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v] 1 ^ necessary for them to undertake the, 
task of speaking for themselves. 

"It Is unfortunate that the outlook 
for the republican party is so bad it 
could not very well be - worse. On 
that point, however, say what may be 
said of the ' farmers, there is more 
than one factor to be considered, and 
under any just analogy it must be 
found that there is divided respon-

' sibility. 
"Is it disturbing at Washington to 

And that the farmers can make ~ a 
noise, and the fear is that they will 
disturb the regularity of politics in. 
the next election." 

Scours 
Fots&Pans 
I Without Hard 

j Scraping 
V Because the fine particles of the 
' Cleanser immediately loosens and 

removes die hardest " burnt in " 
food-crusts, which soap-powders 
and scouring - bricks may only 
wear off alter long, hard scrubbing. 
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ill; WIND-JAMMING FARMERS. 
The Sioux City Journal takes the 

Springfield, Mass., Republican to task 
'for the use of this expression in a let
ter from a-Washington correspondent. 
The offending paragraph from the 
Springfield paper is as follows: 

Before the finance committee or the 
senate there was the usual wind Jam
ming today of political farmers and 
near farmers of the west. It is curious 
how if genuine farmers they can stay 
awav from the farms at this busy sow
ing time. -But they make a noise, and 
what with their threats and the repub
lican split in the senate and the per
versity of the democrats to be harmo
nious republicans assert the political 
outlook of the party could not very 
well be worse. . . . _ 

"Are theUe no farmers from New 
England sitting in the congress of the 
United States," aBka the Journal in 
protest. "Is the congress, In point of 
fact, absolutely destitute of farmers? 
If perchance, there are farmers there 
how can they stay away from the 
farms in this busy sowing time? Are 
the men sitting, in congress men of 
no other visible means of support, or 
at least men whose- business is poli
tics and who have time to burn? And 
why haven't the farmers equal rights 
with other men to give attention to 
politics, particularly when they draw 
no salaries from the public treasury 
and pay their own railroad fares? To 
twit them in the face of Washington 
society and in the presence of the con
gress with wind-jamming, as if that 
were something against which there 
should be legislation of a discrimina
tory character, seems to be carrying 
protest over their appearance at the 
seat of government to defend their in
terests and to assert the right of pe
tition, to an extreme of contemptuous-
ness - wholly unworthy and Indefen
sible. 

"The fanners haven't bothered the 
country very much with their wind-
camming. It has teen the proud 
boast of men of law and public sta
tion that they lost no opportunity to 
appear for the sturdy yeomanry of 
our republic. Are there none in 
Washington, looking forward to ex
pression of continuance of public con
fidence, brave enough to take a day 
off from golf and speak out? The 
trouble Is it is sowing time in Wash
ington, and It generally is when con
gress is in session. The farmers 

i would rather be at home. They would 
prefer to trust their case to the men 
:hey elected for that business. But 
sonditiOhs have conspired to render it 

A CENSUS SQUABBLfe. 
The recent report of the • census 

bureau regarding manufactures in 
Iowa has stirred up some of the cities. 
The Des- Moines boosters claim that 
their city is first, because Des iMoines 
phows a greater amount invested in 
manufactures than any other city. 
Sioux City ridicules its claim because 
the census reports shows it-leads in 
the value of manufactured products. 
"On what bases, Sioux City asks, 
"should the Success of business enter
prises be reckoned? On the amount of 
the investment or the value of the pro
duct?" There is but one answer. Du
buque answers both Des Moines and 
Sioux City by asserting that they are 
quarreling about a bone that neither 
owns. "It ought not to require any 
argument," the Dubuque booster says, 
"to prove the palpable fact that the 
value of a manufacturing industry to 
a city, is the number of persons it em
ployes." Dubuque claims the lead in 
the number of wage earners em
ployed. 

Our private opinion is that no one 
has collected any reliable statistics 
concerning manufactures in Iowa. The 
work was not done by the district 
census supervisors and evidently what 
information was secured was request
ed and. received by mail voluntarily 
from any manufactures the census de
partment happened to know of. The 
census of manufactures in Iowa ap
pears to be nothing more than guess 
work, and very indifferent guess work 
at that. \ 

MEMORIAL DAY. 
The committee in charge of the 

arrangements for Memorial day have 
requested all the fraternal organiza: 
tions of the city to take part in a 
parade on that day. This suggestion is 
one that should meet a hearty re-
spoqse from the lodge members. The 
surviving members of the Grand 
Army, have turned over in large part 
the work of arranging for this year's 
observance of Memorial day to the 
Sons- of . Veterans. This, is done 
through the realization that the time 
is approaching when there will be no 
veterans left to strew flowers on their 
coirrades' graves, and this annual 
duty must be performed by other 
hands-. 

