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THE TRAVELER’S STORY.

How u Kervnna Man Cna*ed a Severe

St ruin on lII*Nerve*.

“A traveling mail stopped at a hotel

at Monticello. The proprietor told him

he could not lodge him—not a room In

the house,” said a commercial traveler.

“The traveling man protested. lie

must, have a room. Finally the proprie-
tor told him there was a room, a little

room separated by a thin partition

from a nervous man, a man who had

lived in the house for ten years.
“’He is so nervous,’ said the land-

lord, ‘I don't dare put uny one in that

room. The least noise might give him

• nervous spell that would endanger

his life.’
“ ‘Oh, give me u room,’ said the trav-

eler. ‘l’llbe so quiet he’ll not know

I’m there.’

“Well, the room was given the trav-

eler. He slipped In noiselessly and be-

gan to disrobe. He took off one article

of clothing after another ns quietly as

a burglar. At last he cume to his shoes.

He unlaced a shoe and then, manlike,

dropped it.

“The shoe fell to the floor with a

'great noise. The offending traveler,

¦horrified at what he had done, waited

to hour from the nervous man. Not a

sound. lie took off the second shoe

. and placed It noiselessly upon the floor.

Then in absolute silence he finished

undressing and crawled between the

sheets.

“Half an hour went by. He had

dropped into a doze when there came a

tremendous knocking on the partition.

“The traveler sat up in bed, trem-

bling and dismayed. ‘Wh-wha-what’s

the matter?’ he asked. Then came the

voice of the nervous man:

**‘Blame you, drop that other shoe!’ ’’

—lndianapolis News.

Wanted the Result.

“Horse racing is n heroic sport, and

to this feature alone is due its intense

fascination,’’ said Wallace P. Herndon

of Chicago. Mr. Herndon had just
come down from a race meeting at La-

tonia, with his winnings.

“People who condemn the sport seem

to forget the heroic feature-.

“Recently I perpetrated a sorry trick

on one qf these folks, and it was a

clergyman too. As an eyewitness I de-

scribed the running of a great hr.:; 'i-

eap, and to make it more Interesting I

proceeded to color my story a bit to tell

bow a certain horse was challenged re-

peatedly from the start and how the

race was In doubt up to the last mo-

ment.

“I left the field a few jumps from the

finish. Then I said:
“ T knew a famous horseman once

who said that a race horse Is of Inter-

est to only three persons—the kid that

tides him, the lobster that bets on him

and the thief that owns him/

“‘Yes, yea,* cried the clergyman im-

patiently, ‘but which of those horses

•won on the day you spoke of?* Lou-

fitvllleHerald.

Paradoxicel Woman Again.

“I can't understand them at all,”

complained the white bearded philoso-

pher, muttering Into Ills whiskers and

shaking his head dolefully.
“What can’t you understand?” asked

the iimn with the pickle nose.

"Women. Now. my daughter has had

to buy an automobile habit and seems

perfectly satisfied to wear It, although

everybody knows she has not the auto-

mobile habit.”

"She has it. and she hasn't it,” mused

the pickle nosed man. “That Is the an-

swer. If you knew women as well as

I do, you'd know those were the facts

In the case.”—Judge.

Wise Father Knows His Own Child.

Ernestine I'a, the young man who

calls on me says I don’t know how to

cook.

Pa—l I’m! Prove to him that you do

know how. Start to do our family

cooking every day.

Ernestine —And when shall I start,

pa?

Pa—Why—er—Just ns soon as I start

on ray summer vacation. —Philadelphia
Record.

Just Another Variation.

“Did you hear about Newman?”

' “No.”

“He lost his right leg.”
“Gracious! I thought he had every-

thing in his wife’s name.” —Chicago
Record-llcrald.

The Stony Bye.

Billings—Oh, beg pardon. I didn’t

recognize you when I first saw you.

Borden—You mean you didn’t see

me when you first recognized me. I

noticed it.—Boston Transcript

For Wet Feet.

The Duckling You’d cry, too, If

your rna made you wear overshoes

when you went swimming.—Leslie’s

Weekly.

The Chick—What’s the matter?

He Always Knows It.

“Do you ever feel as though there

was nothing In life for you?”
“No. Life is always fullof work for

me. and they never let me forget it.’’

Ifyon have a keepsake to be

made info a charm or pin, take it

to Jessen.

Real Estate Transfers.

