
INDIGESTION 
* **? twnbled with stom

ach trouble. Thedford'sBlack-
P » n g h t did mo more good 
in one week than all the doe-
tor's medicine I took in a 
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Thedford's Black Draught 
quickly invigorates the ac
tion of the stomach and 
cures even chronic cases of 
indigestion. If you will 
take a gmail dose of Thed-
tord s Black Draught occa
sionally you -will keep your 
stomach and liver in per
fect condition. 

THEDFORD'5 ' 

BLACK-DRAUGHT 
More sickness is caused by 

constipation than by any 
other disease. Thedford's 
Black-Draught not only re
lieves constipation but cures 
diarrhoea and dysentery and 
keeps the bowels regular. 

All druggists sell 
25-cent packages. 

" T h e d f o r d ' s B lack-
Draught is the best medi
cine to regulate the bowels 
I have ever used."—MRS. 
A. M. G R A N T , Sneads 
Ferry, N. C. 

CONSTIPATION 

S of Success 
This is our record. From a small 

beginning we have grown until our fac
tories now cover many acres. Many of 
our machines sold forty to fifty years 
ago are still giving their users faithful 
service. Can anything be more con-
-vincingof their merits and durability? 
Did you ever hear of any other machine 
^with such a record? 

Note a few of the many superior 
points of the 

Wheeler & Wilson i | n Q 
Sewing Machine NUiU 

The Rotary Hook displaces the old, 
out-of-date, unmechanical and trouble
some shuttle. 

The Frictionless ball bearings and per
fect mechanical construction enable it to 
be operated with one-third less exertion 
than is required by ordinary machines. 
I t sews three yards of goods while a 
shuttle machine sews two. 

It makes the most elastic and most 
perfect stitch whether sewing light v" 
heavy goods. 

With our superior attachments the 
.greatest variety of work is possible. 

Do not make the mistake of buying a 
sewing machine until you have given 
*he Wheeler & Wilson No. 9 a trial. 

Iheeler I Wilson J % Co., Chicago, HI. 
FOR SALK BY . 

T 
JD.HUH . FORSTEFT 

N E W ULM. MINN. 

50 YEARS' 
EXPERIENCE 

<< 

M A R K S 
DESIGNS 

COPYRIGHTS & C . 
Anyone sending a sketch and description may 

•qnlckly ascertain our opinion free whether an 
invention is probably patentable. Communica
tions strictly confidential. HANDBOOK on Patents 
aent free. Oldest agency for securing patents. 

Patents taken throuph Munn & Co. receive 
•special notice, without charge, in the 

Scientific American. 
4. handsomely illustrated weekly. Lnrcrest cir
culation of any scientific journal. Terms, $3 a 
year; four months, $L Sold by all newsdealers. 

MUNN & Co.36iB™dwa'Hew York 
Branch Office. 625 F St., Washington, T). C. 
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SOol^StN. Minneapolis Minn.-

Guddy&Gavanaugh 
PLUMBING AND 

; PIPE FITTING. J» 

Steam and Hot! 
1 Watef Heating. 

" Employ none but the best of •" 
i- workmen and guarantee satis

faction 
w 

Estimates furnished oh al l con
tracts at short notice. 

Shop under Brown Co. Bank. -' 
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Twombley had been watching with 
silent satisfaction the very artistic 
smoke garlands he was reeling off his 
post luncheon cigar. Suddenly his 
glance fell to the figure of the girl 
bending over a desk by the window. 
Evidently she was puzzled by the let
ter he had given her to his father's 
Venezuelan representative. She shift
ed her position to throw a better light 
on the book. Incidentally it brought 
her profile out sharply against the early 
afternoon sunlight. Twombley forgot 
all about the smoke wreaths. 

"By Jove," he said to himself, 
"that's a profile for the sculptor;fefl 
wonder where she sprang from and 
where the governor found her." 

"The governor," otherwise Thomas 
Twombley, Sr., had been called sud
denly to London, and Thomas Twom
bley, Jr., was spending his summer in | 
the office instead of at Newport or on 
some friend's yacht, as was his usual 
customs 5 The summer nights in town 
were something of a revelation to the 
young man, who, despite his city birth, 
knew little of city life, so muck had 
he traveled with his mother. 