The Sons of Veterans are not large 
in numbers. They are willing and can 
be counted upon to keep green the 
graves of the soldier dead, but'others 
should aid them in order that proper 
respect be paid to the memory of the 
veterans who have gone. 
Jt has been suggested that not only 

should the fraternal orders turn, out 
in full force in the Memorial day 
parade, but that the school children 
participate. Both suggestions are 
good ones and the proper parties 
should, strive to bring about their, 
adoption. 

TRY THIS REMEDV. 
The president of the Iowa Federa

tion of Women's clubs criticises wom
en for bowing meekly before the man
dates of Dame Fashion. "We bow 
down before this juggernaut fashion 
without the flicker of an eye lash," 
she asserts, and asks: "Can we do 
nothing as clubwomen to set our faces 
against this absurd, uncomfortable, 
unesfhetic, disgraceful style {or 
women?" 

Certainly, dear lady, you can tell 
Madame Grundy to go Jump in the 
lake. 'Some men do that very thing 
every year after the tailors have had 
their annual orgy over, the new styles. 
A few years ago they tried to turn 
mankind out in peg top trouses, rol
led up almost to the knees, with 
hosiery that would blind a peacock, 
but several hundred thousand men 
just kept on wearing the same kind 
of clothes they had been accustomed 
to wearing and never worried over it 
for an instant. The best way to ex
press disapproval of new styles Is not 
to buy them. A new style on the shelf 
sjoii becomes unpopular. among the 
style makers. 

Secretary MacVeagh of the treasury 
department'in an address before the 
American Federation of Fin© Arts at 
Washington expressed the hope that 
all public edifices might be brought 
under the fostering care of expe- s in 
the arts of building and design, and 
that a closer relation might exist be
tween the builder of the nation and 
the standards of true art. He added 
that this "will evolve a type of gov
ernment building which will serve as 

standard for home and business 
structures." The government of late 
has made marked improvement in the 
style of architecture of its buildings. 
You do not have to go out of Ottumwa 
to find proof of this. The old federal 
building in Ottumwa was an archi
tectural monstrosity that could not be 
commended either for its beauty or 
its utility. The new structure makes 
all the other buildings look shabby by 
coate=.=t. , . 

The Chicago Tribune presents the 
question before us as a sample of 
vital statistics as follows: 

Born, to Mr. and Mrs. May Fly, 900 
children. All are strong, bright and 
active. It is expected that they soon 
will be able to set up in business for 
themselves as common carriers, 
specializing in the handling of typhoid. 
Mr. and Mrs. Fly had a narrow escape 
from an accident two weeks ago while 
looking for an apartment, but were 
spared to bring up this interesting 
family. . 

Now is the time to swat the fly. , 

vagrants and lawless of both sexes 
have felt the heavy hand of the law 
and made to obey it or leave town. 
Judge Hendershott has Vorked in 
harmony with the police and has been 
a force in cleaning up the town of the 
undesirables. Let the good work go on. 

"How to Kill Dandelions," says a 
writer in the Des Moines Register and 
Leader, would be one of the five best 
sellers in the TJ. S. A. If some slant 
browed genius could concoct a for
mula through the medium of which 
dandelions 'Would die a sudden and 
oomplete death. 

2 A Halrbreath Escape. * 
Spokane Spokesman Review: "I was 

pickin' huskleberries in the mountains 
below Boise one summer. One morp-
ln' I was on a steep hillside an' just 
'bout had my pail full an' was thinkin' 
•bout makin* fr camp, when I looked 
up an' see two grizzlies comln' teaiin' 
down th' mountain. They was after 
me, that was plain, so I dropped my 
pail and lit out. Droppin' that pail 
was what saved my life, fr th' bears 
bein' fond of berries, Btopped t' eat 
'em, an' . that give me a few yards 
th' start. Soon aB they had finished 
th' berries they started after me ag'in. 

"I was some runner in them days, 
an' th' way I covered groun' was a 
caution. Th' bears kept gainln' on me, 
though, till I come t' a big river an' 
run out on th' ice. Th' ice was thin 
an' hel' me up all right, but th' bears 
broke through an' both of 'em drawnd-
ed. That's how I escaped." 

