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TOWN AND OOUWTWY. . 
DM woods ar»wr gnu and fair. 
•ad (air ud green the den; 

Aad fair, too, la UM treeless street . 
That swarma with living men. 

And beautiful are forest aisles 
Beneath tht ceaturied oak, •' " yf 

And beautiful the chimneys tall 
That belch with factory smoke. 

The songs of birds, the low of herds. 
The hum of bees in June, ii-

Chime with the foundry's clash and clank 
la no discordant tune. 

God made the undlscerning earth. 
The earth it brought forth trees; 

Ood also made discerning man, 
, And man made factories; 
Aad so the factory and the tree 

Are parts of Nature's plan; 
Both man-made mlll«nd earth-made tree 

Should please the God-made man. 
Tho bobolink's song and the motorman's. 

gong 
Are parts of one refrain; 

And so Is the crash of the cataract, 
Aad the rattle of the train. 

The cattled hills and the towered town, 
The wood-path and the alley, 

Tha world-thronged streets whose streams 
are men, 

i; And the rivulet-threaded valley— 
These all are the equal home of the man 

Who loves the human brood; 
The home of the man who loves the world 

And calls the whole world good. 
The robin's strain in the backwood lane 

To this man's ear is sweet; 
And so is the rhythmical pulse of the pave 

With its tread of a thousand feet. < < 

He loves to see the pine tree grow 
And see the warehouse loom, 

And see the steamboats throng the wharves 
And see the buckwheat bloom. . 

For towns grow up beside the streams 
As oaks grow oh the hills, 

And mills spring up like growing corn 
And homes like daffodils. 

The breath of the fields its worship yield*, 
Like prayer It rises high; 

And the smoke from a thousand chimney-
tops 

Is incense to the sky. 
••Sam Walter Foss, in Leslie's Weekly. 
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B7E.L BBOW3T. 

TWENTY-FIVE years ago I taught 
a school in southern Nebraska, 

which was only thinly settled in those 
days. But the few settlers were hardy 
men and women, living honest lives, 
and going on slowly but steadily to 
prosperity, aad I had a pleasant time 
among tfiem. 

My schoolhouse was a very primitive 
affair indeed. It was small, unpaiiited 
and unplastered, but had a good floor 
and fairly comfortable seats; and my 
pupils, of whom there were 22, were 
mostly hearty, wholesome boys and 
girls. . 

One warm day in spring I opened the 
windows and doors to let in the genial 
sunshine and was busy with my classes, 
when in walked a strange boy, whom I 
had never seen in the neighborhood. 

He was thickly freckled, had red hair, 
and was poorly dressed, but was very 
clean. He came directly to my desk. 

"May I come to school, teacher?" he 
asked, looking at me earnestly. 

"Where do you live, my boy?" I ques
tioned. 

"Just back here by the edge of the 
woods," he replied. 

"What is your name?" I asked. 
' "Joe Morton," said he; adding: "We 
just moved here." 

"Well, Joseph," said I, "you may come 
to school. "Come this afternoon, and 
bring all your books." 

A bright look came into his face as I 
said this, but he made no reply, and 
went out aa unceremoniously as he 
came. 

He made a queer picture-as he went 
down the aisle. His clothing was 
patched, his coat was too big for him, 
and he carried a large, ragged hat in 
his hand. But he held up his head in a 
self-respecting way, and I felt sure that 
Joe Morton was good and manly, and I 
resolved to help him all I could. 

I was afraid he might not have a very 
pleasant time with a certain few of the 
boys; for, although they really were 
not bad boys at heart, they were much 
given to making fun of any new-comer, 
and sometimes made it very unpleasant 
for a boy who seemed odd or strange to 
them. 

The leader of this set was Tom Ath-
erton, a bright boy, but one who had 
very little kindly feeling for any one in 
school, excepting his little sister Pearl. 

. ' Pearl Atherton was about seven years 
old and the most beautiful child I have 
ever seen. Tom loved her with a love 
that was almost worship; but to the 
rest of the pupils he was something of 
a tease and a torment, always teasing 
and making fun of some one, and some
times in a most thoughtless, unkind 
way. 

I had many serious talkB with him on 
the subject, but as soon as he was out 
of the schoolroom, he seemed to for
get, and went back to his old ways. 

