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| That plenty but reproaches me i|]i 

11 Which leaves my brother bare. J»i[ 
11 Not wholly glad my heart can be i[|i 
]i While his is bowed with care. Jn| 
i| If I go free, and sound and stout ijj> 
j! While hi. j)oor fetters clank, JhJ !’ Unsated still, I'll still cry out, i[Ji 
j! And plead with Whom 1 thank. Sij 
'| Almighty: Thou, uho Father be V 
]» Of him, of me, of all. !"! 
i| Draw us togther, him and me, '!!' 
11 That whichsoever fall, |"| 
i[ The other’s hand may fail him not,— '!!' 
11 The other's strength decline \'| 
i| No task of succor that his lot 'I!1 
11 May claim from son of Thine. '< J 

\ I would be fed. I would be clad. Jh | 
i1 I would be housed and dry. i|ji 
'| But if so be my heart is sad,— ]n| 
!' What benefit have I? i||i 11 Best he whose shoulders best endure 1 hJ 
|| The load that brings relief, ,''i 

| And best shall be bis joy secure Si1 
ji Who shares that joy with grief. |"! 
i[ —E. S. Martin in Scribner's Magazine 'll1 

One Blow Too Many. 
BY CHARI.ES EUGENE BANKS. 

(Copyright, 1901. by Dally Story I’ub. Co.) 
Teddy McFarland left the train at 

the little station of Limerick, so named 
from the fact that the country for 
miles around had been settled by peo- 
ple from that district in Ireland. After 
ttvo years in the Klondike the little 
village seemed quiet as a graveyard. 
It was Sunday morning and the vil- 
lage, solemn in its stillness, was in 
strong contrast to Dawson city, where 
Sundays wore unknown, but all days 
Were alike noisy with wild sports or 

Serious adventure. 
The young man turned into a cross 

street and walked slowly along under 
the shade of the newly leaved apple 
trees. A block farther on the bell in 
the little Catholic church rang out the 
morning service hour. 

McFarland stopped by the gate to 
watch the arrival of the country pe> 

f pie, every one of whom he knew tut 
who failed to recognize in this tanned 
and bearded mr.a the smooth-faced 
youngster who had left them two 
years before to seek bis fortune in the 
cold lands of Alaska. There was a 

touch of mystery about the situation 
that quickened his Irish blood. A word 
from him and the scene would in- 
stantly change and he would become 
the center of an excited, questioning 
group; for few ever traveled far from 
this settlement and a man who had 
seen the frozen mountains of the far 
Northwest would he more than a nov- 

elty in the eyes of this simple, people. 
But all McFarland’s coolness van- 

ished and his face flushed crimson as 

a tall, fair girl sprang lightly out of an 

old carry-all and came toward him. 
.Then he leaned back against the ga.e 

post and waited, his eyes dancing with 
anticipation of a speedy recogni- 

— a fSR i 

“Mollie Westcott! Impossible!” 
tion. But the girl passed hiru with- 
out the least show of recognition and 

hurriedly entered the church. Mc- 
Farland saw that she was pale, had 
a sad, hopeless look that went straight 
to hi. heart. He wondered if she was 

grieving because of his absence and 

thought if this was so how soon he 
should bring the color back to her 
cheeks and the light of happiness to 

her eyes. While he was speculating 
cu this coming happiness two old nun 

drove up in a carriage, and one, hand- 

ing the reins to tho other with the 
sir of proprietorship, climbed down 
from his seat and came up the path 
toward the gate. It was old James 

Hennessy. McFarland knew him well 
as a character generally disliked for 
his hard, grinding practices, so differ- 
ent from the free, open-handed na- 

tures of the people of the settlement. 
But the novelty of being a stranger In 
his native village was wearing away 

f and McFarland called out p»easantly 
enough: 

“Good morning, Mr. Hennessy. Have 

you forgotten the eon of your neigh- 
bor McFarland?” 

“What? So it is; so it is. Back 
from your wild goose chase after gold 
and poorer than when you left, I’ll 
warrant,” replied the old man gruffly. 

“I've seen something of the world, 
at least,” laughingly responded Mc- 

Farland, "and that is better than hav- 
ing nothing and seeing nothing which 
would have been the case bad I stayed 
at home.” 

“Well, you’re bark in good time,” 
chuckled the old man. “There’s going 
to be a pretty wedding here this morn- 

ing and if you're civil you may get the 
chance to salute the bride.” 

“Good luck to be sure. And who 
may be the happy man?” 

The old man straightened himself. 
“I am, sir. The ceremony will be per- 
formed at the close of the morning 
service.” 

