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*NAME ON EVERY miECE®

JOWNEY'S

Chocolate Bonbons

Always Delicious—Pure—
Wholesome-—Digestible

One Box will make
A Hsappy Home!

Every Sealed Package guunntied
Fresh and Full Weight

Pescy Bexes and Baskets in exeiusive
designs—for Qifts '

THE WALTER M. LOWNEY CO.
Makers of Cocea and Chocolates
BOSTON, MASS.

Burn better coal, get
the largest percentage
of combustibles and
therein the warmth and
comfort thereby attained

e R e O S NS
Gives _ the results desir-
ed. Try a sample ton
and you will be satisfied

Brown Fuel and Lime
Company

OFFICE

So. 3d Ave

Acorn Chunk Coal

© BOTH
Phones 140

What You Want

in case of loss of employment,
sickness etc., is8 a handful of
ready money; but you will never
rkave it if you try to keep it in
youor hands all the time. The only
sure way is to put it in our hands
until you need it and we will pay
you for the privilege of caring
for it.

Fidelity Savings Bank

MARSHALLTOWN, IOWA

Open Saturday evenings 6:30 to 8

& healthy man with a bad heart and
& poor blood circulation?

Did you ever see a satisfactory heat-
ing plant without a good boiler in-
stalled to a proper system of piping?
Did yecu ever hear a heating plant
pound? - That's heart disease, and vour
boller and piping must be made right
or the coal will flow into your boiler
as the dollars flow out of your pocket.
Consult P. W.. Hecker, the plumber,
steam and gas fitter, at 28 South First
street, Coulton old stand.

Mabel — Marry you? = Why,
couldn't dress me.

George—1 wasn’t asking for a posi
$hon as lady's maid.

you
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What is a woman profited if
she shall gain wealth and so-
cial leadership, even the crmine
that decks the queen of the
smartest of ‘‘smart sets,'’ and
lose the degire of her heart? To
the decision of this momentous
question came the heroine of our
present tale of love and )ashion
and “high finance.” How the
young woman, graced beyond the
ordinary with health and beauty,
permitted her inborn desire for
wealth and power to swerve her
Jrom the path plainly marked outl
for her by love and naiural fit-
ness, is told vividly, graphically
andpo' y. , Of minor char-
acters, th whom may be dis-
cerned the many types that go to
make up brilliant, fashionable,
sordid Sociely, there is no lack.
Not minor, however, but drawn
in bold, clear lines, is the man
who offered to the girl of his
choice all he himsel/ had—a
“fighting cohance” of life and
love and happiness.

HE speed of the train slackened.
A broad tidal river flashed into
sight Delow the trestle, spread-
ing away on' either hand
through yellowing level mendows. And
now, above the roaring undertone of
the cars, from far ahead fdoated back
the treble bell notes of the locomotive.
There came a gritting vibration of
brakes. Slowly, more slowly, the cars
glided to a creaking standstill beside a
sun BC ed platfofm gay with the
bright 4% of suhshades and sum-
mer gowns. '¢*

~Shotover! Shotover!” rang the far
cry along the cars, and &n absent-
minded young man in the Pullman
pocketed the uncut maguzine he had
been dreaming over and, picking up
gun case and valise, followed a line
of fellow passengers to the open air,
where one by one they were engulfed
and lost to view amid the gay confu-
slon on the platferm.

The abé ) ded yowig man, how-
ever, de, j seem (o &now exactly
where he!'Was. 'bound for. He stood
hesitating, ' lefsurely . inspecting the
flashing thnks of vehicles—depot wag-
ons, omnibuses 'and moto: cars—already
eddying ardund a “dusty gravel drive
centered"b‘y the conven:ional railroad
flower bed and fountain. The long
train moved out through the Septem
ber sunshire amid cloads of snowy
steam.

The

young man, gun case In one
hand, suit case {n the other, looked
about him in his good humored, lel
surely manner for anytody or any ve-
hicle which might be waiting for him.
His amiable inspection presently
brought a bustling baggagemaster
within ragge of vision, and he spoke
to this official, mentiening his host's
name. ’

“Lookin’ for Mr. Ferrall?” repeated
the baggagemaster, spinning a trunk
dexterously into rank 'with its fellows.
“Say, one of Mr. Ferrall's men was
here just now. There he is over there
uncratin’ that there bird dog!"

