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YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED
TO BECOME A MEMBER OF THE

HOME HEALTH CLUB.

Cuet tleis out and jorward it with one dollar to the Iniey Ocean Pub. Co., Chicago, )

1 He INTER OCEAN PUBLISHING CO:

i I hereby accept the invitation to become a member of the Home
Health Club and I enclose herewith one dollar to pay for one years' sub-
seription to The Weekly Inter Ocean, which, I understand, entitles me to a
life membership, a record number, and a copy of Volume 1 of the Home
& Health Club books, price, $1.00, {ree of expense.
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% Oune of the most practieal and bensficial courses of study ever offered to it-

: readers by any newspaper. Not only are there a series of pracrical lessons in

paper each week, but the subseriber is presented, free of expense, with a beaus

tifnl cloth-hound book, worth one dollar, hesides a life membership in the great

3 club. Subseribe ot once and get the special lessons now being published.
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H. W. RANDALL,
ssneme—_ L € Denison Decorator.

An Expert Paper Hanger and Painter, capable of doing
the very finest work.

Estimates made.
Satisfaction guaranteed.
Special attention to country work.

For estimates call on or address

H. W. RANDALL,

The Denison Decorator.
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W. A. MCHENRY, Pres.
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SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier.

First National Bank.

CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, - $115.000.00.
DEPOSITS, - - - - 310.000.00.
LOANS, - - - - 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.
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
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We make a specialty of
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OOUXTY OFFIOREL

State Souator.... oot ieevvrmeve

Repreésentative . .

( ounty Treasurer

Oounty Aunditor.

Q:nrk of Oourt..

County Attorney..... .
County Bheriff........ 3
County Superintandent
Couaty Burveyor
Oounty Coroner

BOARD OF BUFERVIEORS.
Fred Jepsen, Chairman; W. Y. Rhodenbaugh,
G. W. Langley, Joseph White aud Otto Eink,
TERMS OF COURT.

1508 —A i1l 18, Qctober 10, 'ecemnber 13
8 —ebrua:y 18, April 17, October 9. Deo. 11.
Zalu A. Church and 3 L& Ellwood, Judges.

CITY OFFICES.

Mayor..... sesscsreesicanensae AS, KEMNI
ity Sotioito s, DAWHIGnRT
ity solici .G, L,
T‘re,n:urer.. 5 . 8. PLIMPTON
ASSeRSOr...... -+ ....A.J. BOND
Welghmarter. .o vreeeeesrossneas GEO. A. BMITH
Nightwatch....cecvuieceneracecesss L. M. BAER
Y N e T i G O OB HY. ROGGH
ALDERMEN.

First Ward., cooeepiineen E Gu ok and 8. Lymsy
econd Ward.. ... ¥. 0. 1vens snc J. P. JONES

Third Ward...... .....1H. Bca.gs and Max Sime

PROFESSIONAL DIREGTORY.
ATTORNEYS.
J. P. CONNER,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
DENISON, JOWA-

Rx-Distriot Judge. Office over n;‘o Crawford
Oounty Fase Bank.

P E. 0. LALLY,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

DEXIBON, 10WA.

L e e ==

Praut ivwias over Crawford County State Bank,

W. A. Goldschmidt. ¥xm. M. MacLennan
GOLDSCHMIDT & MACLENNAN:

LAWYERS,

DENISON, IOWA.

FPractice tn all state sourts. Cellections ané
Insurence a lpecm{{. Knglish and Germas
spoken. Ofice over Hough & Kemming's,

 PHMYSIOIANG,
WX. ISEMINGER, M. D,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON
DENISON, JOWA.
RTINS e
0. X. BOLLEF, X. D.,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON
DENISON, JOWA,

GITY HORSESHOER

AND

i H- D. §mn)n, General Blacksmith.

All Work Guaranteed. Prices Reasonable.

Location--South of Northi{Star Barn. GIVE US A CALL.

fo. Prompé: te prefes
your patronage. Masal ¢alia'. Oifios sast ot W Lson House:

PHYSICIAN anxp SURGEON.

DENIBON, IOWA.
EWOfMos on Maln Streat.

‘ARTE FOLSOM, M. D,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

ORAWFORD GOUNTY

4/

iH\eal Estate Exchange

—
E. GULIGK Mang’r.

Denison, - -

Iowa.

Farms and Town Property Sold or
Exchanged on Commission,
LOANS NEGOTIATED. -\
Abstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes
Paid and Rents Collected.

