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. Ae Kind Yon Have Always Bbught, qnd which has been 
la nse ior over 30> years, has borne the signature of 

and has been made under his per-| 
sonal supervision since Its infancy.. 
Allow no one to deceive you in this*,' 

All Counterfeits, Imitations and "Just-as-good" are but ' ' 
lents that trifle with and endanger the health of < - ' 

its and Children—Experience against Experiment, 
'rag;; '. ' T'lfSf •'' 

isfCASTO R'l/flilt 
;. Castoria Is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Pare-

goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups.. It is Pleasant. It,y'-r|̂  
'5 contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotic 
ri substance. Its age is Its guarantee. It destroys Worms' s , > 
(\ and allays Feverishness.' It eures Diarrhoea and Wind ,̂ -' t 
 ̂ Colic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation X K ;r 

.->> and Flatulency* It assimilates the Food, regulates the 
f Stomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep* 
 ̂ The Children's Panacea—The Mother's Friend.  ̂

GENUINE CASTORIA ALWAYS 
Bears the Signature of 

4 
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>: The Kind You Eaie Always Bought 
In Use For Over 30 Years. ^ ik *&. 
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DEL.AY8. ELECTION t 

Ottumwa does not seem to be the 
only city. Jn Iowa that has to wait two 
or three day* after elections .to tod. 
out who was elected. This year the 
lots papers put in a whole week try
ing to find out thie total rote on the 
state ticket and then gave it up as a 
"bad Job. They are now waiting for the 
official count to learn the pluralities on 
the state ticket. The inability to get 

"complete, returns was due to the de-
_ Iayed count in a few of the cities, 

C t vwhlch made it impossible to give full 
'Cdnnty returns during the week in 
which the election was held. Wapello 

-was one of these counties. The full 
i iftuirns from all the city wards were 
*%iot Secured until Thursday. Mahaska 
"^fooonty was another, and the delay 

- - there was due to the slow count*in the 
• .-city 'wards. The Oskaloosa Times 
Says that one election board worked 
flfty-flve hours before their returns 
were certified to the county auditor 

- -Thursday afternoon. The Times de-
4^'elares this to be inhuman and urges 
'^amending the law by supplying two 
' sets of judges and clerks. 

The MarshalltoWn Times-Republican 
> agrees that it is inhuman to make the 
" whole county wait flfty-flve hours or a 

large, part of that time fop important 
• > news of an important result, but it 

believes that in cases of this-kind it 
1 may be evidence of incompetence on 

" the part of election officials. The 
v Times-Republican adds : 

Perhaps the double board, might 
hurry it a little but so long as boards 
are selected without particular atten-

r tion to qualifications it may be doubted 
whether or not the shifts would hurry 
up matters a great deal. The pay for 

. clerks and judges is not attractive to 
' experts. It Is a day laborers' wage 

and the average man who has a job 
is disinclined to look at the proffer of 
a place on the election board unless he 

\ has personal and particular reasons 
for Iseing on. 

But even with experts there is still 
nnnecessary and vexatious delay. 
Something must be .done, precincts 
split, machines installed, or at least 
some system and organization of elec
tion boards looking toward efficiency. 

The point is that there is plenty of 
now to plan relief measures be

fore another general election is upon 
us. This same matter has been brought 
up repeatedly after elections, but no 
steps were taken while the vexatious 
delays were fresh in the memory, and 
afterwards the people promptly forgot 
all about ,it, until another election 
brought the same old delays. 

When Ottumwa gets the waterworks 
matter settled this subject of voting 
machines or cutting up the city wards 
into precincts might profitably be 
given consideration. 

rind has gone on the vaudeville stage, 
should have a tendency to discourage 
international marriages, at least in 
Chicago. A titled son-in-law dancing a 
cake walk for popular prices should 
appeal to even the most ardent tjtle 
seeker as the absolute limits 

S THE~WATER QUE8TION. f 
The voters of the .city will decide' it 

the polls tomorrow whether the city 
Bhall at this time purchase the water
works. Water is one of the absolute 
necessities of human lifej both indi
vidually and collectively. A city has 
to be^supplied with water, arid it dif
fers from the individual in that it de
mands an increasing volume or supply. 
This increase in volume (and-'iii this-
instance quality) always is one- of the 
most serious questions with which city 
governments are. confronted.'" ; " 

The condltion ih thfs city is a seri
ous one, and has been so during the 
entire, life of this municipality. Ot
tumwa' never has had a decent or 
adequate water supply.: • - V V -

The matter is now left for the 
voters to" act upon. The duty of . the 
voters, aB we see it, is to give the mat
ter serious thought, aiidlvote fdr the 
plan-thatv he thinks will the soonest 
gi.vo the city and ?Hizens the. best 
service. 

