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The Unfaithful Servant.

Thomas Jefferson never spoke a
‘truer word than that the art of goy-
ernment consista In being honest, If
one glves a little thought to the sub-
Ject he will be surpriged to discover
that nearly all failores in government
can be traced to dishonesty of one
kind or another. Either the politicians
seeking office have not been honest
with the people in appealing for voles,
or the men in office have sought their
personil profit rather than the general
good. The recent indictments of pub-
lle officers In different parts of the
country have called renewed attention
to the evils that follow betrayal of
trust. Men have used their official in-
fluence for their private galn. They
have regarded the power put In their
hands not as a trust to be adminls-
tered for the good of all, but as an ap-
portunity to enrich themselves, or to
advance their political fortunes at the
expense of the publie. This sort of
conduct is what John C. Calhoun once
called an attack on the “very essence
of a free government.,” One of the
gravest eyvils of the present time lles
in the general glorification of financlal
guceess, Therea are many who admire
the “smart” man who carries through
what he undertakes, and they do not
care whether his methods are honor-
able or not. The man who entérs upon
office poor and leaves It rich Is envied

hy these persons. They appland his
ability, and forget the moral ship- |
wreck that he has made of his life, |
They forget that In the long run a |

man reaps what he gows; that unfalth-
fulness in early life means contempt
in old age, What more pathetle and
moving sight is there than a4 gray
head, once honored, bowed In disgrace
over the disclosure of a life of indif-

ference to the finer moral standards!

The great mass of the people
honest, says Youth's Companion;
abhor fraufd and deceit;

are
they

any publle servant in whose honesty
of purpose they have confldence. The
unfalthful servant may prosper for a
while, but the day of reckoning surely
comes.

Respect for Old Glory.

Respect for the natlonal flag Is
growing, but it s not yet so unlversal
and deep-seated as it should be, Pop-
ular sentiment has found expression
in legislation which has to do with
various phases of the subject, and a
great deal has been done In this way
and through appeals to patrlotism to
discourage the [mproper use of the
Star Spangled Banner. But the ecru-
sade may have to be carrled farther.
The St. Louls Globe-Democrat men-
tions with disapproval an {ncident
which oceurred In Its elty. At a cer-
tain charity bazaar held there a lirge
number of flags were offered for sale.
At the close of the bazaar 35 of these
were left uneold. There were no of-
fers for the flags until a certaln.actor
came along. He was induced to affix
his autograph to the flags, whereupon
they went off like the traditional hot
cakes at a dollar aplece. The clircum-
stances move the Globe-Democrat to
adverse comment, Much of thls ls
caustle and aimed at the actor's evi
dent love of advertising himself, but
the real polnt Is here: “Wae belleve
there |s a law against using the United
States flag for advertising purposes.”
There certainly is, at least In some
states, and the spirit of that enact-
ment should be-respected everywhere.
Unquestionably It was flattering to the
vanity of the actor, who Is not of those
ranked as the great dramatic genluses
of the age, to find that his autograph
gives enhanced value to the flag, but a
proper appreciation of Old Glory and
what it stands for would stamp this
sort of thing as a degradation Instead
of an honor to the stars and stripes,
Of course every one will be glad that
a deserving charity profited by the
gale of the flags, but how muoech more
ereditable It would have been had the
banners not been debased to a vulgar
advertising purpose!

The establlshment of parllamsentary
government in countries accustomed
to autocracy 18 not easy. Russin ls
having trouble over the problem. In
Persla the people are, accusing the
jeaders of the reform movement of
seeking selfish ends, and they have no
roafidenca in *hn procezdings of thelr
house of representatives. In Monte-
negro, where the first parllament was
recently organised, the leglslators
vated lack of confidente fn the govern-
ment the other day, thé. cabinet re-

signed, avd poarliement ldiot:_rg-fl. &

but they have :
great patience with the vagaries of |

TRADE AT HOME

Why Farmer Should Give
His Support to the
Local Merchant.

PRESFRVES HIS OWN MARKET

Depresiation of Village Property
Munt Inevitably Mean Deprecia-
tinn of Agricultural Property
and Encouragement of
Monopoly.

(Copyright, 1006, by Alfred O, Clark.)

