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•OMI REMARKS FROM MINNE* 
SOT A EOITOR8. 

Wat Th»y Think of Western Canada. 

A party of editors from a number ot 
Cities and towns of Minnesota recently 
Bade a tour of Western Canada, and 
having returned to their homes they 
are now telling in their respective 
newspapers of what they saw on their 
Canadian trip. The West St. Paul 
Times recalls the excursion of the 
Minnesota editors from Winnipeg to 
the Pacific Coast ten years ago. Re
ferring to what has happened in the 
Interval the writer says: "Thousands 
of miles of new railway Hues have 
been built, and the development of 
the country has made marvelous 
strides. Millions of acres, then lying 
In their wild and untouched state, 
have since been transferred into grain 
Belds. Towns have sprung up as if 
by the wand of a magician, and their 
development is now in full progress. 
It is a revelation, a record of conquest 
by settlement that is remarkable." 

The Hutchinson Leader character
izes Western Canada as "a great coun
try undeveloped. The summer out
ing," it says, "was an eye-opener to 
every member of the party, even those 
who were on the excursion through 
Western Canada ten years ago, over 
considerable of the territory covered 
this year, being amazed at the prog
ress and advancement made in that 
short space of time. The time will 
come when Western Canada will be 
the bread-basket of the world. It 
was a delightful outing through a 
treat country of wonderful possibil
ities and resources." 

Since the visit of these editors the 
Government has revised its land regu
lations and it is now possible to se
cure 160 acres of wheat land at $3.00 
an acre in addition to the 160 acres 
that may be liomesteaded. 

The crops of 1908 have been splen
did, and reports from the various dis
tricts show good yields, which at pres
ent prices will give excellent profits to 
the farmers. 

From Milestone, Saskatchewan, 
there are reported yields of thirty bush
els of spring wheat to the acre, while 
the average is about 20 bushels. The j 
quality of grain to be shipped from j 
this point will be about 600,000 bush
els. Information regarding free lands 
and transportation will be freely given 
by the Canadian Government Agents, 

There are no restrictions in Turkey 
against opium and its derivatives. 

Mrs. Window's Soothing Syrup. 
For children teething, softens the gums, reduces !•> 
nmmatlon, allays pain, cures wind colic. 25c a bottle 

Opium producing- poppies are grown 
In many parts of Turkey in Asia. 

WE SELI. OCXS AND TRAPS CHEAP 
f. buy Furs & Hides. Write for catalog 101 
w. W. Hide & Fur Co., Minneapolis, Minn. 

From the Chorus. 
Miss Goodleigh—I like to be helpful, 

to people, don't you? I 
Dolly Footlights—My favorite stunt 

For choice, helping some old million-
aire avoid the disgrace of dying rich. 

i' : THE SOUR MILK COW. 

An Explanation the Woman New to 
the Country Didn't Believe. 

The woman was new to the country 
and her host took grsat pains to ex
plain to her whatever she didn't un
derstand about the farm. He had lit
tle regard for the truth, this farmer; 
he delighted to test her gullibility to 
the utmost. 

The cows seemed to interest hei 
more than any other domestic animal. 
Oce of the cows had lost her tail 
somehow and this fact led the woman 
to ask why it was. 

"That's the sour milk cow," tho 
farmer explained with a straight face. 
"We always cut the tail off one cow 
l-.i the herd so as to get sour milk 
fr.-s-h every clay." 

The woman looked her doubt. 
"It's [ erfectly true." the farmer in-

F.i.- U'd. "You see when the cow's tail 
is geno the sun sliin^s continually on 
the cow's r.dilnr and the constant heat 
to'iis ite milk." 

iiut i he woman still doubted. 

Through a 
Woman's Heart. 

By Sidney Warwick. 

Precious Relies ef the Revolution 
8tored at West Point. 

UPWARD START 
After Changing from Coffee to Postum. 

Many a talented person is kept back 
because of the interference of coffee 
with tho nourishment of the body. 