“It’s glad I am for you, Mr. Hen- 

nessy, but who is the bride?” 
“You saw her go in a moment ago— 

Mollie Wescott.” 
"Mollie Wescott! Impossible." 
“Why not?” snorted Hennessy. “Is 

there anything strange about a fine 

young woman fancying a man with a 

thousand acres of land and a good 
bank account? Especially,” he added 
with a leer, “when her father is bank- 
rupt.” 

“Do you mean that Wescott has lost 
his farm?" 

“Yes, or would have lost It if a good 
friend had not stood by him.’’ 

“You old devil,” cried McFarland, 
advancing upon the other with clenched 
hands. “So you’ve got Wescott in a 

tight place and are forcing him to give 
you his pretty daughter to save him 
from ruin.” 

"Travel doesn’t seem to have im- 
proved your manners, young man. I 
should advise you to be more civil or 

you may not get a chance to taste the 
wedding cake.” 

The old man went chuckling up the 
church steps leaving his young rival 
sweating with impotent rage. Could 
it he that this fair young girl who had 
been the hope of his life ever since 
they were playchildren together was 

willingly sacrificing herself to this 
miser's gold? No; he would not be- 
lieve it. It must he for her father's 
sake. If only he was sure of this ho 
would go into the church and forbid 
it. He had not come hack empty- 
handed and could easily help Mr. Wes- 
cott out of his difficulties. But sup- 
posing she had thrown him over for 
Hennessy. He paced back and forth 
before the church door listening to the 
priest droning out the service, unable 
to settle on any definite plan of action. 

“Wud ye like to know something 
that wud stop the weddin’, sor?" whis- 
pered a hoarse voice in his ear. Turn- 

ing. he saw the old man Hennessy had 
left in the wagon pulling at his sleeve. 

“I’ve been wid him since before he 
left New York,” continued the shriv- 
eled little fellow'. “He’s been a hard 
master to me all along, but this morn- 
ln’ he beat me Lke a dog because 1 
told him he ought not to ruin th’s 

young girl’s life. If you would save 

her, sor, go in and ask him what has 
become of tho wife and children he 
left back there in the city. He can't 

deny it, sor." 
“Glorious old fellow! Gad, I could 

hug you. 
"All I Rsk ov you, sor, la that you 

don’t let him know It wuz me that told 

ye. He’d kill me If he knew.” 

“Never fear, I'll take care of you all 

right. Climb hack in the carriage and 
look dumb. I'll attend to the rest of 
It.” 

McFarland threw his hat into th° air 
for very Joy of his feelings and then, 
smoothing the smiles out of his face, 
walked solemnly Into the church. The 
couple were already at the altar and 
the priest was preparing to say the 
final words that should make them 

i man and wife when the young miner 

strode down t>» aisle, and touching 
Hennessy on the shoulder said quiet- 
ly: 

"Before this matter goes any farther 
I must have a word with you.” 

Tiie priest was so startled that he 
dropped his book. People in the pews 
started to their feet in wild excite- 
ment; Hennessy turned with a snarl 
upon the young man, choking with 
rage at the unseemly interruption. The 
bride threw one swift glance Into the 
eyes of the stranger, and a flush swept 
over her face and she clutched the al- 
tar rail to steady herself. McFarland 
was the only cool one in the house. 

“I’m sorry to Interrupt the proceed- 
ings, Mr. Hennessy,” he continued, 
"hut unless you wish the people here to 
hear what I have to say you'd better " 

“Away with you, fool!” roared th< 

| old man. “Take the madman away. H< 
1 has nothing I want to hear. Take hin 
away.” 

“If I have nothing you wish to hear 
I have something that will interest my 
old neighbors. Listen friends. I am 

Teddy McFarland. You have all known 
me since I was a child. Two years ago 
I went away to seek for gold in the 
Klondike. While there I worked with 
a man wno once lived in New York. In 
telling him of the people here I men- 

tioned this man.' Hennessy. He asked 
for more concerning him and recog 
nized him as a former acquaintance 
He told me that Hennessy had a wife 
and children in New Y'ork, that he 
deserted them to come west; left them 
to starve. I can prove what I say. Y'ou 
know it is true. Ixiok at the old ras- 

cal. He shows his guilt in his looks 
tfou don't deny It, do you Hennessy?” 

“They are all dead, long ago,” 
stammered the old man groping blind- 
ly around for his cane. 

“Oh, no they’re not Hennessy. 
There’s time enough yet for you to 
make amends. Let me help you to 

your carriage. You seem rather feeble.” 
Hennessy pushed aside the proferred 

assistance and staggered out of the 
church. 

