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Our Buying Power is Right. 
If you don't Trade 

with us we both lose 
money. Come to u* 
for your next bill of 
Groceries and see 
how well we will treat 

you, 

BUTTERFIELD'S 
THE QUALITY GROCER, 
152 East Ave. Both Phones. 

Prayer Books in Black or White Bindings 
E 1 S T C H - . I S I 3 : O B G E E M A 1 T . 

PxrlT Line of Religious Articles. 
Vorberg Brothers, 

Booksellers and Stationers 126 State Street 

TltUE COURAGE. 
Through the open windows of the 

dingy old dwelling tame a -pleasant 
sound. A chorus of childish voices 
wa*> rained in "My Country, Tin of 
Thee." They were shrill little voices, 
but the effect was far from unpleas
ant. At least that Is the way it 
struck the man who leaned upon the 
old Kate and listened with a smile on 
his pleasant face. He was a tall man 
and blender, and there were traces of 
gray in his brown hair. His face was 
a little too thin, and somewhat care
worn, but his eyes were bright and 
there was a sturdy poise to his head 
and' shoulders a s he looked across 
the old gate and listened to the old 
anthem. Then. leaning somewhat 
heavily upon his cane, he opened the 
gate and walked up the slope to the 
door of the house. 

It had been quite a pretentious 
country home In its day. It had two 
full stories and a long porch, but It 
was shabby In the extreme and evi
dently a makeshift for the proper 
school building that the township offi
cials had not supplied. Over the old-
fash limed door was a board on which 
wan painted, "I'ublic School—.Section 
Six." 

to sing- It. When 1 raise my hand we 
will all begin it together. May they 
stand up?" he asked, with a qub-k 
turn toward the little teacher. Hat 
they were already on their feet. 

Then he began. His voire was a 
strong baritone, a little rough ID 

glanced across the room she started. 
"What 's. that " she gasped. 
A puff of smoke had entered the 

door. 
There was an ominous crackle from 

the hall. 
"The house la on fire!" she cried 
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Places, but that seemed to lit his ren- a n t l r a n swiftly down ihe aisle, 
dition of the song. It is a man's song T l j e n <-'ame a scene of wild c 

William Riley 
Tin, Copper and Sheet Iron Work. """"';;,.,„,„, 

Tin mid Ffl t Ronfing. Home Phone 34.V2. 147 Clinton Ave. N. 

WHY GO UH TOWN ? 
T h e {{rent ques t ion that will not down 
IP. why yon prnpU- p i d o w n t o w n f 
F o r ^oods :ind pr ice in every - t \ l c 
A r e found in H A I I . N ' S , ut S m i t h and L u l l . 

( h n druo-, m e - ( n e l l y fre-h and p u n - ; 
Willi doc to r ' s -k i l l they w o r k a cu re 
O u r - lock, in t 'very line complete , 
KrmbleH UH y o u r wunln to m e e t . 
T h i n do not waHte a street car d ime. 
Bu t s top in H A H N ' S and .save y o u r tinio. 

The stranger stepped Into the an-
1 clent hallway, and , taking off his soft 
J hat, looked Into _the big living room 
of the house, whe'nee the sound of the 
voire* came. They were a t the last 

j line as he appeared, a score of little 
ones from eight to twehe years old, 
ranged on bem-he-* and racing a small 
table, lieshio which sat a young wo
man. The man at the door thought 
her a very attractive young woman as 
he looked across the intervening 
heads of various shapes and shades. 
She WHS quite young, and i|U,te pretty, 

i and there was a pleasant ilu-h on iier 
checks, and a 1.right glint in her 
brown C\CH 

"Pardon the intrusion." Raid the 
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dition of the song, n is a man's bong 
and he sang it like a man And the 
little ones stood with lips apart and 
drank in the grand old melody. And 
then when he raided his hand they 
roared forth the chorus with a surpris
ing volume of sound. Kven the little 
ones who "didn't know the words added 
what they could to the din. And at the 
first word of the chorus the litUe 
teacher had suddenly arNed and come 
to his side and added her pretty so
prano to the patriotic whirlwind. 

