
Saved fro eon's Knife 
No organs are of greater importance to the human tody than the Kidneys. 

Their duty is to sift and strain the poisonous and waste matter from the blood, 
and if they fail to do this, the trouble shows in the nervous system, and even in 
the brain. Your life is at stake when there are pains in the small of your back-
when you are compelled to get tip at night to urinate—when the passing of water 
causes scalding pain—when there is a sediment in the urine in the vessel, or 
when it appears white or milky. When so afflicted, you can conquer the trouble 
with Dr. David Kennedy's Favorite Remedy, the greatest medicine that 
civilization has ever known for curing Kidney, 
Madder, Blood and Liver Diseases. 

James Lettice, of Canajoharie, N. Y., tells of 
his wonderful cure: "Some years ago I was attacked 
with pains in my back 
and sides that were 
fearful. I coul d not con
trol my kidneys, and 
what came from me was 
filled with mucus andblood. 
An Albany doctor was to 
perform an operation upon 
me, and said my home doctor 
could take care of nie after. I 
Saw an advertisement of Dr. 
David Kennedy's Favor:tc 
Remedy, which seemed to lit my 
case, so I decided to try that before I 
submitted to the operation. I began 
its use. "When I had taken about 
two bottles the flow from the bladder grew cleaner, and the pain stopped, and in 
a short time I was saved from the surgeon's knife, and am now well." 

Favorite Remedy also cures Eczema, Scrofula, Rheumatism, Dyspepsia 
and Constipation. For Female Troubles it is unequaled. It is sold for $i.po a 

Evening 
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r* 55 a tfvi •V 0 
Jgjft Y order that sufferers may be convinced of 

si5^< 8 ft 'io* « the curative virtues of Favorite Remedy, 
a free snmpi-3 bottle will be sent, prepaid, to those who send their full postoffice 
address to the DR. DAVID KENNEDY CORPORATION, Rondout, N. Y. It is necessary 
to say that you saw the advertisement in this paper if you wish to take advantage 
of this genuine and liberal offer. Send todav. 
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All Work Guaranteed. 
Location—South of North Star Ham. 

General Blacksmith. 

Prices Reasonable. 
' '• GIVE US A CALL. 

W. A. MCHENRY, Pres. SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier. 

First National Bank." 
CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, -

DEPOSITS, 

LOANS, 

$115,000.00. 

310.ooo.oo. 

- - 350.000.00. 
With our thirty years of experience in the banking business and our 
large capital and constant increasing deposits we are able to take care 
of our customers at the lowest rates. Deposits received subject to be 
drawn at sight. Time certificates issued drawing four per cent for 
six and five per cent for twelve months. We make a specialty of 
loaning money on cattle to be fed for market, as well as individuals. 
Also make first mortgage loans on improved farms at current rates. 
We sell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts of title and sell steamship 
tickets for foreign parts. Our officers speak German. We solicit 
your patronage. 

[CONTINUED.] 
the infantry were sounding nrst call lor 
retreat parade and the womenfolk wero 
beginning to muster on the porches and 
the warriors of the foot along the op
posite side at the barracks and as Cap
tain Barclay, a light rattan stick in his 
hand, came strolling back from stables, 
Lieutenant Brayton at his side, little 
Jim Lawrence made a dash from a 
group of children, and, in the full hear
ing of several officers and half a dozen 
women, a shrill, eager, childish voice 
piped out the fatal words: 

"Uncle Gal—Uncle Gal—what did 
Mr. Bralligan moan by telling Mr. 
Winn to send his wife to you for 
money?" 

Laura Winn herself was on the near
est piazza at the moment, stunningly 
handsome, and posing, evidently for a 
bow from the next door neighbors as 
tlicy came by. She and every other 
woman there distinctly heard the words 
and marked tho effect. 

