
THANKSGIVING TIME. 

I Tkankeglvln time's a-oomin—I kin hear the 
gobble-gobble 

Of the turkeys In the barnyard on the farm 
whero I was born. 

I kin see the Shanghai rooster walkin sort of 
wibblc-wobble, 

Makin b 'Hove he's feelin sick an off his feed ] 
of yaller corn. 

An they'ro flxin in the kitchin for a good ole 
fashioned dinner, 

Choppin mince meat by the bushel thet la 
good fer hungry eyes, 

Beedin raisins fer plum puddin fit to save the 
vilest sinner 

If he ever had a mother an she made Thanks-
glvin pies. 

Ah, the mother, she's a smilin, stnndin In the 
doorway, lookin 

Down toward tho railroad station when she 
hears the engine toot, 

Fer her boy is a-comin, an the pies most barn 
&-cooldn, 

While her dear ole heart's a-thumpin fer thi9 
' worthless ole galoot. 

Doesn't 'pear to matter nohow thet I'm bald 
an gittin gouty. 

Doesn't seem to make no dif'rence thet 1 
smoke an cuss a bit, 

Bhe'a the same ole lovin mother, never cross 
an never grouty, 

• An they'll be no more Thanksgivin's, boys, 
j wten mother 1 oz to quit. 
| —New York Run. 

UNCLE JOB'S TURKEY 

;v "Forovermorel" -wails Mrs. Tom. 
I "How provoking I" cries Mrs. Dick. 

"But then ho'a reported rich,"as
serts Mrs. Harry, "and if that is tho 

: case it's assuredly one of those eases 
that circumstances alter wonderfully!" 

"I don't believe he's n rich uiau, for 
one," affirms Mrs. Tom, looking rueful
ly at the letter in her liaud. "Why, 
when I wrote to Undo Job—of all the 
names I do detest, 'Job' comes first— 
•when I yrrota and ever so delicately 
hinted that I'd swallow my preju
dices"— 

"A terrible indigestible mass you'd 
find 'em. Eel!" 

—"and narao Plantagenet 'Job' if it 
would bo to tho boy's interest later iu 
life, what do you think he Faid?" 

"Don't ask mo. What did he say?" 
"His answer was terse enough and 

brief enough to bo easily remembered. 
He wroto: 'Denr niece, pray do not sad
dle npon your son aji;m:o I never should 
have chosen for myself had I had the 
smallest choico in tho matter. If you 
must call him for some Biblical person
age, I should suggest Malhulaleel as a 
cognomen eniihcnicus enough to har-

. monizo well with our family name, and, 
believo me, Niece Isabel, ho will have 
just as much of my good will when I 
die, if that is your desire, as if ho had 
been named after your affeetionato un
cle, Job Altick.' " 

"Of courro he's as poor as poverty, 
then, Bel. Poor people are always the 
witty ones, with sharp answers ever 
ready at tongues' or pens' points. One 
of us (or shall we take turns?) will be 
suro to havo old Uncle Job foisted upon 
us, and if it wasn't for those heavy 
mortgages Harry has to clear off in the 
spring ho would not mind, I know, one 

, extra mouth to feed. " 
"And if I had an extra bedroom to 

spare!" says Mrs. Disk. 
"And if I had an extra couple of 

servants!" whines Mrs. Tom. "To be 
6ure, if I could be certain that he was a 
wealthy man, it would make a vast dif
ference, and for the children's sako"— 

"What a sordid sister-in-law I have, 
to be suro 1'' lau«hs Mrs. Harry. "Speak
ing of tho childrsn, Eel, how is Plant's 
love affair coming on?" 

"It isn't 'on' at all, Ruth; it's oil— 
and forever, I hope." 

"Bol Altick, what do yon mean?" ; 
"I meau that ho shall never marry 

that good for nothing Nan"— 
"Mark my words, ho will marry her, 

and neither you nor Tom nor your pro
posed heiress can keep him from it 
Kan's worth a dozen Gwendolines"— 

"Then Tom will disinherit him, and, 
though lie's my own son, I shall not 
blame his father." 

"You hard hearted, mercenary wdm-
anl" cries Mrs. Harry, moving toward 
tho door. "How you can deliberately 
goto work to break tho heart of so good 
a son as Plant Altick I confess I cannot 

. comprehend. Good morning, Bel—if 
you think it's good—seems to mo if 1 
were you I'd be obliged to tasto the bit
ter of too ninny selfish reflections to en-
' joy it much. " And the hall door closes 

with a bang between tho sisters-in-law. 
Days, weeks and months pass by, and 

Miero is no outward showing of tho pre
sumptive wealth of Professor Altick. 
Save a penny now and then to tho 
smaller fry of tho Altick family, ho has 
never shown to them tho color of his 

. money, and ;is ho lives simply and in
dulges sparingly in life's luxuries ho is 
at length accounted an eccentrio indi
vidual of small means and left religious
ly alono. 