This is especially so with those 
whose nerves are very sensitive, as is 
often the case with talented persons. 
There is a simple, easy way to get rid 
cf coffee evils and a Tenn. lady's ex
perience along these lines is worth 
considering. She says: 

"Almost from the beginning of the 
use of coffee it. hurt rny stomach. By 
the time I was fifteen I was almost a 
nervous wreck, nerves all unstrung, no 
strength to endure the most trivial 
thing, either work or fun. 

'There war. scarcely anything 1 
could cat that would agree with me. 
The liitle i did eat seemed to give me 
more trouble than it was worth. I 
finally quit coffee and drank hot 
water, but there was so little food I 
could digest, I was literally starving; 
was so weak I could not sit up long 
ftt a time. 

"It was then a friend brought me a 
hot cup of Postum. I drank part of it 
and after an hour 1 felt as though I 
had had something to eat — felt 
etrengthened. That was about five 
years ago, and after continuing Post
um in place of coffee and gradually 
setting stronger, to-day I can eat and 
digest anything I want, walk as much 
as I want. My nerves are steady. 

"I believe the first thing that did me 
•117 good and gave me an upward 
•tart, was Postam, and I use It alto* 
tether now instead of coffee." "There's 
a Reason." 

.Name given by Postum Co., Battle 
Creek, Mich. Read "The Road to Welt* 
ville," In pkgs. 
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CHAPTER II.—Continued. 
"Olive, could it be otherwise? 

Could you think otherwise?" he whis
pered, trying to keep his voice under 
control. "Three years ago I told you 
1 loved you. Is not that answer 
enough?" 

"But I deserve only that you should 
hate me now," she said, feverishly. 
"And yet I think I knew, Stephen, 
when I came to you to-night out of 
the unbroken silence of three years— 
I knew there was one man I could 
trust, little as I had deserved his help 
—and little cause as I have, heaven 
knows, to believe in man's constancy 
or truth or love!" 

And all the intense hopeless bitter
ness of her last words, surging up re-
sistlessly from the deeps of a woman's 
heart outraged beyond reparation, 
flamed into her eyes. 

"And yet, Stephen, you have no re
proach for me—only the old gentle
ness!" 

"When I loved vou once it was for 
always, Olive, for good or ill. I don't 
know whether I'm unlike other meu.; 
it's the only way of love I know," he 
had. "E only thank God you have 
come back, that in your need you 
turned to me." 

"My need—yes!" she cried. "I have 
come to you, Stephen—selfish to the 
last, perhaps—because I hate a man 
with a hatred so deep that you can 
only gauge it by the measure of your 
love! The man who took me from 
you!" 

"What do you mean, Olive?" The 
ftartled cry escaped him. The strange 
hysterical words that had broken 
from her in the porch of the vestry 
came back into his mind: "To help 
me to avenge my wrongs." 

"Stephen, I think I could liave come 
to care for you but. for that man. You 
appealed to all that was best in my 
wayward nature," she said, feverishly. 
"But this man—I had known him be
fore ever I saw you; and he exercised 
a fascination over me, though I knew 
he was not a good man, though I knew 
he was a man who played with 
women's hearts. 

"When I took the post of governess 
and met you, I had not told him— 
this man—where I was going. I 
wanted to forget him. Then I prom
ised to be your wife, Stephen—only 
after long hesitation, you remember, 
and because you pleaded so passion
ately. You see, I wasn't sure of my
self. I was afraid of that mail, afraid 
lest he should come again into my life 
and exert the old inexplicable fascina
tion, and so I hesitated. It was for 
your sake, Stephen, not my own. for 
you offered me a good man'-? love, a 
home and freedom after the hateful 
life of dependence with people who 
treated me less kindly than their serv
ants." 

Her fingers were plucking at the 
tiny handkerchief she held, fraying 
the delicate strands of lace, with a 
nervous restlessness that betrayed the 
intensity of emotion prisoned beneath 
the low, repressed tones. 

A quiver of melody stole in from 
the church where the organist still 
sat at the keys, filling the moment's 
pause. 

