

Houston was sitting in the armchair, 
his face in his hands, crushed and mis
erable. 

Jess, pale, but firm, was reading for 
thethird time the following typewrit
ten words: 

Dear Sir—We regret we cannot see our 
way to exccute your order of yesterdny's 
date until your current account (stater 
merit Inclosed), which, you must be aw&ro, 
is very much overdue, is settled. Your 
check per return will oblige yours truly, 

HARDY & SON. 

tTO BB CONTINUED.] 
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Executing a Mounter I^lcptmnt-
The Indian elephaut named Fritz In 

the zoological gardens of Berlin w&a 
Europe's largest animal until it finally 
had to be killed for distemper. Dr. 
Schilling was appointed hangman. 
First lie tried straugulatlon by means 
of ropes and pulleys, but the ropea 
broke and the elephant remained in
tact. Next he tried poisonlug. The 
animal was given fodder of fresh ba
nanas, which was devoured with a 
relish. Then a few bananas were 
dipped lu carbolic acid, but no amount 
of coaxing could make Fritz "go" them. 
Finally shooting was tried. The heav
iest big game rifle was procured and 
a shot was fired into the left armpit. 
The elephaut merely looked arouud In 
surprise, the bullet having flattened 
against the shoulder blade. Then a 
Maxhn gun was pulled up. A fusillade 
of projectiles was pumped Into the big 
beast under the right armpit. The ele
phant weut down like a house. In its 
death struggle, which was studied by 
many scientists, it broke all its chains 
and reduced part of the Iron fence In 
the paddock to scrap -iron. 

WoIhcIcj-'h Opinion of the Cliliieae. 
It was Lord Wolseley who regarded 

the Chinese as the greatest race in the 
world. His opinion was formed about 
1SU0, when he was In China, and he 
never renounced it. He said to a rep
resentative of the Strand Magazine: 
"The Chinese people possess all the 
elements of being a great people. They 
have courage*, physical power and ab
solute contempt for death. Today in 
that country soldiering is looked down 
«pon. Only the 'failures in life' enter 
the army. Let a Blsmhrck or a Na
poleon rise up nmoug them, and lu two 
generations they would be the greatest 
natiou and conquering power in the 
world. They only need a leader. Give 
them progress, and they will conquer. 
Three hundred years ago they were 
the head of the world, but their growth 
was stunted. China wants a modern 
man with modern ambitious. Let their 
leader come, and they must revive 
again." - sj(J. • 

Wooden Toothpicks. 
"Stop chewing toothpicks, young 

man, if you value your life,** said a 
physician to one of his patients. "You 
uuconsciously swallow little shreds of 
the wood, which are not digestible and 
which become compact in the stomach. 
Finally you are annoyed by a hacking 
cough and the spitting of blood and you 
do not know what Is the matter with 
you. You imagine you have consump
tion or some similar affliction whenMt 
is only the foreign substance in your 
stomach, that makes the strongest pro
test against your c«roJessne«s or Igno
rance In allowing it to accumulate 
there. Stop chiving toothpicks and 
swallowing quack, lawtrums. and by 
taking ordinary care of yourself you 
will live out the allotted threescore aud 
ten years." 

A Storm on the Pacific. 
The captain of a &au Francisco tug 

thus describes a storm ou the Pacific: 
"When I »ay that the waves ran 

mouutaiu high 1 am not exaggerating 
the situation in* the least. The tug 
would be p:>isud 011 the crest of a sea 
and then be pluuged down into a valley 
of water which seemed a mile below 
us. At time3 the moon would come 
out through the clouds, and In the uu-
ccrtaiu Hgl:t the waves seemed twice 
as high. The wind was blowing a per
fect hurricane, and our lee rail was un-

\ler water all the time. The angry sea 
appeared raging above, below and all 
around us, anj nearly every A'ave 
into which we dipped would wash over 
the tug. It was Impossible to remaiu 
aft, for the lower deck was flooded." 

"Ulectrtflcil.** 
The startling physiological effects of 

electricity upon ihe human system ful
ly warrant the use of the word as a 
superlative term to express eu;hu.>ias 
tic conditions. This expression must 
have c:»u;e into use at an early day. 
soon after Kranklin made the static 
electrical machine a matter of general 
knowleuge, tor Thomas Jefferson in 
his autobiography stated, "i'aine's 
'Common .Sense* electrified us." Thom
as Pahie's book was issued Jan. 1, 
1170, and as Jefferson's autobiography 
was founded 011 his diary It is probable 
that the sentence was written by-Jef
ferson at the same time.—Electrical He-
view. 