As this is purely a local matter, the 
-Courier,- believing that the people 
should be influenced, not by any man 
ot. any paper's personal opiiiion, but 
by all the facts relating to the subject 
that. could be secured, opened Its 
columns to a free and full discussion 
of the waterworks .question, " Space 
was given to every article on this sub
ject submitted for publication, with the 
result that facts sustaining arguments 
for and against the proposition have 
been given to the people. Publft; meet
ings at which the waterworks question 
was discussed have been given the 
fullest publicity. The matter is now 
put up to the people and will be 
decid'ed, by them at the polls. < 

THE SERVANTS OF CAPITAL. . 
/"Consolidation of capital has been 

going on rapidly over thfe world for at 
least twenty years," says the Satur
day Evening Post. "Germany has no 
Morgan or Rockefeller; but her 
'cartels' and syndicates correspond to 
our trusts. In 1871 the number of iron 
works there was two hundred and 
thirteen, with a yearly output valued 
at twenty-five million dollars. In 1907 
the number of works had fallen to one 
hundred and three, though the' valuo 
of output had risen to a hundred and 
sixty-five millions^ In England and 
Wales, exclusive of London, in 1889, 
there were ninety-six joint-stock 
banks, holding eight hundred million 
dollars of deposits. In 1908 the num
ber of such banks was only thirty-
seven and their deposits, had risen to 
a thousand millions. Since 1908 
further consolidation of • banks has 
taken place there. Instances outside 
the United States of this powerful ten
dency of capital to combine'might be 
multiplied. 

"With instances inside the United 
States every reader is familiar; but 
our instances are often misunderstood 
because they are treated as personal-
movements—as something that Mor
gan and Hill, Harriman and Rocke
feller are. doing. This consolidation 
is not a movement of men at all. It 
is a ^worldwide movement of capital; 
and it would have gone on in the 
United States in substantially the 
aaine way if the gentlemen named had 
never been born. 

"The grp.nd object of consolidation 
is to suppress competition; and for 
capital that has become a' measure of 
self-preservation. The ' New - York 
Central railroad was made up of a 
dozen small local lines. A fight be
tween them - would have been much 
like a war between two Indian tribes 
—some scalping a few acres of corn 
destroyed, fifty bark huts burned. In 
the present New York Central system 
something like a thousand million dol
lars is invested. 

international history. Capital says 
there shall be no such war; and be
cause that is necessary to capital's 
self preservation it will keep on say
ing it as long as water runs down
hill—given the continuation of present 
conditions. 

"One might say that personally Mr. 
Morgan haB nothing to do with it. He 
is the agent of capital only because he 
does th$ things that capital requires. 
If he did not do them there would in
stantly be another agent. 

"Perhaps those publicists are right 
who say that this consolidation of cap
ital is the most Important phenomenon 
of our times; but whoever regards It 
as In any degree a personal move
ment, or subject to the discretion of 
any one man or any limited number 
of ihen, will, never understand it." 

Hezekiah Roscoe, the Missouri man 
who is charged with murdering four 
people and firing their home to hide 
his crime, was once sent to the peni
tentiary for murder, but paroled after 
serving ten years. It is dangerous 
sometimes to blindly follow, the ap
peals of the sentimentalists and turn 
murderers loose to prey on the public. 

It is announced that Governor Had-
ley of Missouri will call a conference 
of: governors and immigration officials 
to consider plans and, urge national 
legislation that will divert alien immi
gration from the crowded cities of the 
east to the undeveloped agricultural 
sections of the west. A movement of 
this kind should bring good results. 

Work kills worry, but it is so much 
easier to worry than work. , v? : 

However poor your work is, it is 
never hopeless. You are a success If 
you make it a little better each day. 