"Stephen, he found me .out. The old 
evil fascination drew me back resist, 
lessly at his bidding. He told :ne he 
had always cared for me. For the first 
time he told me he wanted to make 
me his wife. He knew his power— 
knew that he had only to sa? 'come,' 
and I would have followed him to the 
world's end. I thought I loved him 
then. I have no excuse to offer for 
my treatment of you, Stephen; I am 
only telling you the bare facts. There 
was no excuse, of course. I weut to 
him, leaving no clue by which I could 
be traced, as he told me to do, and 
then " 

She rose suddenly to her feet, and 
stood facing him firm and erect, her 
faintness and exhaustion forgotten in 
the quivering sense of outraged wom
anhood that filled her. She pulled a 
letter from her pocket of her cloak, 
and held it out to him. 

"Read that." 
"You have probably guessed," the 

letter ran, 'that I am tired of our 
menage; your reproaches after my 
absence grow monotonous, my dear 
Olive, and I have come to the conclu
sion that it is better for us both to 
snap the bond that has grown irk
some. I enclose you notes for £50, 
and from time to time, if you show 
yourself reasonable, I shall send you 
more. If you will take my advice you 
will accept the situation without mak
ing any fuss, and continue to call your
self Mrs. Carr, though I may as well 
tell you that your claim to style your
self a married woman is of the slight
est—non-existent, in fact. When you 
agree to let our marriage be in Scotch 
fashion of simple declaration before 
witnesses, you should have made 
sure that the village where the little 
simple ceremony took place was in 
Scotland. As a matter of fact, it was 
five miles on the English side of the 
border, and accordingly no marriage 
at all. To save you any trouble in the 
quite useless attempt to trace me, I 
may as well tell you that my real name 
is not that under which you have 
known me-r-though I continue to sign 
myself to you, my dear Olive—Frank 
Carr." 

Stephen Ruthen read through the 
letter with all its incredible callous-

blooded ancestor stirring In the - BATTLK FLAGS IN SAFETY. 
depths of her brain, pesfcessing her 
fdr the time absolutely—realised that 
for her own sake he must save her: 
whom he loved from meeting this 
man Carr, from the possible terrible There are some government build-
outcome of snch a meeting; that he lngs to-day in Washington of which 
must save her from herself. i it may be said that they , are unsafe 

"Hush, Olive! -This man shall be for the keeping of precious records oi 
found and brought to book, but not by relics. Fifty years ago It was not to 
you. And even if the law leaves him be wondered at that such prlcelesi 
seathless, though that is unlikely, his souvenirs as battle flags of the revo 
punishment shall surely come in God's intlon should be sent away from th< 
good time. You must put away thesfj war department because of the fear oi 

Truth and 
Quatity 

ness; this foul blow that a man's 
hand had struck at the woman who 
had trusted and cared for him. The 
name was quite unfamiliar, though in 
some odd way the rector seemed to 
have seen the handwriting before. 

"Stephen, do you wonder now that 
I hate that man?" 

The low, intense voice crept to his 
brain like a spark to tinder. 

Did Stephen Ruthen wonder? 
Almost without his knowing it, his 

hand had clenched on the back of the 
chair tightly—fiercely, as if his fingers 
were choking out the life of a man. 

But for the writer of that letter 
Olive would have been his wife— 
might have learned to care for him— 
his wife, making life a sweeter, dearer 
thing for him! And more than that, 
dwarfing that thought into insig
nificance, was the wrong this man 
had done to his beloved. 

The thing called moral sense reeled 
in him, swept away by a wave of blind 
hatred of this unknown man, as he 
looked into the face of the woman he 
loved—pale, proud, with its scarlet 
lips and smoldering eyes; and in 
that moment Stephen Ruthen knew 
how near to the surface in every 
man's soul lies the sleeping primitive 
man, with all the primitive man's sav
age passions and implses. 

"This man, Carr—if he were within 
reach of my hands now," he cried, 
ho rsely, "I believe before God that 
I should " 

The words broke off abruptly, like 
the sudden snapping of a fiddle 
string. 

Through the half-open door that led 
into the church, standing out among 
the shadows that lay thick about the 
altar—shadows broken only by the 
dim gleams of the candles burning in 
the organ loft and the faint moonlight 
that fell through stained glass in 
splashes of crimson—the outline of 
the crcss that was the symbol of his 
sacred calling met Stephen Ruthen's 
eyes while the wild outburst was on 
his lips, recalling him to himself, tak
ing, as it were, a dumb voice, that 
cried to him: 

"You, one of God's ministers, with 
a threat of murder on your lips—with 
murder in your heart!"' 