The young man's eves followed the
direction indicated by the grimy
thumb. A red faced groom in familiar
lMivery was kneeling beside a dog's
traveling crate attempting to wumlock
it, while behind the bars an excited
white setter whined and thrust forth
first one silky paw, tten the other.

The yeung man watched the scene
for a moment.

“Are you one of M. Ferrall's men?”
be then asked in his agreeable voice.

The groom ldoked up, then stood up.

“Yis, sorr.”

“Take these. I'm Mr. Siward--for
I dare say you have
room for me and the dog too.”

The groom opencd his mouth to
speak, but Siward took the crate key
'from his fingers, knelt and tried the
lock. It resisted. F'rom the depths of
the crate a beseeching paw fell upon

his cufl.
i “Certainly, old fellow,” he said
soothingly. “I know hew you feel

glbout it. I know you're in a hurry,
and we'll have you out in a second.
|Steady, boy! Something's jammed, you
isee. Only one mcment now! There
iyou are!”

The dog aitempied to bolt as the
crate door opened, but tne young man
caught bim by the leather collar, and
lthe groom snapped on a leash.

“Beg pardon, sorr,” began the
groom, carried alraost off his feet by
the frantic circling of the dog-—“beg
pardon, sorr, but I'll be afther,seein’ if
anny of Mr. Ferrnll’s men drove over
for you.”

“Oh! Are you not one of Mr. Fer-
rall’s men?”

“Yis, sorr, but { badn't anny orders
to meet anny wan.”

“Haven't you anything here to drive
me in?”

“Yis, sorr. I'll 1ook to see"—

The raw groom, much embarrassed
and keaping his feet with difficuity
against 1ie plunging dog, turned to-
ward the gravel ¢rive]” where now only
a steam wmotor and a depot wagon re-
mained. As; theyy Jooked: the “motor
steanied out, honBIng hoarsely. The
depot wagon follawed, leaving the cir-
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cle at the end of thé Statlon empty of
vehicles.

“Didn’'t Mr.
asked Siward.

“Aw, yis, sorr, but the gintlemen for
Shotover House does ginerally always
coom by Black Fells, sorr."”

“0 Lord!" said tbe young man. “I
remember now. I should have gone on
to Black Fells Crossing. Mr., Ferrall

Ferrall expect me?”

wrote me!” Then, amused, “l suppose
you have only a baggage wagon
here?”

“No, sorr—a phayton,” he hesitated.
“Well, isn't a phaeton all right?”
“Yis, sorr, if the yoong lady says so

—beg pardon, sorr—NMiss Landis is
drivin’.”
“Oh-h, I see! Is Miss Landis a guest

at Shotover Iouse?"

*'Yis, sorr, an’ if ye would joost ask
her—the phayton do be comin’ now,
sorr!"

The phaeton was coming. The horse,
a showy animal, executed side steps.
3lue ribbons fluttered from the glitter-
inz headstall. A young girl in white
was driving.

Siward advanced to the platform's
edge as the phaeton drew up, The
young lady looked inquiringly at the
groom, at the dog and leisurely at him.

So he took off his bat, naming him-
self in that well bred and agreeable
manner characteristic of men of his
sort, and even his smile appeared to
be part and par-
cel of a conven-
tional ensemble
£0 barmonious
&#s to remain in-
conspicuous.

“You should
have gome on
to Black Fells
Crossing,” ob-
served MIiss
Landis, coolly
controlling the
nervous Lorse.
“Didn’'t you
know [i?"”

He said he re-
membered now

that such were Yonts
the directions y
given him.

The girl "Ynualwulahauoml

on to Black

lanced at him
- Crossing.”’

incuriously and
with more curiosity at the dog.
that the Sagamore pup, Flynn?" she
asked.

“It is, miss.”

“Can’t you take him on the rumble
with you?’ Aud to Siward, “There i3
room for your gun and suit case.”

“And for me?" he asked, smiling.

“] think go. Be careful of that Saga-
move pup, lynn.
your knees.
ward ?”

S0 he climbed in. The groom hoisted
the dog to the rumble and sprang up
behind. The horse danced and misbe-
haved, making a spectacle of himself
and an agreeabie picture of his driver.
Then the pretty little pbaeton swung
northward out of the gravel drive and
went whirling along a road all misty
with puffs of yellow dust which the
afternoon sun turned to floating golden
powder.

