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Lincoln’s

worth will be

T

example he set.
«Sterling Worth.”

words?

buy.

shoes.

Birthday...

will soon be here, and all over ﬁ
this great land his sterling
remembered,
the memories of his wonderful
life revived, and new inspiration
will be drawn from the glorious

Do

you realize the deep significance
of those two

They de-
fine «SELZ SHOES” exactly.

They are honestly built footwear.

Good to look at.

We have them in all sizes ard styles.
and see.

18S6 SN0BS.

Are for sale at

| [IIE BOYS ' Store

where you will find a complete line of Men's,
Women's and Children’s Shoes and Over-
They will be pleased to have

you call on them, and they are

SUre 1 Pleass Yor in Price and Quallty.

Good to wear.

Easy to

Come

: 1

pply to E.

‘FOR BSALE Choice resident

MOCNEY 7O LOAN on Real Estate security. Not a 1,000,000, but a few £100
A Gulick, Room No. 3, Gulick & Solomon block

Denison, Iowa,
FOR SALE Several cholce Improved farms, close to school and market. Call
on or address E. Gulick, the leading real estate agent, Denison, Ia.

properties and unimproved town lots on easy terms.
to E. Gulick, real estate and loan agent, Denisen, Iowa. %

it LOANS

OCRAWFORD GOUNTY

hed st Exchalﬁe

—
E. GULIGK Mnag'r.

Denison, - -

Iowa.

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

Any business entrusted to me will receive
prompt and careful attention,

* | City Clerk....

l ' owwivzar mmonx {
—_—

f COUNTY OFFICERS
S1ate BORAIOL....coencirscmmasea . [n B BOLTER
Reprosentative . ves . YHEO. BLUME
1\ ounty surer .A. B. LORENZEX
, Oounty Auditor..
' O erk of Oourt....
| t ounty Recorder.
| Oounty Attor ey....
! County Sheriff......
{ County Superintend
' County Surveyor...
County voroner....

BOARD OF SUPERVISORS.

Fred Jepsen, Chairman; W. W. Rhodenbaungh,
G. W. Langley, Joseph White and Otto Hink,
TERMS OF COURT,

1*883—Ani1l 18, October 10. ! erember 18.

[899-Februa 1y 13, April 17, October 9, Deo. 11.
Zalu A. Church and 5 Al Ellwood, Judges.

CITY OFFICES.
Mayor.....cc.vvvienninee ... CHAS, ERMNING
L. M. OASSADAY

Q. L. WRIG

City solioitor HT
Treasurer.... E. 8. PLIMPTON
As-ersor ...A.J. BOND
Welghmastee GEO. A. BMITH
NG EWALOR o 4e oncssenssssroainl 1. M. BAER
Marshal...oosene.. .ROGGN

ALDERMFN. .
First Ward., ............E Gu ok and 8.1
Recond Ward...... F. 0. vens andJ. P .vo"ﬁ

Ihird Ward...... .....H. Fcu gs and Mux Sime

PROFESSIONAL DIREGTORY.
e ATToRNEYS.
J. P. CONNER,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

PENISON, IOWA.

Ex-Distriet Judgs. Ofice ovar the Cmwresd
Owunty State Bank.

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

QEKISON, IOWA.

DMRARS 00000, FUEE T e acame Sflgg
#=ant ivwias over Crawford County stute Bank,

W. A. Goldschmidt. Wm. M. McLennan
GOLDSCHMIDT & MCLENNAN.
LAWYERS,

DENISON, . . . IOWA.

Practicein all state courts. Collections and
Insurance a speciulty. English and German
spoken. Office over Haugh & Kemming's,

PHYSICIANS.

W. ISEMINGER, K. D,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON

DENISON, IOWA.

Oalls attanded day or night. Office w=y saim
over Burk's drug store.

0. H. BOLLEFf, M. D,,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON
DENTSON, IOWA,
socad ealis: Oifios sust of Wikeon Howser

W. W. HOLMES,
PHYSICIAN Axp SURGEON.
DRENISON, IOWA.

§E9-0R00 on Main Btrect.
ARTE FOLSOM, M. D,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEONM
DESTSON, TOWA.

Oalls sttonded promptly. Ofice Gaitek’ new
bulidiag, wp staire.

H. A. BOYLE, M. D,
PBYSICIAN AND SURGEON,

DENISON, IOWA,
@fice ia Cassaday's drug stere.