The most serlous problem taat con-
fronts the rural towns and villages
af this country Is the competition of-
fered local enterprises by the cala-
logue houses of the large cities, It Is
& problem for which a solution must
be found if the prosperity and gla-
bility of the nation 18 to stand,

And the solution of th's gret prob-
lem lles in the han” 1 of the people of
the towns aud villages and the farms,
especlally the farms;-

The people of the rural communities
have everything to lose ahd mothing

that '
thore ll'm

ut one

nroduce,
The fa.rmar can continue to’ lmnl his

city for hir #upplies, but he cannot
send his produce to the same place. |
In disposinig of that ha s absolutsly
dependent i his local merchant,
and by hia patronage of the catalogue
houses he ‘haf killed competition, and
must now take whatever is offéred for
what he has to sell.

Mr. Farmer, are you helping to kill
the goose (st is laying your golden
egg?

Are you sending your dollars to the
catalogue houses and by so doing kill-
ing the local h:ldu.ll.riel of your town?

Are you putting your merchan's out
of business, and creating a monopoly
that will pay you what it pleases for
the products of your farm? :

It you are doing these things it Is
time for you to stop and consider the
future. You will have to look but &
little way ahead to see the result, aud

DRUGS

FREICAINTIE

Glve your town a chance by putronlxlng your local merchants and you
In b

ay confidently expect ites growth
real estate valuation,
look for the reverse.

to gain by sending their money to
the catalogue houses, by passing by
thelr local merchants and sending
thelr dollars to the concerns who hayve
Absolutely no interest In thelr com-
munities.

These catalogue houses do not pay
taxes In your town; the local mer-
chant does. They do not build slde-
walks In your town; the local mer-
chant does, They do not contribute
to the building of roads over which
the crops of the farms are hauled to
market; the local merchont doea,
They do not help to bulld school
houses for your children; thé local
merchant does. They do not assist in
the support 'of your churches; the
local merchant does,

But there are some things the cata-
logue houses do for you and the
firet and greatest of these is to assist
materially {n bankrupting your com-
mugity. The dollara they take away
never come back to you. They will
never help to make a city of your vil-
lage. They will never increase the
value of your real-estate holdings by
making local improvements.

Let us look at the subject from the
standpoint of the farmer, for It is the
farmer who is the greatest patron of
the ecatalogue houses. -

The town or village one, two or
three miles from his home is his mar-
ket for the butter and eggs and other
produce of his farm. The half dozen
or more merchants of the tqwn, each
anxious to obtain his full share of the
business of the community, maintain
a competition thet ,affords to the
tarmer at all times top pricea for the
products of his farm. It is these balt
dozen merchants that make farm
profits possible; the profits are in no
way due to the catalogue houses of
the citles.

But the farmer persists jn sending
his dollars to the eity. He wanits a
buggy, or & set of harness, or & pair
of stockings, or any of the neceasities

.or luxuries of life, and to get them he

takes out his mall order catalogue and
looks at the finely printed cuts, reads
the well written description, and, pass-
Ing the local merchant by, the mer-
chant who bas purchased his produce
at the best market prices, the mer-

chant who has helped to bulld  the |

community,’ he ‘sends his dollars to

the catalogue house in the. city snd

takes what they choose to sead him,
What s the result?

and population and a ralse In

Send your money to the catalogue houses and you may
The picture tells the story of the possibilities.

it wm not be an attractive piceture that
greets you, The prosperous com-
munity of which you are now a part
will fade llke the summer flowers be
fore the winter winds, and almost as
quickly,

It 18 the fact that there Is & market
within close proximity to your farm
that makes your acres valuable, The
men who maintain this local market
for you are the men who cause the
rallroad trains to stop at your town.
Take them away and .soon the town
will be wiped offt the map. The
churches will close for lack of support.
The schools will cease to be a pride,
and your sons and daughters will lack
the opportunity that s thelrs by right
of birth, and your acres, that are now
valuable because they lle in close
preximity to a market, will show a
depreciation that will astonish youn.

Your® interests are, identical with
those of the merchants of your town.
By sending your dellars to the eity
you may cause the merchants to close
thélr establishments, but when they
are forced to this they can pack thelr

stock of goods snd go elsewhere, but

you cannot pack up your farm anpd
move it; your acres must lle in the
bed you have bullded for them whether
it be fair or foul, and it is “up to,ml."
Mr. Farmer, to spend your money at
home, and in this way you can solve
the greatest problem that mow con-
fronts this country.