The girl swung round to her desk, 
and the typewriter clicked insistently. 
Tom laid down his cigar and bent for
ward, watching her curiously. I t must 
be devilish hard to work like that 
when you know you were meant for 
better things, thought the young fel
low, and the light of a strong resolu
tion shone on his smooth, square cut 
face. 

"I wonder how she'd like to spend 
an evening as I do around town?" 

Then he paused uncertainly. Would 
she have the clothes to wear? He 
remembered the filmy, extravagant 
gowns he had seen at the casino the 
night before. Then he as quickly de
cided that she'd look well no matter 
what she wore. He strolled across 
the room to draw down the shades 
just a trifle. 

"Beastly hot, isn't it?" 
"Very warm," replied Miss Oarruth 

without looking up from her work. 
"If I owned the Stock Exchange or 

controlled big business interests I'd 
stop everything short in hot weather." 

She looked up at him with a grave 
smile. "Then I'm afraid you couldn't 
own a yacht and a shooting box in the 
Adirondacks." 

"That's so. The wheels of commerce 
must grind on the year around, I sup
pose." 

"And what a lot of poor people they 
grind down!" The girl spoke to her
self rather than to him. 

"Oh, but the town's not so bad in 
summer," he said. "It's corking jolly 
if you know the right sort of people. 
I've had some good times the last few 
weeks." 

She looked at him almost pityingly, 
but he did not notice it. 

"You know, there are the roofs and 
the gardens, and nearly all the fellows 
in town have their automobiles. Oh, 
it's not half bad." 

She did not answer, but resumed her 
writing. He went back to his desk, 
but the idea of giving her an evening 
out had become thoroughly imbedded 
in his mind. About 4 o'clock he rose 
with sudden determination. 

"Oh, I say, Miss Carruth, let's knock 
off for the day." 

"Knock off?" she said wonderingly. 
"I don't understand." 

"Let's take a trip around town." 
The girl swung around in her chair 

and looked at him in silent amazement. 
Twombley looked back at her with an 
engaging, boyish smile, and the faint 
flush which had come into her face 
died down again. 

"I think we have been working pret
ty faithfully since the governor went 
away, and we deserve a holiday. I'd 
be awfully much obliged to you if 
you'd have dinner with me tonight, 
and then we will go up on one of the 
roof gardens and see the show." 

A faint smile curved the girl's lips, 
and he felt encouraged. 

"It's awfully jolly, don't you know, 
and if you have never seen that sort 
of thing you'd like it." 

"Oh, I understand," said the girl— 
"you're going to give me just a taste of 
the life you and your friends lead. But 
it might make me very dissatisfied 
with my surroundings, you know." 

Twombley found himself actually 
blinking at her. She put it so baldly. 

"Oh, I say, that's not fair; Just for 
tonight I think we might be jolly good 
pals and forget that my father pays 
your salary." 

The girl laughed. Twombley pulled 
down the lid of his desk with a snap. 

"Wait," said the girl; "you must sign 
these letters." 

"Oh, hang it," he said, "I forgot." 
While he dispatched that work the 

girl was closing up her own affairs for 
the day, and when she took the letters 
from him and touched the bell for the 
office boy to carry them away he no
ticed that she had her hat on and a 
neat pair of gloves were caught 
through the handle of her purse. 

"We'll have time for a spin in the 
park before we go to dinner," he said. 

"I must go home first and change my 
frock." 

He looked her over critically. The 
shirt waist suit was simple, but it had 
an air. He didn't feel quite so safe 
about the finery she might deem neces
sary for evening wear, 

"Oh, don't bother," he said quickly. 
"Yon look very fit in that,"0^^] 

She shook her head. "I mustgo" home, 
because mother would worry, and I 
have no way of telephoning to her." 

.v -- - T I I - flr-ilTi - ii 7^ri>nirtiiiiffiMtfriir--ifciMg 

Twombley saw that it was useless to 
argue the question. 

"When and where shall- X-call, for 
you?" v .-\C: l:~ 

The girl flushed suddenly. "Oh, I 
will meet you at the park entrance. 
I f s not far from our house,—-and I 
would much rather do that than give 
you the trouble of calling.'.' 