He crossed and shut the door. 
But he was still fighting with him

self—fighting with those passions and 
impulses of the hatred that scorched 
his brain like flame as she spoke 
again: 

"That letter came to me weeks ago. 
Until then, though he had shown but 
too plainly that he had wearied of me, 
though he even struck me when we 
parted last " 

"He struck you, Olive?"—in a 
strangled voice. 

She nodded. 
"Oh, but that blow wasn't so cow

ardly as the blow in his letter; for 
the last was struck In cold blood— 
premeditated. Until that letter came 
I believed I was at least his wife. Not 
his wife!—only his plaything, his dis
carded mistress! Oh, Stephen, Ste
phen, I think my heart is frozen!" she 
broke out wildly. "If only I could cry 
—dear heaven, if only I could cry! 
But I have no tears left, only this 
hate that fills me so that I can think 
of nothing else hut my hate, my hun
ger for vengeance!" 

He touched her hands with an irf-
finite tenderness of pity, but words 
failed him. Stephen Ruthen knew 
what a man who was a priest of the 
church ought te have said—to have 
told her that vengeance was for God, 
not for a man or woman. But he re
alized that such words spoken by 
him, with all his feelings stirred as 
they were stirred now, would have 
been a mceltery and a lie. His mouth 
was rigid, his hands were clenched. 

"Stephen, I want you to help me to 
find that man," she cried feverishly. 
"I don't know his real name, but I've 
found a clue; part of a tprn-up let
ter to him which spok«T of Wildfell, 
and that brought me here. And then 
this afternoon, as though Fate was 
fighting for me, I caught a glimpse 
of him in Fellsgarth station, I saw 
him from the carriage window as my 
train came in. He was on a far plat
form, but his face leapt out from the 
crowd. But he had gone before I 
could reach the platform where I had 
seen bim. Only I knew then that I 
was on the right track. He is living 
or staying near here. You will help 
me to find him, Stephen?" 

"But—when you find him Olive?" 
Something in her face frightened 

him. For the first time a smile flick
ered about her lips, like the light flick
ering on the horizon before a storm; 
it seemed to threaten a vengeance 
that would know no pity, no remorse, 
no fear. Her breast was rising and 
falling fast; with that gleam of 
strange resolution in her face she 
looked like another Judith. 

"I have my mother's Southern blood 
in me," she said. "Don't question me, 
Stephen; don't seek to know! All 1 
ask you is to help me to find this 
man." 

He looked at her with a swift-dawn
ing fear. He saw that she was al
most beside herself with brooding 
over her wrongs,, her reason trembling 
on the razor edge that wfM the divid
ing; line, frpirn madness; that it was 
not the Olive he loved who spoke now 
through Olive's lips, but the passion
ate, vengeful spirit ef some hot-

thoughts that fill your mind now— 
Olive, you must thrust them aside!" 
he urged, thinking of the woman, 
thinking only indirectly of the man. 

She laughed mockingly. 
"You would have me spare him-* 

a man too vile to live! A man who 
ought to be sent to his account with 
all his sins red as blood upon his 
soul!" And her eyes glittered with a 
wild, feverish excitement. "Do yoti 
remember your text ot to-night?-* 
'Too late to knock when the door shall 
be shut, too late to cry for mercy 
when it is the time of Justice!'" I 

"Hush!" he whispered, fearfully, j 
The music in the church had stop* 

ped. They, heard .the footsteps of two 
persons descend from the organ loft,' 
then the opening and closing of a 
side door as the boy who acted as 
blower went bome, and the tapping 

their destruction by fire. In the Stai 
of September 15, 1858, is evidence tc 
this effect: 

"We learn that the secretary of wa> 
has dispatched to West Point, undei 
the custody of William B. Lee, Esq.. 
the gentlemanly, attentive librarian oi 
the war department, the two stands ol 
colors taken from the British force* 
under Lord Cornwallis at the capitula 
tion of Yorktown on the 19th of Oo 
tober, 1781, and presented to Gen 
Washington by order of congress in 
testimony of his distinguished serv
ices on that ever-memorable occasion. 
At the decease of Pater Patriae they 
passed into the hands of the lat« 
lamented Qeorge W. P. Custis, bj 
whose disinterested patriotism thej 
were bestowed upon the war depart 
ment as the most appropriate reposi
tory for these relics of the crowning 

of an iron-ferruled stick coming slow- -trueele which 
ly along the aisle towards the vestry' 
door. 