“Did you send my telegrdam, Flynn?"
she asked without turning her head.

“I did, miss.”

It being the most important tele-
gram she had ever sent in all her life,
Miss Landis became preoccupied, quite
oblivious to extraneous details, includ-
Ing Blward, until the horse began act-
iIng badly again. Her slightly disdain-
ful and perfeet control of the reins in-
terested the young man, He might
have said semething civil and conven-
tional about that, but did not make the
effort to invade a reserve which ap-
peared to embarrass nohody.

A staceato note from the dog, pro-
longed infinitely In hysterical crescen-

do, demanded comment from some-
body.
“What is the matter with him,

Flynn?"' she asked.

Siward said, “You shculd
run, Miss Landls."”

She nodded, smiling, inattentive, ab-
sorbed in her own affairs, still theorlz-
ing concerning her telegram. She drove
on for awhile and might have forgot-
ten the dog entirely had he not once
more lifted his voice in melancholy.

let him

“You say he ought to run for a mlle
or two? Do you think he’ll bolt, Mr.
Slward ?”

“Is he a new dog?’

“Yes, fresh from the kennels, sup-
posed to be houge and wagon broken,
steady to shot and wing." She shrug-
ged her pretty shoulders. *“You see
how he’s acting already.”

“Do you mind if I try him?” sug-
gested Siward.

“You mean that you are going to let
him run?”’

“I think so.”

“And if he bolts?*

“1'll take my chances.™

“Yes, but please consider my chances,
Mr, Siward. The dog doesn’t belong to
me."”

“But he ought to run"—

“But suppose he runs away?
horridly expeusive creature.
care to take the risk”—

“ril take the risk,”
smiling, as she drew rein. “Now,
Flynn, give me the leash. Quiet!
Quiet, puppy! Everything is coming
your way. That's the-beauty of pa-
tience—great thing, ¢ uence.” He took
the leader. The dog sprang from the
rumble. “Now, my friend, look at me.
No, don’t twist and squirm and scram-
ble. Look ‘square in the eye—so.
Now we, ko ‘®ich other, andywe re-
spect each other, because you are go-

He's a
If you

said Siward,

ing to be a good puppy and obey.
Down charge!”

The dog, trembling with eager com-
prehension, dropped like a shot, muz-
zle laid flat between his paws. Siward
unleashed him, looked down at him
for a second, stooped and caressed the
silky head, then, with & laugh, swung
himself into the phaeton beside the
driver, who, pretty head turned, had
Leen looking on Intently.

“Your dog is yard broken,” he said.
“Look at him.”

“I see. Do you think he will follow
us?"

“I think so.”

The horse started, Miss Landis look-
ing back over her shoulder at the dog,
who lay motionless, crouched flat in
the road.

Then Siward turned. “Come on, Sag-
amore!” he said gayly, and the dog
sprang forward, circled about the mov-
ing phaeton, splitting the air with |
yelps of ecstasy, then tore ahead, mad |
with the delight of stretching cramped
muscles amid the long rank grass and
shrubbery of the roadside.

The girl watched him doubtfully.
When he disappeared far away up the
road she turned the blue inquiry of her
eyes on Siward.

“He'll be back,” said the young fel-
low, laughing, and presently the dog
reappeared on a tearing gallop, white
fiag tossing, glorlous in his new liber-
ty, enchanted with the confidence this
tall young man had reposed in him—
this adorable young man, this wonder-
ful friend who had suddenly appeared
to release him from an undignified and
abominable situation in a crate.

“A good dog,” said Siward, and the
girl looked around at him, partly be-
cause his voice was pleasant, partly
because a vague memory was begin-
ning to stir within her, coupling some-

thing unpleasant with the name of Si-

ward. '
She had been conscious of It when

her telegram, had left the analysls of
the matter for the future.

She thought again of her telegram,
theorized a little, came to no conclu-
sion, except to let the matter rest for
the present, and mentally turned to the
next and far less important problem—
the question of this rather attractive
young man at her side and why the
name of Siward should be linked in
her mind with anything disagreeable.