There was a silence for a few min
utes, then one asked, "Thought you 
said you were picking huckleberries. 
How Is it possible for there to be Ice 
In huckleberry time—" 

"Huh! Who said anythin' 'bout 
there bein' ice in huckleberry time 
Tlum durn bears run me till way after 
Christmas." 

Wanted as Evidence. 
London Telegraph: As the hospital 

ambulance dashed up to the cufb and 
its surgeon sprang off into the curious 
crowd the patient on the sidewalk par
tially recovered from her fainting fit. 

"I don't want to go to the hospital," 
she declared, when she observed the 
approach of the uniformed doctor. 
"I'll be all right in a few moments; 
I'm not going in the ambulance." 

"I don't want to go back without 
you if I can help it, madam," rejoined 
the physician earnestly. "We ran 
down three persons to get here with
out delay!" 

Gould and the Missouri Pacific. 
Chicago Tribune: George Gould 

was making one of his last trips as 
president of the Missouri Pacific. His 
private car was laid out on a siding 
for some reason or other, and he got 
out to stretch is legs. An old Irish
man was tapping the wheels. Gould 
went up tohim. 

"Morning. How do you like the 
wheels?" 

"Not worth a darn," said the Irish
man. 

"Well, how do you like the car?" 
"It's' good enough for the wheels." 
"What do you think of the road?" 
"It matches the car." 

• f Gould looked-at the bid chap for a 
minute. 

"Maybe you don't know who I am," 
"Yes, I do," retorted the Irishman. 

"You're George Gould, and I knew 
your father when he was president of 
the road. And, by gob, he's going to 
be president of It again!" 

"Why, my father is dead," said Mr. 
Gould. 

"1 know that," replied the Irishman, 
"and the road is going to hell." 

EVENING STORY 

CUPID'S HALFBACK. 

The city has not in years been so 
of criminals and tough characters 

, is today. Chief Beeman and the 
Dolice have been vigilant in the per
formance of their duties and the 

free 
as 

By Louise Merrifield. 
(Copyright, 1911 " by the Associated 

Literary Press). 

Meet me at the Grand Central, 
track 26, 8:15, Tuesday. Bob." 

Dick Manning stared at the slip of 
yellow paper in his hand blankly, 
while the boy waited for an answer. 
The telegram had come directed to 
his wife. As near as he could reason 
in, the excitement of receiving it in 
her absence, it required no answer. 
The boy said it was prepaid, and, 
after pocketing his tip, departed. 

Manning went back through the 
narrow hall to the living room of the 
apartment he called home and 
dropped into the nearest chair. He 
felt as if the whole universe had 
calmly turned upside down while he 
stood in its center and got the full 
force of the revolution. 

He had been married nearly three 
months to positively the dearest, gen
tlest girl in all Manhattan. They were 
perfectly happy. Already they had 
selected the home nest out on Long 
Island, and were waiting its comple
tion, to move in that summer. 

Yet here was a telegram from an. 
unknown man to her, making an ap
pointment, a rendezvous, that even
ing at the Grand Central Btation. 

He groaned, and threw the tele
gram over at Baird. t 

"If it were anybody but you, Andy, 
I wouldn't 'fess up," he said, getting 
up and walking the floor. "But we 
didn't pal together all through prep, 
and Yale for nothing, did we, boy? 
You've got to help me out." 

Andy kept his presence of mind 
admirably. He put his feet down 
from the tabourette; and took the 
telegram with deliberation. Tall and 
sandy, and canny Scotch was Andy 
Baird ,and he never turned on the 
exhaust without sufficient reason. 

'Has she any brothers?" he asked 
at length. 

"Not one. She is a California girl, 
an orphan. Wili you tell me.where 
the deuce a man could come from who 
has the right and the nerve to send 
my wife a telegram like that? Andy, 
I've got to keep cool, you understand, 
but we will go to that spot in the 
Grand Central, you and I, tonight, 
and. when this party saunters out to 
meet Maude I shall simply—kill him 
dead." 

The telephone bell rang clearly, 
and Dick answered it. 

"Yes, this is Dick. Hello, Maude. 
What? Am I going to spend the 
evening at home? Certainly, certainly. 
I feel very tired, dearie. You are 
going to the opera with the Car

ringtons. That's ' splendid. No, I 
don't mind. Home about 12. All 
right. Good-by*" v . 

Andy grinned sympathetically, and 
rosefrom the chair. 

"Conclusive,wasn't it?" demanded 
Dick, running his fingers through his 
thick, close croped hair. "She rings 
me up from her best woman frterfd's 
to say she is going to the'opera." 