"Hush!" whispered Stephen Ruthen 
again, as the blind organist turned the 
handle o* the door. 

"Thank you, parson, for waiting fo^ 
me; Eurrow told me that you—I beg 
your pardon, parson,"' the blind man 
said, suddenly, pausing in front of the 

achieved our national Independence 
and proclaimed liberty to enslaved 
millions of the world. It is intended 
to deposit them at West Point, whera 
most of our national trophies are col
lected, and where they will remain-
free from the great danger of destruc-
tion by fire, to which they would be 

" „ «"S. 

to tho WeH-Ihfonned in 
iwlk ol life and are wwntisl to permanent 
nooess creditable Aoom* 
hghr, it is not daimed that Syrup of F|gi 
pud Elixir of Senna is the only remedy of 
known value, but one of many reasons 
why it is the best of personal and famQf 
laxatives is the fact that it desman 
sweetens and relieves the internal organs 
po which it acts without any debilitating j 
after effects and without having to inaease | 
the quantity from time to time. 1 

It acts pleasantly and naturally and j 
truly as a laxative, and its component • 
parts are known to and approved by 
physicians, as it is free from att objection* 
able substances. To get its beneficial 
affects always purchase the genuine-
manufactured by the California Fig Syrup 
Oo., only, and for sale by all leading drug* 

When a man is sober he knows he 
has no sense,, but when he Is drunli 
he forgets It. 
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8EVERE HEMORRHOIDS 

motionless figure of the woman, turn}; exP°sed
+ 

in thf department building-
ing his sightless eyes towards her. It, ^entoes of the closing scenes ol, 
seemed almost uncanny that, without jhe d*rlt and w°°dy war which de« | 
a s.-ound from her, some subtle instinct. "vered us from the bonds of colonial i 
in the place of sight had divined her, servitude to bestow upon us the bless- j not get much heip. During this 
presence for him. "I didn't know , jnj>a h*ve attended a prosperous, BOres appeared which rinmgafl to a 
you had a lady here. I thought you independent^ and united people. Thii! terrible Itching eczema. Then I began 

8ores, and Itching Eczema—Doctor 
Thought an Operation Necessary 

—Cuticura's Efficacy Proven. 

"I am now 80 years old, and three 
years ago I was taken with an at
tack of piles (hemorrhoids), bleeding 
and protruding. The doctor said the 
only help for me was to go to a 
hospital and be operated on. I tried 

j several remedies for months but did 

were alone or I wouldn't have in< gentleman also takes with him for th« 
truded " I same PurP°se the United States gar 

•Good night, Mr. Grale," said the rlson flaS which proclaimed the vie-
parson, hastily, taking the blind man's tories of our gallant little army al 
nrm and leading him across the ves^ ^era Cruz, Perote and the City ol 
try to the door, which he opened.", Mexico, from the citadel of which it 
"You can find your way all right was taken down on the 7th of June, 
now?" | under a salute from captured 

"Every inch of it, parson, thank ( Pieces." 
you. Good night, sir." j 

They heard the steel ferrule tap
ping its way along the hard ground, 

SPOILED THE "GOOD THING." 

dying away into the distance. 

CHAPTER III-. 
The Sweetest Story in the World. 
Hilda Ruthen pulled the white fur 

closer round her throat as she walked 
from the church door when the serv« 
ice was over, after pausing to ex
change a pleasant word of greeting or 
a smile with those of the congrega
tion lingering in the porch before 
braving the wintry wind. 

She was tall, this girl with the 
wide, gray eyes and the mass of soft 
hair that seemed to have caught and 
imprisoned wandering glints of sun
light in its dusky brown; there was 
a lithe buoyancy in every movement 
of the girl's slender, graceful figure, 
a supreme vitality that made it almost 
keen, tingling joy to face the buffeting 
of the wind. The ground was hard 
with frost underneath; above, a 
blurred moon did little to lighten the 
heavy wintry sky. 