WM. T. WRIGHT, M, D,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.

DENISON, IOWA.
_oﬂeo cvor_!:huw & Kuehnle's Bank. Resd

WILGOX STEAM. ———mlt®®

s Improved Machinery,

LAUNDRY

for doing the Best Work with
the least possible wear and
tear, and with splendid finish. L

T S

‘W. A. MCHENRY, Pres.

drawn at sight.

tickets for foreign parts.
‘your patronage.

We sell lands, town lots, furnish

SEARS MCHENRY, Cashier.

First National Bank.

CAPITAL AND SURPLUS, - .8 $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

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.
abstracts of title and sell steamship
Our officers speak German.

We make a specialty of

We solicit

Complete line of

@Drugs, Patent

Blank Books,

).
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VETARTY

P i e

JHMedicines, Qoilet
Articles, Stationery, ﬁ; :

Paints, Oils, White Lead. Brushes, Eto.
DENISON, IOWA.
UL
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J. F. BURK, the Druggist,
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north of city hall,

DENTISTS.

3. 0. ROBINSON, D. D. B,

SURGEON DENTIST,

Dewisow, lowa.

State University of I

n western University Dental
Also from Wate Board of Dental
saam on. Satisfaction
Offiss over Burk's

Hh Uhicag|
Examiness
aranteed.

Tug store, a9l

3. ¥. PHILBROOK,

RESIDENT DENTIST,
DENISON, IOWA.
Dental Work. Teoth
T R g
MISOBLLAXNEOUS.
BULLOCK & DUNBAR,
BROKERS AND COLEECTORS

DENISON. IOWA,
We furnish our own teams and go ® any p

of the oounty for eollsctions.
O SIEVERS & SON,
HARNESS AND SADDLES,

Robes and Fua Coads,
PDENTEON,

owa

PENN MUTUAL LIFE INSURANGCE
ESTABLISHED 1847

ALL FORMS OF LIFE INSUB-
ANCE

5 M. A N K RUMSEY, OENERAL AGENTE,
Des Moines, Iowa.

SOHN O8BORNL Local Ageat Denissn, In

If You Are Going to the Pacific |

Coast j

Don’t complete arrangements until you
have secured information regarding the
personally conducted excursions to San
Francisco, L.os Angeles and Portland
via the Union Pacific. These excur- !
sions leave Chicago,Minneapolis and St.
Paul every Thursday, and Omaha every
Friday in elegantly upholstered Pull-!
man Tourist Sleepers; illuminated by
Pintseh light; heated by steam. Bag-
gage checked through from starting
point to destination. Prompt and satis-
factory service. Many hours quicker
time than any other line :

For full p'lrfi('ulurq eall on or address
W. TUrRTLE,
401 Walnnt Street,
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Penvon uodden weurily.

““Tha doesn’t mind ma smoaking, do
ye:'’ gaid the other, pulling out a cigar
of doubtful aspect.

‘““Not at all,” said Fenton, hoping
this would keep his companion quiet,

‘“Maybe vou'd lika & smoak yersenr?
8aid the Yorkshireman, who was goner-
ously disposed.

“Thanks, no,’’ said Fenton.
not much of a smoker.’’

““That’s reet. A young feller should
reserve his strength so as he can enjoy
hie smoak when his trouble comgs.”’
And pleased with this philosophic senti-
ment the old fellow puffed away at his
rank cigar.

There wae a pause of = few minutes,
and Fenton hoped his companion was
now fully engrossed with his cigar and
higs troubles. But he wasmistaken. The
hearty voice went on:

““Yes, I’ve been up to Lunnon on biz-
ness—yvery pertikeler bizness. Ah'll tell
ye all about it, as ye scem interested.’’

And he did tell, and his voice buzzed
in Fenton’s ear in harmony with the
rattling of the wheels and the roar of
the train.

On, on the voice went, with never
ending energy, but Fenton's thoughts
were elsewhere. He was wet through to
the skin, he was shivering with cold,
he was utterly miserable both in mind
and body. Was there in all London that
night a more wretched man than he?.
The thought was simply overwhelming
that he, George Fenton, was a fugitive
—that he would be wanted by the po-
lice on the morrow for the murder of a
woman. A cold sweat stood upon his
brow and an involuntary groan broke
from his lips.