"Maybe she is. Maybe she doesn't 
know anything about this i>ther 
affair. I'd go easy, Dick." • Andy lit 
a cigarette slowly. "Women are 
strange people. And we blunder into 
many a muddle, man. You dress, 
and slip on up to the Carringtons' 
box. I'll go and meet Bob myself. 
Wasn't I halfback on the good old 
team? I'll handle anything that 
turns up, and promise to save the 
killing for you. You, meet your wife 
as if nothing had happened." Vi 

"What if she's not there?" 
"Get up there now,, as quick as you 

can dress. 'Phonf again that you're 
on the way. You don't want a sceno 
in the station." 

It was exactly 8:12 when Baird 
reached track 26. The shore Hne 
express was due at 8:15 from Boston, 
he found out 'In the %hsuing three 
minutes he wondered just how he 
should tackle the situation, how he 
was going to walk up to the man 
who looked as If he might have sent 
such a telegram to another man's 
wife, and tell him he had been sent 
by a furious husband to settle the 
matter. 

He stood over on the left side of 
the gate, a strapping, six-footer, 
square jawed, gray eyed, and tanned 
from a recent six weeks' yachting 
trip, staring at the crowd that came 
through gate 26. Bob would linger, 
and watch every woman in range, 
he had figured, but the people hur
ried away up to the concourse, and 
not a man looked as if he were on an 
afflpity trail. Only one lone girl 
lingered. She was not very tall, but 
held her head up, chin out, and her 
big dark eyes talked louder than 
words. Tlfree, four times, she walk-
past Andy, and finally she stopped 
short, her hands deep in the pockets 
of her long traveling cloak. 

"Are you Dick Manning?" she 
asked in a puzzled tone. "I wired 
Maude. Couldn't she come her
self?" 

Off came Andy's hat. He was 
all solicitude and attention, but 
around his close, smooth lips there 
lurked a surreptitious gmlle she 
could not know the meaning of. 

"Am I speaking toer Bob?" 
"Yes. I'm Roberta Fallows, you 

know, Maude's chum from Cam
bridge. I don't think she expected 
me until next week, but I thad this 
chance, and just ran down at short 
notice. It was very kind of you to 
meet me, Mr. Manning." 

"Oh, I'm not Dick. I'm Dick's 
chum from Yale." 

They both looked at each other 
for a moment, then laughed and 
gripped hands. Andy piloted her 
deftly to the taxi stand and man
aged to give the chauffeur intricate 
and roundabout directions on the 
longest way to reach Ninety-sixth 
street West, before he sat down be
side her. 

"You see, they had this previous 
engagement dinner at the Carring
tons, then a box party afterward 
and Dick told me to go and meet 
you." Andy explained the matter 
bappily. Never had l\jB seen such 
deep, wine-brown eyes before or 
such dark, up-urling lashes. 

"Then why did you • allow me to 
ramble helplessly around* that gate 
until I just had to speak up myself? 
Didn't Maude tell you what I looked 
like?" 

"Not one word," he said solemn
ly. "In fact, I was handed the' tele
gram and told to go and meet 'Bob,' 
that was all.'' 

"Didn't you know I was a girl " 
"I knew nothing 1 except that 

your name was Bob."-1 

She leaned back her head and 
laughed wickedly. 

"And you thought I was a man. 
Was Dick Jealous, truly, was he?" 

"He gave me strict orders to kill 
you on sight," replied Andy, seri
ously. "I've captured you alive, 
instead." 

When they reached the Mannings 
apartment Andy pressed the button 
cautiously. The maid would be in 
and he was to leave Bob In her 
care and go his way until tomorrow 
—he had won out that far so soon— 
until tomorrow. 

But Dick's round, comfortable 
face appeared in the hallwe*; as the 
door opened, and behind him 
Maude's fluffy, blond head. 

"Come In, come in, children," he 
said, cheerily. "I know all about 
it. Maude explained as soon as I 
struck the Carringtons, and we 
came straight home instead of go
ing on to the opera. We've got a 
little spread in honor of Bob, Andy, 
ghe's a good fellow, Maude says." 

Andy paused long enough in the 
darkened hall to lift Bob's hand 
up to his lips daringly as he called 
b&ck * 

"She sure is." And he added under 
his breath, "Don't forget me, Bob, 
dear." 

"Yale's rush?" she asked, teas-
ingly. "You were halfback ,.for 
your class, I believe, Mr. Baird?" 

"And never lost a game,"- an
swered. Andy fervently. . 

' ' " V'.iv -J-'-' : *^-. 