As Joe went down the aisle I glanced 
at Tom, and saw that his eyes were 
twinkling mischievously, which I was 
sure boded no good to Joe, but thought 
he would be able to defend himself. 

In the afternoon Joe came, and, after 
I had assigned his lessons, took his seat 
quietly. 

At recess I heard Tom's voice singing 
out: 

"I know a boy whose name is Joe, 
With boots all out at the toe, toe, toe." 

I heard no answer from Joe, and soon 
Tom said, mockingly: 

"What am I offered for the hat? Bid 
quick! The only one left that came out 
of the ark! How much am I offered? 
Who'll make it one dollar? Who'll make 
it one d6llar ?" 

And so it went from day to day. Tom 
saying unkind, jeering things as soon 
as he supposed himself out of sight, and 
Joe taking it quietly. Sometimes a 
quick flush would pass over his face, 
and his lips would quiver, but no word 
escaped liim. 

I thought best to appear not to know 
what was going on between them, 
thinking it woud soon wear itself rut. 
and perhaps Joe would feel better to 
think I did not know, but I kept him 
with me as much as I could and grew to 
like him very much. , • 

Be made rapid preptw in his stadias, 
and his everyday life showed strength 
of character. 

I could always depend on him to tell 
the truth on every occasion, and look-
ing into his earnest face, I would for
get the baggy clothes, the fiery red hair, 
and the ragged hat. 

Not far from the schoolhouse was a 
wide, deep stream of vyater, which ran 
dank and turbid in the spring. It was 
crossed by a footbridge with a railing 
on both sides. Nearly half the children 
crossed this bridge to get to school. 

On pleasant days we often sat on the 
bank to eat onr dinner, which we 
brought with us. 

One lovely day in early June, we were 
seated there, after eating our dinner. I 
was reading a book, and the children 
were amusing themselves in various 
ways. 

Pearl Atherton strolled alone across 
the bridge, to look for violets, which 
sometimes grew on the opposite side. 

In coming back, she stopped in the 
middle of the bridge, threw some leaves 
into the water, and leaned against the 
railing, watching them as- they floated 
away. 

The railing was old and in some man
ner had become so loosened that it gave 
way with her weight, and. with a pierc
ing cry, she went down and out of sight. 

Tom stood upon the bank, white and 
speechless, with a look of agony I shall 
never forget. He could not swim, and 
so could never reach her. 

But at the first cry Joe had stripped 
off his coat, and in a minute plunged in 
and swam steadily toward the spot 
where the little golden head went down. 

He grasped her as she rose to the 
surface the second time, raised her 
head out of the water, and slowly swan: 
with her to the bank. 

When I took her from his arms, and 
laid her upon the grass, the beautiful 
face was white and still, but she had 
been in the water such a short time that 
a vigorous rubbing soon made her open 
her eyes and speak to us, and she was 
soon talking in her usual manner. 

We wrapped her up as well as we 
could, and sent her home with a neigh
bor who was passing in a wagon. 

Joe ran home, changed his clothes, 
and came back none the worse for his 
wetting. 

After the bell rang I missed Joe and 
Tom from their seats. 

The back door was ajar and I looked 
out. 

T'here stood Tom with tears in his 
eyes, holding both Joe's hands. , 

"Can you ever forgive me?" he was 
saying. "I have been too hateful for 
anything, but I'm awfully sorry, Joe. 
If you'll forgive me I '11 be a better fel
low after this. If Pearl had been 
drowned I don't know what I would 
have done. Oh, Joe! I thought I would 
die when I saw her go under the water. 
I can't ever thank you enough." 

"I don't want any thanks," said Joe, 
putting his hand on Tom's shoulder. 
"It is all right. I was glad to do it. 
Don't say anything more about it, 
please." 

They talked a few minutes longer, but 
I did not hear what they were saying. 
Then they remembered that the bell 
had rung, and they came into the 
schoolhouse. 

From that day Tom was a different 
boy. He was quiet and kind with the 
other pupils, and he and Joe were fast 
friends. He grew earnest and manly 
from seeing Joe's honest, upright life. 