•. . • •— <— — 
THE EVENING STORY. 

HER HIRED SUITOR. 

By ,T. 3. Stribling. > 
(Copyright, 1910, by Associated Liter

ary resa.) 
Cranleigh Hume swung himself 

into, the llanayunk car, thrust hiB 
thumb and forefinger into his waist
coat pocket after the small change he 
dually kept' there, and found notb 
ing. 

"Hurrup!" growled the conductor, 
glancing at the waiting line behind 
the trim young fellow. The boy's 
Anger's rummaged .nervously thr v.igh 
other pockets. 

'Ah, here," snarled the bluecoat, 
"trying to beat your way for a few 
blocks!" He jerke**. the bell violent
ly for a stop. -

"I have nothing but this bill." 
Hume thrust into an inside pocket 
and drew forth a twenty dollar note. 

The car came to a grumbling stop. 
The conductor was ahgry. "No, you 
don't. You knew I can't change a 
double X. Don't have to. Get off." 

The young fellow hesitated, a flush 
crept up his face iiito his closely 
ettpi-:d 'hair/ Two or three ypassen
gers were smiling at his dilemma. 
He, turned on his heel |nd stepped 
into the night. * . 

At the same moment a fat, white-
haired, red-faced old gentleman 
stepped from the crowd on the car 
platform. The car rushed away with 
its* usual ascending whine. Cran-
lieigh found himself and companion 
dropped in the midst of a row - of 
dwellings of uncompromising re
spectability. ' 

The young man stood for . a mo
ment under an arc light, wondering 
vaguely into which house the old 
gentleman would turn when, to his 
surprise, he spoke. 

"Pretty rotten company, that.1* • 
"Rather," returned Hume cautiously 

loklng up and dov, i the street 
for the light of a drug store where 
he could get his bill changed. 

"Don't bother," said the old man: 
"I have some small change. We'll 
go out Manayunk way together." 

Hume glanced suspiciously for a 
moment, but the broad comfortable 
face and prosperous clithes were re
assuring. "Then why did you get 
off?" 

The old gentleman nodded em
phatically. "Because you did. Bov-
eril's my name. Elzlver Boveril. 
o^rner of the Boveril cotton mills of 
Manayunk. You may have heard of 
me." .1 vT, , . 

Hume coughed apologetically. 
"You-wili excuse me, Mr. Boveril, 
but Manayunk has so many million
aires that er—Hume is my name, a 
Manayunk man myself." 

"Good. I size a man up quickly.* 
Mr. Hume, that's the reason I'm now 
where I am, I w: nt to employ 
you " 

"But I have a profession." ; 
"This is an odd Job. in a way. 

Won't take up your professional time. 
I have a daughter. . Mr. Hume—you 
dbn't know what a daughter is, Mr. 
Hume." The old gentleman's busi
ness-like tone trailed off into a sigh. 

"I've seen them," remarked the 
young inan. 

"Oh, I mean to own one, bring her 
up, let her get to the fool stage and 
run you crazy." 

"I don't know what that is," ad
mitted Hume. 

"Well, my daughter Belle thinks 
she's In love with a drug clerk in 
Roxborough. It's ridiculous. I asked 
her wh?.t she admired, about him any
way. She said she thought it.was the 
dare-devil way he slung her sodas. 
She's so young! I told her 'she 
couldn't marry him. She said * she 
would. I've .had her .mother and 
aunt tell her she shouldn't, but 
I believe she will. Then, I hit on , my 
scheme, and there's where you come 
in." . 

Hume looked at the old fellow's 
flushed face under the arc light, after 
this burst of confidence 

"What am I to do " 
"Well, when she told me a soda 

slinger looked' dare-devil I decided 
right then to fight a dare-devil with 
flre. I looked you over. I like your 
cut and twill, Mr. Hume. I want you 
to pitch in now and make that drug 
clerk as dead an issue as free silver 
or abolition. • Can you sing—play a 

Just south lies the guitar?" 
Pennsylvania system, in which an
other thousand million is invested. V The antics of Count Jaqites' Alex ( 

if ander von: Mourik de Beaufort, who i Actual war between these two huge 
was kicked out of the home of his] systems would destroy ^apital as fast 
millionaire father-in-law in Chicago [ as many a campaign that figures in 

"A little bit." 
"All right, I fancy if drawinjg sodas 

looks dare-chevil, a guitar and a moon
light song ought to be a regular wild 
west show, and a few words - whis

pered in a window lattice, a charge 
up San Juan. hill. Are you on—sal
ary twenty-five per week till the drug' 
clerk fades ' 

"Twenty-five per,' laughed Hume 
In amazement, "to court a girl?" 