Then came the second verse and 
the chorus ag-aln, and the chorus had 
to bo repeated, and then there were 
three cheers, and when the tall man 
finally sank back in his chair, there 
were still little ebullitions of sound 
from the enthusiastic boys. 

When he looked over at the teacher 
she was wiping her eyes-. 

"That was splendid," she said. 
"You must pardon my enthusiasm," 

he. remarked, ••but you said discipline 
had been suspended And besides it's 
Wablngtou's Birthday. 

"I think you have added largely to 
our program me," said the little 
tom her, 'and I am sure we are prop
erly grateful," and she made him a 
ll.tle bow 

There was the sound of scrambling 
fret ovcihe.ifi and t lie stranger look
ed at the tern her inquiringly. 

"I have started a kindergarten on 
the i.oor ;i!.o\e." she said, "and put 
one of the older girls in charge We 
haw only a half do/en little ones to 
begin with but the s.-h..ol will grow." 

"i"U seem to dud plently to do," 
said the stranger 

" ( 'h I in otih ;i |,r.,moii r." she 
laughed, 'not n r , - i l w o r k . r. As 1 to ld 
you 1 a n . t a k i n g tl..- p lace of t h e reg -
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" A perfect Distillation from the Grain1 ' 

J . P . Barnuui, M. D. 

Analytio Chemist, Louisyille, Ky . 

"Not to be improved upon in parity or Clean

liness of manufacture." 

Prof. E. S. Way no, 

Analytic-Chemist, Cincinnati, O. 

" I commend it to the public and to the Med. 

ioal Profession in their p rac t ice . " 

> R. Ogden Doremus, 

Prof, of Chemistry, 

_The College of the City of New Y o r k . 

The Best of All Kentucky Whiskies 

Frankfort, Ky. 

Rochester Distilling Company 
sss Agents. 
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day," she said "Tn ninirow is Wash-
ingtotrs Birthday. >„n know, and we 
are doing our simple best t.. remem
ber it. We are rather glad that a 
visitor should give added dignity to 
our proceedings " 

The stranger bowed nnd looked 
about.the room There was a map on 
the wall at oue sMe with n flag taste
fully draped about It There was a 
copy of the Stuart portrait of Wash
ington back of tin- tea. her's t.ililo. 
with tiny (lags t;o ked aiound There 
were pictures, too. uf Lincoln and (Jar-
field and McKlnloy, ninl here were 
more flags, and at th« 
throat was a kind of red. 
blue ribbon 

The stranger smiled pleasantly at 
these patriotic exhibits, and the flush 
on the little teacher's cheeks deepened. 

"You will tlnd u s very simple and 
unconventional." s h e said "The fact is, 
I am not the regular teacher she Is' 
HI with a fever and I am keeping her 
place for her until she recovers Hut 
they are good children and I think 
fully appreciate t h e situation " 

The stranger bowed and smiled 
pleasantly at the g:,»o,| children, who 
stared stolidly at him In return 

Then the exer. ises went on A. 
bright little girl recited something 
about patriotism and n stout boy read 
a part of Washington's Farewell Ad-

i dress. Then they sang "Columbia, 
the Gem of ihe Ocean," and when the 
little ones s:ood u p the tall stranger 
slowly amse and stood up with them. 
And lie sang, too, siang in a deep, clear 
voice that at first made the children 
laugh and then silenced them. And 
when they came to "Three cheers for 
the red. white and blue," the chorus 
rang out with surprising \ igor. 

"That's fine." said the little teacher 
as the last note died away. 

At which the l i t t le ones suddenly 
clapped their hands and as suddenly 
stopped. 

"I like this," said the tall stranger 
with a flash of white teeth beneath his 
tawny mustache. " I t rouses the blood, 
it knocks off the years." He sudden
ly looked at the little teacher. "If 
you don't mind," h e said "I'd like to 
sing the 'S;ar-Spangled Ranner' for 
these little people. I don't claim to 
be a real slngerr b u t I've sung It a 
great many times and in some queer 
places, and I fancy I know how It 
should be sung." 