Even the self absorbed Yorkshireman
noticed his companion’s distress and
broke off his epic in compasgion.

‘“Young feller,” eaid he solemnly,
‘‘ye’re wet through to the gkin.”’

Fenton did not deny it.

‘‘Sue ’ere,’’ said the other, getting
np and inspecting hie own wraps.
‘“Just ye put on this ’ere watterproof.
It’ll keep yo warm ovverneet. It's
downrighf daft of ye traveling in nowt
but gimcracks like them, as wouldn’t
turn a summer shower.’’

Yenton thanked him warmly and was
glad enough to don the proffered arti-
cle. He buried his chin deep in the ca-
pacious collar and pretended to sleep.
The cigar had now gone out, and the
smoker was yawning. In another ten
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minutes resonnding snores proclaimed
his reception in the arms of Morpheus.

In vain did Fenton try to follow his
companion into oblivion. Sleep refased |
to come. For a few minutes he fel)
into a fitfol slnmber, but his brain re-
fused to rest. Again he stood over the
dead body of the woman he loved ; again
he saw ber pale, drawn face and the
horrible dagger in her heart; again
Brett confronted him, and once more he
was chased down the streets by a howl-
ing orowd. Quick down there, or he
would be caught! Faster! I'aster! O
God, they are gaining on him! And
with a cry of terror he awoke, trem-
bling from head to #sof.

Thank heaven, it was only a horrible
dream! He was safe as yet.

And so that interminable night wore
on. It wasnot till the gray morning
cams in throngh the carriage windows
that the thought flashed acrose him for
the first time, “Why am I running
away?"’

Brett alone had seen him, and he
knew he was safe with Brett. No, Dun-
can would not betray him. Ilad he
been recognized in the chase that fol-
lowed? Hardly likely. Then he was
safe. Why ron away? If a ghost of a
suspicion lodged against him, he was
only accentoating it by abrenting him-
gelf, He ought never to have left town.
De Vere Gardens was the safest place
for him. What a fool he had been to
rush madly away in this absurd fash.
ion! But even now was it too late to
return? There were quick trains up
from Manchester. He could be back by
noon, and it would be easy to account
for his absence—guch occurrences were
not infrequent, At Manchester, at any
rate, he could buy an early paper and
be guided by the report of the murder,
which would by this time be telegraph-
ed to every quarter of the globe.

These thoughts brought him some
comfort, and, a¢ last, when the gky was
turning to crimson, George I'enton
gank into a deep sleep.

. L . El . L]

““Now, lad, here we be at Manches-
ter. Up ye get.”

Fenton rubbed his eyes and stared
round bim dazedly and struggled to
his feot.

“Thank you very much for your
mackintosh,’’ he said to the Yorkshire-
man, ‘‘I don’t know what I shonld
have done without it, "’

He bado the kind fellow goodby and
struggled into his soddened overcoat
and now sallied forth into the streets
of Cottonopolis. It was now past 6
o’clock, and he eoon got hold of a nows-
paper, which be opened with palpitat-
ing heart,

“Great heavens!"” he cried as his
eye found the column he wanted. There,
in large capitals, stared him in the
face:

HORRIGLE MURDER IN MAYFAIR.,

ARREST OF A NAVAL OFFICER,

His Llood ran cold as he read the last
line, for ho at once grasped that if Brett
had been arrested, owing to some ab-
sad | Teo cu the part of the poli
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in' order perhaps to eave hisown life
he wonld be bound to reveal all he
knew of the murder. IHe read throngh
the account that followed, but that gave
him little further information. There
were simply the particulars of the find-
ing of the body, Brett’sarrest, with the
subsequent trouble, and the conveyance
of him and the corpse to the police sta-
tion. Tho paper fell from XFenton’s
bhand in dismay. Now, at any rate, it
would be simple folly on his part to re-
turn before he knew that no suspicion
rested upon him, In the meantime he
ought to make his own position as se:
cure as possible by furtber movements,
He crossed over to the Exchange staticn
and looked at the list of departures, At
7 o’clock a train wdunld leave for Leeds,
and by this train Fenton decided to
travel. At 9 o'clock he stepped out on
the Leeds platform.