Orlando J. Miller to Augu*ta Brown, June

35, Its 1,3, 8. 4. bl 3, Miller's add, Wheatfleld,
•140.

Fred Granger to William Wiersma, June

33, Its 3,8, bl 7, McDonald's add., DeMotte,

$330.

Ernest £, Cockerill to James A. Caldwell.
July 5, Its 5, 8. 9, 13, 13, bl IS. Leopold's

add., Rensselaer, $ 1.500.

Warren T. McCrav to Willis Kirkpatrick et

ux, June 39. se 39-37-7, 180 acres. Carpenter,
*16.000.

Tom Bowens'

Love ...By...

JAMES NORFLEET

Copyrioht, 190U, by K. M. Whitehead

The girl of the “I. X. L.” ranch was

Nora Davis, niece of the proprietor,

who was passing a year In the far west

by the advice of her doctor. The pres-

ence of a woman at the ranch house

was no strange thing, as Mrs. Davis

was there and had two or three women

helpers, but the sight of a good looking

girl of twenty riding and walking
about kept tbe cowboys In a state of

excitement.

'Soon after the arrival of Miss Nora

the jokers began to level their shafts

at Tom Bowens. Tom was no cowboy,

and was, therefore, looked down upon

with good natured contempt. He was

a poor rider, and he owned to a lack

of nerve, and he had, therefore, been

employed as a general “chore man.” It

was announced by the Jokers that Tom

had fallen head over heels in love with

the young lady and would soon propose

marriage.

Tom was too bewildered to deny or

affirm. He had only caught sight of

the girl once or twice and had then

gazed upon her as something new in

the menagerie line. The chaff set him

to thinking, however. He began to

wonder If he was not In love tdth the

girl, and within three or four days he

had convinced himself that he was. He

was unlettered, uncouth and without

a dollar to his name, but It did not oc-

cur to him that those things barred

him out of the race. He acknowledged

his passion to the men about him, but

had opportunity been offered him a

hundred times over he would not have

broached the matter to the girl by word

or look. Some time In the future, he

reasoned to himself—some time after

he had loved a long, long time and got

to be a rich cattle owner, and the squint

had been taken out of his eyes and the

crook out of his legs—he might declare

Ciis love, but not till then.

The boys on the ranch had other

things to think of besides guying Tom

Bowens, but they let up on him for

only a few days at a time, and, there-

fore, there was little chance for his

love to wane. It happened, too, that

when Miss Nora went to ride by her-

self Tom was sent along to gallop

about fifty feet In the rear and act as

groom. She was somewhat haughty,
and she was something of an aristo-

crat, but she was no snob. She spoke
to her groom with a smile, and on

many occasions drew him out regard-

ing ranch life and its work and ad-

ventures. He was always respectful
to a degree, and the thought never

entered her head that he aspired.
After her first three months a.t the

ranch there came an Indian scare. A

band had broken away from the reser-

vation and taken to the foothills and

killed stock %nd a two. The

dally gallops were not interrupted, but

shortened, and Tom Bowens, who was

a good shot, if no cowboy, buckled on

a pair of revolvers every time he was

sent to act as guard and groom. Sol-

diers were ordered out to drive the

breakaways back, and after a few days
the scare subsided. Some of the red

men surrendered and returned to ac-

cept the beef and blankets of the

Great Father, but half a dozen stood

out for the warpath and dodged the

soldiers and remained in the hills.

They were cute enough to remain

quiescent until forgotten, and then

they one day emerged from their hid-

ing place in search of scalps. It hap-

pened to be a day on which Miss Nora

was taking a longer ride than usual,

and it was fated that they should be

brought together.
After riding a straight twelve miles

out from the ranch the girl halted her

horse at the mouth of Wolf pass. It

was a ravine or’ gulch 300 feet

long cutting through the hills. Tom

Bowens was with her*-, as usual, and

he held her horse as she dismount-

ed and wandered about among the

bowlders to cull a flower here and

there. As he watched her he fell to mus-

ing. His love was growing day by day,
but he was successfully concealing It.

When would the time come to reveal

It? When revealed would It be recipro-
cated? All of a sudden the thought
came to him for the first time:

“Can a man like me ever hope to win

a girl like her?”

Tom was scared at the thought, and

be began to size himself up. He had

often befen called “Bow Legs” and

"Squint Eye.” He knew that he was

“off” In looks; be was uneducated; he

was without means. He was only a

."chore man” at S2O a month on a ranch,

without tbe slightest prospect of rising

higher. For tbe first time he realized

the gulf between them. He had been

an Idiot, he admitted to himself, but

be would be an Idiot no longer. He

would cease to love—go away—fall In

love with the cook as u counterbalance.