Wil you do it? »

“In After Years,

Father Time had _been swinging Bl
scythe for 20 yéars when they acel
dentally met again. He was a
lor of 45, bald and slightly dis
but still in the ring. She a :pintur.
fat and 40, hutnotul'llrnm used
to be.

“Do you remember,” llu gurgled,
‘“how you proposed to me the last|
time we met and I refused you?” *

“Well, L yos," ho replied. "It
Ir by long odds the hllplﬂt recalec- |
tion of my, lfe.”

And seeing It wae & b
she meandered along on

His Fall.

lornlr

has & monopoly, not enl otthlulb"
ing, but of the buying as well, and he |
pays what M‘m for the hnlm"l. i

money to the.catalogue house in the |

Fred—I had a fall Jast night which |
rendered me uaconscious for agveral |;

sha. Inquired.

Grafton shook his" M. _-'su
wood was with the eotnmlﬂ.u -4
tefnoon,” he sald; ‘they've- pro-
ised their differences, and the men
come back to Wopk -to-morroW. - Of
course & few sore-Neads are haonging
off, but we can get along without
t.he:l. QOur five-day strike s done
with,”. - . 5

“You don't look none too cheerful,”

Mre, Cree hinted.
- Grafton  shrugged his = shoulders.
“The mine's not worrylng me," he
said shortly. *“The owher's presence
straightened out the muddie.”

“And don't yon think his daughter
kind of helped things along?" Mrs.
Cree [nnocently. fnguired.

Grafton shot a suspicious glance at
‘her, *“8he mapped out her father's
gpeeches, I suppose,” he grunted.

The landlady chuckled as. she set:
tled herself more comfortably in her
chalr; and though it was a chuckle
of amusement there sesmed to run
an under chord of sympathy through
it. - :

“She’a up there- in. her bedrpom
now," Mrs, Cree sald, “asewing by
her window, and a-looking out over
the hilla, Seems kind of down In the
moutll and dispirited, thing, like
agIf the hills wasn't as pretty this
year as last. Wh¥, Inst summer when
she was here, she was Just Itke a
kitten, playing all over , everything,
and not giving a graclous what she
did or how she did it. You and her
was alwaysd trotting up the. cricks and |
over the rocks—don't you remember?
And this summer ghe don't even say
how-de-do hardly, especlally to you."
Mra. Cree paused & moment. “You
was down at her home in Denver last
winter, wasn't you?'" she broadly
hinted.

“She Is a gid of moods" Gn!ton
sald ahmﬂy,

;‘Bul. gech moods m& wural. Jim-
mie”

“The strike worr!oi‘l 1:-:'."
stood up.

“Now, you set down agam,” Mrs.
Cree sald with gharp declsiveness,
The young auperlnundent meekly
obeyed.
~“You've been boardln; with me
golng on six years” Mrs. Crde re-
sumed, “and I've got a sort of hearty
fecling for you, Jimmile, And Madge
Stanwood’s been stopplng with me a
few weeks every summer, going on
glx years,' too, I've seen her growing
up, just as you have, and I've seen all-
along just what you was calculating
for Jater on, That later on came this

Grlﬂ.on

winter, down in the elty, didn't it?
With onpleasant results?’ ;
Grafton made a wry face. -"Oh,

what's the use?"
“Talking about It won't mend mat-
ters, She turned me down, hacd.
Dut what's the use of thresbing out
chaff? BShe dislikes me, and that's
the cold fact.

“It she thought it was uded," Mrs,
Cree sald sagely, “she’d be down here
on the veranda right now, and I'a 'a’
seen her dimples all day, 'stead. of
them white cheeks. It ain’t ended,
Jimmie."

Grafton mud ualn .

“Oh, you “~men are astraul.tn"'
Mrs. Cree cried in exasperation.-“You
cén't tell a body anything.  Well,
don't! It ain't a8y of my ul'zlrl."

Nnut_-'f >

“There, trot along down town ud
sea If you can't absorb.a lttle life. It
you eomé back in-an bour, 11 try to
have her-ont here, gettin’ in the-twi-'

light and pertending she aln‘t walt-
lig for you:!' -

Grafion obeﬂnnﬁr :urm down the
steps, but he hesita‘ed -Nwm and
returned’

“It was whan 1 ﬂdlﬂd tllau last
winter," he sald- qnlukl! + ~“Thare was'
another fellow. head, I
guess. I didn't’

I.
“ I_. -
et me out, somehow,. ﬁ T got the

nun-.huﬂ. She's_ uothing  but a
filrt.”