His first act was to get refresnment,
far he had tasied nothing for 12 honrg,
and was, moreover, euffering acntelv
as the result of wearing nis wet clotn-
ing. Ho was ravenously hungry, and he
made a substantial meal. Once more
the blood seemed to course in his veins,
and his courage revived. For a long
time he sat over his breakfast deliberat-
ing on his next move, which he at
length decided must be to get rid of his
dress clothes. If suspicion had fallen
upon him, these would no doubt be an
important link in his detection, and it
seemed more risky to continue wearing
them than todispose of them. He spent
the greater part of the morning wan-
dering up and down the city before he
found a shop likely for his purpose. At
last he entered one and asked the man
behind the counter what he would give
for the suit he was wearing.

““‘Dress shoots are nodinge moosh in
my line, and shtill less 8o ven dey are
sboiled mit mud and wed. De glosh on
dis ehoot is debarded forever, and my
fr'en’s only wants gloshy dress shoots. *’

Gloss or no gloss, Fenton explained,
he must have it exchanged for an every-
day rig out.

‘‘My fr'en, if it is an exchange you
vants perhaps I can do someshing for
you. I dort it was monith vat you vant-
ed. See here. Dis is a vinding in
ghecks. You could blay shess or dravts
on de design ven you was dat vay in-
clined.”’

Fenton explained he did not fecel at
all that way inclined. He wanted some-
thing not quite so pronounced.

‘I see noding wrong mit de bronun-
ciation, Peraps it is a gole black shoot
you vants, mic vich to actend your own
vuneral.’’

After much parleying and haggling
Fenton was at last fitted out in the cast
off Sunday best of some presumably
worthy Leeds weaver, and he left the
store lamenting the inequality of the
exchange. i

Then he went to a barber’s and had
his mustache shaved.

By thie time the early editions of the
evening papers were out, and Fenton
eagerly scanued a copy of The Evening
Post.

‘‘Horrible Tragedy In Mayfair—The
Murderer at Large,’’ met his eyes, and
with trembling heart he read of ‘‘ths
release of the naval officer’” and of tha
chase after himself the previous night,
the discovery of the hilt of the dagger,
and, O God, of hiz own departare to
Manchester from Willesden Junction.
Then followed a description of himself:
‘‘Dark, about 5 feet 9 in height, well
built, brown eyes and dark mustache,
about 80 years of age; at the time was
wearing evening dress clothes, a light
overccat and a bowler hat.’’

Fenton’s head whirled as he read
these lines, and he looked round in ter-
ror, half expecting to see some one al-
ready identifying him, despite his hay-
ing disposed of some of the damning
details., They were on his track, and at
any moment he might be arrested. He
must be off again, and that immediate-
ly. Once miore he must take train in
the hope cf baffling his pursuers. He
walked into Wellington etation and
found that a train started in a few min-
utes for Skipton, He bonght a ticket
furtively, dully wondering why the
clerk did 1ot eye him gngpiciously.

He was nt Skipton within the hounr.
What was Lo to do now? He had someo-
thing less thin a sovereign in his pock-
et, 50 he could not atford another jour-
ney by train. Besides, he must ghun
the haunts of naws readers. The coun-
try would be the best place for him
now. He was almost at his wits’ end,
but he pulled himself together, went
into a public houso and called for some
brandy. This put enough Dutch cour-
age into his gonl to enable himn to in-
quire about the surronnding country
from a garraious bar ranger. As a re-
enlt of his inguiries be determined to
take to the Cracoe road, hoping to
reach Grassington and the scattercd
villages beyond, where newspapers were
fow and the population illiterate.

Then he set ont. The brandy saw
him throogh a mile or two, but the ex-
citement was telling upon him, and his
bodily pain was increasing, and soon
ho could scarcely crawl along. He rest-
ed many a time and oft by the way,
and it was dark when the glimmer of
the lights of Rylstone village met bis
eyes. Here he determined to pass the
night. o could go no farther. He did
not dare to put up at any public house
for fear of ultimate discovery, s0 he
cast about him for a roof for shelter.
By the moonlight_lig esnied an old shed

aiugsiae some stavfing, and titither ha
repaired, Not having even etrength
enough to search for litter for a bed, he
threw himese!f down on the ground and
fell into a brolken sleep.