Tentatively following the elusive
mental clews that might awaken some-
thing definite eoncerning her hazy im-

Nhi training of dogs and why some go gun

“Is '

Hold him between |
Are you ready, Mr. Si-

| ing idly any topic that might have a
{ bearing, and, under a self possession 0
‘detuched as to give an impression of
! indifference, eyes, ears and intelligence
| admitted that he was agreeable to
| look at, pleasant of volce and difficult
! to reconcile with anything unpleasant.

They discussed shooting and the
opening of the season, dogs and the

shy and why some are blinkers.
From sport and {ts justification they
| became inconsequential, and she was
beginning to enjoy the freshness of
their chance acquaintance, his nice at-
titude toward things, his irrelevancy,
his gayety.

Laughter thawed her, for, notwith:
standing the fearless confidence she
had been taught for men of her own
kind, self possession and reserve, if
not inherent, had also been drilled into
her, and she required a great deal In a
man before she paid him the tribute
of one of her pretty laughs.

Apparently they were advancing
rather rapidly.

“Don’'t you think we ought to call
the dog in, Mr. Blward?’

“Yes: he's had enough!”

She drew rein. He sprang out and
whistled, and the Sagamore pup, dusty
and happy, came romping back: Si-
ward motioned him to the rumble, but
the dog leaped to the front.

“I don’t mind,” said the girl.
him sit here between us. And you
might occupy yourself by pulling some
of those burs from his ears if you
will.”

“Of comse I will. Look up here,
puppy! No!  Don't try to lick my
face, for that s bad manners. Demon-
strations are odious, as the poet says.”

“It's always bad manners, isn't it?”
asked Miss Landis.

“What—being affectionate?”

“Yes, and admitting it.” \

“I believe it is. Do you hear that,
Sagamore? But, never mind; I'll
break the rules some day when' we're
alone.”

The dog laid one paw on Siward’s
knee, looking him wistfully in the
eyes.

“More demonstrations,” observed the
girl. “Mr. Siward, you are hugging
him! This amounts to a dual con-
spiracy in bad manners.”

“Awfully glad to admit you to the
conspiracy,” he said. “There's one
vacancy—if you are eligible.”

“] am. I was discovered recently
kissing my saddle mare.”

“Phat settles it! Sagamore, give the
young lady the grip.”

Sylvia Landis glanced at the dog,
then, impulsively shifting the whip to
her left hand, held out the right, and
very gravely the Sagamore pup laid
one paw in her dainty white gloved
palm.

“You darling!” murmured the girl,
resuming her whip.

“I noticed,” observed Siward, “that
you are perfectly qualified for mem-
bership in our association for the pro-
motion of bad manners—in fact, 1
should suggest you for the presi-
dency’’—

“I suppose you think all sorts of
things because I gushed over that
dog.”

“Of course I do.”

“Well, you need not,” she rejoined,
delicate nose up tilted. “I never kissed
a baby in all my life and never mean
to, which is prebably more than you
can say.”

““Yes; it is more than I can say."”

“That admission elects you presi-
dent,” she concluded. But after a mo-
ment’s silent driving she turned partly
toward him with mock seriousness:
“Is it not horribly unnatural in me
to feel that way about bables—and
about people too? T simply cannet en-

pression of the man beside her, she |
spoke pleasantly, conventionally, touch- i

“Let |
| ward, and when at length they did,

horses—well, I've admitted how I be
have, and, being o shamelessly affec-
tionate by disposition, why can't 1 be
nice to babies? I've a hazy but dread-
ful notlon that there's something
wrong about me, Mr. Siward.”

He scrutipized the pretty features
anxiously. “I can’t see it,” he said.

“But I mean it—almost serfously. I
don’t want to be so aloof, but I don't
llke to touch other people. It is rather
horrid of me, [ suppose, to be like
those silky, plumy, luxurious Angora
cats, who never are civil to you and
who always jump out of your arms at
the first opportunity.”

He laughed, and there was mallce
in his eyes, but he did not know her
well enough to pursue the subject
through so easy an opening.

It had occurred to her, too, that her
simile might invite elaboration, and
she sensed the laugh In his sllence and
llked him for remaining silent where
he might easily have been wittily oth-
erwise.

This set her so much at ease, left her
80 confident, that they were on terms
of gayest understanding presently, she
gossiping about the guests at Shot-
over House, outlining the diversions
planned for the two weeks before
them.

“But we shall see little of one an-
other. You will be shooting most of
the time,”” she sald, with the very
falntest hint of challenge—too delicate,
too fmpersonal, to savor of coquetry.
But the germ of it was there.