Sir Galahad's face flushed crimson. 
Ho caught his littlo friend up in his 
arms and held him close to his burning 
cheek. "Hush, Jimmy boy. Ho meant 
nothing, and soldiers never repeat such 
nonsenso. Run to Sistor Ada and help 
her get everything ready for papa's com
ing. Think, Jimmy, he'll be here by 
tattoo." And with a parting hughe 
set the youngster down at his doorstep 
and started him on his way. Then, 
courteously raising his cap to the gather
ing on the nearest porch, and noting, as 
did they, that Mrs. Winn had disap
peared within her hall, Barclay quickly 
entered his own portal, and nabbed 
Brayton as he was making a palpable 
"sneak" for the rear door. The young-
eter found escape impossible. Willy 
nilly, the boy told the story as it had 
been told to him, Barclay standing look
ing straight into his eyes, as though 
reading his very soul, yet never saying 
a word beyond the original, "You heard 
what Jimmy said. It is another instance 
of 'out of the mouths of babes and suck
lings,'Brayton. Now, tell me exactly 
what yon know." 

It was a warm May evening. A hot 
southwester had been blowing from the 
broad valley of the Rio Bravo, and the 
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Farms and Town Property Sold or 
Exchanged on Commission. 

LOANS NEGOTIATED. 
Abstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes 

Paid and Rents Collected. 
Any business entrusted to me will receive 

prompt and careful attention. 

MONEY TO LOAN on Real Estate security. Not a $1,000,000, but.'a few $100 
Apply to K. (jlulick, Room No. 3, Gulick & Solomon block 
Denison, Iowa, 

FOR SALE Several choice improved farms, close to school and market. Call 
011 or address E. tiuliek. the leadin^'real estate a^cnt, Denison, la. 
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-The Denison Decorator, 
An Expert Paper Hanger and Painter, capable of doing t 

the very finest work. P 
• ;« : Estimates made. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. : 
Special attention to country work. 

For estimates call on or address +• 
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Sir Galahad felled, him like tin ox. 
few men in the clubroom at 9 o'clock 
were demanding cooling drinks. Bral
ligan was there, looking somewhat sol
emn and sheepish. He knew that noth
ing but the presence of senior officers 
had prevented a serious fracas as the 
result of his asinine bray that morning, 
but now that Winn was out of the way 
and the matter in the hands of his cap
tain he had no dread of the thrashing 
he deserved and was disposed to an ex
hibition of bravado. A drink or two 
added to his truculence as well as to his 
desire to resume the game interrupted 
that morning. There were always in 
those days a few reliable gamblers at 
the big frontier posts, and presently 
JBralligan, in his shirt sleeves, was 
contemplating a sizable pile of chips 
and bantering a burly captain to "see 
his raise," when suddenly he became 
aware of a distracted look in the eyes 
of the group about the tables, and, glauo-
ing toward tho door, his own bloodshot 
orbs lighted upon the trim figure of 
Captain Barclay, standing calmly sur
veying the party—Barclay, who never 
smoked, drank or played cards and who 
was reported to have started a move
ment for prayer meetings among the 
enlisted men. His very presence in that 
atmosphere was ominous, especially as 
the gaze of his usually soft brown eyes 
was fixed on Bralligan. One or two 
men said, "Good evening, captain," in 
an embarrassed way, but tho Irish sub
altern only stared, the half grin on his 
freckled face giving place to an uneasy 
leer. On a bench to the left of tho en
trance stood a huge water cooler, with 
gourds and glasses by its side. Under
neath the spigot was a big wooden pail 
two-thirds full of drippings and rins
ings. Without a word tho newcomer 
stepped quietly within tho room, picked 
up tho bucket, and, striding straight to 
tho table before Bralligan could spring 
to his feet, deftly inverted the vessel 
over the Irishman's astonished head, 
deluging him with discarded water and 
smashing the rim well down 011 his un
protected shoulders. An instant more, 
and Bralligan sent the bucket whirling 
at his assailant's head, which it missed 
by a yard—then, all dripping as ho was, 
followed it in a furious charge. Sir 
Galahad "sido clipped" with tho ease 
and nonchalance of long but unsus
pected practice and let fly a white list 
which found lodgment with stunning 
crash straight under the Irishman's oar, 
foiling him like an ox. 