% ’:}p‘, | Any business entrusted to me will receive
prompt and carcful attention,

MONEY TO LOAN on Real fEstate sccurity. Not a $1,000,000, but'a few £100
Apply to E, Gulick, Room No. 8, Gulick & Solomon block

Denison, Towa,
Several chofce Improved farms, close to school and market. Call
on or address E. Gulick, the leadingirenl estate agent, Denison, Ia.

FOR EALE Choice resident properties and unimproved town lots on easy terms.
to E. Gulick, real estute and loan agent, Denisen, Iowa.

FOR SALE

|

CHARLES TADG G
DENISON, IOWA.
TO L.OAXY.
LONG TInam®. d ® ‘
LOWEST RATES. |
OCTloe Over Eciicary™s EBEank. oo @O0
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. BLACK-SMITHING - -

I wish to announce that I am prepared to do all kinds
of blacksmith work in first-class shape and at prices
as low as is consistent with good labor and material

Horse-Shoeing a Specialty. TOM BATEMAN.

First Door Wast

of
Lawd’s Barn.

L A e .

J. F. BURK, the Druggist,

Complote line of 5t ;
| @rugs, Patent g!!ﬁ : ke ; En i
- Medicines, Qoilet L\ dabiioVegwaia

Articles, Stationery, i D it .' Jany
Blank Books, e R R 1A
Paints, Oils, White Lead, Brushes, Eio.
DENISON, IOWA.
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DEMISON. IOWA.

Oalls attendod promptly. OZoe Galick's new
boldlug, wp staiss.

H. A. BOYLE, M. D,

PBYSICIAN AND SURGEON,

DENISON, JOWA,
Oflice ia Oassadag's drug stere, _

WM. T. WRIGHT, M, D,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.

DENISON, IOWA.

Ofice over fhaw & Kuchnle's Bank. Resd
fence secondhouse north of city hall

DENTISTS.

3. 0. ROBINSON, D. D. 8,
SURGEON DENTIST,

Iowa.
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B Dy bon
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_ ntal Exsminees bj

'on. Batisfaction guaranteed.

Offios ever Burk's store. 4

3. ¥. PHILBROOK,

RESIDENT DENTIST,

DEXISON, IOWA.
B Tyl i
" Ratranoe

0e over Bank of Denison
of on Broadway er Main f¢.
MISOELLANEBOUS.
BULILOOK & DUNBAR,
BROKERS AND COLEECTORS

DENISON. IOWA,

We fornish ear ewn teams and
of the scunty fer cellections. Soire iy pe

0 BIEVERS & SON,
HARNESS AND SADDLES,

Robes and Fua Coats,
DENTSON, - - . :
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PENN MUTUAL LIFE INSBURANCE
ESTABLISHED 1847-

ALL FORMS OF LIFE INSUR-
ANCR

5 M. A W K RUMSEY, QENERAL AGENTS,
Des Moines, Iowa.
SOHN G8BORNE. Loocal Agent. Denisen. Ia

HICHLAND PARK COLLECE OF

TELEGRAPHY 042

The best equipped School of
the U. 8. ﬁocﬂ-l_‘n instruments_throughout.
Yndorsed by leading officials of Railway and
Telegraph companies., Offers thorough and
practical courses, fitting students for posi-
tions in either commercial or railway tele-
graph service. QGood operators always in
domand. FPositions Guaranteed Come
petent Operators. Ladies and genllemen
admitted on equal terms, Faculty are skilled
operators of practical experience. Located
at agreat rmlwn(i/ and commercial center, af-
fordhig unequaled opportunities for r-mp'lu -
ment, Thetelegraphservice insures easy wor
good salary and certain promotion, KFul
Course Scholarship, time unlimited,
£40, Living expenses very moderate, For free
catalogue and dnscriytivo circulars address,

C. C. REARICK, Pres., Des Molnes, lown.

-

Farm‘Lc;xh:B;ut Terms, Option-
al Payments, P.'E. C. LALLY.
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Telegraphy in |

~mgea e | appearan co of feminine drapery at the
Gidhie xEratony i }threshqld. . Mrs. Brooks came backing
f
|

; | | into view, ohatting volubly with some’

one etill invisible. Mrs. Frazier came
sidling after, and then as they reached
the open air the deep tones of their in-
valid host were heard mingling with

{coNTiNTED, ]
took a form more uiThcult to see and
even in a frontier, old time garrison to
hear of.