"Hilda!" 
She heard her name spoken as she 

passed the lych gate, and turned with 
a little start. Some one was coming 
towards her from the shadow of the 
churchyard wall; the man's tall figure 
was very familiar. 

"Jack!" she exclaimed; then added, 
in a seemingly careless tone, "I; 
thought you had quite forgotten us!" 

"Why should you think that?" 
(To Be Continued.) 

Why Capital Newspaper Men Are Sore 
on One of Their Number. 

to use Cuticura Soap, Ointment, and 
Pills, injecting a quantity of Cuticura 
Ointment with a Cuticura Suppository 
Syringe. It took a month of this 
treatment to get me in a fairly healthy 
state and then I treated myself once 
a day for three months and, after that, 
once or twice a week. The treatments 
I tried took a lot of money, and It is 
fortunate that I used Cuticura. J. H. 
Henderson, Hopklnton, N. Y., Apr. 
S6, 1907." 
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Riding to Get Most Speed From Horse 
Why does a man seated near the 

neck of a horse travel faster than one 
seated near his tail? For it has been 
proven within recent years In very 
striking fashion that he does. But 
why? 

The reason is very simple and yet 
when little Tod Sloan, the Jockey, 
came forward with pracical proof no
body seemed to be able to explain it. 
A horse to move forward at all must 
thrust at the earth and the chief force 
of this forward thrust comes from his 
hind legs. If the chief weight is Just 
over or close to the thrusting power 
naturally it diminishes its efficiency;, 
instead of thrusting the horse forward 
a portion of it is wasted in lifting the 
weight of the jockey at every stride. 

Every time I see a piece of custard 
pie I think of Mark Twain, and every 
time I think of Mark Twain I am re
minded of Arthur Dunn, and every 
time I am reminded of Arthur Dunn I 
cry like a child, writes a correspond- j 
ent of the New York World stationed j 
in the national capital. 'Twas this 

i way: 
i Last winter Mr. Clemens, who was 
down this way on business connected 

[ with the hearings on the copyright 
bill, dropped into the press gallery for 
a chat, and soen had all the newspa
per men who weren't busy, and most 

( of those that were, around him. But 
careful manipulation we managed to 

' get him away from all serious busi
ness subjects and started in on some 

i delightful rambling reminiscences. 
And they were delightful, too, being 
all about old armor and billiards and 

! foreign idiots, and all such. We 
Just chuckled our heads off, and it wat 

I 9ne. 
I Into the middle of this little party 
—^this happy, scrumptious, ideal little 
party—blew Arthur Dunn, who is 
such a seriouB person that once he 
went to the bureau of chemistry to 
have his shadow analyzed. He start
ed to say something, but somebody 
waved him to a chair, and he sub
sided. For as much as five minutes 
he listened to Mark Twain with a sort 
of puzzled, what-is-lt-all-about expres
sion on his face, and just as we were 
all laughing at some more than or 
dinary Twainesque reminiscence Mr. 
Dunn broke into the charmed circle 
and, laying his hand on Mr. Clemens' 
arm, said: "Now, Mr. Twain, will you 
please give us some points about the 
copyright bill?" 

There are about 17 men who 
wouldn't speak to Dunn for a Ions 
time after that, and the next time 
Mark Twain honors that —gattefy~jf 
they're goingjo l9ck-Httre Arthur iu 
the coai hole. 

Nearly every one has a feeling that 
all parents should give their daugh
ters grand weddings. 

PATENTS. 

List of Patents Issued Last Week to 
Northwestern Inventore. 

Reported by Lothrop & Johnson, 
patent lawyers, 910 Pioneer Press 
building, St. Paul, Minn.: H. C. Gustaf-
son, Sourls, N. D., collar stay; R. M. 
Holland, Elkton, S. D., smut machine; 
J. Kouba, Pisek, N. D., mail box; A. 
Link, St. Paul, Minn., plane; F. 
Moench, Le Sueuer, Minn., pole socket; 
W. S. Telford, Duluth, Minn., shoe; 
H. L. McCoy, Minneapolis, Minn., 
colander. 