Some Word*. 
"Spider" is a less attractive word 

than "spinner," but It Is really the 
same. "Spitber," the earlier form of 
the word, stood for "spinther," mean
ing spinner—the disappearance of tin-
"u" before the "ih" being compensated 
for by the lengthening of the vowel, 
just as "tooth" really represents 
"tonth." There was once in use another 
word for the creature, that was ugly 
enough In meaning—"attercop," which 
appears in Wycllf's Bible. It signi
fies "poison bunch" aud is still used In 
the north of England and In Antrim, 
Irclaud, as an uncomplimentary term 
for a shrewish person. From "after-
cop" or from a similar use of "cop" or 
"cob," a bunch, to mean a spider, 
comes "cobweb." 

A tirccn Old Affc. ." 
"A green old age" Is a phrase often 

grossly abused. It Is a literal transla
tion of Virgil's description of Charon, 
the ferryman of the nether regions. 
The poet speaks of him as "Jam senior, 
sed crudn deo vlrldisque seuectus" 
(somewhat aged, but his godshlp's old 
age was still fresh and green). This 
we might say of a hale sexagenarian, 
but to talk, as we do, of the green old 
age of a nonagenarian, however hale, 
is sheer nonsense. 

Wultcr'H Composition. 
Little Waiter was told to write a 

composition containing the word "sel
dom." This is what he landed up to 
the teacher: 

*'My father owned some horses, but 
last Week he seldom." 

There are but few proverbial suylngs 
that are not true, for they are all 
drawn from experience itself, which is 
the mother of all science,—Cervantes. 

"Steal Not This Boole,*' 
Students of sociology who are fond 

of tracing back the customs of latter 
day man to the practices of his re
mote ancestry will note with interest 
the fact that there is authority at least 
(100 years old for the entry, "Steal not 
this book for fear of shame," by which 
schoolboys proclaim their ownership of 
a work. 

In a curious volume in the Bodleian 
library, formerly belonging to the 
monastery of Hobertsbridge In Sussex, 
Is the following Inscription: "This 
book belongs to St. Mary of Roberts-
bridge. Whoever shall steal it or sell 
it or in any way alienate It, let him be 
anathema marauatha." 

In the course of the fourteenth cen
tury the book came into the posses
sion of John, bishop of Exetfcr, who 
seems to have been somewhat troubled 
by the Inscription as being likely to 
give rise to injurious suspicions with 
regard* to himself. Accordingly he 
wrote underneath it under date 1327, 
"I, John, bishop of Exeter, know not 
where the aforesaid house is, nor did 
I steal this book, but acquired it In a 
lawful way."—London Advertiser. 

Cflh leather any storm in tiie skillful 
native hands, and letters are sent by 
this means to ships in the ofiing when 
other communication with the shore is 
impossible. The catamaran requires 
steeriug with a paddle through the rag
ing surf, and, though the boatman may 
be frequently dashed out of the rude 
skiff by the violence of the waves, he 
leaps Into his frail bark again with the 
efficiency of long practice, and the cata
maran, living over the crest of the 
great billows which threaten Instant 
destruction, accomplishes the perilous 
voyage in safety. v 

The "Tnle of a Tub." 
Oue of the most nnglent of all sea 

"yarns" is one that ships have escaped 
from the fearsome monsters of the 
deep by throwing them a tub to divert 
their attention, in much the same way 
that a landsmau might sacrifice a gar
ment in order to escape a bull. In 
Munster's "Cosmography," published 
in 1544, there Is a picture of a vessel 
escaping from a whale by this strata
gem, while the earlier editions of 
Swift's "Tale of a Tub" have a similar 
one. These stories were usually told 
iu such au incoherent way that people 
became skeptical of their truth, and 
when a pleader named Tubb put a 
cause before Sir Thomas More in out
rageously rambling language that chan
cellor jocularly remarked, "Here is a 
tale of a tub." Thereafter the expres
sion became part of the slaug of the. 
period until much later it was raised 
to a higher rank by becoming the title 
of Swift s famous work. 

A Hint For I.overn. 
Beiug "in love" is very different 

from loving and may be only a selfish 
cmotiou, which is the direct opposite 
of loving. Being in love without lov
ing Is bondage—sometimes pleasant 
and sjinetlines painful, but always 
bondage, sa.va Leslie's Monthly. True 
loving means, freedom—freedom both 
f.or ourselves and, as far as It is In our 
power to give It, for all whom we love, 
for when we truly love another human 
being we love him for the sake of his 

i best strength, his best use and his best 
j happiness, and uot at all for the sake 
: of ourselves. 

| COMtly Curtis. 
! The Empress Catherine, njtichig that 

the beautiful Mile, l'otocka, who had 
lately come to court, had no pearls, 1m-

1 mediately commanded a fancy dress 
ball, to which the girl was bidden to 

j couie as a milkmaid. Then while Mile, 
j Fotocka was dancing the empress slip

ped a superb necklace of pearls Into 
the pall she carried and at her exclama
tion of wonder said, "It Is only the 
milk which has curdled." 