"Money's no object, Mr. Hume; I 
want the work done.1 I wouldn't 
quarrel about a lawyer's fee when he 
writes my will. This .Is like that. 
Yonder comes our. car. We can't talk 
this inside. Is it a go?'* > i , >,t * v 

"Sure thing." ^ 1 

The two men boarded the car and 
w^re flying on their" way to Mana
yunk. They sat side by side, and Mr. 
Boveril handed the blue coat a dime, 
liftjng two flngerB. It takes some
thing like three-quarters of an hour 
to ride from, the heart of Philadelphia 
to Manayunk. Hume could not for
bear smiling at this whimsical ad
venture upon which he was engaged. 
Suddenly a thought struck him. He 
leaned over to the hectic ear of his 
companion^' 

"Suppore I should—Suppose-^-^-" 
Mr. Boveril turned and gave him a 

steady look. "I'd get somebody to 
head you off." > ,,^>'1 , 

"She must be young." J' -'>i' 
"Too young to marry." j" 

. "What age?" ^...... ; t 
"Eighteen.* "//J! 
The car fled , on up past Fairmount 

park. There was a full moon in the 
sky that wove a pale Altering, of light 
over the massed trees. As they 
passed the. Wissahlckon the trembling 
waters at the dam gleamed white and 
managed to send a note of its bari
tone into the rattling car. 

"4 flne night for it," suggested 
Hume, his heart warming to his task. 

Mr. Boveril nodded, pulled out a 
fat gold watch. "Nearly eleven. That's 
not very late. You might borrow a 
guitar from somewhere. I'll listen 
to you a little bit to see how you 
perform. After tonight let me know 
when you're coming around to sing, 
and I'll stay away at the club. I'm 
not much on music." 

"Sure," replied Hume easily j "neith 
er am I. I used to sing in my board
ing house until the gentleman below 
came up one night and offered to 
throw me out. You understand, he 
just took a fancy to do something for 
me, just as you did. I stopped, how
ever, not wanting to put him to any 
trouble. 

Mr. Boveril smiled. "We get off at 
the next corner," he said. 

The Boveril mansion was lockted 
on a hillside in Manayunk over to
ward Roxbofough, It, stood white 
and stately In the soft light on a ter
raced lawn, up which clambered many 
flights of marble steps. Hume caught 
a breath of admiration at the pile, 
Which was not wasted on the owner. 

" 'Tis pretty, isn't it?" he said, "anid 
to think that wasted on a drug clerk 
—she's my , only child.". The old fel
low's voice shook, a little.. "I wish I 
could buy b her hai; a dozen drug 
clerks until, she got tired of 'em/' . 
« As they walked through the streets 

of the surburb .Hume visited many of 
the despised drug stores until he,vh~lt 
upon a guitar that could be , had.-
Armed with this the two plotters ^ap
proached the mansion. 

When they had fcllmbed the third 
terrace, Mr. Boveril took a seat on an 
iron settee, and looked at the 'summer 
moon while his accomplice ' stole 
around to the designated window foi* 
his work. ( . c ' 

Presently Mr. Boveril beard a thrum, 
of chords and then a rather pleasant 
tenor voice singing "Cuddle. Up a 
Little Closer," an air then running in 
a. popular, musical^ comedy. : * . 

"What a. night," murmured Mr. 
Boveril, "and his voice isn't bad, 
though it seems to me I've "heard It 
before somewhere." 

Within the heavy window frame a 
girl's head appeared with the first 
notes, "Oh, Cranleigh," she whispered, 
"you must go away, darling. I'm 
expecting Pop home any minute." 

But Cranleigh's arms were about 
her shoulders. "He's already here, 
down on the third terrace, listening 
to me sing." - . 

"What, Stanleigh," she whispered 
in astonishment. "How did ypu get 
away from the drug store?" 