He awoke in the early morning with
pains and aches shooting all over his
body, but with mind clear enough to
appreciate the exigencies of the situa-
tion. Ho must be up and away before
the slenthhonuds conld scent him. He
dragged his unwilling limbs out of the
shed and gaived the highway. But now
the want of food was beginning to tell
heavily npon him, and his legs almost
refused to move, Long before he reach-
ed Cracos he was overtaken by a coal
cart. He hailed the driver and asked for
a lift. The man looked at him doubt-
fully, but the offer of coin produced the
desired effect. Lying fall length on a
sack on the top of the coals, Fenton
spent the next hours in a dazed, witless .
condition. The driver’s destination was
Kilnsey, and there his fare was turned
adrift. Here Fenton determined to have
something to eat, for without food he
feltit would be impossible to go farther.
He staggered into the village inn, which
stood invitingly near. Suddenly a look
of terror overspread his face and he
turned sharply off the main road. He
had ssen a policeman enter. A police:
man in that old world place! What was
he doing there? To his distorted vision
the man was already making inquiries
of the innkeeper, and the carter woula
be there in a minute to add his link to
the chain of evidence that was gradual-
iy being forged around him.

Fear galvanized his stiffened limbs
into action, and down that louely lane
Fenton pelted with blind hnrry whith-
er nv Knew Not NOr carsa. 1°'ne spurg aia
not last long, and he soon dropped into
his old shamble. To make things worse,
the rain, which had been threatcning
all day, now came down in torrents,
and the need of some place of cover
grew imperative. There was a haystack
near—the only hope of shelter in that
bleak, inhospitable landscape—but be-
fore he conld even reach what refoge
that afforded the pitiless rain had
drenched him to the marrow. The
whole of that wretched afternoon Fen-
ton sheltered there, sometimes dozing,

The man looked at me doubtfully.
more often terribly wide awake, wet,
cold and hungry. When dunsk came, he
ventured forth again in queet of food
and lodging, which he must have if he
wished to keep mind and body together,
He strnggled on for a conple of hours,
covering little ground, although strain-*
ing every nerve. There were lights of a
homestead in the distance, for which
he made without even attempting to
concoct a likely tale to account for his
appearance, but fate was dead against
him. The rain had ceased now, but it
had left the ground thick with slash,
through which the weary fugitive strog-
gled Jike a drunken man. The lights he
was making for seemed ever to recede
like will;o’-the-wisps, and Fenton Brew
dimly conscions he could not reach
them,

There was no other building at hand,
no roof to shelter him, but he counld go
no farther. His legs refused to move,
his head was bursting, and with a cry
of awful helpleseness and despair he
sank down upon the clammy ground, at
lagt nuconscious of all hia woes, .

L L] . . L] . .

It was two days afterward when Fen-
ton regained consciousness. When he
opened his eyes, he was in a strange
bedroom. He gave a feeble ory of sur-
prise, and, as if in response, an old
dame appeared at the bottom of the bed.

““Thank God, ye've come round at
last. I thought it wer' all up wi’ ye
once. But doan’t ye talk now. Just ye
drink this and goa to sleep. T’ maister
will tell yo all about it when ’e comes
‘oam,’?

With a sigh of contentment Fenton
did as he was told.

When next he opened his eyes, they
fell upon a familiar form. There by his
bedside was the burly farmer who had
traveled with him from Willesden!
Fenton could not repress a cry of aston-
ishment. The farmer seemed to enjoy
| his surprise.

‘“Aye, lad, it’s one of the curiosest
things I ivver ’card of. I said ‘Goodby’
to ye at Manchester, and nivver thows
of seeing yo ag’in, and two days after-
ward I finds ye in my threeacre pasture
in a pretty fever. I knew’d ye at onot,
althongh ye'd changed yer togs and
shaved yer mustash, Ye've been in
trouble, lad, I could tell fro’ yer rav-
ings. But nivver mind. No onb's heard
'em but me and t’ missis, ’cept onr
Jeames, who helped me to carry ye in;
and I’ve squaréd Jeames not to let on,?’

““What did Isay?’ anxiously asked
Fenton,

‘““Ye talked a strange lot of stuff,
lad, ababt a girl—thear’s generally a
woman at bottom of moast things; and
| yo eecmed to bo terribly fond of this
jun, And then yo called out *Murder!’
—ay, ‘Muorder!” and spoke of a glass
dagger, or somo such silliness, Then ye
scewed to be running away, and it was
as much as the three of us could do to
bold ye in the bed.”?

Fenton started up excitedly. *“‘Good
God!" he cried. “‘I am lost!”?

‘“‘Lay ye down ag’in, lad,”’ said the
farmer, pusbing him back with rough