“Do you shoot?"”

“Yes. Why?'

“l1 am reconciled to the shooting,
then.”

She laughed and started to flick her
whip, but at her first motion the horse
gave trouble,

“The bit doesn’t fit,” observed SI-
ward.

“You are perfectly right,” she re-
turned, surprised. “I ought to have

he first named himself, but, absorbed | remembered. It is shameful to drive
in the overwhelming importance of | g horse Improperly bitted.” And aft-

er & moment: ‘“You are considerate to-
ward animals. It is good in a man.”

“Oh, it's no merit. When animals
are uncomfortable it worrles me. It's
one sort of selfishness, you see.”

“What nonsense!” she saild, and her
smile was very friendly. “Why doesn’t
a nice man ever admit he's nice when
told so?"”

It seems they had advanced that far,
for she was beginning to find this
young mnn not only safe, but promis-
ing. She had met nobody recently half
as amusing, and the outlook at Shot-
over House had been unpromising
with only the overgrateful Page twins

tively and individually boring her.
And suddenly, welcome as manna
from the sky, behold this highly agree-
able boy to play with—untll Quarrier
arrived! Her telegram had been ad-
dressed to Mr. Quarrier.

It was perhaps the reaction of her
gayety that recalled to her mind her
telegram. The telegram had been her
promised answer after she had had
time to consider a suggestion made to
her by a Mr. Howard Quarrier. The
last week at Shotover permitted re-
flection, and, while her telegram was
N0 complete answer to the suggestion
he had made, it contalned material of
interest in the eight words, “I will con-
slder your request when you arrive.”

“I wonder if you know Howard
Quarrier,” she sald.

After a second’s hesitation he re-
plied: “Yes, a little. Everybody does.”

“You do know him?”

“Only at the club.”

*“Oh, the Lenox?”

“The Lenox and the Patroons.”

Preoccupied, driving with careless,
almost inattentive, perfection, she
tliought idly o her twenty-three years,
wondering how life could have passed
g0 quickly, leaving her already strand-
ed on the shoals of an engagement to
marry Howard Quarrier. Then her
thoughts, errant, wandered half the
world over before they returned to Si-

and meaning to be civil, she spoke
again of his acquaintance with Quar-
rier at the Patroons club, the club it-
gelf being sufficient to settle Siward’s
status in every community.

“I'm trying to remember what it Is
I have heard about you,” she contin-
uved amiably. “You are”—

An odd expression in his eyes ar-
rested her long enough to note their
color and expression, and she con-
tinued pleasantly: “You are Stephen
Siward, are you not? You see, 1
know your name perfectly well.” Her
straight brows contracted a trifle. She
drove on, lips compressed, following
an elusive train of thought which
vaguely, persistently, coupled his name
with something indefinitely unpleas-
ant. And she could not reconcile this
with his appearance. However, the
train of unlinked ideas which she pur-
sued began to form the semblance of
a chain. Coupling his name with Quar-
rier’s and with a club aroused mem-
ory. Vague uneasiness stirred her to
a glimmering comprehension. Siward—
Stephen Siward? One of the New York
Siwards then—one of that race—

Suddenly the truth flashed upon her
—the crude truth, lacking definite de-

tail, lacking circumstance and eolor
and atmosphere—merely the raw and
ugly truth

Had he looked at her, and he did
once, he could have seen only the un-
rufied =nd very sweet profile of a
young girl. Composure was oue of the
masks she had learned to wear when
she chose.

“Miss Landis,” he said.

“Mr. Siward?”’ very gently. It was
her way to be gentle when generous.

“I think,” he said, “that you are be-
ginning to remember where you may
have heard my name.”

“Yes, a little.” She looked at him
with the direct gaze of a child, but the
lovely eyes were troubled. His smile
was not very genuine, but he met her
gaze steadily enough.

«It was rather nice of Mrs. Ferrall
to ask me,” he said, “after the mess I
made of things last spring.”

“Grace Ferrall is a dear,” she re-
plied.

After a moment he ventured, “I sup-
pose you saw it in the papers.”