When the term closed, I came to my 
eastern home, and after a few years en
tirely lost track of my pupils. I did not 
know whither they had drifted, or what 
they were doing, though I often won
dered. 

In the fall of 18901 took a trip along 
the Pacific coast, and one Sunday morn
ing in company with a friend, went to 
one of the finest churches I had seen in 
that locality. 

As the minister began to speak, I 
thought I saw something familiar in 
his face and manner, but could not 
place him. He gave one of the most ear
nest, eloquent sermons to which I ever 
listened. 

I sat and wondered where I could 
have seen that man before. Suddenly it 
came to me—it was the look and man 
ner of my pupil of years ago, Joe Mor
ton. 

I waited to speak to him, and was in
vited to call at his home next day. And 
there I found him the same Joe in 
heart, nobly, tenderly caring for his 
feeble, white-haired mother and in 
valid father. 

He has made for himself a name not 
soon to be forgotten in the state in 
which he lives; he is a strength and in
spiration to his friends; he has written 
several books that stand high in the 
literature of our country, and once he 
was only a ragged, bare-footed boy. 
What may you not accomplish if you 
stand for the right and "try, try 
again?"—Golden Days. 

Kxtinffiilshed. 
A young and newly-married couple 

were entertaining their friends, and 
among the guests wa's one whose con
tinued rudeness made him extremely ob
jectionable to the rest of the company. 
His conduct, although most unbear
able, was put up with for some time, 
until at supper he held up on his fork 
a piece of meat which had been served 
to him, and in a vein of intended humor, 
he looked round and remarked: 

"Is this pig?" 
This immediately drew forth the re

mark from a quiet-looking individual 
sitting at the other end of the table: 

"Which end of the fork do you refer 
to?"—London Spare Moments. 

Beit Mushrooms In the World. 
The finest mushrooms in the world 

come from Paris, where they are grown 
in trenches under ground. The best 
mushrooms in the United States are 
grown in Pennsylvania and New Jer-
S33-, in both of which states their cul
tivation is an important industry. The 
cultivated mushroom sells for from 
$1.25. to $2 a pound, according to the 
season. Field mushrooms are not in 
favor, as even experts often confuse 
the poisonous and edible varieties. 

praam paragraphs 

"Do yon never work?" said Mrs. Sub-
bubs to a tramp who asked for a hand-
tout. "Never, mam," was the proud re
ply. "I am an immu ne."—Pittsburgh 
Chronicle Telegraph. 

Not Quite Out of Date.—"It is • de
plorable that walking is becoming a lost 
art." "Lost art? It's a mighty good 
way of getting home when your bioycle 
breaks down."—Chicago Tribune. 

"Do you believe that a thousand years 
was ever as a day, and a day as a thou
sand years?" "I believe the latter half 
all right enough—I've just spent the 
day at the dentist's."—Detroit Free 
Press. 

Hewitt—"I see that poor Gruet has 
been taken to an insane asylum." Jew-
ett—"Well, he always was peculiar." 
Hewitt—"How so?" Jewett—"He never 
was photographed in evening dress."— 
Town Topics. 

Tommy Tuff—"Come on, Willie; let's 
play Injun." Willie Hard row— 'Naw, 
yer don't. See this spot on my nose? 
Well, that's whut's left o' that paint you 
put on me las' week. Maw's scrubbed 
my face till I can't laff."—Ohio State 
Journal. 

Misled.—"I am frank to say," he said, 
"that I feel you encouraged my atten
tions." "Perhaps,"she replied, "but how 
was I to know whether you wanted to 
marry me or only to borrow money 
from father?" — Philadelphia North 
American. 

Miss Jackson—"So you don't fink Mis-
tah Johnson will be a success behin' de 
bat?" Mr. Whitewash—"No. Yo' see, 
a catcher am expected to run like de 
dickens an' catch a foul, but Johnson 
am in de habit ob catchin' de fowl first 
an* den runnin' like de dickens."— 
Judge. 

Her Pa—"Now that you have become 
engaged to young Badger, I must say 
that I feel sorry for him." Daughter— 
"For what reason, pa?" Her Pa—"Be
cause, my dear, you know you can't 
cook even a little bit." Daughter—"! 
had thought of that, pa; but, you see, 
he is a professional 40-day faster."— 
Richmond Times. 