What Mrs. Frazier was not prepared
to see was Mrs. Blythe in frequent con-
fidential chatwith the officer whom the
colonel’s wife chose to consider her own
invalid. She had always fancied Mre.
Blythe before, but now she met her
with that indescribable tone suggestive
of unmerited yet meekly, womanfully
borne injury, which is so superior to
either explanation or resentment. Mrs,
Winn was frequently on her piazza
chatting with Mr. Brayton or Dr.
‘“Funnybone,’’ as the wits of the post
had designated Collabone’s right bower,
‘‘swwho has more brains in one head,”
said Collabone, ‘‘than the mess has in
ten,’’ but she greeted Mrs. Frazier with
an austere and distant dignity even
more pronounced than Mrs. Frazier’s
manner to Mrs. Blythe, which plainly
showed that Laura bad not ‘‘been raised
in the army for nothing,’’ and that she
had a will and temper and pluck that
would brook no airs and tolerate no as-
persions on Mrs. Frazier’s part.

Aspersions there had been, for her
friend Mrs. Faulkner had not failed in
that sisterly duty which so many wom-
en g0 reluctantly yet faithfully perform,
and everything Mrs. and the Misses
Frazier had even hinted and some things
they even hadu’t were duly conveyed to
Laura’s ears. She was angered at the
Fraziers for daring to say such things,
at Mrs. Faulkner for daring to repeat
them and at Barclay for daring to keep

her beyond the possibility of their being
true. Never before had she known what
it was to strive for a look or word of
admiration and to meet utter indiffer
ence, yet those blue eyes of Barclay’s
had once fairly burned with passionate
delight in her girlish beauty, and his
words had trembled with their weight
of love for her. No other woman, she
believed, had yet come into his life and
banished all memory of her, and now
that her beauty was but the riper for
hor years she rebelled in her soul
against the whisper that it could no
longer move him.

Wedded though she was to Harry
Winn, Joving him after the fashion of
her shallow nature so long as there was
no man at the post from whom sghe
sought to exact homage, che had time
and again within the year felt toward
her husband a sense of injury. What
business had he had to woo her if he
was s0 poor? What right had he to sub-
Jeot her to the annoyance of dunning
lotters, of snggestive inquiries on the

Mrs. Winn was fr(:queml}/ on her plazza
chatting with Mr. Brayton.

part of her neighbors? Why should she
submit to parsimonious skimping and
cheeseparing, to living with only one
gervant when several other women had
two, to all the little shifts and mean-
nesses poor Harry had declared to be
necessary? It was his business to pro-
vide for her needs. Her father had al-
ways supported her in style; why
couldn’t Harry do the same? True, she
knew when she married him he had
nothing but his pay. He told her every-
thing, but ehe had never taken thought
for the morrow, though she had taken
perhaps too much thought of what she
should wear or eat or drink. Laura lov-
ed the good things of this life and had
been freely indulged throughout her
petted girlhood, and now, in the days
when every woman seemed turning

decorously asking tirst if conr.c naa
come or were expected from rthe com-
mand afield, yet speedily coming back
to the real object of her constant
thoughts, the now much honored offi-
cer, her next door neighbor. For thres
days after he was pronounced able to
sit up she did not succeed in seeing him
at all, though so many other aud, it
ghould be explained, much older women
did, but that did not abate one whit
her determination that he should speed-
ily see her.

Just what her object was she herself
could not have told. It was an instinct,
an impulse, a whim perhaps, but he
who had been her lover and was reject-
ed had dared to gaze into her face with
eyes serene and untroubled, had met
her but half veiled references to old
days with polite but positive indiffer-
ence. She had nothing to ask of him,
she told herself. She meant no disloy-
alty to Harry, no wrong of any kind.
Not a bit of it. She had treated Bar-
clay very badly. She had done him a
wrong that was much greater in her
own estimation than it was in that of
any one of her neighbors, among whom
the women at least considered the loss
of his inamorata a blessing in disguise,
but Laura fully believed that Barclay’s
heart must have been crushed in the
depth of his woe, and that it was now
her duty to make friends again—per-
haps in some way to console him, not,
of course, in any way to which Harry
could object ; not, of course, in any way
to which the post ought to object, but
~—well, even to herself, as has been said,
she could not entirely and satisfactorily.
explain her motive. It was imposgible
therefore that she could hope to do so
to anybody else, and yet she had dared
to write to him. It was only a little
note, and yet with all its inconsisten-
cies it said so much:

DEAR CAPTAIN BARCLAY—I cannot tell you
my distress at hearing of your again being se-
verely wounded, especially at a time when I
had hoped to have you meet and better know
my husband, but now in his distressing ab-
sence I, who more than any woman at this
post am anxious to show my sympathy and
sorrow, am practically helpless. Do tell me it
there is anything I can do, though I am sure I
can't see what is left for me, with no cook or
kitchen, and Mrs. Frazier and the Misses Fra-
gier sending such loads of things. I really
envy them and Mrs. Blythe the privilege of
their years in going to see you personally, for
am I not at least your oldest friend? L. W.