DISCHARGING MISS SIMP80N. < 
-—;—• 

By Edmund Moberly. 
(Copyright, 1911, by Associated Liter

ary Press.) 
Mr. Ruf us Cartwright gave a 

startled jump as the buzzer on the 
wall beside his dtesk rasped out ^ a 
sharp, insistent summons. 

Cartwright had been chief clerk 
of the Globe Foundry company for 
five years, but he had never outgrown 
his habit of jumping when he heard 
that buzzer. Its penetrating rasp wa« 
the voice of autho/ity, for it wa« con
trolled by a button on the desk of 
Mr. Payne, the irascible president of 
the company. Whenever it emitted 
its raucous dfcll it told Cartwright 
that the president desired his pres-
ence. 

Swiftly but noiselessly Cartwright 
presented himself at the elbow of Mr. 
Payne-in the private office of the 
latter. ' * 

Cartwright," snapped Mr. Payne, 

"I want yon to fire that Miss Simp
son." ' •' " ' , K' 

"But—but, sir," stammered the 
chief clerk, "I thought you held a 
high opinion of Miss Simpson's abil
ity as a stenographer." . £ 

"So I did—until reoOntljr:^' 
"Wh—what has happened to' alter 

your opinion, sir?" * * 
"She is getting careless In her 

work." 
"You must be mistaken, sir. Miss 

Simpson-is a very carenil worker." 
"Is she, indeed? Perhaps you con

sider this an evidence of It," 
sneered Mr. Payne, as he pro
duced a typewritten letter which had 
been placed on his desk for his signa
ture. "This is a letter making a quo
tation on gray iron castings to the 
Coldren-Speyer company. What , do 
we read? Gentlemen: We are pleased 
to quote you on grey-eyed cast
ings " The president's ponderous 
indignation caused him to stop. 

"Grey-eyed castings!" he exploded 
presently. "There's a sample of the 
wortc of your careful worker. Why, 
this leter would have made a laugh
ing-stock of this company, had It 
slipped by/ me; and that Isn't the 
worst part of it. Look at this at the 
bottom; "Yours affectionately.' Two 
fool mistakes in one letter, both due 
to caresessness, or what Is worse— 
ipcompetence. I tell you sir, I'll* 
have no slipshod workers around me. 
And I might add, Cartwright, that 
you'll find it to your interests to 
scrutinize more carefully the corre
spondence you place on my desk for 
my signature. You should have 
caught both of these errors if you 
had been attending properly to the 
work for which this company pays 
you." 

Perhaps if I should warn Miss 
Simpson," ventured Cartwright,. "there 
would be no further cause for com
plaint." 

"It would be wasted effort. This 
Isn't the first offense. Her letters of 
late have been full of mispelled 
words and eraslons—-far too many of 
them. I have been long suffering in 
this matter, but this Coldren-Speyer 
letter passes the limits of my pa
tience. She'll have to go." 
."But, sir " ' 

"Kindly do not obtrude your opin
ions upon me until requested, Cart-
whlght," broke in Mr. Payne testily. 
"Efficiency is the watchword of this 
plant Miss Simpson is Inefficient, 
and Is therefore a stumbling block 
in the path of our progress. She 
must be removed. This is final." 

For a moment Cartwrlght's gray 
eyes glinted unpleasantly behind his 
thick glasses, and his meager figure 
straightened, but his resolution died 
within him as the steely glance of the 
president bored through him. 

"Very well, sir," he answered 
meekly, as he turned to go. 

Cartwright, in the capacity of chief 
clerk, had been obliged to discharge 
subordinates more than once; but 
they had always been men. He had 
never been called upon to "fire" a 
woman. 

The foundry business was an open 
hook to Cartwright; woman was the 
reverse. Like the average human 
being, he feared what he did not com
prehend.. He was in a panic as he 
faced the dreadful prospect of telling 
a woman that the company no longer 
required her services.. And such a 
woman! Not one of the fluffy, friv
olous beings who kept one eye on the 
male clerks and the other on the 
office clock but a sweet, serious girl 
who had the interests of the company 
at heart. 

Rufus Cartwright liked Miss Simp
son. Had he not been so timid where 
femininity was concerned he might 
have confessed to himself that 
"liked" wafc 'far too mild a term. In 
the privacy of his room at the board
ing house he had even dared to dream 
dreams about her. And now he must 
discharge her. It was monstrous. 

Cartwright procrastinated as long 
as he dared. He realized that Mr. 
Payne would soon want to know If 
his wishes had been carried out. Sud
denly his chin squared, and he en
tered the little room in which Miss 
Simpson tolled. 