"All right," said Twombley cheerful
ly, and under his breath he added: 
"Ashamed of mamma and the little 
flat, I suppose. You can't exactly 
blame^her when she's made something 
of herself." v ^ 

At 6 o'clock she met him at the park 
entrance, and just for an instant 
Twombley felt actually dazzled. Her 
statuesque figure was draped in some 
soft, billowy gray stuff. He knew 
somehow that it took an artist to de
sign and make such a dress. "Her face 
was shaded by a picture hat of softest 
gray chiffon clouding pink roses, p p 

Twombley hailed a hansom and 
they drove rapidly through the park 
to the casino. With a thrill of satis
faction he noticed that as they passed 
down the aisle between the lines > of 
tables all eyes followed the slender 
gray figure and low murmurs of ap
proval reached his ear. He wondered 
whether this was a twentieth century 
Cinderella, this graceful figure at his 
side, transformed by shimmering gray 
silk from the tailor made stenographer 
who had worked., beside him for the 
past few weeksjeKShe w a s perfectly 
self possessed, only a slight flush and 
a singularly bright light in her eyes 
showed that she was excited. 

All patronage died out of Twom
bley's bearing. He was genuinely anx
ious now to please her. As for the 
girl, she displayed a knowledge of 
books, plays and pictures of the hour 
whieh astonished Twombley. Wonder
fully adaptive creatures are the Ameri
can girls, he decided. That must be 
the reason why it was so hard to tell 
whether a family had been born to 
money or born to make it. Before 
they re-entered the hansom to drive to 
the roof garden he had decided that 
money really didn't count after all. 

The roof garden seemed stupid and 
cheap. He looked at the girl at his 
side, then at the occupants in the boxes 
around him; then he leaned toward 
her and whispered: "Let's get out of 
this. I know it's boring you. We'll 
go over to the Beauclaire for a bit of 
supper and hear the mondolin club 
play." 

She rose with evident relief, and they 
walked through the quiet side street to 
an odd, foreign looking cafe on whose 
roof the mandolin and guitars tinkled 
limpidly. Here no lights blazed, for 
the moonlight flooded the scene. 

The girl leaned back restfully in her 
chair, and Twombley smoked in si
lence, studying her profile the while. 
Somehow his father's brownstone man
sion on the. avenue seemed very far 
away. His austere and critical mother 
faded into a vague background. I t 
would not be any condescension on his 
part, he decided. They could slip away 
to Italy or Japan or some other far
away place for the honeymoon, and 
the world would get through talking 
about it before they came back. A 
filmy cloud passed over the moon. The 
girl's hand, white and slender, lay on 
the table, temptingly close within his 
reach. He leaned forward impetu
ously. 

"Hello, Twombley! What are you do
ing in town at this season of the year?" 

Twombley- scowled at the intruder; 
then his face cleared. 

"Hello, Davidson!. When did you 
land?" ^ 

The girl had^made a move as if to 
rise; then she sank back in the chair, 
her face white and set in the moon
light. • /- • 

"I came in on the Lucania yesterday 
and thought I'd see something of little 
old New York before starting for"— 

He had turned slightly toward Miss 
Carruth, and just then the moon slip
ped from under the cloud, and the clear 
light struck her face. 
- "Helen!" 

He leaned heavily against the table. 
The girl's head was bent so low that 

•he could not look into her eyes., 
"Jack," she said softly, bjut not so 

softly that he missed either the word 
or the tender accent with which she 
lingered over his name. 

They had forgotten Twombley's ex
istence. Now the newcomer pulled him
self together. 

"I beg your pardon, old man, but 
Miss Carruth and I were once—very-
good—friends, and"— 

"I see,'> said Twombley, rising, with 
an amused smile, "and if you'll look 
after Miss Carruth for a moment I'd 
like to have a chat with an artist 
friend I see buried behind a row of 
steins." 

Without so much as a "thank you" 
Davidson dropped into the vacant 
chair. _ ,. 

"Helen, I've come back to look after 
you for always, and, dear, if you'll for
give my selfishness I'll promise you 
can study sociology and found work
ing girls' clubs and endow industrial 
schools—anything, so you will come to 
me." 

* * * * * * *« < 
Twombley had forgotten all about 

the artist friend. He was leaning over 
the parapet looking down on the flar
ing street lamps. 