This ingenutxms note was sent by
was alone, and when, had he been dis-

posed, he might have hobbled to the
door and answered in person; but hob-

ble he did not, nor did he answer until |
| after long thought. He received the lit-

tle missive with surprise, read it with-
out a tremor of hand or lip, but with
something of shame and pity that over-
spread his face like a clond. Was he
only just beginning to know her, after
all?

Pray do not give sy scratch a thought—he
answered in writing late that afternoon—and

believe, my dear Mrs. Winn, that I have every |

comfort that ono can possibly desire. Every
one is most kind. I expect to be out with my
men in a week and shall be delighted to take
the field and send Mr. Winn back to you forth-
with. Most sincerely.

And that was how, with polite but
positive indifference, he had treated her
reference to old times and old friends.
Shallow as she was, Laura Winn was
deep enough to see that he meant to
hold himself far aloof from her. He
could hardly have told her more plainly
he would have none of her. He had
even dared to say it would bea pleasure
to go that he might send her husband
back to her arms. And this was the
man she once thought she loved, the
man who, she believed, adored her and
would never outlive the passion of his
sorrow at losing her.

Even now the foolish heart of the
woman might have accepted its lesson, !
but it was time for friends again to
come, and, as Laura expressed it, ‘‘pry |
and prod and preach,’’ and that brought |
on a climax.

Mrs. Faulkner had dropped in and
dropped out again, and Laura, who |
seemed forever going to the porch these
days, followed and called her back.

““One thing you said I don’t under-
stand,’’ she began, and Mrs. Faulkner’s |
pretty face showed plainly there had |
been somecthing of a storm.

““I said this, Laura,’’ her friend ro-
sponded, permitting her to go mno fur-
ther, but turning at the step and look- !
ing up into her indignant eyes. *‘You !

against her, purse, cellar and larder|do yourself injury by showing such !
were empty and her. husband gone on a | concern about Captain Barclay. Every- |

stupid foray to the mountains.

None | body says 8o, and it’s all wasted as far |

could say when he would return or 88 he's concerned. He never notices
what new sorrow would meet him then. | your messages in any way.”’ |
|

Other men managed to earn money or
make money somehow outside their pay.
Why should she, whose tastes, she said,

|

It was galling to feel herself censured
or criticised, but Mrs. Winn was be- |
coming used to that. It was worse !

were 0 much more refined, be mated than galling to be told that her whilom

with one who could only spend?

There is a time when many a homely
face becomes radiant with a beauty too
deep for sallow ekin or heavy features
to hide and when a really winsome
face becomes well nigh angelic, but
even as Laura Winn bent over her sleep-
ing child or nestled the unconscions lit-
tlé one in her bosom the sullen fire of
discontent, thwarted ambition and
wounded self love smoldered in her
decp, slumbrous eyes. There were
hours now when Baby Winn was left
to the scant care of the household nurse,
while the mother took the air upon the
piazza during the day or flitted about
from parlor to parlor along the row at
night. She was restless, nervous, as all
could sce. She frequently assailed
Bravton with aneries for news, always

lover now turned from her almost with |
contempt. She could bear it that they !
should say that Galahad Barclay was |
again circling within danger of her |
fascinations and would speedily find
himself powerless to resist. She conld
not bear it that they should declare him
dead to her. The anger ablaze in her
eyes and flushing her cheeks was some-
thing even Mrs. Faulkner had never
seen before. It was as though she had
roused some almost tigerish trait. For
o moment Laura stood glaring at her
visitor, one band nervounsly clutching
at the balcony rail, the other at the
snugly buttoned’ bodice of her dark
gown.

At that instant the door of Barclay’s |
quarters opened and the sound of glad
voicés preceded but a gacond ar twa tha

P

i RS s '—'Tétu.