Stanleigh explained, struck his 
guitar again, and once more Mr. 
Boveril heard the Hit; "Cuddle up a 
little closer, lovey mine, lovey- mine." 

This time, it was in duet, and Mr. 
Boveril wondered. . /. 

WEALTH COMES IN AT JHJ| D^|^. 

> By Marion M. Walters. 
(Copyright, 1910, by Associated Liter

ary Press.) 
There was a queer, half humorous 

twist to Ada's lips as she said to 
Barclay: 

Don't waste* pretty speeches upon 
me. please. I refuse to go on the 
waiting list—it is too long alresidy." 

Barclay flushed visibly. "I hate 
riddles. • Please explain," he entreat
ed plaintively. 

Ada laughed softly. "Actually-— 
you bear P. conscience in - spite of 
everything," she said; "Or rathsr 
half a conscience—your face admits 
what your lips deny.' 

"I don't in the least understand," 
Barclay murmured, then tried -droit-
ly to talk of something else. 

Ada shook her head at him. "Little 
pitchers have big ears," she said. 
"Tiny was in -the library while '"you 
talked with her big brother—she 
came to me with eyes of wonder to 
ask what a waiting list was—" 

"What did you tell her" 'Barclay 
interrupted, with a sickly grin. 

"Oh! That-it wtfs a charm-string, 
but made up of girls, not buttons," 
Ada expounded • airily. "You must 
know about charm-strings—^we all 
had them back in the dark ages 
when I was a brat." 

"You forget that boy is another 
name for ignorance," Barclay answer
ed. "Thank you, though, for en
lightenment 

"No need," Ada interrupted, going 
on remorselessly. "Instead/, tell me. 
all about this " waiting list. As I 
understand now, it is made up of 
half-a-dozen girls yon mean to make 
love to, after you ; finish the affair 
with Mabel Brough." 

"I am ignorant, still too wise to 
contradict aiady. If her mind is made 

for the time being," Barclay sat 
his grandest air 

There was mookery in the 
deur—it made Ada angrier than all 
that <had gone before. Out of her 
anger was born a purpose—to capti
vate this self-satisfied, vain creature, 
whom theretofore she had disdained. 
So sbe masked het wrath under her 
brightest smile and began to talk, 
gayly, brightly, of affairs in their 
summer world. 

Barclay was grateful—he hated any 
cloud in the emotional sky. And 
really if Miss Ada Noon had chosen 
to do,it she might have made him 
uncomfortable. She had attracted 
him in a way, from the very first, 
but there was Mabel on his hands, a 
beauty, a belle, past mistress also of 
the fine art of flirting, and there were 
the others—Alice EJwell, Jenny Ware, 
Cora Linton—several more—he had 
thought, and even said, they would 
have - their turn. , » 

He'was a connoisseur in beauty, 
in fascination. Marrying was for 

out of the question—he had 
never cared enough for any one woman 
to make him proof against the channs 
of another—and still others. 'A tem
perament of that sort was the dyna
mite for married happiness. Women 
had spoiled him from the era of round
abouts, yet . he had somehow a sense 
that there were those of the sex who 
would not . put up wita philanderings. 
A sixth sense had told him early in 
the game that Ada Noon was that sort. 

Notwithstanding, he had not been 
able to resist the temptation of mak
ing half-love to her—they were out in 
the Bretons' adorable garden, gay with 
September's riot of color, sweet with 
September's wonderful roses. Ada in 
her leaf-green * frock, touched with 
gold tuid slashed with dull scarlet, 
fitted into the picture. He had told 
her so, adding something of his desire 
to keep the picture forever. She had 
promptly taken him up, and shown 
him where he stood with her. 

Barclay was not conceited beyond 
the masculine normal—but it is not 
in the sex to rest 6asy under mis
prison. What wonder then, that 
he set., to work, delicately but un
mistakably, to show his • Lady Dis
dain, how little ground her disdain 
had? He no longer made love to her 
with his eyes—In fact he no longer 
made love to anybody save Mrs. 
Brenton, Tiny and Bob's grandmother, 
a grande dame, adorably young at 
seventy. 