CHAPTER VHI. 
And so Ned Lawrence got back to 

Worth to find it far livolier than when 
ho left it. The stage with its joyous es
cort had como trundling in just before 
tattoo, and first and foremost the re
turning wanderer was driven to his 
own doorway and left for half an hour 
with Ada and Jimmy—the one sobbing 
With joy, the other laughing with do-
light—on tho father's knees. Then Mrs. 
Blytho stolo in to bid them to tho wait
ing supper, and, pending Lawrcnco's 
reappearance somewhero along tho lino, 
the officers gathered in low voiced 
groups discussing tho startling event of 
the evening. Bralligan, raging for the 
blood of tho double dashed, triple ad-
jectived hound who had assaulted him, 
had been lugged homo by two or three 

j of his kind, consoled by Captain Hul-
j lano with the assurance that he'd seo 
1 that tho preacher gavo him full satis-
1 faction in tho morning, for, with na-
j tivo love of a ruction, Mullano stood 
j ready to bear tho subaltern's challenge, 
even though his better nature told him 

| the ducking was richly deserved; with 
] Irish honor in question, Mullane was 
for fight. Frazier and Brooks, of course, 
said tho seniors present, must not be al
lowed official knowledge of what had 
taken place, though in those benighted 
days of magnificent distances from tho 
center of civilization and the exploring 
grounds of reporters of tho press, many 
a stirring row was settled without its 
sver being heard of beyond the limits 
of tho garrison in which it occurred. 
Captain Barclay, contenting himself 
with the one blow,, despite anun-Chris-
tian impulse to follow it up with a kick 
at tho sprawling figure, had stood calm
ly by when Bralligan's associates lifted 
him, half stunned, to his feet, then, 
addressing himself to Mullane, with 
just the least tremor in his voice and 
twitching to his muscles, remarked: 
"Of course you know what led to this, 
sir. If your lieutenant desires to follow 
it np, you can find me at my quarters." 
Then, looking very deliberately around 
upon the little circle of flushed or pallid 
faces—there were only five officers pres
ent—he slowly turned, walked away 
and shut himself in his room. 

A light was still burning there when 
Brayton tiptoed in at half past 10. He, 
with several other cavalrymen, had 
been sitting in the major's parlor, lis
tening to Lawrence's tale of his experi
ences iu Washington. Winn had rejoin
ed the party late, and one glance at his 
face was enough to tell Brayton that 
somewhere he had heard of the fracas 
at the clubroom. Brayton's boyish heart 
was bubbling over with pride and de
light in this new and unlooked for side 
to his captain. Every day of his service 
with that officer only served to strength
en tho regard and admiration Brayton 
felt for him. Barclay had made no 
pretense of being a cavalryman on the 
strength of his assignment to that arm. 
He started with the assertion that he 
had everything to learn, and then sur
prised his subaltern by an extensive 
knowledge of what wo then called "tho 
tactics." He wTas certainly not as much 
at homo in saddle as on foot and did 
not pretend to be, but he was by no 
means a poor or ungraceful rider. He 
had a light, gentle hand, at least—a 
thing much harder for most men to ac
quire than a good seat. He was very 
cool, just and level headed with the 
members of the troop, not a few of 
Whom thought to "run it" on the 
"doughboy" captain, but all such proj
ects had flattened out within tho fort
night after his coming. Barclay might 
not know horses, but he did know men, 
and the first sergeant was the first to 
find it out—the new captain calmly and 
almost confidentially pointing out to 
him, after ten days of apparently casual 
glanoings over the messroom and 

j kitchon, that the men wero not getting 
; their proper allowance of coffee, and 
; that the savings mado on tho rations 
j did not all go whero they belonged, 
j "Boy an man, sorr," began Sergeant 
Sullivan oratorically and with fine in
dignation, "I've sarved in the dragoons 
or cavalry tho best 15 years of me life, 
an this is the furrst time me honor's 
been called into account. I shall tinder 
me resignation at wanst." 