The young miner turned and held 
out his arms and Mollie Westeott whis- 
pered her thanks from the safe retreat 
of his enfolding. 

“The saints forgive me for lying In 

"I Must Have a Word with You.” 

the church, but it’ll save the old man | 
a beating,” thought McFarland as he ! 
bent to kiss the gold of Mollie's hair. 

Collies. 

James Hogg, the Ettrick shepherd, 
lias many anecdotes of the breed of 
dogs known as the collies. He had 
ono named “Sirrah,” of which he re- 

lates the following: “Fpon one occa- 

sion, about seven hundred lambs, I 

which were under his care at weaning ( 
time, broke up at midnight and scam- 

pered off, in three divisions, across 
the neighboring hills, in spite of all 
that he and an assistant could do to 

keep them together. The night was 
so dark that he could not see Sirrah; 
but the faithful animal heard his mas- 
ter lament their absence in words 
which, or all others, were sure to set! 
him most on the alert, and without i 
more ado, he silently set off in quest 
of the recreant flock. Meanwhile the 
shepherd and his companion did not 
fail to do all in their power to recover 

their lost charge; they spent the whole 
night in scouring the hills for nules j 
around, but of neither the lambs nor 
Sirrah could they obtain the slightest 
trace. It was the most extraordinary 
circumstance that had ever occurred 
In the annals of pastoral life. They 
had nothing for it, day having dawned, 
but to return to their master, and in- 
form him that they had lost his whole 
flock of lambs, and knew not what was 

to become of one of them. On their 
way home however, they discovered a 

lot of lambs at the bottom of a deep ; 

ravine called the Flesh Cleuch, and the j 
indefatigable Sirrah standing in front j 
of them looking round for some relief, j 
but still true to Ills charge. The sun 

was then up, and when they first came 

in view they concluded that it was one 

of the divisions which Sirrah had been 
unable to manage until he came to 
that commanding situation. I3nt what 
was their astonishment when they dis- 
covered that not one lamb of the whole 
flock was wanting. How he had got 
all the divisions collected in the dark 
is beyond comprehension. The chargt 
was left entirely to himself from mid- 
night until the rising sun; and if all 
the shepherds in the forest had been 
there to have assisted him they could 
not have effected it with greater pro- 
priety.—The Humane Leaflet. 

Whore the rnbilc Acre*. 
If the congressman who declares 

that the West Point cadets must be- j 
have or the academy will be closed, 
will hold his ear to the ground, he will 
hear a rumbling of applause from the 
American people.—Baltimore Herald. ! 

Of the 1,190 convicts in Tennessee 
twenty-two claim to be college grad-: 
uatea. 

OKE/lTLV KEUll'EI) KATES 
VIA. 

Ou. ABA AND ST. 1.01 IN ItAIMlOAD. 

Buffalo, N. y.t on pale M.n litli to St Lit. 
SOth. 

Kansas City, Mo., on sale June 7th to 
lltli 

Detroit, Mich., on sale July 5th, 6th anil 
7th. 

Cincinnati, O., on wale Julv 4th. 5th and 
6th. 

Chicago, 111., on sale July 23rd, 21th and 
25th 

Louisville, Ivy., on sale Aug. 24th, 25th 
and 2tith. 

Cleveland, O., on sale Sint. 8th to 12th. 
Half rates to most all points south first 

and third Tuesday each month. Summer 
tourist rates to all summer resorts now 
on sale. For descriptive matter regarding 
the Pan-American Exposition, summer 
tours, rates and all Information call at 
O. St. I.. City office, 1415 Farnam street 
(Paxti n Hotel building), or write Harry 
K. Moores, C. P. & T A Omaha. Neb., 
or a. J. Handy, U. P. A., Kansas City, 
Mo. 

If beauty is the first gift Nature 
gives to woman, it is also the first 
she takes away, 

I-or,g Live the King! The King is 
Wizard Oil; pain his enemies, whom 
he conquers. 

A singer must have a pretty good 
compass before he ventures on high 
Cs. 

Ask your grocer for DEFIANCE 
STARCH, tlie only 16 oz. package for 
10 cents. All other 10-cent starch con- 

tains only 12 oz. Satisfaction guaran- 
teed or money refunded. 

The crab may not be as good eating 
as the lobster, but he'll do in a pinch. 

In addition to receiving the highest 
form of award at the three great 
Paris Expositions, the Remington 
Typewriter has received the highest 
award for merit from the largest users 
who are the best judges as to the 
comparative value of typewriting ma- 

chines, Omaha office, 1619 Farnam St. 

The shorter the ice crop is in win- 
ter the longer the hill in summer. 