Alouo and uncared for—that is, if we 
except tho littlo friendly "runnings in" 
of Plantagenet, bis grandnephow, who 
has taken to tho gentle old man from 
tho first, and who is nover weary of 
hearing of the professor's late trip to 
the petrified tree tract of Arizona or 
looking at tho rare specimens so careful
ly collected, for Uncle Job is a learned 
geologist and has written several re-

: markablo treatises on tho subject, his 
"Sermons In Stones" having been 
adopted as a textbook iu many colleges. 

And from stones Plantagenet easily 
leads the conversation to scarcely less 
adamantino subjects—the hearts of his 
unyielding parents—for, cold, calculat
ing and worldly, they have softened not 
ono whit under the warmth of Plan-
tagenet's young love, and it is Undo 
Job who unconsciously encourages him 
in his grim determination to brave the 
ire of his parents and marry his sweet 
Kan iu the teeth of all opposition. 

And so they are quietly married— 
Plantagenet Altick and Nanette Gray— 
and go to housekeeping in u pretty lit
tle cottage, in a pretty suburb, 6nmo 
miles from the splendid city home of 
his father. 

Uncle Job, who has begun a new 
work on geology, shuts himsolf up in 
"lis third story back room and allows the 
world without, to wag as it will. 

And it Goon begins to wag in a vr-rv 

cheerless manner for the two weddod 
young folks. 

But though shut out from one loved 
paradise, ho has his Nan—his dear, lit
tle, brave Nan, who smiles through 
great, unshed tears upon him, when 
suddenly she meets his sorrowful gazo 
after many a long quarter of an hour's 
silent retrospection. 

"Oh, it mnst come right soon, Plant 
—they never would shut you out of 
their lives foreverl" 

"You don't know them," mutters 
the boy. 

"I'm pretty well acquainted with 
you, dear, and if any father or mother 
could treat such a son as you are so 
ecurvily—there, that's an ugly word, I 
know, Plant, but it's the right one to 
use in this instance—all I have to say 
is that they don't deserve such a good 
child—there!" and two pretty arms, 
bared to the elbow for kitchen conven
ience, find their fond way about the 
neok of her chosen lord. 

Her chosen lord smiles faintly at this 
speech and tries desperately to rally his 
drooping spirits. 

It wee a very humble position that 
the college bred Plantagenet Altick 
found himself obliged "o accept to ! eep 
tho littlo house going—the only position 
open to him when he, besido himself 
with a just indignation at an unreason
able opposition and a great and absorb
ing love, broke bounds and besought 
tho faithful Kan to leave her position 
as governess in a wealthy family and 
shnro his five roomed cottage and his 
meager salary. 

Nan, too used to poverty to let it 
frighten her, and imagining, innocent 
soul, that no one could long bo angry 
at so dear a boy as Plant, consented, 
and tho homo coming, though a lone
some little ailair, brought with it hap
piness onough to last a fortnight at 
least. 

Then Plantagenet saw that there was 
to be no relenting on tho part of those 
he loved aud reverenced with all tho 
strength of his boyish nature, and bis 
grief grew greater with every passing 
hour. To crown all, ho had lost his po
sition the second week in the November 
following, owing to tho insolvency of 
the firm by which he had been employ
ed, and, though they havo given him 
splendid recommendations, there is no 
position easily obtainable. 

One morning a stray thought, finding 
its way from out that great, mysterious 
silence so full of untried possibilities, 
comes to him suddenly and sends him 
upon its own little errand straight to 
Uncle Job. 

Up a long flight of front stairs, up a 
short back flight and several knocks 
upon a door's panel cause it to open and 
discover to young Altick a room littered 
with papers, books, trays of specimens 
and two or three volumes of Hugh Mil
ler. 

"Good morning, Uncle Jobl" 
"How d'ya do, Plantagenet?" 
"I do miserably, thank yon, sir. Un

cle Job, I've lost my position, and—and 
—if I could help you in any way—copy
ing or the like—I write a tolerably de
cent hand, sir, and I thought perhaps 
you'd liko to hiro me"— 

"No—no—no! Not even though 
you'ro a'Yale fellow well met.' I'd 
not trust you with them! Not a soul 
save myself shall do a line of writing 
on these pirMcular manuscripts. What's 
the matter?" 