LINES WALLS WITH LEGS. 

A Chicago Veteran of the Civil War 
" \ Who Tarns I'nele Ssm'i Bonn-

ty to a Novel Use. f 

Henry Curtin, a veteran of the "civil 
war living on the West side, has a room 
in his residence that impresses all his 
visitors as a veritable chamber of hor
rors. This is because its most conspicu
ous decoration and ornament is a row 
of human legs suspended on the walli 
and entirely circling the room. Mr. 
Curtin always laughs at the fright oi 
strangers at the first sight of this room, 
and then explains that the legs are only 
artificial ones, and there's nothing to 
be afraid of. Then he tells them how 
the legs come to be there. 

"You see," says Mr. Curtin, "in '641 
was so foolish as to try and stop a can
non ball with my right leg. Of course, 
it was a big job, and the next 
thing I knew I was in a camp hospital 
with one leg left. That ended my sol 
diering. The government had me meas 
ured for an artificial leg as soon as I was 
able to be about, and I came home to 
Chicago. 

"Well, I discovered that I couldn't 
wear the kind of leg the government 
gives, owing to some reasons connected 
with the way my leg was amputated, 
and the only leg I can wear is this wood
en stump that straps to the thighs. It 
was in '65 when I got my first leg. In 
'66 an express package brought me an
other. I sat down and wrote the WOT 
department that the legs were of no 
use to me, and, therefore, not to send 
them. They didn't take a bit of notice 
of my letter, and in '67 another leg 
came. I wrote again to Washington; 
told them I had three of their legs now 
that I couldn't use, and didn't want 
them to go on and bankrupt the gov
ernment buying me legs. 

"They never noticed me. In '681 got 
another leg. They began to get in the 
way around the house, so then I start
ed the labeling and dating of each one, 
and hanging them up on the walls of 
my den. They come regularly—one 
each year. There's 35 there now, and 1 
guess I'll last long enough to see 50 or 
more if Uncle Sam doesn't get tired 
sending them."—Chicago Inter Ocean. 

The Exact Flgsrea. 
There was a case before a judge of a 

circuit court' growing out of damages 
resulting from a fire which had orig
inated in an immense oil tank. During 
the jire a large amount of property was 
destroyed. Among the witnesses was 
one of the men who had been in charge 
of the tank. He had given his testi
mony, and the lawyer for the prosecu
tion was cross-examining him. 

"Your name, I think you said, is 
Grunendyke?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"You were one of the men employed 

to take care of the tank in question, 
were you not?" 

"Kind o' so." « 
"In what capacity?" 
The witness struggled a moment with 

the question. 
"Capacity?" he said. 
"Yes." 
"I reckon atiout 25,000 gallons," an

swered the witness.—Youth's Compan
ion. 

Covrless Batter. 
The fact is that science has got the 

better of the cow. Butter is nothing 
more than the food eaten by the cow, 
subjected to certain internal processes, 
and precipitated into the milk, from 
which it is extracted in the form of 
fat. In a margarine factory the same 
result is effected, and the fat of cows ! 
and oxen is converted into butter with-1 
out the intervention of the row. The ' 
component parts of margarin-i and but
ter are precisely the same, wi th the ex
ception of the former not containing 
the volatile, tasteless and uniutritious 
butterine.— lionden Truth. 
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M* Career of a W*U«K»«wm 
Western Capitalist* Maaataet» 

arer aa* Philanthropist. ^ 

. Among the leaders of the progressive 
element for which the midle west is 
famous, Mr. John C. Hubinger, of Keo
kuk, la., reigns without a peer. As 
a manufacturer, as an enterprising cap
italist snd ss a philanthropist his fame 
has spread over many states, and his 
financial enterprises have developed 
many obscure towns into progressive, 
thrifty and wide-awake cities. Mr. 
Hubinger, although but 47 years ,of 
age, can look back upon scores of com
mercial victories, each one of which has 
benefited mankind, for his liberality is 
as bountiful as his business sagacity is 
marvelous. He was born in New Or
leans, La., his parents being of French 
and German origin. When he was four 
years old, his family removed to Ken
tucky, in which state young Hubinger 
received a public school education. Al
most before reaching man's estate he 
secured patents on a number of val
uable mechanical inventions, thereby 
laying the foundation of his present 
fortune. 