He turned and uuqaly ‘strode to-
ward the gale, but Mrs, Ciee's bepev

"He was muud 4and dlltuuhz,
and his unpleasant roverie closed In.
upon him, shu;tinﬂuﬁm
hia vision, so 4

?

he ' sald, irritably. |

| satd.

w
o Gro.nm .mald,
2 ﬂm. ,_ lli Whil:'q

b of his clgar
lwny. l-!ll-jaw -ﬁwa iteelf, and his
grew Ill. “Where are
thoy!" be asked! oy

*1 don’t knaw. m‘iom uloon. Hut.
good heavens! Grafton, dow't s
anything. I'll get Madge out of mwn
in the morning." ;

“I think I'll get somebody out of
town to-i:mn’”unrl.ou ma “And
the boys will help me, too.'

He, was interrupted . by distant
nhnuﬂu at the far end of !ha strest,
accompanied by loud lmughter. Run-
ning men appeared, and a mecking
cheer was rafsed. .

Grafton started toward the trouble,
but Stanwood . eaught and whirled
him ' In tha - opposita direction:
‘Look!" he sheuted;, “theré’s & cloud
of smoke about Mrs. Cgpee’s house.
It's & rlot! They've fired the house!
They're trylng to kill Madge. They
may have dynamite there!™

Grafton gave one glance, jerked his
arm-away, and raced op the atreet. A
few women and children were gath-
ering 4t the gate, and a mAn was
Munning with & pall. But most of the
male population was evidently at the
dlaturbance at the other end of town,
for the distant laughter and cheering
floated up the narrow valley.  Mrs,
Cree stood'on the porch, wringing her
hands,

~“Where Is she?" Grafton roaréd.

“Upstairs” Mrs. Cree sobbed,
the chimbley. Oh, do something, Jim-
mie, It may get dangerous.'”

Grafton dashed past, went up the
stairway three stéps at a time, and
ran down the hall to Madge's room.
The door was shut, bnt & blow from
his foot sent it back with = a crash,
and he tumbled Into the room. Madge
was standing before an old-fashioned
bureau. She turned with, & cry of
alarm, which shrank into an embar
rlued silence when che mornl&ed

Grafton did not stop-to explnln He
caught the girl in hig arms, and lifted
her from the floor, She screamed
loudly and struggled to escape, but
he turned and ran Into the hall

“Let me be!” Madge cried. “Put
ma _down! Obh, help! help! He's
crazgy!" 3

Grafton half jumped and half fell
down the stalrway, and ran out upon
the lawn with his burden. Mudxn
screamed again.

“Help! belp!" she cried.

“You're safe” Grafton murmuored,
an he set her on her feet.

breathless, and gave his daughter a
enraptured hug. One band came free
over her shoulder, and he caught
Grafton's arm.

"I can—never thank you enough,”
he gasped. ~‘“Ynnn sayed her life,
Daughter, nouu—-‘lra—dmmlto,
no_ doubk T‘ho strikers—assassina-
tion! Grafton llvﬁ wyour lite!™ .
Madge turned, round-eyed. “Yon!"
she exclaimed. .1 was 'In danger?
were -Inkspe! Dmunlto?
Oh, Jim1™

Gratton felt & :!nullnl’ shock
strike him; she was in -his. arms,
Looking up'ln an ecstasy of wonder-
ing joy he met Mra. Cree's eye. The
widow stood staring,” &fid on the iR-

alllri?

grimy-faced . .IIII umo out of

\ﬂl'l. Cree’s boarding house. “Blie was
a pretty mﬁ =hlaxe,’ he rema!
-'and made a most awazin' smoke for
Just a chimney.”
- “What!" Staawood cried; “a chim-
ney? Wasn't the house on fire?”

“But Red Caeeldy and Dago
George?” Grafton gasped. “Didn't
they set It :

A newgomer advanced from the
gathering crowd.  *We've just got

now,”

“f uqmmum

E

“in -

the Intriider. )

“Go away,” she uld quiekly re
gaining _her mmpolure. -“What do
you. mean~""_

Stanwood  came up, pufing- and -

Ob, Mr. Grafton—Jim! 1 thought you -

sland bural {nto loud laughter. SBome- -

how the overhend had dimin- -
ished, mmwmm
lnobls stopped..

| done .runnin' 'em uut o town,” he -
‘Th"ﬂﬂk&hmm.