Styles lu Africa. 
The women bore a hole in their top 

Up and gradually increase this until it 
is able to inclose a disk of wood two 
and even three inches in diameter. A 
Mubira woman came to call on us 
whose disk measured two aud five-
eighths inches across. The size of the 
wood inserted proclaims the rank of 
the persou. Peasauts are only allowed 
to wear pieces of stick of the same di
mensions as a match. 

The weight of the wood caus'es the 
Up to fall down over the mouth, and 
in order to eat it is necessary to lift up 
this shutter with one liaud while the 
other couveys the food to the mouth. 
Frequently the lip breaks under the 
strain put upon it, in which case the 
disconnected ends are carried back aud 
tied to the ear.—"On the Borders of 
Pygmy Land.*' 

The Catamaran. 
The catamaran, made of a hollowed 

log, shares the popularity of the Mas-
soolu boat with the fishermen of Ma
dras. The rickcty looking contrivance 

Sydney Smith'* Wit. 
"By Jove," said a country squire who 

had got the worst of an argumeut with 
Sydney Smith, "if I had a son who was 
a doukey I'd make a parson of him 
straight away!" 

"Possibly," returned the wit, "but 
your father was evidently of n different 
mind." 

Could Tell In n Moment. 
Mr.. Munn E. Baggs—Now, then, you 

know what kind of a hopse I want. 
What will It cost to build it? Archi
tect—Why—um—what was the amount 
you originally intended to put Into tho 
building?—Chicago Tribune. 

SlNtcra-ln-lior. 
Jinks—What tender care your wife 

takes of you—always worrying about 
your health. Blinks—Ye^ I have my 
life insured in favor of my sister.— 
New York Weekly. 

The truly sublime is always easy and 
always natural.—Burke. 

The Art of Doing Nothing. 
There is a side of life for which no 

preparation at all is made. No life is 
or eau be one of unremitting work. 
Sooner or later every one has a day oft 
and in nine cases out often has never 
been taught how to use it. In the 
schools of our Utopia there will be 
professors of the great art of doing 
nothing, of "sitting on a gate."—Lou 
don Saturday Review. 

This is a sectional view of the Wilson 
Hot Blast Heater. It shows the 
Patent method of taking the 
draft from the top, one of " 
the secrets of the gicat 
superiority of the 
Wilson over all 
other heaters. 

d The Most 
Important Pari 

01 a heater is the draft. The most 
perfect draft ever invented is the 

patent Hot Blast Down Draft of the 
WilsonHotBIastHeater. This method 
of taking the draft secures perfect com
bustion, makes fire control easy and 
more than this—the wonderful Hot 
Blast "Down Draft actually lessens the 
consumption of fuel as it burns into 
heat all the gases generated in the 
heater. In every way the 

IWilson 
HOT BLAST 

Heater 
it iar superior to other beaten* a lite can 
bestaited in aWilson Heater and beroar-
log in ten minutts, and it will hold fife for 

tniity-siz noun. The picture ihowi the Wilson Heater which burns 
sofKoaL If you burn wood the Wilson Wood Heater will interest you. 

If your dealer does not sell Wilson Hot Blast Heaters, write in: we will 
teu you where to get them, and send you a book 00 house heating frte. 

SIMMONS HARDWARE CO, St. Louis, Mo. 
Wilton XoHgu an the matt wonderful taken in the bortd. 

z 

THE CEDAR RAPIDS 

CARNIVAL AND 
HORSE SHOW 

October 2d to 7th, 1905 
AS USUAL WILL BE %£ 

Iowa's Greatest Event 

$25^000 
IN CASH FOR ATTRACTIONS 

The Greatest Fireworks 

The Great Spectacular Battle 

of Port Arthur 

_The_Grtalt>t^ Trained Animal Sham 

The Greatest Vaudeville 

A Village of Philipinoi direct from 
World's Fair 

The Greatest Streets of Cairo and India 

The Greatest Traveling Men's Day 

The Grtatest horse Show 

A Squadron of U. S. Cavalry 
Will Manouver Daily 

A Grtal Floral and Automobile Parade 

Ihe Greatest Society Circus 

The Greatest Carnival on Earth 

Don't Forget the Dates 
OCTOBER 2 TO 7 

Excursion Rates From Everywhere 

RAILROAD ; 
Time Cards.5 

Manchester & Oneida Rv. 