“] think so. I had completely forgot-
ten It. Your name seemeddo’™—

dure demonstrytious. . A% for dogs and

"“ see.”_ Then_listlessly, I couldn't

| to practice on, the other men collec- |

have ventur~d to remind you thar—
that perhaps you mizht not care to be
g0 amiable"”—

“Mr. Siward,” she sald impulsively,
“you are nice to me! Why shouldn’t
I be amiable? It was—it was—I've
forgotten just how dreadfully you did
behave "

“Pretty badly.”

“Very."

“They say so.”

“And what is yeur opinion, Mr. Si-
ward ™

“Oh, I ought to have known better.”
Something about him reminded her of
a bad small boy, and suddenly, in spite
of her better sense, in spite of her in-
stinctive eautton, she fouhd herself on
‘the very verge of laughter. What was
it In the man that disarmed and invited
a confidencagscarcely justified, it ap-
peared? What was it now that moved
her to everi®bk what few overlook, not
the fault, but its publicity? Was It his
agreeable bearing, his pleasant badi-
nage, his am{z‘ﬁ)ly listless moments of
preoccupatien, his yeuth, that appealed
to her, aroused her charity, her gener-
osity, her cuftosity?

And had other people centinued to
accept bimn too? What would Quarrier
think of his presence at Shotover?
She began to realize that she was a
little afrald of Quarrier's opindons,
and his opimions were always judg-
ments. IHHowever, Grace Perrall had
thought it proper to ask him, and that
meant soeilal absolution. As far as
that went, she also was perfectly ready
to absolve hith if he needed it.

“I was wondering,” he said, looking
up to encousnter her clear eyes, ‘“whose
house that is over there.”

“Beverly Plank's shooting box, Black
Fells,” she replied, nodding toward the
vast plle of blackish rocks against the
sky. upom which sprawled a heavy
stone house infested with chimneys.

“Plank? Ob, yes.”

He smiled to remember the batter-
ing blows raimed upon the ramparts
of society by the master of Black
Pells.

But the smile faded, and,- glancing
at him, the girl was surprised to sed
the subtle change In his face—the
white, worn leok, then the listless apa-
thy, which all at once to her binted
of something graver than preoccupa-
tion.

“Is that Shetover House?” he asked
as they came to the crest of the hilloch
between them and the sea.

“At last, Mr. S8iward,” she said meck-
ingly, “and now your troubles are
nearly ended.”

“And yours, Miss Landis?”

“I don’t know,” she murmured to her-
self, thinking of the telegram with
the faintest misgiving.

Theory Had almost decided her to
answer Mr. Quarrier’s suggestion with
a “Yes.” However, he was coming
from the lakes in a day or two. She
would decide definitely when she had
discussed the matter with him.

“I wish that I owned this dog,” ob-
served Siward as the phaeton entered
the macadamized drive.

“I wish se, too,” she =aid, “but he
belongs to Mr. Quarrier.”

(To Be Continued.)

WATCH YOUR TONGUE.

If Furred and Coated, it is a Warn-
ing of Trouble to Come.

When it is the morning after the

night before, you do not have to look
at your tongue to know that the stom-
ach is upset, the head is aching with
a dull rhythm, and that all the world
looks black and dreary.
It may have been lobster Newburgh,
Welsh rarebit or some other tasty dish
that looked much better at night than
the morning after. There is no need
to look at the tongue thermometer then
for symptoms of trouble. You natur-
ally go to your box of Mi-o-na stom-
ach tablets, and with one of the little
relievers bring joy and gladness to the
physical system. ;

The real time to watch the tongue
is all of the time. If it is coated with
a white fur, or possibly with dark trim-
mings, even tho the stomach does not
tell you by the acute pains of indiges-
tion that it needs help, yet the coating
shows that you are getting into a bad
way and that there is need of Mi-o-na.

Mi-o-na is so positive, so sure, so re-
liable in its curative action upon the
stomach that McBride & Will, the local
agents, give an absolute guarantee
with every 50-cent box they sell to re-
fund the money unless the remedy
gives absolute and complete satisfac-
tion.

What Do They Cure?

The above guest.lon is often asked con-
cerning Dr. Plerce’s two leading medi-
cines, "Golden Medical Discovery” and
"Favorite Prescription.”