Mabei Brough was plainly piqued, 
as plainly puzzled. As the others—the 
waiting , list—they went their happy 
ways blandly unconscious of their 
sometime designation. Bob's class 
came and vpent in a procession of the 
perfect, also the imperfect, but one 
that made the house gay every min
ute. Barclay was older than the others 
by five years—Bob had been his ador
ing fag at school, and no. later friend 
had ever superseded. 

He had placed Ada Noon as Mrs. 
Brenton's protege, In spite of the fact 
that her frocks had always a .touch of 
distinction. She. wore the simplest 
ornaments, but they always became 
her wonderfully—her Btring of big 
poral beads, for example,- accented 
wonderfully the soft curves of her 
heck;' ' 

Looking;; , at the beads, Barclay 
caught himself wondering how cer
tain red, rubies, in his family strong 
box, would look In their place. The 
speculation startled him—4t was 
wholly new. Could he be really fall
ing ill love? And with a girl to whom 
hie was evidently no more than part 
of the landscape? He asked himself 
the question, wrathfully. Then he 
went off for a long day alone. At the 
end of it He knew. Ada Noon had 
come to mean something more than 
the rest of -the world to him. He 
meant to marry her, whether or no. 
It pleased him to th<-!; her face was 
her fortune—rather her pretty wit, 
her poised and charming personality. 
His mother would make a scene of 
course—now for years she had been 
impressing it upon him that, being 
rich, he mudt marry money in order 
to be richer." "One needed to grow In 
the grace of wealth, she thought— 
and active business ventures meant 
risk. Just two things were safe-
matrimony and economy. She hated 
economy—it is hard, on eighty-thou
sand a year—so she was as eager to 
have her son bestow himself properly 
as he had been loath to do it. 
• He said nothing of all that when 
he told his love next morning—so 
early the dewy, -roses had barely 
thought of opening. Ada was out 
among them, bending to kiss their un
folding buds. 

He came behind her, caught her in 
his arms, and said a trifle huskily: 
'It's a shame to waste such things— 
as you're in kissing mood, why, kiss 
me!"' 

At first she surged away from him, 
but after one long upward look, stood 
still, her breath coming fast, red roses 
all her own, flaming in her cheeks. 

Barclay put a hand under her chin; 
tilting it Until he could look to the 
depths of her eyes. What he saw 
there satisfied him—he bent and 
kissed her, then said, trying to laugji: 

"We never meant this for ^arnest— 
not In the least—but fate took the 
game into her own hands and played 
to suit herself." 
' "Fate is an incorrigible jester—"but 

not always a cynic one," Ada an
swered, with an enigmatic smile, ohe 
slipped from Barclay's embrace—he 
still held her hand. 

"I'm going to proclaim things at 
breakfast," he said. "After thftt I 
shall send a telegram—to my mother, 
of couree- She win be amazed—as 
much so aB dear Mrs. Brenton will be 
de l i gh t ed . "  i - j ,  

Again Ada ^smiled1 that odd but 
tranquil smile. Barclay understood 
It six hours'later. His dispatch read: 
"Going to matry—wire blessing. All 
for love—but she is Worth a lot more 
than'millions. Announce engagement 
everywhere—name's Ada Noon— 
she'll do credit to the rubies."" 

Mrs. John Barclay was the soul of 
thrift, but she did not wait to send 
a fifty-word answer at reduced rates. 
Instead her, son got this, as soon as 
the wires could fetch it: "Blessings 
twice over; You have made me very 
happy, Miss Nbon is, indeed, worth 
more than millions—called up Pat 
Fryer, 'our trustees, and they assure 
me 6he is.sole heir to at least ten— 
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up to anything I:-a6cepMt as- a f^~j^^th«ipeCtaUons. ^ Ani.. hating tfe»x'and patron of literature." Not only ia dead beat 

rubies reset and have ordered a tiara 
of the newest fashion.' Fetch home 
your treasure quickly to 

"Your Adoring Mother." 
Bob, looking over Barclay's shoul

der, laughed uproarlonsly at his Idol's 
change of countenance. 