He was thinking harder than he had

ever thought before when a slight noise

In the pass startled him, and he

thought he made out a human figure

skulking about. If it was a human

figure it could only be that of one of

the renegade Indians, and If he was

skulking he meant murder. Tom Bow-

ens had been charged with a lack of

nerve and had always been ready to

admit It He had never been tried out

and, therefore, did not know himself.

Within a minute after catching sight
of the skulking figure he had turned

the horses and was walking them slow-

ly back toward the girl, whistling as

he went. She looked up in surprise as

he drew near, and he carelessly dis-

mounted and calmly said:

“Miss Nora, don’t be startled at what

I say. There are Indians in the pass.

I have seen one of them, and there is

probably half a dozen. I want you to

get on your horse and ride off slowly

for a ways and then ride like fire for

the ranch.”

“Do you mean it?” asked Nora In a

puzzled way.

“But you—yon”— she asked aa he

lifted her into the saddle.

“I’m going to stay here a bit. The

Indians must have their ponies in

there with ’em, and they’d overhaul

me before I got a mile away. Don’t

stop now, but ride on. You’llget away

all right, and you’ll tell ’em at the

house.”

She would have said more, but he

gave her horse a slap, and the animal

moved forward. His own would have

followed, but he made it fast to a bush

and then went whistling back to the

mouth of the pass and dropped behind

a bowlder and drew one of his revolv-

ers. Five, seven, ten minutes passed.
Then came a yell from the Indiutis, who

had been tricked, and a band of six

rushed out. Pop, pop, pop, went Tom’s

revolver, and then they closed in on

him, and all was over.

Two hours later when a dozen cow-

boys rode up they found two dead In-

dians and the trail of a wounded one,

and Tom Bowens lay there stiff and

cold, with a smile on his face. He

couldn’t win the girl be loved, but he

had died for her.

“YOU'LL GUT AWAYALL RIGHT, AND YOU'LL

TELL ’EM AT THE HOUSE."

The Queen of Romance.

An English lady tells a story of Queen
Victoria which she knows is true.

Three children were walking along the

road between Windsor and Stoke Pogls.

They heard the sound of carriage

wheels. It was the queen’s carriage,

and she was in it.

The oldest child, a little boy, had

been reading oriental stories and fairy
lore. He knew what was due to a

queen, and cried to the others:

“Get down flat in the dust before the

carriage, and we’ll all call out at once,

‘O queen, live forever!’
”

Down went the three little bodies flat

In tbe dust, much to the mystification
of the coachman, who reined up sharp-

ly.
The queen leaned forward and asked:

“What in the world is the matter, chil-

dren? Are you frightened?”
Three voices came out of the dust In

a smothered treble.

“Yes, O queen!”
Then there was a pause, and one re-

proachful voice said, “There, we forgot

the ‘live forever part.’
”

The queen grasped the situation and

laughed aloud, as her coachman after-

ward said, “more heartily than she had

laughed for years.”

A Tiger's Charge.

A writer In the Bombay Gazette de-

scribes the rare experience of seeing

the charge of a famous man eating ti-

ger which ended harmlessly. “Acamel

with a slipping load had,” the writer

says, “been halted not far from his

lair, when with a ‘wroulT (once heard

never to be forgotten) the tiger charged

for the man leading the camel. The

tiger, I have no doubt, would have car-

ried off the camel man, but when he

saw the long, and to him unfamiliar,

neck of a camel coming between him

and bis intended victim I dare say he

thought things were not quite as he

had calculated. Anyway, he paused,

casually surveyed the whole party

and, with tail erect, calmly walked

back into the Jungle. The camel man

was either so frightened or the whole

thing from beginning to end had oc-

cupied so short a time (less than a

minute, I should Judge) that he did not

stir from the place where he was when

the tiger first made his attack.”

An Omission to Be Rectified.

A German nobleman, in course of a

visit to New York, commended the

wines of America. He praised espe-

cially the California red wines, which

seemed, he said, to be exceedingly pare.

Then, apropos of wine’s purity, he nar-

rated a recent happening in Berlin.

“A Berlin vintner,” he said, "was ac-

cused of selling a wine made of chem-

icals. He was brought to court, found

guilty and fined. After he had paid

his fine he approached the chemist

whose testimony had convicted him.