The chief clerk was very red and 
uncomfortable, as Miss Simpson 
looked up from her work. 

'Er—Miss Simpson," he began, and 
then halted. 

The steijoghapher looked at him in 
amazement. 

"Well, Mr. Cartwright," she an
swered gently. 

Rufus swallowed hard. 
"Will you be my wife?" he burst 

out, neatly fainting at his own au-
daclty MIsb Simpson blushed rosy red. 
She smiled nevertheless. 

"Why, Mr.. Cartwright!" she ex
claimed, after a pause. "If it did not 
sound so dreadfully trite. I would 
say. 'This Is so sudden.'" 

"I—I'm in earnest. I love you," 
gasped Cartwright. 

"Isn't your method of telling me so 
somewhat unusual?" 

"I don't know. This is my; first 
experience," Cartwright managed to 
blurt out. , ' . 

"Mr. Cartwright," she said, gently. 
"Something tells me that there is a 
reason behind your sudden, surpris
ing behavior. Tell me what it is." 

Cartwright was In an agony of sus-
petfge. Now that he had declared his 
love, he realized how greatly he 
wanted this sweet, sensible woman. 

"Please answer my question first," 
he begged. 

"No; you must tell me first. 
"Mr. Payne ordered me to dis

charge you," said Cartwright, com
ing to the point with sudden resolu
tion. • 

Why?" asked Miss Simpson in a 
startled voice. 

"He said you were getting careless 
in your work. Complained about mis
spelled words and eraslons. Showed 
me a letter I admit was pretty bad 

Miss Simpson. Tou were quoting the 
Coldren-Speyer people on grey-eyed 
gafHnga instead of gray iron cast
ings, and you ended the letter 'Yours 
affectionately.'" ^ ; 

"Oh, I thought I destroyed that!" 
cried Miss Simpson, She was very 
red indeed. 

"I know it was a slip," soothed 
Cartwright. "I tried to tell the boss, 
but he was hard as nlckle steel. Be-
clared you had to go at once."' 

pi-;' 

The funeral services of Mrs. Kittle 
Tillotson Conner who died May 9, 
were held at Sherman chapel Thurs
day at 3 p. m. The floral offerings 
were beautiful. Bev. W. E. Qverturf of 
Pulaski conducted the aervlcea. The 
pall bearers were Messrs. Elisha-Bel-
gard, J. W. King, Wm. Zacharia, J. M. 
McKever, Geo. Rater and Joseph 
Clarkson. Interment was made in the 
Sherman cemetery. 

Sunday May 14, the remains of W. 
C. Kendall who died at his home In 
Ottumwa, were interred in the Or-
manville cemetery. The funeral was 
conducted by • Rov. S. Isaac ISlder of 
the Ottumwa Davis Street Christian 
church. A large concourse of friends 
were present to pay their last tribute 
to the deceased and to express their 
sympathy for the young wife and 
mother. Many and beautiful were the 
floral offerings. „ 

Mr. and Mrs. H. E. Tillotson and 
family wish to thank friends for their 
kindness and symp§thy during the 
sickness and death of their pnly 
daughter, Mrs. Kittle Tillotson Con
ner. 

"And now you come' here and t pro
pose to me out of plty,"; she said, her 
face suddenly growing grave. 

. "No! No! I assure you I do not. I 
love you dearly—honest I do. I've 
wanted to tell you for a long time, 
but I—I've been afraid. This sort of 
gave me the necessary courage." 

Miss Simpson rose from her chair. 
"Ruftis," she said, looking Btraight 

Into his eyes. "Can't you guess why 
I've been making mistakes lately?" 

What Cartwright saw In her eyes 
made a reckless Rofneo of him. 

"Alice!" he gasped, as he took her 
1q his armB. 

They were brought back to earth 
by a harsh voice. 

"What is the meaning of this?" it 
8flk6di 

They turned and beheld Mr. Payne 
in the doorway looking very sour and 
belligerent. 

"It means that I have fired Miss 
Simpson." replied Cartwright, look
ing his superior squarely in the eye. 

: Mr. Payne glared at them for some 
time and then he smiled a little. 

"A rather novel method of doing it, 
Cartwright," he said. "Novel, and 
what is more commendable-^-effl-
clent." 

t ORMANVILLE. 
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The Regular and Reliable Chicago ;„K' 
Specialist, who ha* visited Ottumwai 
since 190:, will be at .; •' 

Ottumwa, BaUingall Hotel/ i| 
" Friday, June .2* 

(One day only) and return every 24 fm-. 
• liifr • •. days. 