-;sJE';?iu‘u"eaaﬁfma‘"' r;;,m- PR R T

the lighter, shriller, if not exactly sil- .

| very, accentsof his visitors. One glance
| they threw toward the young matron

 at the opposite end of the piazza, and = |

' then it seemed as though Mrs. Frazier
' promptly precipitated herself into the
| doorway again, as though to block it
' against Barclay’s possible egress. ‘“‘De.
| termined not to let him see me, nor me

him,”' were the unspoken words that
' flashed through Laura’s thoughts. Some
! devil of mischief seemed to whisper in

her ear, for when Mrs. Fanlkner turned

again there stood her hostess holding

forth for her inspection a little note ad-

dressed to Mrs. H. H. Winn in a hand

Mrs. Faulkner recognized at once as

Barclay’s. With an ioy sneer the lady
| spoke. ;

“You think he doesn't write. This

came only an hour ago.” -

Not five minutes later Mrs. Frazier
| turned to Mrs. Faulkoer and asked,
' ‘“What was Laura Winn showing youn

—a letter?”’ $

Mrs. Blythe was passing at the mo-
“ment, Ada Lawrence, a tall, pallid slip
' of a girl, in her first black dress, walk-

{ “What was Laura Winn showing you—a
letter?”?

,ing sadly at her side. Mrs. Faulkner
{nodded assent fo the question, bu$
glanced significantly at the passersby,
on their way seemingly to the house the
' elders had just left., Mrs. Blythe bowed
. courteously and smiled, but the smile

| was one of those half hearted attempts °

' that seemed to wither instantly at Mrs.
| Frazier’s solemn and distant salutation.

‘‘Now what's that woman taking
| Ada Lawrence there for?'’ was Mrs,
Frazier's query the instant the two
were out of earshot, and for the mo-
ment she forgot the letter and the sig-

But Mrs. Brooks had not, and no sooner
| had the door of Barclay’s quarters open-
,ed and swallowed up the new callers
than the major’s wife turned back to it.

“You don’t mean a letter from—
| him?’ she asked, with a nod of the
| head at Barclay’s quarters.

! “I didn’t mean to say anything about
| it,”” said Mrs. Faulkner with proper
' hesitation, “‘but you seem to know as
much as I do, and she made no secret
; of it whatever. Indeed I don’t know
that there’sanything init that anybody
| mightn't see.’’

““I think she has no business what-
ever receiving letters now that her hus-
band’s away—nor any other time, for
| that matter,’’ said Mrs. Frazier hotly,

‘“‘and I mean to tell her so, and I’m as-
tonished at him.”’
' ““For heaven’s sake don’t tell her I
! let it our,”’ exclaimed Mrs. Faulkner.
| ““Yon’ve just got to say you saw it
away from his door,”’

* ““Well, I think the sooner Mr. Harry
Winn gets back the better it will be
for this garrison, and I'll say so to
Oolonel Frazier this very night,’’ ex-
claimed the colonel’s wife, bristling
with proper indignation. ‘‘And he’ll
come back if we have to send couriers
to order him,”’

But no courier was needed to snm-
mon Lieutenant Winn, Two days later,
fast as jaded horse could carry him, fol-
lowed by a single orderly, he was com-
ing, full of hope and pluck and en-
thusiasm, the bearer of tidings that
meant so much to him, that might be
of such weight in the removal of some
portion at least of the serious stoppages
against his pay.” Away out in the
Apache mountains, where the remnanta
of the Friday gang seemed tohave scat-
tered into little squads of two or three,
one party had been trailed and chased
to its hole, a wild nook in the rocks,
und there in a brief, bloody fight two
more of the gang bit the dust in reach-
ing that height of outlaw ambition,
“‘dying with their boots on.’”’ Others
were wounded and captured, and still
another, neither wounded nor combat-
ant, but a trembling skulker, was drag-
ged out from a cleft in among the
bowlders and kicked into the presence
of the commanding officer by a burly
Irishman who would have lost the bliss
of a dozen pay day sprees rather than
that one achievement, for the skulking
captive was Marsden, and Marsden was
Engligh.

A more abject, pitiable, helpless
wretch even Texan troopers had mever
scen, Imploring his captors to protect
him against the illimitable possibilities
of lynch iuw—for there were veteran
goldiers present to whose thinking
drumhead court martial and summary
execution were all too good for Marsden
—the ex-sergeant told the story of his
stealings and the names of his accom-
plices, but declared thatall his ill gotten
gains were gono. Every cent he had at
the time of his flight was taken from

[}

him, he protested, by the gang of des-

peradoes among whom he had found
refuge.

‘*He's lyin, sorr,’’ declared Sergeant
Shaughnessy at this juncture. ‘‘He’s
hidin the hoith of it gomewheres. an

~ nificant glance in Mrs. Faulkner’s eyes. -
Hannibal at an hour when the captain !
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