‘How did you know,' he asked curious-

ly, ‘that my wine was manufactured T
" ‘Because It contained no bitartrate

of potash,’ said the chemist. ‘ln natu-

ral wines bitartrate of potash is always
found.’

“"Thanks,’ said the vintner In a tone

of relief. ‘ltwillbe found In my wines

hereafter.’ "—New York Tribune.

A Soldier of

Commerce
Arrested by Russian Police V •—¦'*£pd
Convicted on a False Charge

Sentenced to Siberia

Liberated by His Sweetheart
?

Shipwrecked on the Caspian -v pi
Re-arrested by the Russians

In the Hands of Bandits

But we must not spoil the |
story for our readers by /Kii(M / \fl
telling how it ended. The

foregoing are a few of the
/

things which happened to l

the American, Harvey \gf p

A Soldier of 'I•

Commerce "
The girl trailed archly at him.

while engaged in selling American goods in the

Empire of the Czar

We have secured the rights for this brilliant story, which,

aside from its absorbing interest, portrays in vivid colors

the peculiar methods of Russian officials

To Be Printed Serially

In This Paper

THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK
North Side Of Public Square

RENSSELAER, - INDIANA.

Loans Money on all klnda of Good §•-
DIRECTORS,

eurlty, on CITY PROPERTY and on A. Parkison,

FARMS at Lowest Rataa, Paya Interest
johnM

on Bavlngs, Paya Taxes and Makaa In- vic«*President,

vsstmants for customers and others and Jmdm T. Randle,

sol cits Personal Interviews, with a view a eo . E. Hurray,

to Business, promising every favor con- e. L. Hollingsworth,

slstent with Safe Banking. Cashior.

FARn LOANS A SPECIALTY.

Are You Interested in the South?
DO YOU CARE TO KNOW OF THE MARVELOUS

DEVELOPMENT NOW GOING ON IN

The Great Central South?
OF INNUMERABLE OPPORTUNITIES FOR YOUNG MEN

OR OLD ONES-TO GROW RICH?

Do yoa want to know about rich farming lands, fertile, well located, on a Trunk

Line Railroad, which will produce two, three or four crops from the same field each year?

Land now to be had at from 13.0 > to 55.00 an acre which willbe worth from $30.00 to 1180.00

within 10 years? About stock raising where tbe extreme of winter feeding is but six (S) short

weeks? Of places where truck growing and fruit raising yield enormous returns each year?
Of a land where you can live out of doors every day in the year? Of opportunities for estab-

lishing profitable manufacturing industries; of rich mineral locations,and splendid business

openings.

If you want to know the details of any or of all these write me. I willgladly advise

you fullyand truthfully.

G. A. PARK, General Immigration and Induatrial Agant

Louisville & Nashville Railroad Co.
LOUISVILLE, KY.

! flBM EUttHI |
| PARR, IND. 1

npHE YEAR 1904 finds us with a com-
*

plete Farmers Supply Store. Our

£ grocery department is filled with a com- g
g plete new stock of fresh goods. Our dry
g goods department is complete with good

g line of staple goods. Our farm implement
g department is also complete. Can furnish

i you with everything a farmer needs on a £
farm. We have the largest and best s

£ selection of good farm and driving horses S

i in Northern Indiana. Everyone has a $

1:2
chatnce to try the horse before he takes it S

$ away. If he isn’t right, don’t take him; 2

$ try another until you are satisfied. It is 2

satisfied customers we want. Our buggy $
department is the largest and most com- 2

plete that you can find. Our buggies are g
bought right and sold right. We will sell £

you a cheap buggy or a good one. We

will tell you just what you are buying. g
•2 We want you to get value received for g

every dollar you spend with us. It is sat-

isfied customers we want. Remember wr

e £

* sell for cash and on time, but not on open $

* account. Come and see us, if you don’t g

I
buy, for we will then become acquainted. g
But remember our business is to sell

goods and lots of them.

his M Mill!
W. L. Wood, Proprietor. 1

PLENTY OF E668
Aad no rick chicken* where Well*’ Booeier Pont
try Powder I* ueed. Cara* Cholera, Gape* aoc

Soup. Keep* poultry healthy. Price, as rest*

Sold by A. F. Long.

Craft’s Distemper aad Cough Core

Mee.se* ILWpwhMle
Sold by A. F. Long.