"And to think I patronized her and 
thought there was need of a secret 
honeymoon in Italy or Japan. Tom, my 
boy, you're a fool!" vu^^ J \ J I^ r 

He glanced across the' area of "tables. 
The gray picture hat and a stiff, white 
Itraw were close together. 

y^Sx" Modifying It. ffa ' 
Uncle'John—So. you don't "like your 

teacher, Tommy? Tommy (savagely)— 
No, I don't. I wisht he was at the bot
tom of the sea! Uncle John—Oh, come 
now. Tommy! That's too much to say. 
Tommy—Well, I wisht he was at the 
bottom of Jones' mill pond, then.—Ex
change 

The Stinginess 
Of Grdxe 

l By MARTHA HUMPHREYS * 
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"Who would ever have dreamed she 
was so stingy? Of course the more 
money you have in this world tljennore 
you want. She doesn't look like a girl 
who thought of nothing but money. 
Miserly people are supposed to have 
steely gray eyes and sharp chins, and 
she has the softest brown eyes and a 
dimple in her chin." 

"Who has 'em?" asked Tom Bliss, 
rolling over languidly in his steamer 
chair. 

"I was talking about Graee Patter
son." 

"Has she dimples and brown eyes?" 
asked Tom innocently. 5- \*5-*< 

His sister flung him a scbrnful 
glance. 

"You ought to know. You have been 
hanging around her ever since you 
came down." 

"Well, a fellow's got to "do something 
when he's on his vacation," said Tom 
easily. "You can't expect him to turn 
woman hater when he's the only man 
to twoscore of pretty women." 

"That's just why I'm complaining. 
With so many pretty girls here I don't 
see why you should devote yourself to 
one." 

Margaret Bliss would have objected 
to any woman her brother might have 
selected as the object of his attentions. 
Her love for the six footed bachelor, 
oldest5 of her brothers, was distinctly 
selfish, and she was glad the occasion 
had arisen to prove Miss Patterson far 
from perfect. Tom lighted a fresh cig
arette, and the hand which tossed away 
the match patted his sister's head in 
patronizing fashion. 

"And how has your ladyship been of
fended?" 

"You know Jim Green, the man who 
has been on the beach boat for two 
seasons, died last night. All the board
ers knew him, and of course we looked 
right into the matter and found out 
that he left his family almost penni
less, so we are going to give a fair for 
their benefit. We asked Miss Patterson 
to make something for it, and she said 
she was too busy; then we asked her to 
preside at one of the tables or to raffle 
off the embroidered sofa cushion Mrs. 
Marshall is going to donate, and she 
said she didn't believe in raffles." 

"My opinion of Miss Patterson im
proves," said the aggravating Tom. 
"Many a time and oft have I been done 
at your fairs and raffles." 

Margaret rose angrily. ~ 
"I might have known she was mak

ing some sort of a grand stand play. 
That sort of girl only cares to please 
the men." 

Tom leaned back in his chair and 
smoked dreamily. He had rather en
joyed Miss Patterson's society, be
cause she knew enough to steer a boat 
and not to screech when it shipped wa
ter. Now he felt a curious desire to 
know her better. A girl with tender 
brown eyes and a dimple in her chin 
rarely held decided opinions on such 
grave matters as hotel benefits and 
raffles. But she was not in sight at the 
present moment. Then he recalled that 
his stationery needed replenishing, and 
he started for the village store. It was 
a cheap imitation of the city depart
ment store, and as he was passing the 
dress goods counter on his way to the 
stationery department he heard a fa
miliar voice say: 

"Is that the best quality of nun's 
veiling you have?" 

"It's enough better than anything 
she's been used to having," said the 
middle aged woman behind the coun
ter. 

Tom Bliss stopped short, an amused 
smile on his lips, for he could see that 
Miss Patterson was flushing indignant
ly at the woman's rudeness. 

"Mrs. Green may not be able to buy 
another black dress soon, and I want 
to select something that will wear well 
and not turn rusty." 

Tom woke up. "Green, Green!" Why, 
that was the name of the man who 
had handled the life saving boat. Why 
was Grace Patterson shopping for his 
widow? He drew closer. 

"I think the henrietta cloth is better. 
You can give me ten yards of that and 
three yards of the crape; also four 
yards of that lusterless black ribbon." 

She turned suddenly, almost bump
ing into Tom. 