TIME TABLE x#v 
rraiaNo. 2 leaves Manchester at 6'00 ft. 01. sr* 

rives atOnelda at8:80 a.m.Connects 
• with west bound O, G. W. No. 5. 

Returning leaves Oneida at5:40 a.ra 
arrives at Manchester at 6;0&a. m ' 

Train Mo. 4, leaves Manchester at 7:15 a. m 
arrives at Oneida at 7:40 a. m„ con 
necta with east bound 0. O. W. No 

. . d. Returning leaves Oneida at 7:BC 
a, m., arrives at Manchester at 8:2C 
a.m. 

Train No* 6, leaves Manchester at 9: iff a. m.. ar
rives at Oneida at 9:84 a.m. Con* 
nectswlth the north boun&O. M. A 
8t. P., No, 22. Returning- leaves 
Oneida at 0:25, arrives at Marchestet 
at9:60a.ro. 

Train No. 8, leaves Manchester at 2:co p. m. ar
rives at Oneida at '2:30 p. m. con
nects with 0. G. W.. No. 4, east 
bound, and No. 9, west bound Re» 

' turning leaves Oneida at 3:89 p. m> 
arrives at Manchester at 8:45 p m. 

Train No 10, leaves Manchester at 5:15 p. m. 
arrives at Oqeldn at 5:15 p. m. Con
nects with south bound 0. M. ft St. 
P., No. 2i. KetumingleAvetOneid* 
at 5:95 p. m., arrives at Manchester 
5:45 p. m. 

J. L. K.C.U3BY, 
Oen. Traffio Manager. 

Through tickets for sale at Manchester to all 
points In North America. 

—TRAIN8 WILL STOP ONLY AT— 
Belknaps Crossing, Platform at Quaker Mill 
Switch,. Franklin Street Crossing, bls's Cross
ing, Miller 8 Crossing, Twin Crossing. 
btoak's CrosslUg. 

ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R. 
TIME TABLE. 

Main Line Passenger Trains. 

WEST BOUND MAIN LINK EAST BOUND 
No 1*12:13 a m 
No a* 2:18 pm. 
Nosat6:05 pm 
No 5 tt>:ooa m 
So U3t 2:00 pm. 

..Fast Train.. 
Thro Express* 
....Clipper 
Local Express 
.Way Freight. 

No 2* 8;42 » in 
No 4* 8:16 pm 
No 84tti:ouatn 
Noet 8'40 pm 
No 94 11:45 am 

OlSDAK KAPiDS UHANCH. 
North Bound j Het Cedar RjxJs j Soutfi fiound 

Arrive—' and Manchester | Leave—— 
No.306 6;00u.tn 
No JJ84C.4oa.rn 
So. see 1:00 p.ni 

.. .i Passenger.. INo.8* 9:iu a. m 

. .tPassenijer.,. No.a&> 8:20 p. m 

... +Frelttht....|No.8C08:80p. m 

Baths 
Vapor 
and 

Why do you irt i and grumble 
>> hy don't you takH a tumble. 
USA Beacom's Picnic nils, 
fiioy will drive away your Uls 

Try them 25 cents. All druggists, fiOtl 

„y« 

m 

^Si

ng, West 

S ' 

fc 

iw 
Site's 

All above trains carry passengers. 
•Dally. 
•Dally ExoeptSu&day. 

H. O. PJBRCB. Station Agt, 
No. 5 Runs to Aloux City only. 
No. li llutis to Omaha ouly. 
No. 1 has connections to Omaha, Sfoux City 

nnd Sioux Kails and No. 2 from same points. 

CHICAGO GREAT WESTERN RI 
"The Maple Leaf Route*** 

Time card, Oneida, Iowa. 
Chicago Special, Dally, Going East 7:47 a.m 
Day Express dally ^;s9 p m 
way Freight aally ex. Sunday 11:90 a.m 

UoiEg West, North and South. 
97ay Freight., dally ex. Sunday.. U:so a m 
Oay Express dally A :16 pm 
St Paul & Kansas City Exp, dally 5tBI a ra 

For Information and tiokets apply to 
C. A. liobinson, Asent. Oneida. 