"Firm 1 worked for failed." 
"Humph! How's Nan?" 
"How should she be? Happy and 

joyous as befits a bride—the bride of a 
man 6hut out from home, and who has 
not a red cent in his pocket! Heaven 
knows where tomorrow's bread and 
butter will come i'roml" 

"And it won't tell. It's a sort of hab
it it has got into, you see about be
ing sort of mysterious over tho ends it 
has in view But there, you may sort 
out the numbered pages for mo from 
among the litter yonder, aud we'll tec 
about tho bread and butter for tomor
row. Tomorrow is Thursday—bless mo, 
boy, it's Thanksgiving"— 

"Thanksgiving! So it is. 'Thanks
giving.' " 

"Yonr tone of voice would suggest 
that you hadn't tho dearest little wife 
in tho world to bo thankful for. Shame 
upon you, my nephow. There, I'm not 
a rich man, as rich men go, but take 
this bill to Nun and tell her it's from 
her Uncle Job." 

Late upon this same afternoon Pro
fessor Altick, basket on arm, goes from 
greengrocer to butcher shop, intent 
upon his purchase of a Thanksgiving 
turkey. The fowl ho means to buy he 
will olfer to his nephews iu turn, feel
ing suro that ho who accepts it will no 
doubt ask him to share their dinner, be 
it Tom, Dick or Harry or Tom's dis
obedient son. With an unmistakable 
grin of amusement the dealer in poultry 
places a very thin, very poor, very blue 
about tho breastbono, low priced tur
key in Uncle Job's basket. 

Early Thanksgiving morning the old 
professor starts ont through tho cold, 
uncertain sunlight that shines fitfully 
through tho rifts of hurrying, wind 
swept clouds, and, basket on arm, finds 
his way to Thomas Altick's elegant 
home. He rings and is admitted. 

"Good morning, Uncle Job. Any
thing I can do for you this morning?" 

"No, Thomas, thank you. It's some
thing I want to do for you. I chanced 
to remember it was Thanksgiving—very 
odd indeed, my remembering it—and I 
bought you a turkey. Will you have it, 
Thomas?'' and out comes the old gentle
man's sad little specimen of tho genus 
meleagris gallopavo. 

It is too much for Tom Altick. With 
a laugh that fetches Mrs. Tom quiokly 
from an adjoining room and provokes 
her to join in its henrty roulades ho 
declines the poor fowl with thanks with 
a sarcasm veiled so lightly that the ugly 
features of a rude and insolent nature 
shine full upon poor Unole Job. 

Quietly ho replaces the turkey within 
the basket, quietly ho takes his hut and 
gloves, and as quietly, with a brief 
"good day," ho loaves tho house of his 
nephew Thomas. 

As for Uichurd Altick, he "roar? 
Amain" and has the m,.~ -J-j." 

ehased for his own dinner brought up 
into the very parlor that he may place 
it in "odious comparison" beside the 
6mall fry in Unole Job's basket. Again 
rebuffed, the old gentleman bids Mrs. 
Dick and her laughing husband good 
day and finds his way to the houso of 
the youngest of his three nephews. 

It is the same thing over again, save 
that Henry Altick's refusal to accept the 
wizened bird is more politely veiled. 
Gentle Mrs. Harry even makes furtive 
little signs of acceptance to her cour
teous husband, but that individual, 
secretly enjoying the comical side of 
the affair too much to notice the per
force stealthy signals of his wife, al
lows poor Uncle Job to take his wares 
to other marts. 

Through Nan's kitchen door comes 
the sweet sound of her singing. Plan
tagenet has found a new position, Un
cle Job has given them a "liver" to 
start on, a little fat turkey is on tho 
table before her, awaiting its fragrant 
dressing, and life has seemed brighter 
this Thanksgiving morning than for 
many a day. So she sings with a heart 
growing lighter at each merry measure 
—and her song reaches Uncle Job, who 
stands knocking outside the door. 

"Why, Uncle Job, how nice of you! 
And you've come to take dinner with 
us, haven't you? Did you meet Plant? 
No: He went to fetch you over half an 
hour ago. Let me have your basket and 
your hat and your gloves—there!" 

"Thank you, my niece. I think I'll 
stay. It all depends, though." 

"And how does 'Paradoxides Tessini' 
get on, sir?" 

"Famously, Mrs. Nan—famously! 1 
shall yet live to show old Herr von 
Leimstein that what he chooses to call 
muschelkalk of the triassic period is 
nothing upon earth—or in earth, I sup
pose I should say—but oolite of the 
jurassicl" 

"Indeed, sir. Well, I'm glad I'm nos 
in the mussel shell state of evolution, 
aud I am ulso glad that you have com9 
to dinner, dear professor." 