By inclination and force of circum
stances his attention was early direct
ed to the manufacture of starch by im
proved processes, and in the course of 
time he became the head of a concern 
having an annual business of millions 
of dollars. But genuine ambition 
never quite satisfied with existing con
ditions, works ever toward perfection, 
and after years of painstaking study 
and research Mr. Hubinger has made a 

JOHN C. HUBINGER. 

discovery, which he considers the 
crowning event of his wonderful 
career, and which is embodied in a 
new article of commerce, known as 
Bed Cross Starch (Red Cross trade 
mark.) He is planning to distribute 
millions of packages of this starch to 
the housewives of America, at a merely 
nominal price to the consumer, in order 
to make its merits known without de
lay. Thus, for but 5 cents two large 
10c packages of Red Cross Starch may 
be had, together with two magnificent 
Shakespearean aviews printed in 12 
beautiful colors, or a Twentieth Cen
tury Girl Calendar; or for only 20 
cents 10 packages of the starch and 
the entire series of eight Shakespearean 
views and one Twentieth Century Girl 
Calendar—views alofte easily worth 
$1.00. Watch this paper for future 
premium announcements, of which 
every lady will certainly want to take 
advantage. 

While Mr. Hubinger will devote his 
best energies to the manufacture of 
this new and wonderful starch, he will 
not retire from the various financial 
enterprises in which he is interested--
street railways, electric lighting plants 
and the Missisisppi Valley Telephone 
Co., with 10,000 telephone subscribers 
in Minneapolis and St. Paul—nor will 
his augmented activity interfere with 
his social obligations and exercise of 
the splendid hospitality which he dis
penses at his palatial Keokuk home. 
Mr. Hubinger's family, consisting of 
himself, wife and four children, is the 
pivot around which his activity re
volves, and while fond of promoting 
great enterprises, he is still fonder of 
his home circle, where he spends every 
moment of time not taken up by busi
ness or public cares. 

Money talks—and poverty has a way of 
telling.—Chicago Daily News. 

Hairs Catarrh Care 
Is s Constitutional Cure. Price, 75c. 

your face 
Your skin 

t yourself 
covered with pimples? 
rough snd blotchy? It's your liverf 
Ayer's Pills are liver pills. They 
cure constipation, biliousness, and 
dyspepsia. 25c; All druggists. 

Want your moustache or beard * beautiful 
brown or rich black ? Then use 

BUCKINGHAM'S OYE 

SLICKER 
WILL KEEP YOU DRY. 

Don't be fooled with a mackintosh I 
or rubber coat If youwantacoatj 
that will keep you dry in the hard-1 
est storm buy the Fish Brand! 
Slicker. If not for sale In your I 
town, write for catalogue to 

A. J. TOWER. Boston, Mass. 

CAPABLE 
MOTHER
HOOD 

'•'.th 

CAPABLE mother must be a healthy mother. 
The experienceof maternity shotddnot teappraicSfcod 

without careful physical preparation. 
Correct and practical counsel is what the expectantaiid would* 

be mother needs and this counsel she can secure without coet by 
writing to Mrs. Pinkham at Lynn. Man. 

MRS. CORA GILSON, Yates, Manistee 
Co., Mich., writes: 

"DEAR MRS. PINKHAM—Two years ago 
I began having snch dull, heavy, drag
ging pains in tny back, menses were pro
fuse and painful and was troubled with 
leucorrhoea. I took patent medicines 

and consulted a physician, but received no benefit and could 
not become pregnant. 

"Seeing one of your books, I wrote to yon telling yon 
my troubles and asking for advice. You an
swered my letter promptly and I followed 
the directions faithfully, and derived so 
much benefit that I cannot praise 
Lydia B. Pinkham's Vegetable Com
pound enough. I now find myself. 
pregnant and have begun its 
use again. I cannot praise it 
enough." 

MRS. PERLEY MOULTON, 1 

Thetford, Vt., writes: 
••DEAR MRS. PINKHAM— 

I think Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound is an 
excellent medicine. I took 
several bottles of it before 
the birth of my baby and 
got along nicely. I had no 
after-pains and am now 
strong and enjoying good 
health. Baby is also fat and 
healthy." 