Office Hour* 8 a. m. to't'ipw Mb ]\ ® 
Albia, Thursday, June 1. j (fwL 
Bloomfield, Wednesday, May ;8jL j* 
Fairfield, Tuesday, May 30. 1, 
Slgourney, Saturday, Juno z'fmm 

a-mr'n-m'-irr 
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I EDDY VILLI. ! 

Mr. and Mrs. Jason Watklns spent 
Sunday wtlh relatives And friends at 
Beacon. . 

Mrs. N. A. Chester and daughter 
and Ed Fltzenbaugh were Oskaloosa 
business visitors today. 

Mrs. Harvey Fortune and two chil
dren are Albia visitors today. 

Mrs. G. P. Stevens of Knlxville re
turned home after a few days' visit at 
the home of her parents, G. S. Stev
ens. ^ ^ 

J. H. Fields was in Oskaloosa Satur
day to attend the officials and agents 
meetings of the Iowa Central. 

:George Chltwood left today for Ot
tumwa where he has secured employ
ment. ..... 

Mrs. Kate Gibbons and Miss Allla 
Gallagher who are employed in - the 
Buxton store spent Sunday with home 
folks. They were accompanied by 
their friend Miss Page. 

John Ohitwood who has employment 
at Everest, spent Sunday with his par
ents John Chltwood, Sr. 

Miss Gertrude Plerson returned this 
morning from Ottumwa where she 
spent Sunday. 

:Pet Baker who has employment at 
Laddsdale, spent Sunday at home. 

Rev. J. C. Caughlan of Richland oc
cupied the pulpit at the M. E. church. 

Little Miss Mabel Canfleld has re
turned home from Des Molens where 
she has been visltng her mother Mrs. 
Neva Canfleld who attends Drake uni
versity. 

Miss Adah Middlesworth was a re
cent vlstlor in Oskaloosa at the home 
of her sister Mrs. J. C. Wright. 

LEBANON. 

Chester and Helen BrQwn spent Sat
urday and Sunday in Milton. 

Edna Casady of near Troy visited 
Friday and Saturday with Mrs. Fern 
Johnston. x 

Mr. and Mrs. Clarence Van Fleet 
visited in Douds with Otto McClough 
recently. 

Miss Ruth Humphrey spent Satur
day with Florence Fassett of Milton 
arid Sunday with Theresa Warner near 
Cantril. ^ 

Mr. and Mrs. Jesse Davis ate dinner 
with Mrs. Davis' parepts, Mr. and Mrs. 
Ed Humphrey, recently. 

Ernest McClough of Milton visited 
with his sister, Mrs. Stanley Bleler, 
Sunday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher Koonts visit
ed with her parents, Mr. and Mrs. 
Jeff Whiten near I<eando on Sunday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ralph Muir presented 
their daughter Marie with a nice piano 
on Friday, the ocqasion being her 
sixteenth birthday. 

In The Wake of Measles. 
The little son of Mrs. O. B. Palmer. 

Little Rock, Ark., had the measles. The 
result was a severe cough which grew 
worse and he could not sleep. She says: 
"One bottle of Foley's Honey and Tar 
Compound completely cured him and 
he has never been bothered since." 
Croup, whooping cough, measles, cough 
all yield to Foley's Honey and Tar 
Compound. The genuine is in the yel
low packare always. Refuse substi
tutes.—Clark's Drug Store; Owl Drug 
Store. 

Priest Has Never Barbered. 
Sioux City, May 18.—Father Yanne. 

a priest of the Syrian orthodox church 
who was in Sioux City Sunday, has 
the unique distinction of never visit
ing a barber shop. The priest has 
never had his face shaved and has 
never had his hair cut. 

Father Yanne came here from 
Kearney, Neb., "to administer the 
sacrament of baptism to the son of Mr. 
and Mrs. Rlszk Bsharah, 1312 Jennings 
street. 

The ceremony took place at St 
Thomas Episcopal church, which is 
open to all denominations of oxthodox 
churches. The ancient ritual, which 
consists of three parts,'was used. 

Father Yanne wore the ancient 
robes of the othordox church and with 
bis long braids and flowing beard ad
ded interest to the ceremony. 

,,-,t A Ton of Gold 
could buy nothing better for female 
weaknesses, lame back and kidney 
trouble than Electric Bitters. 60c. F. 
B. Clark. 
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Cures permanently llWB 
dertakee and aeads the iMMbla 
home without taking a fee frani tftsf 
This Is why he continues hla rklta 
from year to year, while otber doefeora 
have made a few visits and Btopped* 
Dr. Shallenberger Is an eminent!* rofr 
renftl specialist In all ehronw dto> 
eaaes, proven by the many mam ef
fected in chronlo cases wlddt liaye 
baffled the skill cf all other l&yat 
elans. Hla hospital experience and 
extensive practice have made hlm so 
proficient that he can name -anikloeate 
a disease In a few minutes. 