"I have had its acceptance in con
templation for some days, sergeant," 
was tho calm response. "But first we'll 
overhaul the accounts." 

"Currnel Larns, sorr, would niver 
have treated an ould soldier in this 
way." 

"That, I fear, is true," was the im
perturbable response, "and as a conse
quence the colonel appears to have been 
robbed right and left, your own name 
being brought into question. That will 
answer for the present, sergeant." 

And when tho troop heard that Den
ny Sullivan had been "broke" and was 
to bo tried by court martial for thiev
ing gseiit was tho comment excited, 
and tho men began to wonder, what 
manner of doughboy was this, after all, 
that had come to them—tho doughboy 
that ould Denny had so confidently 
counted on running to suit himself. 
But this didn't begin to lu all. A very 
acute trailer was Galahad. Thoso wero 
days in which only a subaltern, and not 
always even a subaltern, was expected 
to appear at morning stables, but tho 
new captain liked to rise early, ho said. 
Ho was up with the sun or earlier, and 
hoofs or wheel tracks about the stables 
before tho herd was led forth to water 
never escaped his attention, yet up-

purefluy utta ui..- r-. 
the third week, however, another non-

"Sorr," lie snf<7, "I am the bcerer of a 
vcrrbal 1 nissigc"— 

commissioned officer was suddenly nab
bed, and so was a wagon load of forago, 
going off to a neighboring ranch at 4 
o'clock in tho morning. Meantime tho 
men noted that their coffee and rations 
wero better and more bountiful, and sol
diers are quick to rcceivo impressions 
tiiat como by way of the stomach. "The 
now captain is knocking out tho old 
abuses," said they, and it was wonder
ful how soon tho ex-doughboy mado his 
way into their good graces. There had 
been some disposition on tho part of 
tho wits in other companies to refer to 
Barclay's men as tho "Parson's Own" 
when it was announced that tho cap
tain had attended tho chaplain's even
ing service, but oven that was begin
ning to die out, when all of a sudden it 
was noised abroad this evening that the 
redoubtable Bralligan had been felled 
by a single blow of. that Quaker fist. 

Brayton was fairly quivering with 
excitement this night of nights and 
could not sleep. Ho longed to see his 
captain and near his version of the 
affair, but tho door was tightly closed 
instead of being invitingly open, and 
he dared not intrude. Not ono word had 
been said about tho matter at tho ma
jor's, but Brayton knew it would soon 
be known even to the officer in com
mand. So long, however, as it was not 
reported to him officially Frazier would 
probably let the affair take its course. 
Bralligan deserved the knockdown, and 
doubtless would be glad enough to let 
the matter end there. But, thought 
Brayton, if he should demand satisfac
tion and Barclay's religious or conscien
tious scruples were to prevent his ac
ceptance, "then comes my chance," for 
the youngster himself proposed to take 
it up. Ho had no scruples. He had been 
longing for a chance to kick that cad 
Bralligan for over a year, and after all 
it was Barclay that got it. 

Eleven o'clock, and Barclay's light 
still burned. Eleven-thirty, and still, 
reading or writing, the captain seemed 
occupied in the old poker room, and the 
door remained closed. Once or twice 
Brayton heard him moving about, and 
in his own excitement and interest the 
boy found it impossible to think of any
thing else. Twelve o'clock came. Ho 
was beginning to undress and prepare 
for bed, still uneasily watching the 
light shining through tho crack of the 
door, when his straining ears caught 
the sound of a footfall underneath his 
window. It opened on tho yard, and tho 
sill was only live feet or so above the 
ground. A hand was uplifted without 
and tapped gently on tho sash, and as 
Brayton drew aside the curtain Harry 
Winn's face was revealed in tho moon
light. 

"Come to tho porch iu front,"ho 
muttered low. "I must speak with 
you.'' 