"I'm glad you didn't know, old 
man. Granny swore everybody not 
to tell," he said when he could speak. 
"Ada knows you didn't know—and 
you two were really made for each 
other. You can afford to be mis
understood—of course the world will 
say your match is the result of some
thing like the attraction of gravity. 
But never you mind " 

"I wont!" Barclay said, sighing 
deep down. "But it's rather tough 
Bob—I am marrying solely for 
love " 

"And he won't fly out of the win
dow because riches come in at the 
door," Mrs. Brenton said sagely, com
ing up behind them- 'If I had not 
been sure of that, this conspiracy of 
silence would never have been be
gun." 

THE BANKER IN NEW ASPECT 

Shown to be Important Figure Ihj Lit-
erature In .Book by Johnson I ^ 

t BHflham; 

Accustomed as we are to thln& of 
the banker as a lender of money and 
credit, a custodian of securities and 
a counsellor of the financially troubled, 
it comes as an almost startling revela
tion to find that one who Is looked 
upon as a close-flsted man of business, 
and who has even been called a skin
flint really occupies a prominent place 
in literature, both as a creator of poe
try and prose and as a figure with 
which the great literary artists have 
delighted to deal. _ 

This revelation comes to us through 
a book by Johnson Brigham, state 
librarian of Iowa. It is entitled "The 
Banker in Literature,' 'and is published 
by The Bankers' Publishing Co. of New 
York. (Price $2.00.) 

a creator of literature the banker 
has by no means been circumscribed 
by the lines of his own business. His
tory, poetry, criticism—all the depart
ments of literary effort—have claimed 
his attention and contributed to his 
fame. 
, It was a London banker—Qeorge 

Grote— who wrote what yet remains 
a standard "History of Greece," and it 
was also a London' banker, Samuel 
Rogers, who wrote "The Pleasures of 
Memory," and "Italy." 

In our own country two dis
tinguished poets, Fltz-Green Halleck 
and Stedman, were bankets at one 
time in their lives. 

To enumerate all the bankers who 
won fame as essayists, poets, drama
tists and novelists would result in a 
list of names surprisingly long and of 
high repute in ih&jrorld of Iettters. 
We should flnd*|oiwnent in this list, 
besides those already mentioned,, Wil
liam Paterson, John Law, David Ri-
cardo William ROBCOO, the Lubbocks, 
Walter Bagehot, Westcott (the lament
ed author of "David llarum") and a 
number of others. 

As a character in literature the 
banker has figured prominently in the 
works of Balzac, Dickens, Thackeray, 
Bulwar, Dumas, Reade, Ibsen and oth
er writers. These pictures afford the 
banker an opportunity of seeing him
self as others see him. 

Mr. Brigham has given us a sufficient 
historical sketch of the literary bank
ers to enable us to judge what manner 
of men they were, and has liberally 
quoted from their principal produc
tions. Several ahecdotes also enliven 
the book. 

It may be doubted whether the de
mands made on the banker's time and 
energies by the stress of modern busi
ness life would permit any one to 
achieve the solid literary fame of Bome 
of those whose work Mr. Brigham has 
so delightfully called to mind. These 
men belonged, if not to "the good old 
times," to an elder day, of more polite
ness, elegance and leisure, when the 
cultivation of the flne arts was less in
harmonious with the banker's calling 
than It seems now. 

The book contains a peculiar charm. 
In its pages the banker will realise a 
delicate reminder of his own occupa
tion, but he will be held by a thread 
so fine as not to be galling—a mere 
reminder of busy hours, while he is en
joying himself in company with men 
who were bankers and who have 
earned lasting fame as creators of lit
e r a t u r e .  v y>  

Appropriately enough, the "book is 
dedicated to John Pierpont Morgan. 
LL. D., "America's foremost banker 

Mr. Morgan a distinguished banker 
and patron of literature, hut bis name 
Itself calls up literary associations, his 
maternal grandfather John Plerp»nt, 
having been* a New England clergy
man and poet of reputation, 
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CHARITON. 