The little teacher flushed at his en
thusiasm. 

"We will be glad to hear it," she 
said and turned to t h e children. "Chil
dren," she went on , "this gentleman 
Will sing the 'Star-Spangled Ranner' 
for us, and you mus t all keep very 
quiet." 

There was no necessity for the ad
monition. They were all quite breath
less as the tall man slowly and some
what stiffly arose. He picked up a 
flag from the table and nodded to the 
children. 

"I want you all t o join In the chor
us," he said, "because it Is a chorus 
that sounds better the more there are 
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confu
sion. The children cried out in ter
ror. The smoke increased. There was 
a red glare through the doorway. 

The man had stiffly arisen and 
•tarted down the aisle. 

"Steady, children!" he cried in sharp 
tones. "Go out quietly and quickly. 
The biggest boys will run for help." 

He was at the door. The stairs at 
the back of the long narrow ball were 
burning- fiercely. 

The children rushed by him. 
The little teacher was nowhere In 

sight, she must have run up the 
stairway. 

Then he was out on the porch, pull
ing fiercely at a long rail. The wood 
was rotten and his arms we^e strong. 
He drew the rail away. Tnen he 
stumbled to the side of the -house, 
where there were two windows in the 
upper room, and raising the rail broke 
in the window, glass and ? a s h ^ 
little smoke puffed out Then the 
white face of the teacher appeared. 

"I>rop the little ones to me," he 
commanded and she turned away 

It WHS fiften feet or more to the 
window sill, but he caught the first 
child safely, and then the se.onfl and 
the third—and soon thiy were all 
down 

"Now for the teacher" he called as 
he braced himself afresh. 

The ir.rl that Imd charge of the lit
tle ones crawled through the opening 
and let herself drop The tall man 
caught her lightly and swuny her to 
the ground. 

The smoke poured through the open 
window and a red tlame roared above 
t h e roof Till
ing l ike t i m b e r 
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So His Mother Said, and She Ought 
to Know. 

The mother of Samuel L. Clemens . 
("Mark Twain") spent the last days 
of her life in Keokuk, Iowa, at the 
home of another son. Orrin Clemens, 
and his wife. He lived in a plain, 
comfortable-looking house in one of 
the best residential sections of the city. 
Samuel's brother made no attempt a t 
* literary career. H e was a quiet 
country lawyer, highly respected in 
the community. He lived iu Keokuk 
till his death, which occurred a num
ber of years after that of his m^iner. 
Mrs. Clemens, the mother, was a very 
small woman. 

At the time I knew her ene was 
over seventy years of ago, wight and 
active for her years, and a great talk
er. Samuel must have inherited his 
flow of language from her. 

We were neighbors, and I loved to 
visit her and hear her talk in her • 
quaint, old-fashioned way. She was 
very fond of talking about her bril
liant and celebrated son, and relating 
stories of his early youth. The fath
er of her boys had died when they 
were small, leaving her with but little 
of this world's goods, and she felt the 
responsibiity of their education keen
ly. Samuel was th • most mkschieT-
OUb ..{ all her childien. and mused 
her great anxiety. 

I used to say to her, "Now, Mrs. 
Clemens, pleuse tell me about your 
son Samuel, when he was a boy," and 
she woud comply with evident pleas
ure. 
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"That Is the n o t e s ' Introduction I 
have ever r e e l \ e,i." said the tall man 
avrnss the table "I ho,,,, i ,an live 
up to i t " Whereat the little teacher 
(lushed apaln. 

The tall m.in slowly stepped a lit
tle In front of the iabb 

"Hear children." he said In bis deep, 
strong voice. -I want to say very few 
words to you alniut this great man 
whose birthday we celebrate, and 
whiwn name is j . , , , j , M r ,„ U s - ( j f l 

a name that is hived and honored all 
over the world And why'.- IU-cause he 
was not only a great man but a good 
man as well- good in great things, 
good in little things The name of 
Napoleon is not. loved; the name of 
Alexander Is not honored. They were 
great men, but they were not good. 
And let me tell y,ui. children, that to 
be good in great things we must be 
good in little things. F, ) r the very 
finest courage of all is moral courage. 
I>o you know what that is. it is the 
courage that tilled the breast of little 
Ceorge Washington when lie faced 
his angry father and told him that he 
cut the cherry tree. 