"Won't you let me help?" he said, 
with a note in his voice that she did 
not recognize. 

"No, thank you," she said, blushing 
prettily under his earnest gaze. "I 
think we have everything." He no
ticed the "we" and liked it.cX! 

"But the children," he urged — 
"oughtn't they to have something; say, 
little black frocks?" 

"No, there would be no time to make 
them. The funeral is tomorrow, you 
know. Besides, they're such babies to 
wear black." 

"It would please the mother," he 
urged, possessed of a sudden madness 
to share in this shopping expedition. 

Miss Patterson's eyes smiled frankly 
into his. -:t% 'v'-r pfp 

"Well, If you are so determined, we 
might get some ready made white 
dresses for the children with black rib
bons and sashes. It may be a great 
comfort to Mrs. Green to feelthat she 
and the family are so neatly garbed 
for the funeral." 

"Just so," said Tom, pulling out his 
wallet "" ' ", 

The next fifteen minutes were busy 
ones for Grace Patterson. She had 
considerable difficulty in steering him 
away from lace trimmed lawn frocks: 
to some simple little piques. Tom pick
ed up the bundles as if he were proud 
of them. 

"Where next?" he said cheerfully* 

'I must leave this ^package at the 
dressmaker's, and then—well, there's 
really nothing else you can do, thank 
yon." .-<• 

"You are going to see -Mrs. Green? 
Well, I'm going to»." 

From the dressmaker's they walked 
down the beach road to the humble 
house of mourning. Excited voices 
welcomed them. Frowzy neighbors 
were gathered on the front porch. Mrs. 
Green was bordering on hysteria. Tom 
watched' in interested fashion while 
Grace brought order out of chaos. 

One by one the useless neighbors took 
their departure. The children were 
coaxed into the shadow of an upturn 
ed boat to play store with real cookies, 
candies and raisins which" Grace pro
duced from the depths of her Boston 
bag, and Mrs. Green, comforted with 
a bandage around her aching head and 
many kind words:-was induced to lie 
down. Then Grace picked np the baby 
and carried him around to the shady 
side of the house. Tom followed, drag
ging a big. rocking chair in which he 
insisted she should sit. while he sprawl
ed in the sand at her feet. In the little 
room whose shutters were closed just 
behind them lay the man who had of
ten risked his life that they might 
make merry in the water | A sorrow 
that was not personal fell"''upon them, 
and the man lay quite still looking out 
across the dancing water and thinking 
of many things. 

Suddenly above his head sounded 
the soft, melting T'coo" of a baby's 
voice. Without shifting his position, 
lest he should break the charm, Tom 
took in the picture. The laughing 
eyes of the girl were liquid and ten
der as she watched the baby on her 
knees. The dimples had disappeared 
and the lips were curved in a serious 
sweetness. This was not the girl who 
had been such a jolly good comrade 
on fishing and sailing jaunts. This 
was the woman he had been looking 
for all these years. And to think that 
he had not recognized her at once! 

Her slender white hand was so 
close to his that he could hardly keep 
from clasping it. He pulled himself 
together and asked in a voice that 
sounded rather harsh by reason of his 
effort at self control: 

"If you will do all this, why won't 
you help with the benefit up at the 
hotel?" 

Grace started. She had been won
dering whether the little mite in her 
lap would some day grow up and fight 
against the sea for human lives. 

"Oh, they're such silly things, you 
know! Everybody hates you for ask
ing them to pay two or three times 
what a thing's worth, and by the time 
you have paid all the expenses the 
beneficiary doesn't get very much; be
sides it would be two weeks before 
the thing came off and Mrs. Green 
needed the clothes and the money now. 
I suppose a great many people think 
it's very queer, but father has always 
insisted on my keeping inside my al
lowance, and—well—I couldn't help 
with the benefit and help Mrs. Green 
today." She was floundering along al
most blindly under the fierce light that 
glowed in Tom's eyes. "And so—and 
so"— 

Tom had utterly forgotten what she 
was talking about. Her hand was ca
ressing the baby's face. The man rose 
on one knee and drew her hand away 
from the chubby cheek, holding it firm
ly in his own. 

"Grace, dear, I'm not half good 
enough for you, but do you think you 
could love me just a little?" 

She looked at him tenderly. "I think 
I could loye you a great deal." And 
the baby "cooed" and dimpled as he 
looked .at the two heads so close to
gether above his own. 