"Honestly glad?" 
"Honestly glad." ' 
"Glad enough to acccpt this little 

turkey as an addition to your repast?" 
"Oh, Uncle Job, liow lovely of you! 

Why, what a feast we'll have, to be 
suro! I'm awfully hungry, and I'll con
fess to you now, sir, that I felt as if 1 
could eat the entire turkey Plant brought 
home myself. I wouldn't tell him the 
whole truth, but I was afraid ho'd find 
it out by my gnawing the bones. But 
now we're all fixed for a Insurious rts 
past, and, oh, Uncle Job, don't you 
want to chop up this onion for me? I'm 
so tired of weeping, and onions always 
affect mo so deeply.'' 

"Tears have forgotten the way to my 
eyes. Give me the chopper." 

"There's the bowl, and there's—* 
Plant." 

" 'Tisn'tfair," smiles tho newcomer, 
holding out his hands to the grateful 
warmth of the little kitchen stove. 
" You're a witch. Upon which particu
lar broomstick did you fetch hiiu in my 
absence, Nan?" 

"A turkey brought him. See, hero it 
is, a twin to ours, and just in time to 
bo staffed." 

"Hooray for us—a tandem team! To 
be strictly candid, Nan, I meant to eat 
the turkey I brought homo all myself. 
Now you can have a taste. Four drum
sticks! Uncle Job, if I do have a weak
ness for anything besides Nan it's"— 

"What's this? Plant—look—look— 
look!" 

Louder than her cries of wonderment 
is tho noisy downfall of the strange con
tents of that little turkey. Silver disks 
clatter and jingle and chink upon the 
pine table over the echoing tinware, tho 
iron pans, tho dough board, the floor 
itself, aud, as if demented with thoir 
sudden liberty, tho big round coins go 
rolling off into this corner, that corner, 
under table, chair and stove 1 

How many broad silver dollars that 
gaunt i'owl holds the astonished young 
people camict tell, but to their widely 
opened eyes it seems a little fortune, 
and Uncle Job thinks himself amply re
paid when two happy children kneel 
beside him and fall to caressing him as 
they weep, and the tears are not born 
of tho chopped onions iu his lap—they 
are bona lide tears of pure joy. 

And afterward, when it comes to pass 
that the profits that accrue from the 
enormous sales of tho new textbook are 
all made over to tho littlo brido and 
Mrs. Nan is accounted almost as wealthy 
as the regretted Gwendolin, Mrs. Tom 
allows John to turn tho horses' noses 
toward thofivo roomed cottage to which 
an addition is being built for Uncle 
Job's especial use, and iu her gentle 
daughter-in-law's little best room eats 
humble pie very prettily, leaving a 
message for her son that, to him, brings 
heaven itself into tho dining room, 
when at dusk, through the sweet air of 
a budding spring, ho comes and takos 
his place at tho supper tablo opyosito 
his wife. 

"But we owo all our happiness to yon 
—all to you, dear, dear uncle! For un
less you had como to our aid and played 
fairy godfather we should yet bo as poor 
as—as"— 

"Job's turkey," suggests the profess
or.—Detroit Free Press. 

The Tliankiii^ivliijr Pessimist. ' 
" What havo I got to be thankful for? 

Guess the Lord isn't bothering himself 
much about me, audi won't trouble him 
with my thanks." 

Those are the folks with whom things 
always go wrong.—New York Pross. 

Up In a Balloon. 
Mr. Spencer errs when bo says that 

ho made in England the othor day tho 
highest balloon ascent. He went only 
37,500 feet. In September, 1863, Mr. 
James Glaisher and Mr. Coxwell, in be
half of the British association, ascended 
at Wolverhampton to a height of seven 
miles. At t>% miles Glaisher became 
insensible. At seven Ooxwell lost tho 
use of both hands, but opened the valve 
with his teeth, aud the descent was 
ma;1" In sufotv.—New York IYhkm 
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Common Sense Fence, | 
horse should be covered-with 

GIRTH 
BLANKET 

Constructed on entirely new principles. Can't slip or slide. The horse can't 
work it crooked on the road or in the stable. 5/A Bias Girth Blankets are 

•.!. made in all styles, at all prices, to suit all needs. Ask your dealer for them 
" ud look for the trade-mark. A book on the subject free. 