"Il was a finer courage, boys, than 
that which made him repulse cruel 
Indians when he went with Braddock, 
or that sustained him at Valley Forge,' 
or that carried him victorious through 
all the dark hours of defeat and de
spair It was moral courage that kept 
brave little Ca*nhianca m his post 
when the dame* mared about him and 
he would not g-o because his father 
had told him to stay. And what was 
harder than to plunge in <> the (lames 
and face the bullets? Men will do 
many daring things when they catch 
the spirit of enthusiasm, the flag wav
ing over them, and the music in their 
ears, and their comrades beside them. 
They will scale walls and swim rivers 
and rout the enemy with wild and 
reckless rushes. Rut after all. the best 
courage .is moral courage. Thluk of 
this, boys, when you hear the name 
of Washington; think of this when
ever you are tempted from the line 
of duty." 

He stopped abruptly and sat down 
as the boys cheered lustily. 

But the little teacher looked at him 
with a slight shake of her head. 

"I can't agree with you there," she 
Baid. "I love splendid deeds." 

Yes," he murmured. 
"I'm afraid you look at the subject 

from a civilian's point of view." 
"Perhaps," he said, and laughed. 
"I can't think of anything nobler 

than battling beneath the dear old 
flag," she said "and carrying it for
ward in the cause of righteous prog
ress." 

He smiled 8t her enthusiasm. 
"I think that you should have made 

the little address," he said. "But I 
will stick to my principles. 

She looked at him reproachfully and 
tucned to the children. As she 

ointe enough I'm gl oi to s,.e you 
Bernard- even if y,.ii .1" get around 
when the ex. i'ement is all n \ o r " 

"Well " sihi the other man "It 's 
a mighty lucky thing that 'here was 
a hero at hand when tills happened." 

' There was no hero n t hand." cried 
the iiilone] Somehow he had retain
ed the girl's band ind now he looked 
down at her "Put there was a hero
ine Cud bless her A heroine who 
knew whnt to do and did It Take off 
your hat to her Tim Bernard There'd 
be w.-illlns: In Section Six tonight if 
it hadn't been for this young woman's 
•splendid nerve She's n worthy daugh
ter of the Father of Tils Country, for 
she has both kinds of courage" 

And the girl's face flushed still 
deeper because she understood.— 
Cleveland Plain Denier. 

'•Samuel was a very bad little boy. 
and ga\e me more troube than all the 
rest of the children. 1 had a hard 
time to keep him in school He loved 
to play and h.ne a good time, and 
would run away from his -..hool. One 
day 1 trl.-d to whip bjm. but he ran 
around a tree I thabed him rouud 
and round the tiee with a stick in 
my hand, but . oudn't tat.!, him Ha 
s-.̂  s he is going to pM\ me fur all the 
lioijlde he caused me but I think It 
w I., keep Iniii pr.tt\ hus\ " 

But he is Kl„„] (,, _VnlJ [ 8>Ulj 
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When Tennyson Became a Peer. 
The last time I saw Alfred Tenny

son was. like the first, an Imposing 
and unique occasion. That last time 
was on the day when Tennyson, jn'st 
endowed with a peerage, was formally 
introduced to the House of Ixirds. I 
watched the ceremonial from the bar 
of the House of Lords, the place 
where members of the House of Com
mons are privileged to stand. The 
whole cerennmlal is a severe trial for 
the nerves and the composure of even 
the most self possessed and self-satis
fied among; newly created peers. The 
newcomer wears for the first time his 
robes of state and thesp robes make 
a garb in which it is hardly ]>ossible 
for any novice not to appear some
what ridiculous. The new peer is 
formally conducted by two of his 
brother peers into the House of Lords, 
Is presented with due ceremony to 
the Lord (Miancellor and other lead-
in? members of the House, and has 
to make many genuflexions and go 
through many forms which bear, to 
irreverent eyes, a suggestion of the
atricality and masquerade Tenny
son comported himself with modesty 
and digni y throughout the whole of 
this peculiar ordeal, and the general 
»eiing was that even if the perform