Every man who is living by his wits 
should take serious notice that he 
cannot make that policy win. 

8uspicious. 
Senator Penrose, a few days before 

he set out on bis bunting trip in the 
Rockies, said of a political movement 
to a political reporter In Philadelphia: 

"Their words are suspicious, like the 
words of a wine merchant and his 
wife. 

"This couple were inspecting a 
building on the Penrose, estate that 
they thought of renting. The water 
was, unfortunately, poor. 

Tasting the water, frowning and 
shaking his head, the merchant said: 

"'It would do, at a pinch, for my 
Inferior wines; but how about my 
chateau and vintage wines?' 

"'Couldn't you filter It?' the wife 
asked." 

Exposed. 
' A physician, upon opening the door, 
of his consultation room, asked:. "Who 
htui been waiting longest?" "I have," 
spoke up the tailor. "I delivered your 
clothes three weeks ago." 

But One Tragedy in Capital. 
-There have been scores and hun

dreds—maybe thousands—of trage
dies in the capitol building at Wash
ington. But they have been unknown, 
and therefore unwritten—the trage-
dies of the thwarted ambitions of men 
who aimed high, sought the presiden
cy, and came short of their purposes. 
But the only deeds of violence that 
were ever don§ were the attempt up-
on the Hfe of President Jackson and 
the killing of Representative Taulbee 
of Kentucky, and let us hope that no 
others may occur, or even be contem
plated, under any circumstances. Bui 
for the deed of Klncaid the history 
of the capitol would be, as it forever 
forth should be, bloodless and stain 
'.ess. 

Love's Dwel ling-Place. 
Mow hast thou come to set within my 

sou) 
Like lamps the gleaming moments of de

light; 
So, still in darkness, may I seek aright 
The way that leadeth to thy heart, my 

goal. 
And lo! the barge of life, past rock and 

shoal, 
A crimson petal floats across the night 
Yet ever onward tossed to glorious light, 
Come thou whose Ups shall kiss and 

make me whole. 
f know thou dwellest In some secret land. 
Dear one, divinely guarded and at peace. 
And wilt thou bring this dawn upon th« 

sea? 
My eyes are straining for the sun-kissed 

sand, 
Where, like a Joyous bird, I may release 
My love and land and In thine arms bt 

free. 
o-Archsr It Huntington. Everybody's. 

Become an Operator. 
A complete course in telegraphy, In

cluding typewriting and penmanship, 
for $50 at Aaker*s School of Tr" 
graphy, Fargo, N. D., teacher 25 ye; 

experience as operator and train •/ 
patcher. Send for further inform 
tion. f 

Try to love your neighbor as y| 
self, but if you can't don't. % 

FARGO TANNERY RECEIVES HIDES I 
And skins for tanning to harness leather | 
and robes. Robes lmed. hides bought,# 
leather and robes for sale. Send foal 
price list. Fargo Tannery, Fargo, N. D.} 

' J 
Don't hand your friends a lemon;]' 

treat them to lemonade. I 

DR. J. H. RINDLAUB, (Specialist), 
Eye, Ear, Noee and Throat, 

Fargo, N. D. n -

p^tottr^ad habits and you'll 
-TfitserieB. 

.We buy cream. Write desk No. 8 for t " 
the Crescent Creamery Co., St. Ft 

The burglar also 
quick scheme. 

has his get-' 

SICK HEADACH 
Positively cure/ 
Umk Little Pilf CARTER'S 

Pi PILLS. 

They also relieve/ 
tress from Dyspepsia 
digestion and Too}; 

Baling. A perfei 
edy for Dizziness 
se», Drowsiness, 
Taste in the Itouth,' 
ed Tongue, Pain 
Side, TORPID LIV 

Hiey regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegeta^ 

SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE, SIHILPBICl 

CARTERS Genuine Mutt Bear* 
Fac-Simile Signature* 

REFUSE SUBSTITUTi 

Coughing SpeUt 

regular tiMdhtids " 
iornof « 

jbtobte^ von ouBuitt 
or tall a 

AtdEd^eW.aSeifc 