Pete T. Paton of this city was pain
fully Injured last Friday night as tilt 
result of an automobile accident. J. W. 
Mauk, of Whltebreaat township, had 
returned In the afternoon from,,a trip 
to Kansas and Mr. Paton offered to 
take him home in his automobile. They 
started on the trip of a few miles, ac
companied by Messrs. Harry Hiok-
raan and Dell Stuart, and when near 
Mr. Mauk's home they struck a place 
lit the road which had been graded 
recently, making- the ground soft. The 
auto skidded a little in the soft dirt 
and by the tlrine they reached the 
bridge, they struck the end of it, 
breaking the ratling, and the auto
mobile went over into the ditch, turn
ing completely over. Messrs. Mauk, 
Hickman and Stuart all started ty 
jump and were thrown over a barb 
wire fence, escaping injury, except bad 
bruises. Mr. Paton, who was at the 
steering wheel, was not'so fortunate. 
He was pinned under , th# machine- and 
at-first it w|s feared that he was ser
iously injur#!, but he is able to be 
about a little today. His face and body., 
were badly /cut arid bruised and his 
limbs were scalded. The automobile 
was badly broken. 

Rev. Hugh Moore, J. H. Curtis and 
S. McKlveen were in Leon Saturday 
attending a meeting of Bsptlsts. 

Miss Pearl Watts of Lincoln town
ship, returned Saturday from a visit 
with relatives in Hlteman. 

Miss Iowa Ensley, who has been 
holding down a claim at Divide, Wyo.. 
arrived Saturday evening for a visit 
with her parents Mr. and Mrs. G. W. 
Ensley and numerous friends. 
. Miss Orena Morse of Dea Moines re
turned home Saturday evening after a 
visit of several days with Miss Orena 
Morse. 

Will Lowry of Ottumwa gave an en
tertainment at the high school bully
ing on Friday evenin* under the aus
pices of the Young Women'# Christian 
association, which was well attended 
and greatly enjoyed by those present. 
The entertainment was first class in 
every respect and should he xeturn to 
Chariton he will be greeted with a 
crowded house. < 

Mrs. Margaret Mullen, wife of Wm. 
Mullen, died at her home in this city 
Saturday mornlnar at < o'clock, after an 
extended Illness with dropsy and heart 
disease. The remains were Interred in 
Calvary cemetery Sunday afternoon at 
4 o'clock. Yesterday morning mass 
was celebrated at St, Mary's Catholic 
church. Mrs. Mullen is survived by six 
children, three by her first husband, 
Mr. Turner and three by Mr. Mullen 
They are Mrs. Alice Bufflngton, "Mar
garet and James Mullen all of this 
city. These sorrowing ones will have 
the sympathy of many friends in their 
grief. Deceased was 65 years of age. 
She had lived in Chariton for 28 
years. 

County Clerk Collins on Saturday is
sued a marriage license to Raymond 
Miller and Margaret Hall, both of Lin
coln township. 
' Mrs. 3. C. James went to Murray on 

Saturday to spend a few days with 
her sister-in-law, Mrs. C. H. Stierwalt. 

Mrs. T. B. Lewis and children went 
to Decatur City to visit at the home of 
her mother. 

T ELDON. i 
The Bay View Reading olub will 

meet Wednesday 9fov. 23 with Mrs. 
Fred Shore. Mrs. Lettie Murphy, his
tory leader and Mrs. C. Stanton, maga
zine leader. 

& C. Rye and family have moved to 
Searcy, Ark. They have lived in El-
don for the last six years and Mr. Rye 
was in the lumber business with his 
father-in-law El Williamson. 

H. R. Baker has purchased an In
terest in the grocery store of Mr. Cald
well. corner room of the opera house.' 

Some eighty new monuments and 
markers have been erected In the El-
don cemetery: this %eason, which ad#* 
to Its beauty. 

Rev. C. E. Bryden has accepted a 
call from the Baptist church and will 
move his family to Eldon. 

Dr. A. E. Kepford delivered a lecture 
on tuberculosis at the operat house 
Sunday night. All the churches closed 
and a large attendance turned out to 
hear him. It would be a pleasure to all 
who heard him to have him come 
again., 

Geo. Sluts of Colorado Is here on a 
visit. He is an old pioneer of Eldon. ^ 
- Art Conrle spent Sunday at Eldon. jp* 

Not Room Enough for Beets. 
Cle^r Lake, Nov.', 22.—(Special.) — 

Forty car loads of beets , have been 
put into pits to keep theip In* good 
preservation until the embargo is 
lifted at Waverly. A letter received 
from there says that' there is not 
enough room in the Incorporate limits 
of Waverly for either a live beet oar * 
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