ance had been carefully rehearsed, 
which we assume it certainly was not, 
Ix>rd Tennyson could not more suc
cessfully have got th rough his part in 
the dramatic exhibition..—Justin Mc
Carthy, in Harper's Magazine. 

A Nervy Hold-up. 
Alexander Kri.k>..ij u.,s t:,, htavest 

man 1 ever saw He was a Miiail man. 
He arrested criminals and despera
does without even a p.. ket knife in 
his hand The iiuisciousnesn ..f some 
one hurting him was entireh f,.re;gn 
to his nature. Ab an nth. er he car
ried a pistol, not as an inbmidator, 
but as an "executioner." 

Within my tune in Texas .and I am 
not an old man eitherj two stage 
coaches containing about twenty three 
passengers were stopped and all the 
valuables of the passengers taken by 
one man. The rubber made them all 
stand in a row and "hand over" The 
route was only traveled by one . oach, 
but on account of the large number of 
passengers an additional coa, h was 
put on that" day. The robber stopped 
the first couch and mane the pas
sengers get out. When the passengers 
in the first coach were lined up the 
second conch made its appearan.ee He 
made them get out and then told them 
he didn't expect two coaches. That 
was nerve. A Jew insisting on retain
ing enough of his money to get hla 
dinner. The robber took all and then 
gave him hack ."SO cents, and the Jew 
got into an argument with him as to 
the amount being sufficient to get a 
meal. That was cheek The robber 
went off with all the money of the 
twenty-three passengers, and yet there 
were many brave men in that ciravan, 
but discretion was the better part of 
valor. The robber had two pistols out 
and ready. A shot from one of the 
twenty-three would have caused the 
robber to shoot, and several would 
hare been killed. That's the way they 
looked at it. A Thompson. Erickson 
or Woodlief would not have hesitated. 
Discretion wus the last thing any of 
them would have thought of. It never 
would have occurred to them that 
somebody wus going to be hurt.—Cor
respondence in Forest and Stream. 

Comparative Longevity. 
I t Is the universal testimony that 

clergymen reach the highest age, be
ing close run by gardeners and vine
dressers. Ordinary agricultural labor
ers, although their occupation is so 
largely in the open air, are not con
spicuous as long-livers excep in 
France. Sweden and England. People 
working with wood are longer lived 
than those whose occupations are with 
metals and both attain a higher age 
than textile workers and workers in 
chemical Industries. The shortest-
lived people are miners, except in, 
England, where the superior mining 
regulations and admirable sanitary ar
rangements have a beneficial e f fec t -
Medical News. v 
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The Story of Toledo Cathedral. 
The Cathedral of Toledo, about 

which so much alarm is felt just now, 
is perhaps the finest architectural 
glory that Spain can boast. The site 
was occupied by at least three 
churches before the erection of the 
present building, the first one, accord
ing to popular legend, having been 
erected during the lifetime of the Vir-
igin Mary and visited by her. of this 
church we know nothing; the second 
was pulled down In 1<>32. The third 
was finished In 1085, and was occu
pied by the Moors for many years as 
a mosque. Afterwards it was the 
Cathedral of Spain, untij, In the early 
part of the thirteenth century Alfon
so IX. had It pulled down and the 
present one erected in its stead. I t 
is +04 feet long and LM4 fee: wide, is 
built from material quarried in the 
neighboihood, and is of the purest 
(Jothic. It was uesigned by Pedro 
Perez Diaz, who supervised its erec
tion for nearly fifty years and conse
crated his life to It. During the five 
centuries after hie death more than 
150 architects were employed upon it, 
(and for.266 years the work was unin
terrupted.—St James's Gaietta, \ 
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