WM. AYRES & SONS, Philadelphia. &•  

ON'T buy your Wire 
m ha*- Fence until you have 
• seen this. Barbed top and 

bottom, hog proof. For sale 
by 

E. T. COCHRAN j 

CHAS. DOLK, 

A U C T I O N E E R ,  

KIRON. IOWA. 
Will cry sales in Crawford and adjoining 

counties at low rates, and will guarantee 
satisfaction. Give me a trial. 

THE' LORENTZE.N 

BARBER SHOP. 
Lnder First National Bank, 

Four chairs. All work llrst-••lnss. 

a 3 ss 

yes— 

BUY A—••• 

ROGKlOrfl MO!!., 
They are O. K. 

and price right • 

at 

SEEMANN 
BROS. 

1—ego—99999 99999S9 

DENISON 
BRICK 

WORKS 
C GREEN, - PROP. 

| High Grade Building Brick 
The use of latest improved ma

chinery makes our brick of 
the best durable quality. 

For rated inquire or write to 

C. GREEN DENISON, IA 
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H . W . R A N D A L L ,  

The Denison Decorator. 
j An Expert Paper Hanger and Painter, capable of doing 

•< the very finest work. 

3 Estimates made. 
i i : _ . *" Satisfaction guaranteed. ^ 

Special attention to country work. . 
_ . For estimates call on or address 

H. W.  RANDALL,  
Tho Denison Decorator. 

3 
3 

m 

•'i-l I 

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

First National Bank. 
CAl'I i'AL AND SURPLUS, - $115,000.00. 

DEI' J-UTS, • - _ - - - 310.ooo.oo. 

LOA -.S, im - ^ ^ ^ 350.ooo.oo. 

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, famish abstracts of title and sell steamship 
tickets for foreign parts. Our officers speak German. We solicit 
your patronage. 

Hi 

a D. Mil. CITY fiORSESflOER 
AND 

General Blacksmith. 

All Work Guaranteed. Prices Reasonable. 
Locution—South of North Star Barn. GIVE US A CALL. 
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6RAWF0RD COUNTY 

Real Estate Exchange • 
E. GULSGK Mnao'r. 

Den-son,- - - lowa.-D 

I 
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J. A, Halberg. J. T. Turner. © 

flalbera & Turner, 
: Dealers in 

Dry: Goods,: Groceries, I 
HATS. CAPS, NOTIONS, 

BOOTS AND SHOES. 

In tact everything found in a 
ctiiieral store. 

OUR PRICES ARE RIGHT, 

when we buy or sell. 

V CALL IN. AND GIVE US A TRIAL-

I Halberg & Turner, 
8 Dkloit, Iowa. 
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Frazer Axle Srease 

Fauns and Town Property Sold or 

! Exchanged on Commission. 

LOANS NEGOTIATED 
Abstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes; I 
\ Paid and Rents Collected. • "• 

Any business entrusted to me will receive 
prompt aud careful attention. 

jy.QN.pY. TO LCAN on 1'eal Estate security. Not a $1,000,000, but, a few S100 
Anpjv tn |... (, ulick. Kouiu No. 3, Liulick & Solomon block 
Denison, Iowa. 

FOR SALE Several choice. Improved farms, close to school and market. Call 
oil or address h. O ulick. tlio leading real estate agent, Denison. In. 

FOR SALE Choice resident, proper! ies and unimproved town lots on easy terms. ' 
to I.. Ouliek, real estate and loan agent, Deuisen, Iowa. 

B Jv F. BURK, the Druggist, 

• rk'A-.w r * - -, 

, Complete line of 

Qrugs, (Patent 

H j;: Mtdidna, loiltt 
g ArtloUi, Stationery, 

(Blank (Books, 

(Paints, Oils, Whits head, Qrushes, JSio. 

DENISON, IOWA. 

is is Jits 
WHAT I SHAU 

OD AFTERTIMS 
Mil) 

^L?te.EVERYWHEgNo 
j$R TWICE AS,, 
"SJWY OTHEB) TRY ITJ 

RLACK-SMITHING - -

nm Door ir*t* ^ wish to announce that I am prepared to do all lcindl 
*f blacksmith work in first-claas shape and at priccfl 

£•••»'• Barn. : , as iow as j8 consistent with good labor and material, 

Horse-Shoeing a Specialty. JQM BATEMAN* 

Not affected by Heat or Cold. 
Highest Awards at Centennial, 

Paris and World's Fair. 
I Man*clured FRAZER LUBRICATOR CO« 
» *••• FwJc-iss: Chchso, S{. f.c-'-i-

CHA2.LBS 
iXWESWUBONT, IOWA. 

TO LOAKT. 
LOKTO XllvCia. 

OWBST 3% .•a-tjam. ^ 
OflM Orar McHenry*! Cm* •••>«()?e 
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