Winter Tourist Tickets 
^ A R B NOW ON SALE VIA 

Louisv, He & Nashville R.B. 
To Florida, 

Gulf Coast Resorts,' 
; Cuba, 
At Very Low Rates. ^ 

For r i t«B, t ime tables or beautifully 

illustrated booklets on Florida, the Gulf 

Coast, New Orleaus or Cuba, addx*w .„! 
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a t e n o o t h e r . R e f u s e d a n g e r o n n m b a t t 
u t i o i u a n d i m i t a t i o n s . Buvof your Druggist 
r send 4c . in stamps for P a r t i o c l a r s , Te*5> 
u o n i a l s and " R e l i e f for L a d i e s , " in lettv. 
y r e t u r n a i a i l . io,O0OTestimonials. SoldW 
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Mention this paper. 

CONTRACTORS -/I 

BUILDERS. 
N E W U L M , M l * » . 

We are again ready to take contraete 
I in oar line and guarantee prompt and 
good work. We feel tkat we need say 
no more where we are so well known. 

M. A. BINGHAM. A. W. BINGHAM. 

Bingham Bros . 
DEALERS IN 

Compos i t ion I n Courses . 
Southey was a methodical and rapid 

literary craftsman. "I am a quiet, pa
tient, easy going hack of the mule 
breed, regular as clockwork in my pace, 
sure footed, bearing the burden which 
is laid on me, and only obstinate in 
choosing my own path," he wrote to a 
friend. But his method was by no 
means simple. He was a poet, a his
torian, a critic and a miscellaneous 
writer. He turned out an enormous 
quantity of matter and succeeded in 
doing so by working fourteen hours a 
day and diversifying his labors within 
his daily round. He had six tables in 
his library. He wrote poetry at one, 
history at another, criticism at a third, 
and so on with the other subjects upon 
which he was engaged, and when he 
was tired of spinning his brains into 
verse he turned to history and criti
cism. There is a story that he once 
described to Mme. de Stael the divi
sion of his time—two hours before 
breakfast for history, two hours for 
reading after, two hours for the com
position of poetry, two hours for criti
cism, and so on through all his work
ing day. "And pray, Mr. Southey," 
queried the Frenchwoman somewhat 
unkindly, "when do you think?"—Corn-
hill "Magazine. 

"..•,•-'!.. M i n n t e S c r e w s . 
"The fourth jewel screw of a watch 

is so small that to the naked eye it will 
not look like anything more than a bit 
of dust," says a watchmaker, "and is 
probably the smallest screw made. I t 
must necessarily be perfect in every 
respect, and the character of the work
manship required on it is illustrated by 
looking at it under a powerful micro
scope, when it is seen that the threads 
average 260 to the inchs r It is exactly 
four-thousandths of an inch in diam
eter, and over 50,000 could be packed 
into a lady's thimble with ease. Count
ing these screws is never attempted, of 
course, but 100 are weighed on a deli
cate steelyard, and the total number of 
an output is arrived at by comparing 
the gross weight with the weight of 
these. Such tiny screws can only be 
made in large numbers by machinery, 
and the operation attending their man
ufacture is one of the most delicate 
things in .watchmaking." —St. Louis 
Globe-Democr.at. 
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Capital and Surplus $56,501 

Does a Qe^crsI Barjfcbjg 
Bu5Jr;css. 

Steanjstyip Tickets ajjd Fa**p 
L)0ar;s+ 

Accounts of Corporations, Firms &&4 
fndividnals solicited upon the most lib
eral terms consistent with good banking 

Win, Pfaender, 
Real Estate 

AND. . . . 

Insurance Agent, 
Insures against fire, hail, tornadoes 

accident and death in the best of com-. 
panies. 

REAL ESTATE BOUGHT AHO SOLD..' * 

Legal documents executed, loans ae-
gotiated, steamship tickets sold. ~jw."»". 

H.f RENZEL; 
*v ., l v MANDPACTUREB OF 

©OGLCE, yu^tzV) ©ii)qep 

• * H 
'•?*§ 
•(%$ 

and all kinds of PRrbonated drinks. D«~ 
livered to all parts of the city on sho*k. 
notice.; 

:",£ New Ulm, Mins. 