Brayton was out on the dark piazza 
in half a minute. Ho found Winn nerv
ously pacing tho boards. 

"I told my wife I had to come out 
and think quietly awhile," he said as 
he extended a hand to his silent class
mate. "She heard of this—this damna
ble business almost as quick as it hap
pened. That girl of ours hears every
thing and tells anything. There's no 
doubt about it, I suppose. You wore 
there? You heard it at once, didn't you; 
What does—he say?" And Winn's nod 
indicated that he meant Barclay. 

"Nothing," said Brayton briefly. "I 
haven't seen him"— 

"But ho's up. The light's in his 
window. He's writing—or something. 
Look here, Brayton, you know what's 
got to como of this. That d d Irish
man must challenge him or bo cut and 
kicked about by all his kind in tho cav
alry. Ir isn't Barclay's light; it's mine. 
Tho more I think of it tho more I know 
that, contemptible a blackguard as 
Bralligan is, ho is still an officer of the 
regiment. He has been knocked down, 
and has tho right to demand tho only 
satisfaction thero is for a blow. You 
know it as well as I do. What I've got 
to do right hero and now is to take that 
fight off Barclay's hands, and you'va 
got to help me." 

"S'poso he don't want it taken off 
his hands,' said Brayton sturdily. "He 
told him plain enough ho was ready to 
meet any demand"— 

Winn reddened even in tho pallid 
moonlight. "I say no man in this gar
rison fights on my wifo's account except 
me—or with mo. They're up with Bral
ligan now, two or three of them, and 1 
want you to go thero with 1110 at once 
as my witness. I mean to cowhide him 
tonight. Then if ho wants a meeting in 
the morning I'm hit, man. " And as ho 
spoko Winn thrashed nervously at tho 
railing with tho stout whip he carried 
in his hand. 

"That won't fix it," answered Bray
ton, "and you ought to huvo sense 
enough to know it. Barclay has .tho 
precedence. Tho Mick couldn't chal
lenge you until he'd fought him—or 
been refused a fight. You go to bed, 
Winn, ' and Drayton snoko even 

•i our wire mast nave neara you just 
now, and first thing you know Barclay 
will hear you, and"—with almost 
comical irrelevance—"you don't want ; 
to meet him this way, when you haven't 
even called on him." 

Winn reddened again. There was a 
tinge of bitterness in hie tone as he an
swered : 

"Don't trouble yourself about Mrs. 
Winn's hearing. She's placidly asleep 
—long ago. As for my not calling, you 
know I've only been out of my bed 
three days or so, and Captain Barclay 
must understand that a man burdened 
as I havo been is in no mood for social 
observances. This is all begging the 
question. You're the only man I can 
ask to be my second. Finish your dress
ing now and come." 

"Winn, I won't do it," said Bray
ton, with flat footed decision. "This is 
my captain's affair, and from what I've i 
seen of him since he joined I'm bound 
to say what's his is mine. Besides, 
you've got no business mixing up in 
tho matter. You've got your wife to 
think of, and you've got that commis- ' 
sary business to straighten out. Bar
clay and I have no incumbrances of i* 
either kind." At the moment, I fear, 
mo, tho young gentleman could have 
added, "Thank God," for with all his 
appreciation of th.e physical perfections 
of his classmate's wife Mr. Brayton 
was keenly awaro of her many extrava- ; 
gances. 

"Of course I've a wife," answered 
Winn hotly. "It's because of her I feel 
bound to take this up. As for that com
missary money, every cent will be here 
to square the shortage, whether I am or 
not. I'll tell you what others— No^ 
I can't even tell you, Brayton. But an-
old friend of my father's has offered his 
help. Now, once more, will you come 
or not?" 

"No, Winn. You know well enough 
I'd see you through if— Hush I There's 
Mullane and some ono else coining out 
of his quarters now." 

"Then, by God, I'll go alone," ex
claimed Winn, "and it's got to be done 
before they get away." And he would 
have gone springing down the steps, 
but Brayton seized and held him. 