MRS. CHAS. GERBIG, 304 
South Monroe St., Balti
more, Md., writes: "DEAR 
MRS. PINKHAM—Before tak
ing Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound I was 
unable to become pregnant; but since I have used it my 
health is much improved, and I have a big baby boy, the joy 
and pride of our home." 
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FASHIONABLE AUTUMN 
M0 WINTER SKIRT. 

He. 108. This handsome skirt is made of fine 
ionableshape; stylishly trimmed with black 
Notwithstanding the mi modest cost of this 

/ 

> of fine quality oil wool rtorsi urn ii 
•lack satin from waist, in fancy design 
ts m flu* ultra of fashion, none of 

points 

You'll enjoy 
wearing It be
cause It 
possesses 
Individual 
style, be-
cause the 

r eprice Is only 
. , I abouthalf the 

value. To be 
enumerated 
among our 
customers 
means to be 
in close 
' touch with 
the centers 

k of fashion 
at all times. 

in the new fash-
as illustrated, 
the essential 

that so to maka 
pp. a strictly first-class 
skirt have been omitted. 
It is lined throughout with 
high grade pcrcaline and 
substantial interlining; 
b o u n d  w i t h  b e s t  w a t e r 
proof binding; made with 
under bos plait and patent 
snap fasteners in the back 
to prevent spreading open; 
bound seams. The accom
panying illustration having 
been made from a photo
graph of the skirt; accu
rately portrays the graceful
ness of each fold and lino 
and gives a clear concep
tion of the way it will hang 
when worn. This is a bar
gain of unusual interest to 
every lady who desires 
something not too expen
sive, at the same time pos
sessing style equal to mora 
cost!]; garments and quality 
that is wonderfully serv
iceable. Colors are navy 
blue or black. Sizes: 
Waist, 22 to 30 inches; 
length, 39 to 44 inches. 
Larger sixes 20 per cent 
extra. Price 

$3.35 
OUR MAMMOTH CATALOGUE 
In which is listed at lowest wholesale prices everything to 
eat, wear and use, is furnished on receipt of only 10c. to 
partly pay postage or expressage, and as evidence of good 
faith—the 10c. is allowed on first purchase amounting to 
$1.00 or above. < : 

Factory Loaded Shotgun Shells. 
" LEADER " loaded with Smokeless powder and " NEW 
RIVAL" loaded with Black powder. Superior to all 
other brands for 

UNIFORMITY, RELIABILITY AND 
STRONG SHOOTING QUALITIES. 

Winchester Shells are for sale by all dealers. Insist upon 
»having them when you buy and you will get the best. 

Juniper Kidney Tea WELLDRILLING 
Is •wonderfully successful in curing all diseases I . /// ffl MACHINERY fully successful in curing _ _ 
of the Liver, Kidno a and Urinary Organs, 
Bright'* Disease, Pain In the Back, Stone In the 
Bladder, Catarrh of the Bladder, Brick Oust 
Deposits, etc., and cures children of bed-wetting. 
Price 86 cents. For sale by all dealers and agents, 
or mailed direct, prepaid, on receipt of price. 
JUNIPER HKMEDY COMPANY. Chicago, 111. 

m MACHINERY*^! 
Machines are portable, anil 

drill any depth both by steam 
and horse power. Twenty dir-

l ferent styles. Bend for FHEH 
illustrated catalogue Address 

KELLY fc TANEYHILL, Waterloo. Iowa. 

WE WANT MEN • V |0 Our Northern Orown 
" Stock. Best Wages. Pay Weekly. 1 

J H Z  JEWELL NIIWEKY CO.. Lake City. Mlmm. 

IPITOPer»n»ae» tlyCared. Nofltsornerr-
rl I O outness after nrstdars use of Dr Kline's 
Great Nerve Restorer. H trial bottle and treatise 
free. Dr. B. II. KLIN IE. Ltd., 181 Arch 8t..PbUa..Pa. , 

Ask for it. If your dealer hasn't; 

It be can get it easily. 

_ A. N. K —« 1779 
WBKV WKITIBre TO ADVEKTMEKi 
please state that you saw the Advertise* 

it la this paver. 