Treats all cases of Catarrh. Hos*1 

Throat and Lung Diseases, Bye and 
War, Stomach, Liver and Kidneys, 
Gravel, Rheumatism. Paralysis, Nsn> 
ralgia, Nervous and Heart Diseases, 
Blood and Skin Diseases, EpUepsy.; 
Brlght^s Disease and Consumption la1 

early stage, diseases of the bladder 
and Female Organs, Liquor and To-
baooo habit Stammering cured and 
rare methods to prevent lt» rseuf* 
rence given. • nevor falling reinedj; 
for Big Neck. 

PILES, FISTULA) and RT7PTURB 
guaranteed cured without detention 
from business. Special attention gbrCa 
to all Surgical cases- and >•** diseases 
of the Bye, Ear, Nose and jfhroat aad 
Granulated Lids. , 

NERVOUS DEBILITY.;^!' 
•re you nervous and despondent, 

weak and debilitated; tired momltt0lS'v 

no ambition—lifeless; memory poor;1 

easily fatigued; excitable and lrrit* 
able; eyeB sunken, red and blurred;! 
pimples on face; dreams, restless t 
haggard looking; weak back; deposit 
In urine and drains at stool; digtrast* 
ful; want of confidence, lack of ensr> 
gy and strength? 
DISEASES OP MEN AND PRIVATK 

DI8EASES A SPECIALTY. 
Blood Poison, Spermatorrhea, Vtorl* 

cocele. Hydrocele, Debility, Nervon» 
ness, Dizatness, Defective Memory, 
etc., which ruins mind and body, post* 
lively cured. 

WONDERFUL CURES. 
Perfected |ln old eases which have 

been neglected or unsklllfully* treated. 
No experiments or failures. He un
dertakes no incurable oases, hut cures 
thousands given up to die. 

ConsuHtftton Free snd Confldsntlafi 
Address ^ 

Dr. W. E. SKaUenbargex; | 

Mwm 

vteaf ".V 

Men; 
Itrv .;,V m 

. 38M Lake Ave* Chicago* 
Reference: Drexel State Bank. 
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Andrew Buckner, a well known and 
highly respected-citizen.of»this com
munity, died at the home of his grand* 
son, Jesse Bennett, Frfday, May 12. 
The funeral service was conducted 
from the M. EL church - In Highland 
Center Sunday at 2 p. m. Mr. Buckner 
was 84 years of age and for many 
years had been a consistent member 
of the Methodist .Episcopal church. 
The remains wercrlaid to rest in the 
McCormaok cemetery. 

Fern TJtterback, with some youthful 
companions, caught four young wolves 
of the large timber wolf variety sev
eral days ago. 

Earl Burklnblne has recovered from 
the measles and is able to be at work 

John McMickle of Marion spent sev« 
eral days visiting with-George M. Mul« 
lenlx and family recently. 

J. B. Mulllnix and L. C. Umphry 
have each purchased floe automobiles 
recently. 

Mrs. Daisy Deselm spent several 
days recently with friends and rela
tives at Cedar Rapids last week. 

There is a good prospect for a crop 
of fruit and all kinds of grain in this 
section, although the farmers are anx
ious to see it rain. 

All the neighbors deeply sympathize 
with Mr. Kelly and family, who re
cently lost their fine dwelling, barn 
and five good horses by fire. 

M. R. McKee of Ottumwa was in this 
community and at Hedrick buying 
horses Thursday. 
' .. v (/'i ' ' • •• ,/y. 

Trades Farm For Store. 
Adair, May IS.—J. N. Relmers and 

William Malone of this city Saturday 
traded a. 160 acre farm north of Adair 
for the O. O. Conley stock of general 
merchandise at Anita. Mr. Relmers 
will take immediate charge of the 
store, relinquishing his position fts as
sistant cashier of the Farmers' bank 
of this city, which he has held for 
fifteen years or more. 
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Do Yen Have the Riqht Kink of ^elp? 
Foley Kidney Pills furnish you the 

right kind of help tj neutralize and 
remove the poisons that cause back
ache, heudache, nervousness, and 
other kid> ey and bladder ailments.—* 
Clark's Drug Store; Owl Drug Stom 