INVESTMEMTS 
, s IN 

SOUTHERN LANDS 
8uch Investments are not speculative. The 

South is not a new country. Market and shipping 
facilities are adequate and llrst class. The 
climate Is mild aoa favorable. Notwithstanding 
these and other advantages, southern lands are 
selling fcr prices fur below their real value, and 
at present prices net large returns on the it* 
vestment. 1'or u free set of circulars Nos, I to 
<0, luclusive.coiicerulnu the possibilities of lands 
In Kentucky, West Tennesbee, Mississippi and 
(.ouifcl.-iii.., ouand netr tt-e Illinois Central Rail
road, for bouiebebkerg and Investors, address 
the utiderRigaeu. J. K. MERHY. 

Aw'i ( rn'Pa»s*r Asent 1. C..R. B. 
DubuQue, Iowa. 

Compound Vapor and Sham
poo Baths. £ 

dle-Mi>dL 
eacee are i&uned 
by unisonous s&c 
retiont,, which 
clog the wheel, 
of NATORE. 

The D»af aOii , 
the syjmtonie 
may be different. 

Shampoo, but the cau e of 
disease ccr. ns 
ually be traced 

J tie imperfect action 01 the millions 
>' iirris of *l.e IiHti'd body. A b»1h in 
v • xn-douci w.tt scientific requite-
tnsnts i; the test preventative and 
• nody knjwr. fbo methods exp'ow 
•li Ky m«- are tne tuo.-i scientific ever 

• V'.uted rr illseovi-reii for dispelling 
'Mease. KetulU tflt the story. (;l*e 
ne a triu>. Thid Ih the Conant 
• batns. A coirpetent lady atiendart 
:i charge jf tl-e IhditBdepar'm.nt. 

Oifi !c and bat1' rooms on Krenkl n 
< rfcut. ; rp'-lt; G obe Hotel. 
Ht ' Q. o. a*Tr$, 

*1 

Illinois Central 
Excursion Kates. 

Kxeurblon ttckols will ba sold by Iheltiluols 
Central, to the points, audatrutts, as follows: 

SUMMER TOURIST RATES. 
dully,during tile tutumisr 

jnoutlis to bt. l Hiu »ud Mlimoapulls, Hiun : 
Hot Springs and Urajmoil, l)ei.v«r 
u?,nVrvl0i. l'u-iilo, and Uienwood 
Springs, tolii.; i.uden uud Salt Lake CUy. Utah-

"nauj- ulhujfiuiiiiiicr K.borlv bolh Kant Had 
West, II Ited jo Oct, 31,i Also to Yellow
stone Piiik, llmltud to ninety days. Write for 

I'ARE AM) ONE-TIIIItD [ON CERTIFI
CATE; 1'LA.W 

Cedar l-alis, la .Iowa Stile Normal Summer 
SiMool.Juue 10, July zi. Tickets on sale oulv 
ou certain uttK. * 

ONE I'AUIi PLUS 82.00. 
. I'ome-seikere' Excursions, west, Soulb. 

uud Si.uth-tti'Bt. , 
T KHs mi auto the llrst and third Tuesday ol 

V ™ l M»}ll October. '1 o certain points lu 
low i, Minnesota, Suutli Dukota, North Dakota tit k,a' ?? Noriiiwi'stern Stiles. Tiokets 
"'A' «!f'"LBvry until October Silt 
' >. Rikb^JuSy II'is.' "g 0n""1 F. 

J^KSS THAN ONE FARE. 
Forlliir.il, Ore , San Francisco, LoiAsssisa 

sl!H I^Ipbo. Cul.—Lewis & Clark Centcnnlsl 
Exposition »t Portland, and other meeting* at 
above points. Tickots ou sale on certaSn Sate! 
?«Y?,r.y ^ont 1 uutJl und tao.udlng September 
limited to ninety days for return, not te exceed 
November aoth Write for rates and Illustrated 
folders ubouttbe Portland Exposition. 

For particulars as to dates of sale, rates, eto 
apply to auy Illinois Central Ticket Agent'or 
a d d r e s s  t h e  u u r o r s i g a e d  1 4 1  o r  

A A*\.3!KRRY. 
r v , A s s t .  G e n  I  P a s s .  A g e n t  

Dubuque. Iowa. 

i 

Residence Property for Sale. 

We are authorized to offer for 
sale the Dr. Sherman residence pro
perty on Butler street. For terms 
apply to Beomsoh & Cabb. tf. 

A. 

PAINTING 
All kinds of exterior and interior 

painting. A specialty made of Car
nage painting. Prices reasonable 
and satisfaction guaranteed. 

S. J.^laley. 
Over Atkinson's Blacksmith Shop* 