The answer is that "Golden Medical
Discovery ” is a most potent alterative or
blood-purifier, and tonic or invigorator
and acts especially favorably in a cura-
tive way upon all the mucous lining sur-
faces, as of the nasal passages, throat,
bronchial tubes, stomach, bowels and
bladdeg;-curing a large per cent. of catar-
rhal ca‘é‘;hecher e disease affects the
nasal pa t, larynx, bron-
chia, stomac

dys, ia),
*Bladder,

po ul ye ng p
ing tonic and nervine. For weak worn-
out, over-worked women—no matter what
has caused the break-down, “KFavorite
Pres‘crigtion » will be found most effective
in building up the strength, regulating
the womanly functions, subduing pain
and bringing about a healthy, vigoreus
condition of the whole system.

book of particulars wreps each bottie
giving the formul@ of both medicines and
quoting what scores of eminent med-
fcal authors, whose works are consulted
by phrsic!ans of all the schools of practice
as guides in prescribing, say of each in-
ercdient entering into these medicines.

The words of praise bestowed on the
several ingredients entering into Doctor
Pierce’s medicines by such writers should
have more weight tham any amount of
non - professional testimonfals, because
such men are writing for the guidance of
their medical brethren and know whereof
they speak.

Both medicines are non-alcoholic, non-
secret, and contain no harmful habit-
forming d , being composed of glyceric
extracts of the roots of native, American
medicinal forest plants. They are both
sold by dealers in medicine. You can’t
afford to accept as a substitute for one of
these medicines of known composition,
anﬂ secret nostrum.

r. Pierce’s Pellots, small, sugar-coated,
easy to take as candy, regulate and in-
vigorate stomach, liver and bowels.

1. S. MILLARD,
Justice of the Peace,

FIRE AND TORNADO INSURANCE,
SURETY BONDS

NO. 6 SOUTH FIRST AVENUE
New ’'Phone 909. X

DR F P. LIERLE
SPECIALIST
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat
Catarrh

—

QGldsses Properly Fitted
Qe

Tremont Block,

F. E. NORTHUP
LAWYER

OVER LaShelle’s Cigar étore
Marshclitown, lowa.

Marshalltown, lowa.

l.x.al.l.ﬂ OB 3B S8 I8 OB OE B OB OF OB B 8 OF

600D GROCERIES

Start the New Year

Right by

Buying

Your Groceries

Here.

D. S. Good

Grocery Company
WEST MAIN 8T

BOTH 'PHONES.

EE R T RO R N R R R

Sort Out Your

VACATION
NEGATIVES

And print them upon

- VELOX

By any light during your
long winter evenings. We
will be glad to show you
the way.

136 West Main

THE FISHER GOVERNOR CO.
W.Z.Newton, Mgr.

" SURETY BONDS

I issue bonds for Administrators, Ex«
ecutors, Guardians, Curators, Contrac-
tors, County and Township Officials,

Druggists,

Liquor Dealers and all

classes of Fidelity bonds. Fire, Light-
ning and Tornado Insurance written.

W, M. _: A'K

6 South First Ave. Marshalltown, la -

Have you ever thought about having some

MONEY WORKING FOR YO

If not, begin now. Have regard

for those dependent upon you. N
save. We pay inierest on time deposits.

*
U
for your future comfort and
ow is the time 1o begin to
It may be com-

Eounded quarterly. It is the best insurance against want,
a

rd luck or hard tfmes.

Marshallfown State Bank

Capital $100,000. Surplus & Profits $60,000.
OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS
A. F. Balch, president; Geo. A. Turner, vice president; P. S. Balch, -cashier;
C. C. Trine, asst. cashier. .
DIRECTORS.
Geo. A. Turner, A. F. Balch, A. A. Moore, J. G. Brown, P. S. Balch, Wm.
A. Davis, Jno. B. Classen.
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Reading Lamps

ELECTRIC READING LAMPS MAKE A HANDSOME XMAS PRES-
ENT. CALL AND EXAMINE OURS BEFORE BUYING.

BARKER-BUCHANAN CO.
20 North Center Street

" PR T XS S
R ¥4 e pan S N e et S

T ORTER

_ Totake the sharp edge off
an appetite that won’t wait
for meals—

To sharpen a poor appetite 0/

In moisture and
dust proof packages.

- P ——————t
e LA SR AR
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that doesn’t care for meals—
eat :

Uneeda Biscuit ;f

So nutritious, so easily di-
gested, that they have become %
the staple wheat food.

:J
t I

|
I

IONAL BISCUIT COMPANY

—

(.
! .
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