YELLOWS I ONE °ARK. 
Extended tour, leisurely Itinerary 

with long stops in the Park. Private 
coaches for exclusive use on the drive. 
Pullman sleeping and dining cars. 
Established limit to number going. 
Escort of the American Tourist Asso- 
ciation, Rcau Campbell, General Man- 
ager, 1423 Marquette Building, Chica- 
go. Colorado and Alaska tours also. 

Tickelg include nil Expenses Everywhere. 
Train leaves Chicago via Chicago, 

Milwaukee & St. Paul R'y, Tuesday, 
July 9, 10.00 p. m. 

The author’s train of thought is 
a construction train. 

Ask your grocer for DEFIANCE 
STARCH, the only 10 oz. package for 
10 cents. All other 10-eent s tarch con 
tains only 12 oz. Satisfaction guaran- 
teed or money refunded. 

As there are no perfect men, so 

there are no perfect manners. 

Try Oraiu-O! Try Graln-O! 
Ask your Grocer to-day to show you it 

package of GRAIVO. the now food drink 
that takes the place of coffee The children 
may drink it without injury os well ns the 
adult. All who try it, like it GRAIN-Olms 
that rich seal brown of Moeba or Java, hut 
if H made from pure grains, and the most 
delicate stomnch receives it without dis- 
tress. L^ the price of coffee. 15c and 2ocU. 
par package, bold by all grocers. 

250, and Chris is the feather weight 
of this remarkable quartet, being 
slightly lighter than Lars. 

Accept 
No 

Substitnte. 
y^ 

A poor woman is Tat; a rich woman 
is only stout. SOZQDQNT Tooth Powder 25c 

4Hf a »JTI"67l Oil E&MCTS.3 NATURAL-BORN SALESMEN, Hard* 
ff ttiT B fills□ Working and thoroughly reliable VI «l« 0 vniahvutiiiiiii men to SOll tho best-grown nursery 
Stock In tho United States. Liberal Commissions paid. Cush advanced weekly. Write 

today tor particulars, givlug references. Oregon Nursery Co., Salem, Oregon 

visit OAN-AMERICAN ™j>T~ 
the IT EXPOSITION buffalo east 

I — .1 ■■' -- 1 ■ 

Lake Shore & Michigan Southern Ry. 
Full particulars on application to F. M. BYRON, General Western Agent, CHICAGO 
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Causes bilious head-ache, back-ache 
and all kinds of body aches. Spring 
is here and you want to get this bile 
poison out of your system, easily, 
naturally and gently. CASCARETS 
are just what you want; they never 

grip or gripe, but will work gently 
while you sleep. Some people think 
the more violent the griping the better 
the cure. Be careful—take care of 
your bowels—salts and pill poisons 
leave them weak, and even less able to 

keep t 
1 than be- 

fore. cleaner 
for the bowels are sweet, fragrant 

1/ \ l U vl/7il n 1 Hi fil CASCARETS. They don t force t-^V,y out the foecal matter with violence, 
but act as a tonic on the whole 30 feet of bowel wall, strengthen the 
muscles and restore healthy, natural action—buy them and try them. 
You will find in an entirely natural way your bowels will be promptly 
and permanently put in good order for the Spring and Summer work. 

JOc. 
25c. NEVER 
ALL DRUGGISTS. SOLD IN BULK. 

Ka'I 
boreal tronMc*. appendicitis, bil- 

iousness, bud breath, bud blood, wind 
on tbe slomueb, bloated bowels, foul 
month, headache, indigestion, pimples, 

pains after eating, liver trouble, sallow’ complexion 
unit dizziness. \v hen jour bowels don’t move regu- 
larly you are cutting sick. Constipation kills more 

people than ali other diseases together. It Is a 
starter for the chronic aliments and long years of 
suffering that come afterwards. No matter what 
alls you, start taking CASCAKIOTS to-day, for you 
will never get well and be well all the time until 
you put your bowels right. Take our jtdvlect start 
with CAhf AHKTft to-day, under an absolute guar- 
antee te eure or money refunded, ig 

yr**nt merit, and oar l*c«t tctlliuaaUI. We knie tut.b and 

will eell (IK ARETa absolutely yuaruwteed «e rare or 

money refunded. t*o hay today, two ftOf *|»e them a 

fair, honest trial, a* p**r slmi»le directions. and If yea ere 
not satisfied, after uslnff enc aOe b«». return th e annsed 
hoi and the empty bo* to nu by mall, ar the d« 
whom yeu parebased It, and *et yoae money be«*h for beta 
borne*. Take ear ad?lee—ao matter a hot an* v. o-efartte« 

*n w ill hv«**i 
Horn (We 

Nth ei 4 im*bO. 