"For God's sake, Harry, be quiet to
night. Don't go near him. Quiet, man. 
Can't you see? Those fellows are com
ing this way now." -j 

True enough, Mullane and his com-
panion, who had issued from the fourth 
set of quarters down to the left, turned 
northward the moment they reaohed 
the walk, the moonlight gleaming on 
the buttons of their uniform frock coats, 
but the sight and faint sound of scuf
fling on Winn's porch seemed to attraot 
their attention. They stopped as though 
to reconuoiter, and just then the front 
door of Brayton's hall opened wide, 
and, with the broad light at his back, 
Captain Barclay stepped quietly forth. 

"Brayton," he said, "you left the 
door ajar, and it was impossible not to 
hear the latter part of this conference. 
Mr. Winn, I presume," he .continued, ' 
with calm, courteous bow, as the two 
youug men, unclasping, turned and 
faced him. "1 infer that you purpose 
going to Mr. Bralligan's quarters—now. 
Let me urge that you do nothing of the 
kind. Brayton is right. I see that, late 
as it is, some of their party ar* moving 
this way. Pray remember that as yet 
this is entirely my affair." 

There was no time for other answer 
than a bow, a mumbled word or' two, 
an embarrassed acceptance of the hand 
extended by the captain. Just as he 
said, Mullane and his friend were com-: 
ing rapidly up the walk. They passed 
the Winns' gate, entered that of Bray
ton, and then it appeared that Mul-
lauo's friend was the ubiquitous Hodge, 
that Mullane was manifestly in his 
glory and that both were perceptibly in 
liquor. 

"Gintlemen," said the doughty jap-
tain, halting at the foot of the steps 
and raising his forage cap with magnifi
cent sweep, "gintlemen, lam thebeerer 
of a missige from me fri'nd Mr. Bralli
gan. Have I tho honor of addhressin 
Captain Barclay ?" Fondly did Mullane 
imagine that he impressed his hearers 
as did Sir Lucius O'Trigger, and much 
did ho remind one of them, at least, of 
Captain Costigan of blessed memory. 

"This is Captain Barclay," that gen
tleman answered in low tones, with a 
smile of amusement at Mullane's grand
iloquent prelude, yet stepping quickly 
forward to meet the envoys. Winn • 
could not but note that the captain'B 
movement accomplished at once two ob
jects—it left him and Brayton in tho 
shade and it kept Mullane and Hodge in 
tho moonlight and off tho steps, "par
don my suggesting that a lady sleeps in 
tho front room aloft there and that you, 
speak low, so as not to disturb her. 
Where is your message?" 

This was trying. Mullane loved hiB 
chest tones as ho did his whisky. His 
low voice was apt to be thick and husky 
and unimpressive, and tonight he was 
overweighted with the sense of thegrav- , 
ity and importance of his mission if 
with nothing else. 

"Sorr," he said, with another flourish 
of tho cap, "in accordince with the 
practico of gintlemen in the old arrumy, 
I am tho bcerer of a verrbal missige"— 

The Quaker captain had already 
amazed the old dragoon sergeants by the 
intricacy and extent of his knowledge 
of their manners and customs. Now 
came a surprise for tho officers. 

"Pardon my interrupting," he said. 
"I do not assume, to instruot in such 
matters, but there is manifestly only 
one kind of message 'according to the 
customs of tho old army' "—and here 
ho smiled quietly—"that should cotpe 
from Mr. Bralligan now, and it must 
como in writing. I decline to recognize 
any other.'' Hero Brayton nudged Winn: 

approvingly, but tho subaltorns main
tained a decorous silence. 

"I'vo niver hurr'd of a challenge be-
in refused on that account," said Mul-: 
lano majestically, "an if mo wurreds 
aro not sufficient hero's me fri'nd Mr, 
Hodgo"— 

"Your words aro not brought Into: 

question, Captain Mullano, but the' 
manner of your message is. Let your 
UKud i/j; it in writing, audit will lie 


